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BOOK ONE

Chapter 1


It kind of started yesterday. Brad came home from work and it was obvious that there was something on his mind. He tried not to let it show. But he was obviously very distracted. At times he almost seemed like he was mad about something. He insisted that there was nothing wrong, nothing bothering him. But I didn’t need to be clairvoyant to see that something was upsetting him.

Brad was my first and only boyfriend. We grew up next door to each other in a quiet, older neighborhood in a medium sized town in the Midwest. We really pissed off both sets of our parents when we got married. I was only sixteen. Brad just turned eighteen and was about to leave for college.

We’d been friends since we were infants. But our close friendship evolved. It somehow turned into love right around the time I was fourteen and he was sixteen, though it would be difficult to pinpoint when that happened or when we first realized it.

We weren’t allowed to date, of course. I was too young. My parents had made it clear from the time that I first noticed that boys are different than girls and I came to realize that I like the difference that I wasn’t going to be allowed to date until I was sixteen.

It only complicated things even more that the boy I wanted to date was two years older than me. So even though my parents knew and liked Brad, dating him would have been out of the question. We spent all of our time together, though. As long as we didn’t call it a date our parents didn’t say anything.

Our parents weren’t fooled when I went to the movies with ‘my friend Brad’ on a Saturday evening. They didn’t say anything when we went to a school dance alone but came home together. They were clearly concerned. But they didn’t say anything. Not really. There were veiled warnings about being too young and how a girl my age could get hurt. But they never came right out and told me I couldn’t do things with Brad.

Long before we became sexually active I started to give him little impromptu shows at night. My bedroom window faced his across our driveways. The shows started one night when I went upstairs to get ready for bed. I conveniently “forgot” to close my blinds. I’ll never forget that first time. I can still remember vividly how exciting it was. What girl can forget the first time a boy sees her naked?

I had gone to my room to get ready for bed. As usual, I went toward the window to close my blinds. I saw Brad in his room across the way and the idea just hit me. I have no idea where it came from.

I’ll admit that I sometimes played with my eager little pussy at night and thought of what it would be like to be seen naked by a boy, especially if that boy was Brad. It was just an idle fantasy, though. I didn’t think about really doing it! That would be much too embarrassing.

For some reason, this night, as I moved around my room I thought seriously about what it would be like to actually do it. Just the idea of it took my breath away. At first I reasoned that there was no possible way. It would be much too embarrassing. But the other half of my hormone racked brain really wanted to do it. Before I knew it I was compromising with myself. I thought that it would be just as exciting but slightly less embarrassing if I just stripped down to my underwear. I knew enough about boys to know that Brad would enjoy it if I did. The idea of inciting lust in my boyfriend had an awful lot of appeal.

I avoided looking at my window or even moving close to it. I made believe that I didn’t see Brad in his room across the narrow space separating our houses. I didn’t have to look. I knew he’d be watching me, probably hoping I’d look up, smile and wave goodnight.

I fiddled around in my room, acting as if I was looking for something. I still didn’t know for certain that I intended to do it. I still didn’t think I had the nerve. I was just wondering what it would be like and if I could actually work up the nerve, maybe not tonight, but someday. I wasn’t really planning to take my clothes off with my blinds open. Not until I actually found myself beginning to undress.

I was careful not to take my clothes off like I was doing it for his benefit. But it was almost impossible to act calm. I was so excited that I was having trouble drawing a deep breath!

I attempted, as much as possible, to undress the same way that I did every night. I thought it unlikely that he could see how badly my hands were shaking from where he was. It seems a little silly now. But in my mind I needed him to believe that it was an accident. I certainly wasn’t the kind of girl to do something like this on purpose!

I took off my t-shirt and tossed it on the bed. I didn’t pass out from the excitement, so I took my shorts off and walked around in my underwear for a moment. The sound of heart beating was so loud in my ears that I wouldn’t have heard a train go by outside. I was parading around in my bra and panties … IN FRONT OF A BOY!!

IT WAS FOR REAL THIS TIME!! I wasn’t lying in bed imagining it! Brad could see me in my underwear!

I was about a second and a half away from an orgasm just from standing in my bedroom in my underwear! It was even more exciting than I imagined it would be! I suppose that’s why I didn’t stop there. I don’t remember actually deciding to finish undressing. But I suddenly knew that I was going to.

It took a few minutes to finally get up the nerve to take off my bra. I was a bit surprised when I realized how very much I wanted to expose my body to my boyfriend now that I’d gone that far. But baring my breasts was a huge step. I really had to talk myself into it. It was almost like I had to do it then. I somehow got it in my head that if I didn’t finish getting undressed he would know that my impromptu strip show was intentional. I couldn’t permit that!

I was so nervous! My hands were shaking so violently I was afraid that he could see them. I stood with my back to the window. I reached behind my back and struggled for far too long with the hooks holding my bra closed. They finally came loose and I let it slide off of my shoulders and down my arms.

TOPLESS!! Just the word was making my heart beat faster. My back was still to the window. But I was topless. I was standing where my favorite member of the opposite sex could see me and the only thing I was wearing now was a pair of panties. God I felt hot! My skin tingled like never before. It was as though I could feel every pore!

I was taking too long to turn around and I knew it. If I didn’t turn and face the window soon it wasn’t going to look like I had forgotten to close my blinds. He was going to know. I was, in a strange way, trapped into showing my breasts to Brad by my own strange behavior.

When I finally screwed up my courage and turned around to drop my bra on the bed I noticed that Brad had turned off his light. I could no longer see him. But I knew that he was sitting in the dark watching me.

I dropped my bra on the bed and massaged my breasts in exactly the same manner I do every time I remove my bra. But this time it was different. This time someone was watching. As I gently massaged my breasts, almost overwhelmed by my own excitement, I couldn’t help thinking about Brad’s reaction. Just imagining how excited he must be, sitting in his darkened bedroom and watching a girl undress for the first time, almost made me wish he was here in the room with me; as scary as that thought was.

A huge chill ran down my spine. I shivered with excitement as I suddenly wondered if he was touching himself. God! That would be so hot!! I hope he is!

My breasts always enjoy that first moment or two of freedom when they’re released from captivity. But this evening they seemed to be throbbing. My nipples were harder than I could ever remember them being before.

In the past, when I imagined undressing in front of a boy, I knew it was going to be exciting. But I had no idea it would be like this! The excitement wasn’t just in my mind. My body was nearly out of control. Now for the grand finale!

I could almost feel Brad watching me as I slid my plain, pink nylon panties off and dropped them on the bed with the rest of my clothes.

I had done it! I was naked in front of a boy! Sure. He was fifty feet away and watching through his window and my window. But he can see me. I was naked in front of the boy I love! I could only imagine how excited he was. And believe me I did. But I knew exactly how excited I was!

My hands were shaking. The skin all over my body was tingling. I had an indescribable feeling in my belly and my nipples were so hard that they hurt. I felt myself turning red from my forehead all the way down to the tops of my breasts. I was on the verge of an orgasm just from the thrill of being naked in front of a boy!

That’s not an exaggeration. I was literally on the verge of having an orgasm from the knowledge that a boy could see me naked!

I picked up the clothing I had just removed and tried to act casual as I walked over to my hamper and dropped them in. The blood was roaring in my ears and my heart was racing. I wanted to stay this way for much longer. I wanted him to watch me and want me. The excitement I felt was like a drug.

Unfortunately I couldn’t think of any excuse not to get ready for bed. I still felt the need to act as if I didn’t know I was being watched. I might have had better luck thinking of some excuse to dawdle if the blood wasn’t rushing around in my body so. As it was I just couldn’t think. I only knew that I loved the excitement that had me in its grip and I never wanted it to end.

I reluctantly went to my dresser. I bent over, well aware of the view I was presenting to him. I pulled out clean panties and pulled them on as casually as I could. I dug out a sleep-shirt and put it on. I pulled my covers down and stretched out on my bed. As I lay down my sleep-shirt slid up, uncovering most of my butt. My panties were exposed and I lay there like that for a little while, pretending that I was reading my book.

I wasn’t reading. I couldn’t concentrate. I was much too excited to read. I couldn’t even see the words on the page!

I kept up the pretense for a long time that evening. Finally I turned my light out and lay in the dark. I immediately began to masturbate furiously. As I did I was certain that Brad was doing the same. But as exciting as the idea was that he was masturbating to mental images of me stripping in front of him, that wasn’t what excited me the most.

A boy just saw me naked!! He saw my breasts and my pussy and my ass. He saw all of those intimate parts of my body that I’ve guarded so closely for so long. Naked! Even the word brought me to the edge of orgasm!

Over the next … I have no idea how long, at least an hour, I enjoyed countless earth shattering orgasms before I exhausted myself and I was finally able to calm down enough to go to sleep that night.

That was the first time. The following night I went through that same debate with myself. I struggled once again to build up the nerve to undress with my boyfriend watching. But it was easier the second time. It was easier because the only thing on my mind all day long had been the excitement I experienced undressing with my blinds open.

It was just as exciting the second time I did it. After that there was no more debate. I did it every night. And each night I would become incredibly aroused as I slowly undressed in front of my window because I knew that Brad was watching. I would become so aroused that I could almost not breathe.

Every time I did it I tried to imagine what was going through his mind. I couldn’t help but wonder what effect watching me was having on him. Every night I took off my clothes and moved around my room, dragging out the time I spent naked for as long as possible.

I knew that he was watching. And he knew that I knew. He may not have realized it the first night. But when I did it again the next night he had to know that it wasn’t an accident. Not two nights in a row.

It was wonderfully exciting for both of us. I don’t know it for a fact. Psychology is not my forte. But I suspect that’s why, after all of these years, we are both still so fond of, and still turned on by our mutual enjoyment of my exhibitionistic tendencies.

I really can’t say if I was putting on those shows because I’m an exhibitionist, or if I became an exhibitionist because I so enjoyed putting on those shows for him. Whatever the reason, exhibitionism is still a large part of our sex lives now, nearly eight years later.

We didn’t mention those little shows at first. I was too embarrassed to talk about them the first few times. After that first show, when we met outside to walk to school together the next morning, Brad was all over me. He didn’t say why and I didn’t ask. I didn’t need to ask. I knew why he was so excited.

Later he admitted that he didn’t say anything because he hoped that I’d do it again. He wasn’t certain I’d done it on purpose. But whether it was on purpose or absent mindedness, he had been as excited as I was and he was afraid that if he mentioned it I’d feel obligated to close my blinds from then on.

Of course, when I did it again the next night there could no longer be any question about it being an accident. But I still acted like I didn’t know he was watching. And he still avoided mention of it the next day for fear that talking about it would break the spell.

We went on like that, not talking about the most important thing that was happening in our lives, for about a week. I think we were both afraid that if we said something it would ruin the experience. It would be somehow less exciting if we acknowledged that I was stripping for his viewing pleasure every night. Although, to be honest, my little striptease shows probably excited me more than they did him.

When we finally did start to talk about what I was doing it seemed like I was more embarrassed to be talking about it than I was about actually doing it. Once we got past the initial nervousness, though, we enjoyed talking about it, too. And joking about it, kidding about how hot it made us. And we enjoyed reliving it as we slowly walked to school wrapped in each other’s arms.

Brad finally got a car several months after I started putting on my little shows. That was when we started moving toward the inevitable sex act. All of those evenings of undressing in front of him were just foreplay leading inexorably toward our first time.

First there were the many evenings spent kissing and touching. I found that I loved being touched. It was even more exciting than being looked at. It was every bit as exciting as I imagined that it would be. I loved touching him, too. I knew that I was going to.

I knew a lot of girls who were put off by a guy’s dick. Girls get pretty candid in their conversations when there aren’t any boys around. Some girls didn’t want to see a dick or touch one. They were really intimidated by male sex organs. Some girls thought they were nasty and ugly and couldn’t understand how any girl could find them appealing.

I had only seen Brad’s and so I had nothing with which to compare it. But I loved his. I loved the way it looked and the way that it felt. And before long I discovered that I love the way that it tastes.

I felt sorry for those girls who don’t appreciate the eroticism of the male sex organ. They don’t know what they were missing. Watching a boy react to your touch, realizing the power you have over a big, strong male and enjoying being able to cause him so much pleasure, to me that’s irresistible.

It was months before we actually had intercourse in the back seat of his car. We were both eager, but nervous. He didn’t want to hurt me. I didn’t want to be hurt. And neither of us wanted me pregnant, at least not yet. We both hated the idea of condoms. So I found out from a friend what I would have to do to get on the pill.

I was nervous and embarrassed. But I was determined. I went to a family planning clinic. They tried very hard to talk me out of it since I wasn’t even fifteen yet. But in the end, reluctantly, they gave me a prescription without notifying my parents.

For the next year and a half we put that poor little pill to the test, big time! Every chance we got we had sex. If his parents weren’t home we used his bed. If my parents weren’t home we used my bed. But more often than not we used the back seat of his car. The back seat of a car is probably the worst place in the world to have sex. So you know it was true love.

Shortly after Brad and I were married, he went away to Notre Dame on a full scholastic scholarship. I remained behind to finish high school. I graduated two years later and attended Middlebury College, also on a full scholarship.

I did all of those things which were necessary to earn my degree. I suppose that I rounded out my education. That’s a good thing. But since I never actually planned to have a career it served no other purpose except, I suppose, to better prepare me to hold my own in a conversation with the new circle of friends that Brad and I began to accumulate as time went on.

Brad was hired by J.A.M. Aluminum after he graduated. He chose that job for two reasons. It was a wonderful job with a lot of potential for advancement. And he would be near to me while I was going to college in Middlebury. For the first time since getting married we would be able to live together as man and wife.

It was a very exciting time in our lives. I was a good student. I’ve always liked school. I was able to do very well without putting too much time or effort into my studies. For that reason we had time for a very active social life.

Brad’s office seemed to have a lot of executive parties and get-togethers, formal and informal. They were a nice bunch of people. We enjoyed them a lot. According to Brad I made a very good impression on his co-workers, too.

Brad is very handsome and I’m not just saying that because I love him. He is also very intelligent and an extremely personable young man. He was very highly thought of at work and he was obviously on the fast track. I heard that from all the people he worked with.

For the first two years after we set up housekeeping we had two sets of friends. We had his friends at work and my friends from school. We had very few friends who crossed over. Our friends from J.A.M. were a bit older and more mature. Our friends from school were, well, let me be generous and say slightly less mature.

It didn’t matter, though. We enjoyed being with both sets of people and our social life was pretty active. There was something that we did, twice actually, with my school friends, that we never even considered with the people from Brad’s job. We had threesomes. Well, we did it more than twice. But we only did it with two people.

The first time it was sort of an accident. We threw a big party at our house. As usual, I wore something sexy and revealing and I flirted shamelessly with the guys all evening.

Brad became so horny from watching me, and I was so horny from doing it, that we literally couldn’t wait for the party to end and all the guests to leave. We snuck upstairs late in the evening and we were making out on our bed while the party was still going on.

We were going at it hot and heavy for several minutes before we realized that we were being watched. A good friend of ours, Bob Usher, had been unable to wait for the bathroom downstairs to open up. He came up to use the upstairs bathroom. When he discovered that it, too, was occupied, he went down the hall to our bedroom and used our master bathroom. Brad and I had rushed into our bedroom and started going at it, not realizing that someone was in our bathroom.

When Bob opened the door after he finished in the bathroom he saw Brad and I doing some serious making out. My breasts were exposed. My skirt was up to my waist and Brad was doing an excellent job of eating me out. He was only minutes away from getting on top of me and giving me the good pounding that I really needed right then.

I saw Bob before Brad did. For some reason, though, I didn’t freak out when I saw him. In fact, I just smiled at him. Brad saw my reaction and then he saw who I was smiling at. He stopped eating me long enough to smile at Bob, too.

Bob took that as permission. I guess he did, because he didn’t leave. He moved closer and stared down at my exposed body. I can’t explain why we all did what we did next so I won’t try. I will just try to describe the events as best I can remember them.

I was already very excited from flirting and showing off all evening. Now Brad was eating my sopping wet pussy and we were both getting off on the idea that a friend of ours was standing at the edge of our bed watching closely.

I reached out, took Bob’s hand and pulled him closer. When I did, he bent down and started kissing me and touching my breasts. It was the first time anyone but Brad had ever touched my breasts or seen them close up and naked. I immediately had an orgasm from all of the stimulation.

But Brad didn’t stop. He just kept on eating my pussy like a madman.

Bob kept kissing me and soon he was kissing and sucking my nipples. Without even thinking about it I reached out my hand and started rubbing his cock through his pants. I had never touched any cock but Brad’s. The very idea of it was extremely exciting. I was holding a friend’s cock in my hand while he was kissing my tits and my husband was eating my pussy and watching me!

How fucking hot is that!

There was no plan. Neither of us knew that this was going to happen. It was just happening and it was exciting. We were thinking with our sex organs and just going with it.

I started struggling with Bob’s zipper. I wasn’t having a lot of success. Unzipping a guy’s fly isn’t easy with just one hand. Sensing my frustration, Bob reached down without removing his lips from my nipple. He quickly unfastened his belt and his pants and slid them out of the way, his shorts along with them.

I reached out again and put my hand around the hot, soft flesh of his steel hard cock and using it as a handle I pulled him up onto the bed. I carefully guided him close enough that I could see, and then taste him.

He straightened up suddenly when I wrapped my lips around his cock, but his hand never left my breasts. I hungrily took him into my mouth. While I sucked the first cock I ever sucked that was not Brad’s I was looking my husband right in the eyes. I saw that he was just as excited as I was about it. To be honest, though, I was so fucking turned on right then that I probably could not have stopped if he looked upset.

He wasn’t upset. He was very turned on. He stopped eating me and quickly wrestled his pants and his underwear off. He got back on the bed and lifted my legs. With my legs pointed straight up at the ceiling he inched closer and I guided his hard cock into my very wet pussy. He immediately started fucking me violently. God it was fantastic! I’ve always felt free to let myself go with Brad. But I don’t think I’ve ever let myself go this far. No. I know I haven’t. I was behaving like a total slut and it turned out that I loved it!!

I came as soon as his cock entered me. I kept cumming, one massive orgasm after another while he continued fucking me violently and I sucked on Bob’s cock like a crazy woman.

Bob was picking up speed in my mouth. Brad was squeezing one of my tits and Bob was squeezing the other. I was looking up at the two, strong, handsome men that were fucking me and I was still having one earth shaking, life altering orgasm after another!

Bob came first. He filled my mouth with his cum. I was surprised at how much different it tasted than Brad’s cum. It didn’t taste bad. Not really. I’ve found that cum is an acquired taste. You just have to get used to it, like coffee or gin. Once you get used to the bitter flavor you come to enjoy it. Not because it’s delicious. It isn’t. But because of what it represents.

For me it’s very exciting. I love it when Brad cums in my mouth. Cum is still not the most delicious taste treat in the world. But the idea of having a man cum in my mouth is almost exciting enough to make me climax just thinking about it.

I moaned around Bob’s cock while he emptied his balls into my mouth. His body tensed up. He held my head tight with one hand and squeezed the hell out of my tit with the other.

I swallowed Bob’s hot cum and then I held his cock in my mouth until Brad came in my pussy a minute or two later.

I felt like a huge slut, getting fucked by two men at the same time. And god how I loved it!

After Brad filled me with cum he remained there with his cock buried in my pussy until he lost his erection. He pulled his cock out of me in slow motion and gently lowered my legs back down onto the bed. I lay there as limp as a rag doll, unable to move a muscle.

He moved up and lay down beside me. Bob stretched out on the other side.

Still no one spoke. Not a word had been spoken since Bob stepped out of our bathroom. Brad gently turned my face until our eyes met. He did something then that shocked the hell out of me; something I would never have expected him to do after watching our friend cum in my mouth. He kissed me passionately while Bob continued to run his hands lightly over my all but naked body.

When we broke the kiss I looked him in the eye, looking for any sign of regret, jealousy, whatever. I saw none of those things. He relaxed beside me and his hand joined Bob’s in gently teasing my body while the three of us finally began to talk quietly.

Neither of us was stone sober. But we hadn’t had so much to drink that alcohol could take all the blame for what just happened. As we talked, though, we came to realize that there was no blame. There was no reason for what we did. It just happened.

None of us seemed to feel that we did anything that we needed to apologize for, either. We all enjoyed what just occurred so spontaneously and there were no hard feelings or even any discomfort or embarrassment. It was an accident. But it was a very exciting one. We all enjoyed it.

I was starting to get turned on again. I tried to tell them that if they didn’t stop what they were doing with their hands I would not be responsible for whoever got raped next.

The guys laughed and Brad said, “I don’t think it would be fair to let Bob leave here without trying out some of that hot pussy of yours. I would hate it if he got the impression that I’m a bad host.”

I had been holding both men’s soft cocks in my hands while they caressed my breasts and my dripping pussy. Both cocks were beginning to twitch and come back to life.

I looked at Brad and asked, “Honey, are you sure? The blowjob was a wonderful accident. If I fuck him it’s going to be on purpose.”

Brad smiled and said, “I just learned that I love watching you in action. But you have to promise not to hurt him.”

Bob’s cock was fully erect now. He said, “I’m not afraid. If you would prefer, though, I can make it look like an accident. I could pretend to fall down and make believe that I didn’t know that she was there.”

I grinned at our friend’s silly joke. I pulled him closer and kissed him. He made no effort to defend his honor.

I eagerly pulled him up on top of me. I could feel his erection pressing against my belly. I was about to feel another man’s hard cock in my pussy for the first time. Just the anticipation was almost enough to give me an orgasm. It isn’t that his cock was much different from Brad’s. It’s just the idea that I’m about to experience having a different cock inside of me that’s so thrilling.

I reached down and lined his cock up. It was so fucking exciting, having a cock that wasn’t Brad’s enter my pussy for the first time. I was already turned on from all of the touching. I was so excited that I had my first orgasm after just a few short minutes of violent thrusting.

Brad started kissing me while Bob was fucking me and both of them started teasing my breasts again. It’s a good thing that one of them was kissing me at all times. I started having loud, screaming orgasms as they took turns kissing me passionately. I screamed into Bob’s mouth and then they changed off and I screamed into Brad’s mouth. The people who were still at the party would have been running up the stairs to look for the woman being murdered if the guys hadn’t been suppressing my screams with their lips.

Bob came again, surprisingly quickly since I just sucked him off minutes earlier. But he lasted long enough that I enjoyed several more orgasms while he fucked me. As soon as Bob pulled out of me and rolled to his side I got up on my knees and sucked Brad to a second orgasm while Bob watched and played with my ass.

Brad came very quickly, too. I guess there was no denying that he enjoyed the show I just put on with our friend.

We all rested for a moment after I sucked Brad off. It took us a few minutes to get our breath back. Once I caught my breath I got up and made my way to the bathroom on very shaky legs. I took my time and got cleaned up while the guys dressed and returned to the party. After I let the cum from two different men drain out of my pussy into the toilet, washed myself off and brushed my teeth, I went back out and sat on my bed to rest for a minute and to regain my composure.

I could still smell the strong aroma of sex in the room. I realized that I was not getting myself much more composed as I sat there smelling the strong scent of virile male cum in the air and picturing what just happened, replaying it in my dirty mind. I began to wish that Brad had waited for me. I was ready to play some more!

I finally got up, dressed and went downstairs. I found Brad and Bob together having a drink. Brad handed me a drink that he had ready and waiting for me. I sipped the drink and thanked him. Then I kissed both men and started circulating among the remaining guests.

It was starting to get late and some of the few remaining guests were pretty drunk. I arranged for them to either get a taxi or camp out somewhere in the house until they sobered up enough to drive back to campus or wherever they lived. It was another hour before things were quiet and everyone was either gone or down for the night. The only people left standing were Bob, Brad and me.

I knew that Bob was not too drunk to drive and I wondered if he and Brad had decided to go for a rematch. I didn’t have to wonder how I felt about that idea. It was late and I was tired. But I wasn’t too tired to try to recapture the excitement of what we did together an hour or so ago.

I saw Brad and Bob put their drinks down. Brad went to the door and locked it. Both men came over to where I was gathering empty drinks, just starting to clean up. Brad put his arms around me and said, “Leave that for tomorrow. Bob has agreed to stay and help us clean up in the morning.”

I kissed Brad and then I grabbed both of them by the belt and pulled them to the stairs. I had no intention of playing coy. I didn’t want there to be any question in anyone’s mind about how I felt about what we were about to do.

I didn’t have to pull hard. I was one step in front of them as I climbed the stairs. I felt each of them put a hand on my leg and work it up under my skirt until each of them was holding a cheek by the time we got to the top of the stairs. It was a wonderfully sexy sensation.

We all undressed as soon as we were safely locked in our bedroom. It had only been an hour since Bob first saw me naked and had sex with me. The experience is still fresh and new so the act of undressing in front of him and my husband was a huge turn on.

This time we took our time and did it right. I think the first time may have been more exciting. The first time for everything is usually the most exciting, isn’t it? But the difference between the first time and this time was barely measureable. Bob was still only the second man to see me naked and it only just happened. The excitement of it was still intense.

We did a little of just about everything that night. Despite being tired and a little bit tipsy, or maybe for those reasons, we had a ball. It was an hour of pure sex for the sake of sex and it was great for all of us. I couldn’t even guess how many orgasms we enjoyed before we finally fell asleep in a tangled, sweaty mass of intermingled body parts.

The next day, true to their word, the two guys helped me clean up, as did one of the girls who passed out in one of our spare bedrooms. It only took a couple of hours. Trust me. A couple of hours to clean up after twenty drunken college kids, that’s making good time!

I made breakfast for the four of us after we finished the clean up. And then, finally, everyone was gone. It was just Brad and me, alone at last.

We didn’t know quite what to say to each other. We both realized that we enjoyed the things that we did last night tremendously. We both knew without having to say it that there were no hurt feelings, there was no jealously.

But a line had been crossed. What we didn’t know was where do we go from here? Did we want to do it again? Did we want to do it with someone else?

I knew it wasn’t fair to Brad. But when it came up in the conversation I discovered that I had serious reservations about having a threesome with another girl. It wasn’t that I had any objections to experimenting with another woman. I’d be lying if I said that I’d never thought about it. I’ve read about it. I know girls who claim to be bisexual and in candid conversation they’ve been quite frank about their opinion that every woman should at least try it.

I knew even as I voiced my objections to Brad that I was being unreasonable. I guess maybe I wasn’t as secure as I thought I was. But not only did Brad understand, he insisted that he was happier with the arrangement that we had last night. He claimed that he didn’t want all the pressure of having to satisfy two women.

We both realized that between us I was the more exhibitionistic and he the more voyeuristic. We knew each other well enough to realize that was a large part of the enjoyment we got out of what happened last night.

This first experience with taking another man into our bed took place near the end of my sophomore year at Middlebury College. We had another threesome later that year with Bob. Not long after our second threesome, he started getting serious about a girl he was dating. She wasn’t quite as open minded as Brad and I and he didn’t want to screw it up. We’re still friends with Bob. We still see him and the girl who is now his wife, Karen. But it’s strictly a platonic relationship now.

It was almost a year after Bob bowed out before we had another threesome. This time we invited a friend over to watch a DVD one evening. We ate dinner and shared a bottle of wine. We were feeling pretty mellow but once again, no one was under the influence.

Our intention when we invited him over was not to seduce him. But the movie was pretty hot and the conversation started getting kind of suggestive. Brad and I glanced at each other from time to time. We both saw where things were going as Jim and I flirted with each other all evening. I think that it came as a big surprise to Jim, though, when it started to go beyond the flirting stage. I guess it never occurred to him that Brad and I aren’t all talk.

Jim was nervous at first. He wasn’t as self assured as Bob had been. Maybe because he was more sober than Bob was that first time. Or maybe he was nervous because he was almost a virgin. Jim learned a lot that night!

I somehow ended up sitting in his lap and I started teasing him mercilessly. He was obviously afraid that Brad would get upset and kick his ass. Things started to move along pretty quickly when he finally began to realize that Brad was a willing audience.

Jim wasn’t as good a lover as Bob. Not at first. I think because he lacked confidence. By the time he left that evening, though, he had gained a lot of confidence and quite a bit of experience.

After that night he came back several times to watch DVDs, whether we had a new one to watch or not! It seemed like every time he came back, every time we did it, it was better. Practice makes perfect?

Still, even though we enjoyed the hell out of what we were doing, we both knew that we had to be careful. It was obvious that Brad was being groomed by his employer for quick progress up the corporate ladder. My reputation was going to be important. And I suppose we were both afraid that if we did it too often it would lose its thrill. At least that was what we told ourselves. So we only did it with those two guys. We didn’t do it at all in my senior year.

Then came graduation. It was time to settle down and act like grownups. I became the good little corporate wife. I did some volunteer work in town. I’ve always been into gymnastics and dance and I continued taking classes.

I enjoy both activities and keep at them. They give me something to do during the day besides watch television. I have long legs and the exercise keeps me limber and slender. As a result of those activities I can still get into some pretty exciting positions!

I’m a little too tall to be competitive. I’m five feet eight inches tall and I weigh a hundred and fifteen pounds. I’m very slender. My breasts are just barely a B cup. Thanks to the workout I get in my two classes I stay in excellent shape.

Since I had so much free time after graduation I began to volunteer to help out with company functions. As a result I’ve gotten to meet a lot of the senior staff at the plant. I’ve received some pretty interesting propositions from some of them, too. I quickly became aware that for the most part the senior vice presidents where Brad works are a bunch of horn dogs.

That brings me back to what has been bothering Brad for the last two nights. When he came home from work the next evening he was still obviously upset about something. I’m starting to really worry. I know how much he loves his job and it concerned me that something at work is troubling him this much.

In order to loosen him up, relax him a bit and try to get him to talk about what’s bothering him I made him a special dinner and opened a good bottle of wine.

After dinner I cleared off the table and then we sat and talked while we finished off the wine. Brad and I have always told each other everything. I don’t want him to feel that he needs to protect me from whatever it is that’s on his mind. I finally convinced him that whatever the problem is we can solve it better together. That way he won’t have to feel that he has to protect me, an outdated concept of which I’m not that fond to start with.

Brad paused for a few long seconds and then he said, “I’ve been offered a promotion and a very large raise.”

I looked at him, really confused now, and said, “Yeah, I can see where that would be a problem. You aren’t going to stand for that are you?!”

He laughed at that and took his last sip of wine. He stared at his empty glass for a moment, then got up and said, “This is going to be a two bottle of wine evening. Hold that thought.”

He went to the cabinet, got out another bottle and opened it. He set it aside to let it breathe for a few minutes and he said, “One of the Junior VP slots has recently become vacant. They offered it to me.

“If I accept, my salary will more than double. With bonuses and perks it will more than triple. We’ll have the use of a company Cadillac, a new one every year. We’ll be able to take company trips. We’ll be able to use the company jet when we travel as long as nothing is scheduled for it. My salary will be more than we can spend. And the work; the job that they’re offering me is so exciting that it gives me a hard on!”

I waited for the “but” to come. Because I knew there had to be a big one.

He kept hesitating, though. It was obvious that he didn’t even want to talk about it. I finally had to ask. “That all sounds wonderful, baby. So what is it you aren’t telling me? What’s the catch?”

Brad took a deep breath and said, “EPOD is the acronym that they use for it.”

There was another long pause. He’s apparently going to make me drag this out of him. But before I finally got impatient and asked what the hell EPOD is he continued.

“EPOD is the acronym for Executive Pussy on Demand. If I accept the position you’ll have to agree to become a member of a secret society of junior vice president’s wives. What it boils down to is that if I accept the job you will, in effect, have to agree to become a call girl.

“Any member of the senior staff will be able to have you, at any time and at any place that they desire. They can call you into the office and fuck you there. They can drop by the house any time, day or night and fuck you here.

“Not only that, but there will be parties every month or two, well, orgies actually, where you will be nothing more than a party favor, you and the other wives. You might also be used from time to time to sweeten deals with clients.”

I was surprised to find that I experienced two simultaneous and immediate reactions to what my husband just told me. The first, and more appropriate response, was shock, dismay, maybe even anger.

I’m embarrassed to admit, however, that I’m also aroused by the concept. I don’t mean panting, tear my clothes off horny. But as I listened to him tell me what would be required of me in EPOD I recognized that little tingle between my thighs. The concept, in the abstract at least, struck me as quite erotic.

I could just imagine being available to the half dozen older senior vice presidents, the company president, as well as the occasional client. I could imagine it as in fantasize about it. Not that I could see myself actually doing it.

I gratefully accepted when Brad poured us each another glass of wine. Finally I asked, “When were you going to tell me about this?”

He looked at me as if to say, “That’s a stupid question!”

But what he said was, “I wasn’t going to tell you!”

“What happens if you tell them you aren’t interested?” I asked.

Brad shrugged and said, “Nothing, I guess. I don’t get the promotion, or the raise, and life goes on.”

“But what about when some other position opens up? Will you still be considered?” I asked.

He shrugged and said, “I don’t know. I’ve already gone about as far as I can go without being promoted to junior vice president. Mr. Kennedy told me yesterday that the primary reason they offered me the position is that my work merits a promotion and I’m more than qualified. I’m not being offered the job merely because all of those dirty old men want to get in your pants. That’s just a big plus.”

“How many other wives are there in EPOD,” I asked.

“There are three, Carol Mitchum, Madison Scott, and Grace Davis. You’ve met Grace.”

“Grace Davis! Are you sure? She’s been married to Tim for ten years but she still acts like a fucking virgin!”

Brad nodded and said, “Yeah, I was surprised at all three of them actually. I mean, they’re all lookers. Well, they’re not as hot as you. They’re all several years older than you. I suppose I can picture Carol and Madison going along with it. But not Grace! And certainly not their husbands!

“Jeff Mitchum and Carl Scott are two of the biggest stuffed shirts I’ve ever met. Tim Davis is kind of a wimp. I suppose that I can imagine him doing just about anything to get ahead. I just can’t imagine how he got Grace to go along.”

I laughed and said, “Maybe she just wanted something she wasn’t getting at home.”

Brad smiled and shrugged again. But neither one of us believed that. It can only be that she’s doing it for the money.

“So you weren’t going to tell me? Does that mean you won’t consider it?”

Brad looked shocked that I would even ask. “Do you mean that you would consider it?!”

“I don’t know. To be honest, when you were telling me what they require of the girls in EPOD I kind of got a tingle out of it. Just the concept, mind you. Not that I actually considered doing it. It could have just been the wine.”

I could see that Brad hadn’t anticipated this turn in the conversation. He was studying me now, trying to decide what I’m thinking.

“Don’t look at me like that! I can see you trying to read my mind. I don’t even know what I’m thinking!”

I really didn’t, either. I’ve met all of the senior vice presidents. Several of them have made passes at me, but in a friendly, flirty way. The kind of flirting that you can say no to and just pass it off as a joke. I wasn’t offended. In fact, I found it kind of flattering that those older, sophisticated gentlemen find me attractive.

“How much of a raise did you say?”

He looked at me in amazement. Then he answered, “My salary would be $200,000 a year before bonuses and the value of the other perks are added in. With the car and bonuses it comes to well over $300,000 a year, and that’s just to start out. It goes up pretty rapidly over the next several years.”

He looked at me and exclaimed, “You’re really thinking about this!”

I got a little defensive and exclaimed, “No! I’m just exploring our options. I want to know what you know. But what if I was considering it? How would you feel about it?”

He looked at me strangely and said, “I don’t know. I never imagined for a second that you’d consider it. I thought you’d be pissed and want me to go kill someone for even suggesting it!”

“How long would I have to be in EPOD?”

The expression on Brad’s face was starting to change now. He hadn’t even considered accepting. Possibly because he never believed that I’d consider it.

Now, because I didn’t dismiss it out of hand he doesn’t know what to think. It is, after all, a very large sum of money to pass up and a job that he’d really like to have.

He finally answered, “I suppose that you’d have to remain in EPOD until I’m promoted to senior vice president. Most of the men holding that job now are in their mid to late fifties or early sixties. They might decide to work until they’re seventy for all we know. Don’t forget, there will be three other junior vice presidents in front of me for promotion. You could be fucking those horny old men for fifteen or twenty years!”

I thought about that for a moment and then I asked, “As long as we don’t fuck up, though, you’ll be pretty much be guaranteed a promotion to senior VP eventually, right?”

“Yes. I suppose so … eventually.”

“What would you think of me if I said maybe we should talk about it some more, if I said that maybe we should consider it?”

Brad gulped down the last few sips of his wine and poured another glass for both of us. He didn’t answer for a minute or two. He became quiet and thoughtful, actually thinking about it for the first time.

After a few minutes he turned to me and said, “You know that you would be nothing more than a call girl. The client list will be small. But still, any one of the senior VPs will be free to come by the house anytime, night or day. They can order you to undress and fuck you, right in front of me if they want to. That doesn’t bother you?”

I was embarrassed by my answer. But I have to be honest about this now, or we’ll never come to a decision with which we can both be comfortable. I hesitated, trying to think of the best way to answer him. Finally I said, “You know what I was thinking about? I was remembering our threesomes with Bob and Jim.

“I know what you’re thinking, Brad. This will be different. But those were some pretty exciting times. I’ve never had any regrets. Have you? You enjoyed watching me fuck both of them didn’t you? That was just sex, just recreational sex.

“I have to be honest, even though the money and the perks are exciting; it isn’t those things that made my stomach flip when you were telling me about it. You make a very good salary now. If I agree to do this I won’t be doing it for the money.

“We have to try to figure out how you’d feel about me if I agreed to this before I can even begin to make up my mind. If you can’t still love me, if you’d be jealous or resentful, then like I said, your current paycheck is just fine with me. We have everything we want or need right now.

“If, on the other hand, you think the idea is kind of hot … we have something to talk about.

“And don’t try to tell me you don’t get turned on by the idea of me fucking other men. I’ve seen you watching when I was doing it! If you think the idea is hot and you’re certain that you can still love me and respect me when this is all over, then I have a decision to make. If you have even the slightest doubt, then I don’t have a decision to make. In other words, you’re going to have to make up my mind for me. I can live with whatever you decide.”

Brad was quiet for a few minutes. Finally he sat back in his chair and said, “When Kennedy first called me into his office and made the pitch I was really pissed. I was offended. I was furious that he thought for even a second that you’d permit yourself to be used like that. I had to really struggle to stay calm and not get up and rearrange his face. We had that talk just before I got off work yesterday. You noticed how upset I was.”

I nodded.

“But last night,” he continued, “when I was lying in bed in the dark, and most of today when I was thinking about it, it kind of turned me on. I didn’t want to feel that way. When I realized what I was thinking I felt guilty.

“I spent most of today mad at myself for not being mad at Kennedy. I wasn’t thinking about whether or not to tell you, or whether or not to accept. I never even considered accepting. I was thinking about you being their sweet young call girl and having hot, sweaty sex with them whenever they want you.

“Those parties that I told you about, most of the time the husbands are invited. I’d get to watch those men having sex with you. I’ve been thinking about it in the abstract, though. I’ve been thinking of the fantasy, not the real thing.”

There was another long lull in the conversation while we sat contemplating the strange proposition before us. We sat and sipped our wine until, and I don’t know what made me do it, but I slid out of my chair and dropped to my knees in front of Brad. I roughly pulled his light jersey lounging shorts down and off. Then I gave him a loud, raunchy, slutty blowjob.

He liked it. He liked it a lot! I think he climaxed in only about five or six minutes. That’s a record for him. He usually lasts a very long time.

As soon as he came he smiled down at me and said, “Get your fucking ass up here, slut!”

He sometimes says the sweetest things!

He pulled me to my feet and moved our glasses and the wine bottle out of the way. After roughly removing my terrycloth shorts he picked me up and dropped me onto the table on my back. He lifted my legs up over his shoulders and returned the favor with just as much enthusiasm.

I knew that my pussy was sopping wet before his mouth got anywhere near me. I was only slightly embarrassed when I realized how excited our conversation has made me. Then I remembered how quickly he climaxed in my mouth. It isn’t just me! We both feel this way! I’m starting to think that there’s a better than even chance I’m about to become a call girl. That thought pushed me right over the edge.

He ate me to several more orgasms until finally I was lying senseless on the table in front of him, unable to move a single muscle. He sat staring at my messy pussy, lightly moving his fingers over my thighs and my stomach, all around that most sensitive area of my body.

As he caressed me he watched my muscles tremble while I slowly came down off of my sex high. He bent down and kissed my pussy gently before helping me back into my chair after spreading my shorts out so I wouldn’t leave a spot. He’s so considerate!

I took another sip of wine and asked, “When would I start?”

He chuckled and asked, “Are we really going to do this? We’re taking a big chance, you know. I love you so much. I’d hate it if you changed. As far as I know I’ve never met a call girl. But I have the impression that they’re kind of cold and don’t enjoy sex. I’d hate it if you became like that.”

“Couldn’t I just be a sexy housewife who’s getting a little on the side?”

After another long pause I asked, “What if we agree to do this and then we decide we can’t handle it?”

Brad answered, “I don’t know. It would be pretty hard to take a demotion and go back to doing my old job. They’ll probably fill my position right away. I suspect that we’ll probably have to leave the company if it doesn’t work out.”

“That would be a shame,” I said quietly. “I know how much you love working there.”

Brad looked at his watch and said, “It’s time for bed. Let’s sleep on it and decide in the morning. We should probably be sober when we make a decision like this.”

I nodded and got to my feet. My legs were still a little wobbly. Brad does such a good job with his tongue. I corked the wine and put it and the glasses up. Then we grabbed our shorts and headed for bed.

We couldn’t just go to sleep though. We were both too wound up. We sleep in the nude. There was nothing to get in the way when he started touching me and kissing me. In no time at all we were having our own hot, sweaty sex while imagining the possibilities.

I love sex and I’ve always been very responsive. If I believed in god I’d thank her every day that I’m not one of those poor women who can’t climax from intercourse. I have orgasms every time Brad fucks me. In fact, I usually experience multiple orgasms before he finally reaches his climax.

I outdid myself tonight. I came at least half a dozen times before Brad did. Visions of being a call girl were dancing through my head and they really turned me on. When he finally came I was too tired to go clean up. I thought to myself, “Fuck it, I’ll put clean sheets on tomorrow!”

I rolled over and Brad folded his arms around me. He pulled me close and we cuddled, lying in the dark waiting for sleep to come and feeling loved.

It took me a long time to go to sleep that night. I could tell from his breathing that Brad was awake for a long time, too. It didn’t take a genius to know what’s going through his mind. I lay there with the same images in my mind, smiling because even after two orgasms his still hard cock was nestled reassuringly between the cheeks of my butt.







Chapter 2


When the alarm went off in the morning I went down and made breakfast while Brad showered and dressed. I love to see him when he comes down in the morning all freshly showered and shaved and wearing one of his expensive suits. He looks so handsome and so powerful. I always want to rip his suit off and fuck him half to death.

He sat down and I brought him his coffee, toast and cereal. We still hadn’t said anything more about EPOD. But I think we’ve both already made up our minds. Despite the possible drawbacks, it’s one of those offers that are too good to refuse. I’m pretty certain that we’ve both decided it’s worth the gamble.

I can’t say that I wasn’t nervous. The idea of being available for any kind of sex with anyone who wants me and being unable to say no is both very erotic, and very scary. There’s a certain level of humiliation that comes with that kind of sexual servitude. It’s built into the concept of being sexually subservient to men, especially men you don’t know very well. I was surprised to discover that it was really turning me on. I didn’t think I was that kind of girl!

Brad ate his breakfast and we tried to act like there was nothing unusual on our minds this morning. When he finished, he sat back, sipped his coffee and asked, “So, we’re going to do this thing?”

I smiled, kissed him like I meant it and said, “It seems as though it turns us both on. It may be that a week from now you’ll be looking for another job because we screwed up, though. You realize that don’t you?”

Brad shrugged and said, “I can stand to lose the job. I can always find another job. I couldn’t stand to lose you. We both have to promise that if it gets to be a problem for either one of us we’ll say something, okay?”

With a straight face I replied, “Okay. But if you don’t leave now I’m going to be humping your leg in a few minutes. You know how that always stains your suits!”

Brad stood up and said, “So I guess that’s not just a yes, but an enthusiastic yes.”

I stood up and we hugged and kissed. He went to work. I went up to change the sheets on our bed and take a shower. I dressed casually and started cleaning house; doing all that housewifey stuff.

I’m a very intelligent and well educated young woman. Some people find it hard to understand that I enjoy being a housewife. Most of them don’t realize just how hard it is to do it well. I love it. I love keeping our house perfect for my loving husband. I enjoy the hell out of preparing great meals for him and just being there for him whenever he needs me.

The only real drawback to the job for me is that I’m alone most of the day. It would be nice to have someone to talk to. I need a friendly next door neighbor who drops by for coffee every day. People don’t seem to do that anymore.

Brad appreciates what I do and doesn’t hesitate to show me how he feels. He frequently brings me flowers. If he has a little free time at work he calls me up just to say “hi” and “I love you.”

I’m always touched because even if I couldn’t tell by the look in his eyes when he looks at me, I know from those little things he does that he loves me and that he doesn’t take me for granted. I know that he thinks about me even when I’m not with him.

I could have gotten a job outside of the house. But I never had a burning desire to be anything in particular. And I get so much satisfaction out of what I do. Why would I want to do anything else? We didn’t need the extra money before. We’re going to need it even less now.

I was just about to go out and run some errands when the phone rang. It was Brad calling to tell me that he had talked to Mr. Kennedy and as of this moment his new telephone extension is 1369. He’s already in the process of moving into his large new office.

He asked me what I’m doing and I told him that I was just about to leave for the drycleaners. He suggested that I stop by the Cadillac dealer and pick out a new car.

Things are certainly moving quickly!

I wanted to wait until we could go to the car dealer together but he explained that he’ll be pretty busy for the next week or so and he trusts me. Besides, it doesn’t really matter to him which car I choose. He suggested that I just go to the dealership and look around for the most expensive car in a color that I like.

I dropped off the cleaning and picked up the clothes that I dropped off previously. As usual, I flirted with the nice old guy who owns the shop for a few minutes. We’ve been flirting with each other since I started using his shop. I think he’s a cute old guy.

I planned on going to the grocery store next and picking up a roast. The Cadillac dealer is on the way so I drove in and looked around.

I was pounced on almost as soon as I got out of my car. But in a more genteel fashion than you might experience at a Ford or Chevy dealership. A subdued young salesman showed me around and tried to explain to me the difference between the various vehicles he has for sale. I tried to act like I understood him. I didn’t, though. So I took Brad’s advice and started looking at the window stickers for the most expensive car on the lot.

I picked out a DTS in glacier white with every possible option. It was the most expensive car on the lot. I figured if all those guys that Brad works with are going to fuck me it’s only fair that I take advantage of this opportunity to fuck them.

I explained to the salesman that my husband works at J.A.M. Aluminum and that I’m picking out his company car. He nodded and led me inside. They were expecting me. I was told that I could pick the car up in an hour. The papers will be ready to sign when I return.

I walked out and drove to the grocery store after having just spent a small fortune of someone else’s money. Once I got over the nervousness of car shopping on my own it had really been a lot of fun! The sticker price of that car was very nearly what my husband has been making a year until today.

I did my shopping and I put the meats and dairy products in a cooler in the trunk. I drove to a store called Sweet Nothings. Now that I’m a call girl I suppose I should spice up my wardrobe. A pretty redhead, her hair was almost the same shade as mine, greeted me when I came in. I told her that I needed to change my image a little.

She looked at my figure and the way I was dressed. She smiled and said, “I know just what you need.”

She led me around the store and together we picked out a dozen sexy outfits and the underwear to go with them. I tried them on and modeled them for her. She approved of most of them enthusiastically.

I tended to like the way that I look in the sexy clothes she helped me select. She has excellent taste. In the end I bought everything that she picked out. She also helped me choose a couple of nearly obscene bathing suits. I don’t know if I’ll ever need them … or have the nerve to wear them. But we can afford them now and I’m still having fun.

I followed her to the register and watched her ring everything up. I was amused by my reaction when I saw the total. I wasn’t even fazed at the several hundred dollars that it all cost. I would find out later that the company is going to issue me a credit card with which to buy all my clothes. I probably should have waited but we’re making so much money now that it really doesn’t matter.

I returned to the Cadillac dealership and picked up the new car after signing only a few pieces of paper. The salesman spent fifteen minutes familiarizing me with the car’s features and I nervously drove it home.

Before I left I told the salesman that I’d return later with Brad to pick up our car. That turned out to be unnecessary. He asked me for my car keys and explained that someone from the dealership would deliver it right to my driveway! You don’t get that kind of service from the Chevy dealer!

I carried my groceries and the dry cleaning in and put them away. I made a second trip to bring in my new clothes. I laid my new outfits out on the bed thinking that Brad would enjoy seeing them. Then I waited anxiously for time to start supper. I found myself with nothing else to do but to contemplate the changes in my life and it’s still early afternoon.

Well, I thought that I had nothing else to do. It turned out that I had something to do after all. My doorbell rang at a little before two in the afternoon. I opened the door to discover Mr. Kennedy standing on my front porch! The smile on his face is the one that most people reserve for winning the lottery.

My legs immediately began to tremble. It’s happening! A man I hardly know has come to my home to have sex with me! I smiled nervously and stepped aside to let him in. He put his arm around my shoulder and led me into the living room. As we walked he said, “Jan, I must confess that I have been looking forward to this for a very long time. I knew almost from the start that one day your husband would be promoted. And then I met you for the first time and I was awestruck. You are so incredibly beautiful. I could not possibly wait another moment. I was starting to fear that your husband would say no to our offer. I would have been very disappointed.”

Even as nervous as I was at that moment I found his manner of speech amusing. I always have. He uses fewer contractions than anyone I know and he pronounces every syllable of every word clearly. You don’t really notice how sloppy most of us our in our speech patterns until you hear someone like him speaking.

When we were in the living room he stepped back and looked at me, or I suppose leered at me is more appropriate. But he did it in a nice way. He’s such a personable guy and I’ve always liked him. This isn’t the first time he’s leered at me.

He managed to raise his gaze up to my eyes for just long enough to say, “That’s a beautiful car that you picked out. You have excellent taste.”

I smiled and thanked him. I asked him if he’d like something to drink but he declined. Instead he asked me if I would lead the way to my bedroom.

I smiled nervously, curtsied and said, “Right this way, sir.”

My heart was beating like crazy as I turned to lead the way to the stairs. I was nervous. But I was even more excited than I thought I’d be. I may not want this as much as Mr. Kennedy obviously does. But my belly is tingling like crazy. I definitely want this to happen. I may be just as excited as he is!

As I turned away he said, “When it is just the two of us or when we are not in the office, please call me Gene.”

I smiled, took him by the hand and said, “Okay. Right this way, Gene.”

He paused at the foot of the stairs to let me precede him. I fully expected to feel his large hand on my ass or my thighs as I led him up the stairs but he was a perfect gentleman.

I led him down the short hallway to my bedroom. He smiled when he saw the sexy new clothes on my bed. I explained, “I’m just getting ready for my new calling. I have a pretty conservative wardrobe. I thought I’d need something a little spicier now that I’m in EPOD. Do they look alright? They aren’t too much are they?”

His eyes moved over my new wardrobe appraisingly. He smiled and said, “I look forward to seeing you in every one of them. But right now I’m looking forward to seeing you in a lot less.”

While I was clearing the bed off he told me about the credit card J.A.M will issue me for things like clothing and any other expenses I might incur as a result of being in EPOD. He took the receipt for the clothes I just bought and said that he would see to it that Brad is reimbursed today or tomorrow.

I thanked him and then I waited for some sign of what I should do next. Gene pulled me close. We began to kiss and he ran his hands over my body for a few minutes. I quickly began warming up to him. He’s being so nice, so warm. But I can’t help being nervous, still. I’m excited, too, though. I tried to let it show when I returned his kiss. I didn’t hold back.

He broke the kiss after a few minutes. His hands caressed my hair affectionately and said, “I have always found redheads especially exciting.”

I chuckled and said, “That’s good to hear, because I’ve always been a redhead. Would you like to see?”

I was surprised to realize how quickly I’m starting to feel comfortable with him and with this crazy situation. I’m a fucking call girl!!

His calm, pleasant demeanor relaxed me somewhat. I was happy that he was going to be my first customer from the plant. Some of the other VPs are a lot more intimidating.

He smiled and replied, “I would like that very much, my dear. I would like that very, very much.”

Gene sat down on the side of my bed. I stood in front of him and slowly undressed. I was wearing a short, silky, wraparound sundress that has a simple knotted rope for a belt. I struggled with the knot for a moment. My fingers were shaking so violently you would have thought I was a virgin.

I finally got the knot out and let the belt hang loose. The dress fell open, exposing my bare breasts and my very sexy little panties. I’ve gotten out of the habit of wearing a bra. Brad prefers me without one and my small breasts are small enough that I don’t need it for support. When I first started leaving the house without a bra I felt half naked. But once I grew accustomed to the absence of that often uncomfortable harness around my chest I realized that I prefer going without, too.

I shrugged my shoulders and the dress slid down my arms. I dropped it onto a nearby chair. I was wearing only a thong now. I usually wear a bikini or briefs. But when I was getting dressed to go out this morning I was feeling sexy after deciding to become a call girl last night and the thong seemed to fit my mood.

I stood in front of Gene in my thong, raised my arms in the air and turned around slowly. When I was facing him again I slid the thong off and tossed it on top of my dress. I moved closer and it was obvious that Gene approved of my body. He was grinning like crazy and I noticed that a very large tent has sprouted in the front of his pants.

He moved his hands over my body greedily. I was a little afraid that he would be disappointed in my breasts. But he obviously was not. He was a little rough. But I liked it. It felt good. It felt right.

I waited to see what he would want to do. Mr. Kennedy is the most senior of the senior vice presidents. But he isn’t the oldest. I would estimate his age to be between fifty-five and fifty-eight. He’s about 6′2″, weighs around two hundred pounds and is in pretty good shape.

He has what are usually referred to as “rugged good looks.” His hair is silver and he’s very distinguished looking. I’ve always thought that he was quite attractive. He was one of the men who made a pass at me earlier. When I said no it was because that’s what a happily married woman is supposed to say. I was definitely attracted to him.

It occurred to me that what I was about to do here this afternoon would have been a lot more difficult if Brad and I didn’t enjoy those threesomes with Bob and Jim so much while I was still in college. My attitudes about sex really loosened up a lot thanks to the things we did with those two guys.

Then I thought how sad it was that Brad couldn’t be here to watch us now. He would have been so turned on. I have every intention of making it up to him when he gets home. I’m going to tell him everything that happened in graphic detail. It will be as much like he was here as I can make it.

As Gene continued to explore my body I stepped closer and put my arms around his neck. I smiled down at him and said, “This is a first for me, Gene. I don’t know much about being a call girl. You’re going to have to tell me what you want me to do.”

He leaned forward and took one of my nipples into his mouth. After gently biting down and nibbling on it for a few moments he did the same to the other. I felt the shock waves of pleasure travel through my stomach directly to my clit and I shuddered in excitement.

He leaned back and said, “You are one of the sweetest young women I’ve ever met. I have liked you since the first moment I met you. And I love your attitude. I suspect that you’re going to be very good at this. I look forward to many more of these little get-togethers.”

He gently moved me back a step and stood up. He stared at me while he started to undress. I took each item of his clothing from him as he removed it and I hung it up on a nearby rack that Brad uses when he undresses at night.

As he slowly removed his clothes he said, “I was going to hurry over here, see if you were as beautiful as I knew you would be with your clothes off, get a quickie blowjob and go back to work. I just can’t do it. I’m afraid that you are just too irresistible. I have got to fuck you and I refuse to wait another day.”

I smiled and as sweetly as I could I replied, “I’m honored. Is there some reason why we can’t do both?”

He chuckled and said, “Yes. You, young lady, are going to work out just fine. Not to be too crude about it, but do you have any idea how long it has been since I stuck my dick into a twenty-two year old woman? No. That’s a silly question. Of course you don’t.

“I don’t either to be honest. I know that it’s been decades. You are obviously beautiful and sexy. But you are probably too young to realize how sexy youth is once a person begins to age. At your age there is no reason that thought will have occurred to you. The older I get the sexier youth is. Your soft skin, your firm body, even your scent is youthful.

“I can assure you, young lady, that for the near future at least, you are going to be very busy. It’s going to take longer than it might normally for your ‘newness’ to wear off with me and with those old lechers with whom I work and will be forced to share your charms.”

I put the last of his clothing aside and I dropped to my knees in front of him. I took his cock in my hand. I was quite impressed. It was very nice looking, and very hard. I kissed the tip of it and licked my lips. I paused, smiled up at him and said, “I’m in no hurry. ‘New’ sounds pretty exciting to me.”

Then I took his hard cock into my mouth. He grabbed my head and groaned loudly. I started sucking his cock with completely genuine eagerness.

After a moment he stopped me and sat back down on the bed. I stood up and pushed him over onto his back. He slid up until his head was resting on my pillow and made himself comfortable. I climbed up on the bed with him. I immediately took his cock back into my mouth and gave him a blowjob every bit as enthusiastically as I had for Brad last night. And I enjoyed it almost as much as Gene did!

He cried out, “Sweet Jesus! God damn, girl! I don’t know who taught you how to do that! But you are fucking fantastic!”

I took my lips away from his cock long enough to look up at him and say, “Self taught.”

I took his cock back into my mouth. I believe the correct term is “I gobbled it up.” I concentrated on giving him the best blowjob he’s ever had. I had shifted around as I worked in order to get a better angle. As a result, my legs were up by his shoulder as I eagerly sucked his cock. His hand began moving over my ass and between my legs, almost as if it was moving of its own volition. It was obvious that he was nearing orgasm. His eyes were closed. His body was quivering for release and his hips were rising to meet my lips on the down strokes.

In my new position I had a better angle and I was soon taking his cock into my throat. His cock is no longer than Brad’s, and it was slightly thinner. So it was pretty easy for me. I do it for Brad all the time.

He started squeezing one of my ass cheeks very hard and swearing a blue streak. It was pretty obvious that he was about to go over the edge. I pulled my lips back to the head of his cock and used my hand to finish him off so that I could catch his cum in my mouth. I hate it when Brad shoots his cum down my throat. When I work that hard for it I want to taste it. A mouthful of cum is a huge turn on for me.

He filled my mouth with cum as I pistoned my hand up and down his hard shaft. When he finally finished I straightened up and smiled at him. I showed him that he had, indeed, filled my mouth with cum. He must have been every bit as excited as he said he was.

I swallowed, noting as I did that this was the fourth man that I’ve sucked off. The funny thing is that no two of them has tasted exactly the same yet. I couldn’t help wondering if pussies came in as wide a variety of flavors as cocks do.

Gene watched me. The pleasure was evident on his face as I swallowed his hot load of cock cream. I get a lot of satisfaction from causing that much pleasure. I bent down and licked up the few drops that had leaked out of his cock as it went soft.

I was surprised when I looked down to see that he wasn’t circumcised. I hadn’t realized it when his cock was hard. Now that it’s soft I can see the big flap of skin that covers the head of his cock and I explored it. I was curious about the difference. I quickly decided that it looks kind of sexy. As I explored and teased his cock and watched it slowly begin to get hard again I watched the foreskin disappear.

“That is so neat!” I thought. “How great is a cock that does tricks!”

I kissed and licked and teased his cock until it was completely hard. As soon as he was ready I turned around and straddled his thighs. I pressed my moist slit against his rejuvenated cock and began to slide it up and down, teasing both of us for a moment while we smiled at each other in anticipation. I didn’t do it for long. Neither of us needed much teasing. I lifted up slightly, reached down between us and guided him into my very, very ready pussy.

I slid slowly down on his thick, steel hard shaft and sighed with pleasure at the sensations of a nice hard cock filling me. It’s a wonderful feeling, that first moment when a hot, hard cock enters your body. I know that I will never get tired of it.

Once his cock was buried in my pussy I paused for a moment. I savored the luscious feeling of being so full of a strong, virile cock. Then I started moving up and down, slowly at first.

He watched my face as I worked my pussy up and down on his cock. His smile made it clear that he enjoyed the look of obvious pleasure he saw there. And he watched my breasts as I began to move up and down on him. But mostly he watched my breasts as they began to bounce up and down with my movements. I had to slow down twice. I even stopped once as I had a violent orgasm and my pussy clamped down on the hot shaft of male flesh that was filling me so wonderfully.

In moments I had recovered and I was fucking him hard again. I could see that he wouldn’t be able to last much longer. He started swearing under his breath and at the last minute he grabbed both of my tits in his hands and squeezed them hard. He used them to guide my movements as he thrust up into me and came for the second time. His orgasm, and the pressure on my tits, set me off and I came for the third time.

Once we both reached orgasm I collapsed down onto his hot sweaty body. He held me there for a moment while his cock went soft in my pussy. When I finally felt like my arms and legs were no longer made of rubber, I got up and turned around on the bed. I leaned down and tenderly kissed his very slimy cock. His breath caught and his cock twitched at the touch of my lips and I felt his eyes on me, waiting to see what I was going to do.

I don’t know why I did it. I’ve never done it before, not even with Brad. I started licking his cock clean and finally I took it into my mouth and sucked it until all of our juices were gone.

When his cock was clean I kissed it again, got up and pulled him to his feet. He took me in his arms and gave me a big hug. I could feel the genuine affection he felt for me and I was touched. I waited until he relaxed his grip and led him to the bathroom.

I said, “You can’t go back to work smelling like me. Let’s take a quick shower.”

He chuckled and said, “I wish I could keep this scent on me all day. I would go from office to office and taunt my fellow workers.”

I shook my head, turned the shower on and waited a minute for the hot water. I pulled him into the shower and I washed him thoroughly. While I was washing him “thoroughly” he gradually got another erection. I grinned and said, “You can’t leave here with that! Think of my reputation!”

I dropped to my knees and sucked him to a third orgasm as he sat on the bench in the shower with the hot water running over him.

When I finished he exclaimed, “I’ll be a son of a bitch! Three times! I have not done that in many years young lady. The first thing that I’m going to do when I get back to the office will be to give your husband a bonus. You’ve earned it already.”

I pulled him back to his feet and licked and kissed his nipples for a moment. Then I said, “That’s okay, Gene, I enjoyed it as much as you did. Buy your wife something nice instead.”

Gene shook his head in disbelief. I guess someone turning down a bonus is a new concept for him. I rinsed him off and we stepped out of the shower. He stood on the bathmat and I dried him off with a big, soft, fluffy towel.

We went back out to the bedroom and I helped him dress. Then I led him to the front door. I was still naked. He seemed to like it that I didn’t bother to cover up. I told him again how much I enjoyed myself. I was sincere and he knew it. I thanked him for being so nice because I had been really nervous.

He pulled me close and kissed me. He held me in his arms and said, “I have no idea how I’ll be able to stand the idea of having to wait until I can be with you again. I’ve never been with such a fantastic, sexual, sensuous creature in my life. And I have been with quite a few wonderful women over the years as you might imagine. Your husband is a very lucky man, Janice. I’ll see you again as soon as I can manage to get away. Goodbye.”

I kissed him again, a quick goodbye kiss this time, and held the door for him. He left, finally, and I went to the kitchen and made myself a drink. I sat down to evaluate how I felt about everything that just happened.

There can be no question that I enjoyed the hell out of it. My first experience as a call girl had been even more exciting and erotic than I imagined. I know that I enjoyed at least half a dozen orgasms. I probably should, but I don’t feel the least bit guilty, either. Now I only have to worry about how Brad will react now that it has actually happened. His will be the important reaction. If he becomes upset when I tell him what happened today that will be a problem.

Somehow, though, I don’t think that’s going to happen. I’m pretty certain I know him well enough to know how he’s going to react. It doesn’t take a person with psychic powers to know that I can expect more sex in my immediate future. When he hears what I did today he’s going to be all over me. I can’t wait.

I finished my drink and rinsed out my glass before I finally had the presence of mind to check the time. It was time to start the roast. I felt so good working like this that I ended up preparing the entire meal in the nude!

Just before it was time for Brad to come home I thought about putting on one of my new call girl outfits, or maybe just some of the underwear. But I decided that he would like me better this way. I kept a close eye on the time. I had dinner on the table and a drink ready to hand him at the door when I heard him drive up.

As soon as I heard him on the front porch I threw the door open wide. I greeted him with a smile, a drink and a naked body. It never occurred to me until after I threw the door open that someone might have been with him.

No one was, thankfully. He smiled and took the drink. He hugged me and we kissed for a long moment right there in the doorway before he closed the door and we went inside.

He hurried to the bedroom to change into casual clothes. I went with him to watch. He reached into his breast pocket and handed me an envelope. “Mr. Kennedy said to give you this,” he said.

I didn’t have to open it. I knew it was the money for the clothing I just bought.

As he undressed, Brad said, “I’ve known that man for several years now. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him that happy before. He was like a schoolboy with a crush. I think he likes you.”

I was pretty sure that I already knew the answer, but I had to ask. “What about you, Brad? How do you feel now that it has actually happened?”

Brad took me in his arms again and said, “Let me have your hand.”

I held out my hand and he guided it down to the front of his pants. I found myself holding a very stiff cock. It’s pretty obvious how he feels!

He smiled and said, “I’ve had that problem all afternoon! I was so anxious to get home and find out what happened today that I was running cars off the road all the way home. I love you just as much as I did on our wedding day. No, I probably love you a lot more now. I didn’t really know you very well that day. We were just dumb kids. I know you pretty well now, though. And I love you with all my heart. I love everything about you.

“Now, if you don’t tell me what happened today … well, nothing. I won’t make any silly threats that you know I won’t carry out. But quit teasing me. I’m dying to hear about it!”

“I’m not teasing you!” I exclaimed. “I was worried that you might be sorry now that it has actually happened. Hurry up and get changed you fucking pervert! Dinner is on the table. I’ll tell you all about it while we eat.”

He swatted at my butt but I ducked and ran back downstairs. I sat at the table, naked and excited, ready to tell him everything that I did and everything that was done to me today.

He was only a minute behind me. As he sat down I asked, “Did you like the car I picked out?”

He rolled his eyes and said, “What car? I don’t care about a fucking car! Talk or get spanked!”

He stood back up and carved the roast. When he finished carving he sat back down and we toasted each other. He started serving himself and I started telling him everything that happened. I included every detail that I could remember, every word, every touch, every moan, groan and orgasm.

I was getting turned on all over again as I told him about it. He was getting just as aroused hearing about it. As soon as we finished dinner, and we were eating pretty fast, we put the leftovers away and rushed to the bedroom.

He almost ripped his clothes off. I was already naked so I stood back and watched him, reassured by how obviously turned on he is. When he was naked I pushed him back onto the bed. I suddenly remembered that I never got around to changing the sheets or washing the bedspread after Gene left. I wondered if he would notice.

I got up on the bed and started sucking his rock hard cock. Not long after I started sucking his cock I heard him sniff the air. He groaned and said, “I can smell him! I can smell Kennedy from when he took you to our bed and fucked you!”

That was all he could say before he filled my mouth with cum.

Brad was so horny that his cock didn’t even go soft after his orgasm. I swallowed his hot load and he pulled me on top of him. He held me tight and kissed me. It was my intention to fuck him just like I did Gene earlier today. But before I could he rolled over on top of me. He plunged his still hard cock into my more than ready pussy and started fucking me violently.

It was fantastic! I gave as good as I got, thrusting back just as hard as he was driving his cock into me. The sound of our bodies crashing together filled the room and as he fucked me I started talking, which is something that I don’t normally do during sex. I said things calculated to remind us both of what happened in our bed today while he was at work.

“God that feels so fucking good! Do you still smell that? Do you smell Gene’s sweat? He was lying right where I’m lying now, on his back staring up at my tits as they swung wildly while I fucked him. He loved it! He went crazy. He crushed my tits in his big hands and he came like an animal! And when we were finished I sucked his nasty, slimy cock clean like a total slut!”

I almost let myself get too distracted with my slutty monologue. But just as Brad started to cum I felt him tensing up and when I realized he was cumming in me I came too. I’ve totally lost track of how many orgasms I’ve enjoyed today.

When his cock finally went soft and he rolled off of me I rose to my knees and kissed him. Then I kissed my way down his sweaty body to his soft, nasty cock. He watched in amazement while I licked and sucked his cock and his balls clean.

When I was finished I kissed the head of his cock lovingly. Then I moved up and stretched out beside him, totally worn out.

While we were fucking I told him that I did that for Gene, cleaned him with my mouth. I’ve never done anything like that for Brad before. He seemed to think it was a pretty sexy thing to do.

Unfortunately, I think he got carried away. He kissed my lips and said quietly, “Two can play at this game.”

He got up on his knees and started kissing his way down my body. I was kind of brain dead at first. I didn’t realize what his intentions were until his lips began to near my still vibrating vulva. When I realized that he was going to put his face in my well fucked pussy I reached out and clamped my hands down on the sides of his head. I desperately tried to pull him back up beside me. I begged him not to do it.

The idea of how nasty my pussy must be and the fear of grossing him out was maybe a little inappropriate considering what I had just done for him. But I can’t help what I’m feeling. I don’t want him to see me, or taste me like this. I’m afraid of looking at his face and seeing distaste, or worse yet, disgust.

He refused to listen. He pulled away from my hands and even as I begged him not to he kissed and licked his way down my sweaty body and started kissing and licking all around my sweaty, cum filled pussy.

I closed my eyes and tensed up. I was waiting for what I knew was going to be his unpleasant reaction. His lips and his tongue got closer and closer and finally I felt his tongue slide through my very messy furrow.

I waited for his reaction, expecting to hear gagging or choking or some other sign that he suddenly realized he had made a terrible mistake. Instead, I was astounded when after a brief pause he did it again.

I looked down at him, trying to figure out what has gotten into him.

He was smiling up at me. He paused long enough to say, “You’ve been swallowing cum for me for years. Now you’re going to be doing it for my bosses at my request. I should damn sure have the balls to do this for you.”

I shook my head and said, “That’s sweet, Brad. I really appreciate what you’re saying, and what you’re doing, or at least the spirit in which you’re doing it. But you don’t have to do that. It’s different for a guy. I understand that.”

“Bullshit!” he exclaimed. “Cum is cum and it tastes the same to you as it does to me. Anyway, it isn’t that bad, especially when you mix a bunch of pussy juice in with it. I wouldn’t want to do this every day. And I wouldn’t do it if it was someone else who just climaxed in your hot little pussy. But I can handle it if you can. Now lay back and relax. I’m not going to bite you. Well, I’m not going to bite hard.”

Brad licked between my thighs a little longer, and then he started kissing and licking my clit. It took me several minutes to relax and accept that he really doesn’t seem to mind.

Once I got that through my thick skull the sensations began to catch up to me. Before I knew it I was screaming like a banshee, pulling his hair and cumming like crazy! I couldn’t imagine a man doing what he’s doing now. I’ve never even heard of a guy who would do that! I know, though, that he must love me very, very much if he can do something like that.

I think that I was so struck by the idea that he loves me so much he would do what he’s doing for me that I must have cum more than I ever have before. I could feel my juices dripping out of me. My pussy became so sensitive that I couldn’t stand one more stroke of his tongue. I grabbed his hair again and pulled him back up beside me.

I chuckled when I saw his messy face. I licked his face clean lovingly and then we kissed and held each other tight for the longest time. Any worries I had that he would have reservations about what I did today were gone from my mind. Any fears that he might not love me quite as much disappeared. Far more than his words, his actions pressed home the point that he has no reservations about our new lifestyle.

I was just about to fall asleep when I looked at the clock and saw that it was still very early. We had eaten and then raced to bed before I could even clean up the dishes. I got up and went to the bathroom. When I came back out I started to dress and go downstairs.

Brad took me in his arms and said, “Please don’t. I love you like this.”

So I curtsied, not easy to do gracefully when you’re naked, and we went downstairs. Brad helped me clean up the kitchen and dining room even though I insisted that he sit down and let me do my job.

After the dining room was cleaned up and the dishes were in the dishwasher I grabbed a large towel and we stretched it out on the couch. We sat together. I nestled in his strong arms and we sipped a glass of wine.

Brad’s father always drank a glass of red wine in the evening, either with dinner or afterwards. Eventually we got into the habit as well. It’s such a relaxing thing to do after dinner.

We sat together and just enjoyed each other’s company for a while. We talked a little more about my afternoon. Brad had several more questions about Gene and how I reacted to my first official act as one of J.A.M.‘s four call girls.

I was totally honest. After seeing Brad’s reaction to hearing what I did today I wasn’t the least bit insecure about discussing the things I did with Gene this afternoon.

After nearly an hour of quiet but stimulating conversation we decided that it was time to go to bed. Before we went upstairs I pointed out the keys to the new car on the hall tree so that Brad would know where to look for them in the morning.

Brad explained that, except on weekends when I’ll be forced to share, the car is for me. He’ll be picked up in the morning and driven home after work in a company limo.

Whoa! Mister Big Shot!

We finally went to bed and we both slept like logs. No problems with conscience here!

In the morning we went about our normal routine. I made breakfast and we had coffee together. The limo picked him up at the normal time and he departed for work; a stretch limo no less!

After he was gone I had nothing to do but put away last night’s dishes and wash the few morning dishes. When that was done I went up and made the bed. While I was doing that the phone rang. I answered it immediately. I noticed that despite how great yesterday had been, my stomach still jumped into my throat at the thought of what that phone call probably signified.







Chapter 3


I picked it up and said, “Hello?” nervously.

The caller was Mr. Morris’s secretary. Mr. Morris is the owner of the company. She asked me if I would be able to come to the office and meet with Mr. Morris in two hours.

I told her that I’d be delighted. She probably knew I was lying. As soon as she hung up the phone my stomach was in knots.

I’ve met all of the vice presidents at the various company functions I’ve attended. But I’ve never met Mr. Morris. He doesn’t socialize with the other employees. Or at least he’s never been to any function I’ve attended. I’ve seen him around the plant, though. He’s a very stern man. I don’t believe I’ve ever seen him when he wasn’t glowering. Everyone behaves as if they’re … well, maybe not afraid of him, but I get the impression they avoid him. I’ve asked about him but the few people I’ve asked have avoided talking about him to me. I’m nervous enough about being intimate with the senior vice presidents. The idea of just being alone in a room with Mr. Morris is terrifying.

I went upstairs and showered. When it came time to dress it occurred to me that I had no idea what I should wear. I didn’t know if I should dress normally, or more in keeping with my new part-time job as one of the company’s call girls. I decided to compromise and wear one of my nicer dresses. But under it I put on some of the slutty underwear I just bought.

I got ready and looked in the mirror. I wished that I knew why he wanted to see me. I probably should have asked when his secretary called. This is such a strange situation that I have no idea what’s proper.

I went out and got in my new Cadillac. It’s such a pleasurable car to drive that I was able to relax for most of the ride to the plant. I’ve been there many times over the years that Brad has worked at JAM. Even though the guards at the gate all recognize me by now I’ve been asked to show my driver’s license each time I drove onto company property.

Not this time! I was waved right in. The guard even saluted as I drove through the gate!

I drove to the administrative office building. As I was driving down past the line of parked cars looking for a parking place I passed a vacant spot not far from the door. I was astounded to see my husband’s name, Brad Pittman, on the reserved parking sign.

I parked in my husband’s parking spot and turned off the engine. I sat there for a moment and forced myself to calm down. Finally I got out and went inside. A smiling receptionist just inside the door got up as soon as she saw me and escorted me to Mr. Morris’s office.

The people there have always been friendly. But not like now. The promotion that Brad received must have really moved him into the upper echelons. Suddenly I’m being treated as if I am someone! It kind of made me uncomfortable. I’m pretty sure I can grow to like it, though.

I arrived at Mr. Morris’s office fifteen minutes early. His secretary looked up and smiled. She welcomed me warmly. She was very friendly right from the start. She sounded genuinely happy to see me when she said, “Mrs. Pittman! Thank you for coming in.”

She got to her feet and came around her desk to greet me. As she approached she held out her hand and said, “My name is Heather. Mr. Morris is anxious to meet you. He has someone in his office right now. Please, have a seat. He’ll be right with you.”

We shook hands and as soon as I was seated in the expensive leather chair she asked me if she could get me anything. After I declined she sat with me and we engaged in a little small talk. It didn’t take me long to realize that she was trying to distract me, calm me down.

I hated it that it was so obvious that I was nervous. But I appreciated her efforts.

I asked her if she knew what Mr. Morris wanted. She smiled and said, “Don’t worry. No one is in trouble.”

She leaned over and squeezed my hand reassuringly. She smiled and said, “You look like you’re about to appear before a judge. Mr. Morris likes to meet with the wives of all of his new vice presidents and get to know a little bit about them. Don’t let his stern demeanor throw you. He’s really a sweetheart. He’s the nicest man I’ve ever worked for, honest.”

I was not totally convinced. But she was very reassuring. We talked about nothing in particular for a few moments. In no time at all we heard a noise at the inner door. We looked up to see Mr. Morris showing someone out of his office.

They said goodbye and shook hands. As soon as his visitor left he walked over to where I was sitting with Heather. With the same dour expression that I’ve always seen on his face he said, “You must be Janice Pittman?”

Despite his expression there was a light and friendly tone to his voice,

I stood quickly and replied, “Yes, sir.” I added, “Please, call me Jan.”

He nodded, guided me into his office and shut the door. He led me to a comfortable leather seating area in the corner and asked if he could get me a drink.

I asked for a bottle of water. I was so nervous that I was having trouble swallowing. But I immediately regretted it. I didn’t want the president of the company waiting on me!

He was very gracious, though. I wear I got the impression that he was pleased that there was something he could get me! He went to a small refrigerator in the bar area and returned with a bottle of water. After breaking the seal he handed it to me and sat down near me. He was close enough to make this an intimate conversation, but far enough away that I didn’t feel crowded or threatened.

He gave me a moment to take a drink and then he said, “You’re a very beautiful young woman, Jan. I’ve heard a lot of good things about you. I understand that you graduated from Middlebury College. That’s an excellent school.”

I nodded and took another sip of water. I didn’t say anything. I’m still waiting nervously to see what this meeting is about.

“Please, my dear. Relax. I’m not nearly as ugly as I look. While I can’t promise not to bite, I promise that I’ve had my shots.”

I smiled nervously. He still has that dour look on his face. But I know flirting words when I hear them. I know how to react to a remark like that in a normal situation. But this isn’t a normal situation. I’m still out of my element here.

I said, “I’m sorry, sir. This is all so new to me, this entire … strange situation.”

He said, “I understand. Just remember that you’re not the first to go through this. The EPOD program has been in operation here for nearly a generation now. We’ve all grown accustomed to how strange a situation it is. We all understand that you will need some time to learn your responsibilities and adjust to them. Don’t be afraid of saying or doing the wrong thing. Whatever mistake you might make has been made before, I promise you.”

I took a sip of water and tried again to calm down. He continued, “I had an interesting conversation with Mr. Kennedy after our morning staff meeting today. He told me all about his visit with you yesterday afternoon. I must say that he was totally delighted. Everything he said was quite favorable. I don’t think you’ll have any problems adjusting to your situation here at all with a wonderful attitude like yours.”

I blushed and he seemed to find that amusing.

I replied, “I didn’t even know what to wear when your secretary called. I bought some sexier clothes to wear after I decided to go through with this. But I didn’t want to come dancing in here looking all slutty and upset someone. There should be a book of rules.”

He nodded at me and said, “You know, that’s a good idea. Why don’t you keep it in mind? Make a mental note of your questions and the appropriate answers. Someday when you’re in the mood to do something constructive you can work something up. It would be helpful, wouldn’t it?”

I nodded, and then he asked me if I have any questions.

I smiled and asked, “What should I have worn today?”

He chuckled. But I noticed that he never smiles. Now that I’m getting to know him a little better I realize that Heather wasn’t exaggerating. He seems quite warm and friendly. It just doesn’t show on his face.

There was a smile in his voice, though, when he said, “You look lovely, Jan. I wouldn’t have you dressed any other way. On the other hand, none of the gentlemen who might call you and ask you to come to their offices in the foreseeable future will have a problem with slutty either.”

“And no one will be offended?”

He shook his head.

I smiled shyly and said, “I’m wearing slutty underwear.”

I almost thought he was going to smile there for a moment!

He looked me in the eyes and with a touch of sadness he said, “Jan, I’m of an age that pretty much all I’m able to do now is look, look and touch. But I do enjoy those pleasures. If you don’t mind, I would love to see your slutty underwear.”

For some reason, I suddenly felt completely at ease with Mr. Morris now that he has opened up to me and made himself sound a little vulnerable. He really does seem like a very nice man. He couldn’t be more polite and he’s totally non-threatening. I realized as my confidence increased that I’d be happy to put on a little show for him. After all, exhibitionism is what I do best!

I got to my feet, stood in front of him and said as sweetly as I could, “Mr. Morris, I would love to undress for you.”

As strange as it may sound, I felt even more comfortable as I began to undress. I’m in my element now. Undressing to turn on a man is something I understand, something I enjoy. I still remember how exciting it was when I did it for the first time at the age of fourteen. Perhaps it isn’t quite as thrilling as it was those first few times. But it doesn’t miss it by much. I hope there’s never a time when I don’t get a huge thrill from undressing to please a man.

I reached behind my back and unfastened the catch at the top of my dress. I pulled the zipper down, very, very slowly. I shrugged. The dress slid down off my shoulders and I pulled my arms free. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and slowly pushed it down over my hips. I bent down and picked it up in as ladylike a manner as possible. I dropped it on a nearby chair and stood in front of him in my lacy bra and panty set and my thigh high silk-look stockings.

I turned around slowly and asked him if he likes my new outfit. He started to reach out as if to caress me. But then he pulled his hand back quickly and asked if it was alright if he touched me.

I thought that was strange. He has probably been in this situation with a dozen young women. He should be feeling much more comfortable than I am. He knows that I’ve agreed to be a virtual sex slave to him and his vice presidents for the foreseeable future. I didn’t understand his hesitation. Perhaps it’s generational. Or maybe he’s just a very nice man.

I reached for his hand, feeling almost like I’m the one in charge now. I gently lifted it and placed it on my breast. As his hand gripped my breast through my tiny little bra I exclaimed, “Mr. Morris! You may touch me anytime you want.”

I moved his hand from one breast to the other, and then I guided his large hand down my flat stomach to my panties. I let him move his hand over my lacy, silky underwear while I reached behind my back and unfastened my bra and dropped it on my dress.

I heard his breath catch when he saw my naked breasts. It made me feel very proud that someone who over the years has seen so many attractive women remove their clothing is that impressed by my body.

He was quiet for a moment as his fingers explored. But then, in a breathless voice that made it more than clear that he truly meant what he was saying, he said, “Oh my god, Jan! You’re truly beautiful! You’re perfect!”

I guided his hand back up to my breasts and he explored them eagerly, but tenderly. His hands were soft and gentle. His touch felt very nice and I told him how much I enjoyed it.

I let him explore my breasts for a while, and then I bent down and pushed my panties off. I left the stockings on and stood in front of him naked but for my shoes and stockings. He had a look of awe on his face as his fingers trailed down and ran lightly through my bright red pubic hair for a few minutes. Then his fingers moved lightly down to my well lubricated pussy.

I gasped at his touch and moaned, “Oh Mr. Morris! That feels wonderful!”

I meant it. He has a very nice touch.

I could have sworn that I saw twitching in his pants as he touched me. I dropped to my knees and said, “Mr. Morris, I know you said that you only want to look and touch me. But even if you can no longer have an erection, I’m sure I can make it pleasurable for you if you’ll let. My husband says that I am very talented with my mouth. Please let me try. It’s something that I really enjoy doing for a man.”

He responded quietly, “It’s sweet of you to offer, Jan. I appreciate it. But I’m afraid that it’s been too many years. I’ve grown tired of the frustration that always results from any such attempts. I’ve enjoyed what we’ve done. Perhaps we should just leave it at that.”

There was a note of regret, of despondency in his voice that nearly broke my heart. I couldn’t leave it at that. I have quickly come to realize that Heather was right. Mr. Morris is a very nice man. He is so sweet that he makes you want to hug him. I want very much to please him. I may lose. But I’m not giving up without a fight.

I had placed my hand on that twitching lump in his pants. I could feel the heat from it. It certainly felt like there were signs of life there. It just didn’t seem possible that he would settle for looking at me, or touching me. I was determined, and I begged him for the chance to try. I insisted that even if he doesn’t get an erection I would love to take him into my mouth. I asked him to think of it as my way of thanking him for all he has done for Brad and me.

He looked skeptical. But I guess sex is a very difficult thing to give up on. He stood up reluctantly, as if he knew he was making a big mistake. I unfastened his pants and pulled them and his shorts down to his ankles. I slipped his shoes and his pants off and spread his legs wide apart.

I was surprised at the size of his soft cock. It must have been pretty impressive when he was younger and his virility was intact. It’s pretty damn impressive now! It’s the longest that I’ve seen yet, at least eight inches and still soft!

I smiled up at him as I moved my hand over his heavy cock and exclaimed, “It’s beautiful! That is the nicest cock I’ve seen! Though to be honest, I haven’t seen that many yet.”

He ran his hands down over my long red hair and looked at me longingly. It’s easy to see how much he wishes that he could have sex with me and I became even more determined to please him.

I leaned down and I kissed the head of his cock. Then I held it up out of the way and began to kiss and lick his thighs sensually. I began to tease him, slowly working my way up to his large, heavy balls. He sat back and watched in fascination. He was still tense, though. I could feel it in his muscular legs.

I gently massaged his cock as I licked his balls and then took each one into my mouth and ran my tongue over it.

He was obviously enjoying it. But still there was only an occasional twitch running down the length of his big cock. I took his cock in my hands lovingly and licked it all over. I was sure that I was starting to see signs of life.

He started to tell me that it was hopeless but I shushed him. I said, “It isn’t hopeless. And even if you don’t get an erection, it feels good doesn’t it?”

He nodded and I said, “Good, then let me do this. I’m enjoying it. I mean that, Mr. Morris. I like you. You’re a nice man. I like doing this for you. It brings me pleasure to please a man like this.”

I could feel him start to gradually relax. That may be why I was sure that his cock was slowly getting larger now. I worked at it, not desperately, but gently and lovingly. Then I remembered a little trick I read about somewhere, in Cosmo I think. I lifted his legs and draped them over the arms of the overstuffed chair he was sitting in and I began to lick up and down the crack of his now exposed ass.

As my tongue moved over his asshole he shuddered and gasped. I moved back and forth over it a few more times before burrowing my tongue right up inside of him. He began to groan and mutter obscenities under his breath.

Finally I wet a finger and gently inserted it into him. I began to massage in the general area where I assume his prostate is located. With my other hand I lowered his legs. His cock was more than half hard now!

I took his cock into my mouth once more and as I gently massaged his prostate I moved my mouth up and down his very impressive organ. With a little effort I was even able to take an inch or two of it into my throat.

I looked up and saw that he was staring at me with the strangest expression on his face. He looked a little like he had just seen a ghost! Well, a friendly ghost, maybe?

His cock never got completely hard. But in another couple of minutes he tensed up and shot a thin watery stream of cum into my mouth. I moaned around his cock and worked at it lovingly as he caught his breath and then, slowly, the muscles in his body began to relax.

When he was done I sat up and gently removed my finger from his ass. While he stared at me with an expression that was almost love on his face I sucked my finger clean. Then I leaned forward and kissed his cock and thanked him.

He looked at me in disbelief but I could have sworn that his eyes were moist. He slowly shook his head and asked, “What are you thanking me for?!”

“For letting me try. And for trusting me enough to relax and let it happen. I’m honored that I was able to bring you so much pleasure, Mr. Morris.”

He sat up and pulled me close and hugged me. He held me tight for a long time. Then, in a voice choked with emotion he said, “Young lady, you will probably never fully appreciate what you have done for me here today. You are the most exciting, and yet the sweetest and most refreshing young lady I have met in nearly half a century. If, at any time, anyone gives you a hard time here at this company or at any of its functions, I want you to call me immediately. Do you understand?”

I sat back on my heels. I smiled and responded “Everyone here has been wonderful to me. I’m sure that won’t be a problem. But I promise to call you if I need to.”

Then I faked a concerned expression and asked innocently, “That doesn’t mean that I won’t be getting used does it?”

He did smile then. I swear to god! It stayed on his lips, too. It wasn’t a fleeting smile. He bent down and kissed me and said, “You are truly remarkable. I pray that you are one of those women who remain unchanged by what you will be going through. I’ve talked to your husband. I’m sure he’ll be able to handle it. I would hate to see either of you change. You, young lady, are special.”

“Does that mean that we can do this again?” I asked.

“You have my word, Janice. Now, as much as I hate to say this, why don’t you get dressed. I’ll have Heather take you to see your husband before you leave. Thank you for being so nice to an old man, my dear.”

He stood up and was getting ready to dress. I moved close and hugged him and said, “Please believe me, I really did enjoy it. You are a dear, sweet man. You’re every bit as nice as Heather said you are. I enjoyed pleasing you and I’m looking forward to doing it many times in the future.”

Then I dropped to my knees and helped him with his shorts, after kissing his cock again. I helped him pull on his pants. Finally he sat back down and I put his shoes on and tied them. Then I dressed myself, slowly, giving him plenty of time to enjoy the reverse striptease.

I grabbed my purse and my bottle of very expensive water and he called Heather in. She came into the office and started to ask him what he wanted when she suddenly noticed that he still has a trace of a smile on his face, for the first time since she started working for him!

She stopped in mid-sentence and looked at him curiously. She looked at me and then back at him. He saw her looking and tried to stop smiling. He couldn’t. I could read his mind. He was embarrassed! But he couldn’t wipe that smile off of his face.

He finally shook his head and asked her to take me to Brad’s office and then come back to go over some paperwork he has for her. As we were leaving he asked her to program my phone with all of his phone numbers. That seemed to surprise her, too.

She led me out into her office. As soon as his door closed behind me, she stopped suddenly and wheeled around to face me. I almost ran into her!

She stared at me, apparently speechless for a moment. Finally she said, “I’ve been working for that wonderful man for more than ten years and I’ve never seen him smile. Not once! Not ever! What did you do to him?”

I smiled and answered, “A lady doesn’t tell.”

She stared at me for a moment longer and exclaimed a bit breathlessly, “Well I’ll be god damned! You got him off, didn’t you?”

She clapped her hand over her mouth as if that embarrassing question just slipped out. I really didn’t want to talk about that with her. I just met her and that seemed awfully personal. So I didn’t answer. Finally she shook her head and surprised the hell out of me when she reached out and took me in her arms and gave me an emotional hug.

I didn’t know how to respond to that! It was brief, thankfully. She released me and stepped back. She took a moment to program my cell phone. Then, with that same strange look on her face she guided me out into the hallway and down to a very luxurious suite of offices at the end of the hall.

Just inside the door of the small reception room sat the receptionist for the four junior vice presidents. Heather introduced me to her. She got up and took me to Brad’s secretary. Brad’s beautiful secretary!

He hadn’t mentioned that part.

She seemed really nice. We spoke for a moment, exchanging vague pleasantries, and then she called Brad on the intercom. He came right out to greet me. He kissed me and led me into his office.

He told me last night that his new office was nice, so nice that he felt like someone must have made a mistake when they told him it was his. But even forewarned I was really impressed. It’s a huge office! It has the same high quality wood and leather furniture that Mr. Morris has in his office. And just like Mr. Morris he has a wet bar and his own private bathroom. Actually, his office isn’t that much smaller than Mr. Morris’s!

Brad proudly showed me around the room and then he sat me down in the small seating area and asked me why I was there.

I told him that I had just spent nearly an hour with Mr. Morris. When he heard that he looked like he’d been slapped.

“Oh crap!” he exclaimed nervously. “I didn’t think it would be this soon. I was talking to Carl Scott today and he warned me about some of the things you should look out for. One of them is Mr. Morris. He can’t get it up anymore and he gets upset when the girls can’t do anything for him. How did it go? Are you okay?”

I smiled and asked, “Have you ever seen Mr. Morris smile?”

“Nobody has seen him smile in years,” Brad said. “So don’t worry, it wasn’t your fault.”

“Mr. Morris and I got along great. And when I left his office he was smiling.”

“What do you mean he was smiling?” Brad asked. “He doesn’t smile.”

“After he has an orgasm he does,” I said, and smiled proudly.

Brad didn’t know what to say. While he was digesting that I asked, “What else did Carl say that I needed to watch out for?”

“Mostly he warned me about Gavin Riggs. He said that most of the VPs are pretty nice. They’re just normal guys. You know. You’ve met them. But Mr. Riggs is a bit kinky and has a mean streak. Carl said that he can get rough and he likes to humiliate the girls. Make them do embarrassing things in public or, I don’t know, he wasn’t very specific. Just watch out for him.”

Just then there was a light knock at the door and, speaking of the devil, Mr. Riggs poked his head in and asked if he was interrupting. We stood up and Brad invited him in.

He came in and crossed to where we were sitting. He ignored Brad and said, “I wanted to welcome you to the club, Jan. I have a few minutes before my next meeting. I was wondering if I would be able to talk you out of one of those fantastic blowjobs I’ve been hearing so much about.”

I smiled warmly and replied, “My! Word does travel fast around here. My blowjobs are not all that special, Mr. Riggs. But I’d be happy to fit you into my busy schedule. Let me help you get comfortable.”

I quickly undressed as he watched my every move. Then I walked over to where he was standing, swiveling my hips far more than was necessary to move from point A to point B, and guided him to a large chair.

Brad had begun to move back over to his desk, probably in order to be more unobtrusive. Mr. Riggs stopped him. “Don’t leave us, Brad. You might as well get accustomed to this. You’ll be seeing a lot of it from now on.”

Brad sat back down and I dropped to my knees on the plush carpet in front of Mr. Riggs. I quickly unfastened his pants and pulled them and his fancy silk underwear down below his knees. He sat down and leaned forward and played with my tits for a minute.

I waited patiently while he mauled my breasts. He has a very rough touch. He has a lot to learn about handling a girl’s tits. Unfortunately, in his case it was intentional. Each time he squeezed a breast or pinched one of my nipples he was staring right into my eyes as if to feed off my fear or my pain. He must have been very disappointed when I smiled and acted as if I enjoyed it.

Finally he tired of that game. He sat back and watched as I leaned forward and began to lick and suck his balls.

As I worked with my face in his crotch he kept up a running conversation with Brad. I had the distinct impression that he was trying to make both of us uncomfortable. He wasn’t being overtly abusive. There was just something in the way he spoke, something subtle about the way he said things. It seemed obvious that he was trying to humiliate us and embarrass us.

Silly man! He doesn’t know us very well. This turns us on!

I gave him my second best blowjob. My best had just gone to Mr. Morris. Before long he stopped talking, sat back and relaxed, enjoying what was happening in his lap.

One thing he doesn’t have is a problem getting it up. He has a nice cock and even though he may have a bitter personality, when he climaxed, in a surprisingly short amount of time I thought, his semen wasn’t bitter at all. In fact, he has the nicest tasting cum I’ve ever swallowed!

I swallowed it all down and smiled up at him. When he finally opened his eyes again I told him how nice his cum tastes. He cocked his head and gave me a funny look. I waited until he stood up and I helped him put his clothing back in order. When he was dressed again he shook his head, thanked me graciously and left.

As soon as the door closed behind him I moved over one seat, on my knees still. Brad and I worked together to free his hard cock and I gave him a loving blowjob. He was more than a little turned on. He hasn’t seen me with another man’s sex organ in my mouth for a couple of years and I got the impression from his hard, throbbing cock that it’s a sight he’s missed seeing.

After he came and he put his clothes back in order he helped me up and guided me to a chair. He dropped to his knees between my legs and eagerly returned the favor. I had just sucked off three different men and I was pretty excited. So I really appreciated it. Sucking cocks really turns me on.

After I messed up Brad’s face with my pussy we both pulled ourselves together and got cleaned up. While he was washing his face I asked if all of the beautiful women I’ve seen running around here know about EPOD.

Brad started to gather some files, getting ready for a meeting he has to attend shortly. While he was doing that he replied that he would ask Carl. It hadn’t occurred to him to ask when they were talking. We kissed again, a long, loving, goodbye kiss. Then he patted me on the ass and sent me on my way.

I went back outside and managed to find my way back out to the front door. The receptionist greeted me by name again and said goodbye. They’re all just so damned sweet and polite and sincere that it made me nervous.

I drove home with my head in the clouds. What a morning!

As I pulled into the driveway I reminded myself that I need to ask Brad what he thinks we should do with our old cars. They’re nice enough. I suppose we should keep one of them. But our house has very little storage space. Out of necessity we store a lot of stuff in the garage. That means our driveway is full of cars. Now we have two late model cars in excellent condition that aren’t being used. They’re just in the way. I think we should sell at least one if not both of them.

I went inside and changed into one of the tiny new bathing suits that I bought at Sweet Nothings. I grabbed the phone and a drink and went out into the backyard for a little sun. I’m not that much of a sun worshipper. I like to get just enough sun so that my breasts and my butt are stark white by comparison to the rest of my lightly tanned body and stand out more. It turns Brad on and anything that turns my man on turns me on. But I don’t just do it to please him. I think it’s was a sexy look, too. I’m lucky in one respect. Unlike most redheads I don’t suffer from the melatonin curse. I don’t get freckles when I go out in the sun. I’m able to get a nice even tan.

I stayed outside for about an hour and then went inside and took a shower. I dried off and put on a t-shirt and some comfortable shorts. Then I went down and started supper.

Our evening meal was just about ready when I heard a car in the driveway. I was dusting the living room when the limo pulled up. It seems so funny to see that thing pull up and watch Brad climb out of it. He looks so nonchalant, as though he has ridden in one all of his life. I wonder what the neighbors must think.

I ran upstairs and undressed and made it back downstairs in time to meet Brad at the door. We kissed and then we went back upstairs and I helped him undress. He seemed unusually quiet and I was a little worried. I had just been with him a couple of hours ago and he was happy and upbeat. Now something is obviously troubling him and it made me nervous.

Instead of putting on his lounging shorts he put on some casual clothes. While he was getting dressed he suggested I put something on. He said that we were going for a short ride after dinner.

He refused to answer any questions about why or where. And he calls me a tease!

I put on some shorts, a cute top and a nice pair of sandals. We went downstairs and ate a light supper. He tried to help me clean up again. I finally had to put my foot down. This is my job, god damn it!

He smiled and sat back down. I quickly put things away and cleaned up. I handed him the keys to the Cadillac and we left.

He drove through town to a large new subdivision on the outskirts of town. It isn’t very far from the J.A.M. plant. The houses are all strikingly beautiful. They’re all huge brick homes on lots that are all unusually large. Brad estimated that the lots are all about ten acres. It’s obviously a very new project. Only about half of the lots have houses on them and many of those are still under construction. More than half of the finished homes are still for sale.

We drove down the street until we reached a house with a large sign out front that said sales office. I didn’t know what was going on. We’re getting a huge increase in Brad’s salary. But these have got to be million dollar homes! No exaggeration! We can certainly afford to buy a larger home now. But just as certainly we can’t afford one of these homes!

Brad pulled into the driveway and parked at the office. He didn’t even look at me. He got out, walked slowly around the car and held my door for me. We stood in the driveway and looked around at the homes that were nearby. I felt as if at any moment someone would come out, take one look at me, know that I don’t belong here and ask me to leave.

There was no one around. But I found myself whispering urgently, “Brad, what the hell is going on? We can’t afford one of these!”

Brad didn’t answer. He just took my arm and led me inside. The agent was on the phone at a large desk. He looked up and held up a finger indicating that he would be right with us. The walls were hung with pictures of the interiors of some of the houses and there were floor plans in expensive frames tacked up all around the room. They were all very impressive. And they were all way out of our league.

The man finally finished his phone call. He came over and apologized for making us wait. He introduced himself.

Brad said, “Hello, Mr. Crane. I’m Brad Pittman.”

Mr. Crane lit up like a Christmas tree. “Ah yes!” he exclaimed excitedly.

He turned to me and said, “You must be Janice! I’m very happy to meet you. Mr. Morris called earlier this afternoon. I’ve been curious about you two since we spoke.”

He handed Brad a piece of paper and said, “This is a list of the vacant homes that are complete or nearly complete. They’re all open. If none of them appeal to you I promise you that we’ll work something out. There are a lot of empty lots still available. Our firm has its own architects and we can make any alterations you like to these floor plans.”

Mr. Crane handed Brad another piece of paper, a small plat of the subdivision. Brad pulled me outside and guided me back to the car. I got in and watched him go around and get behind the wheel.

He didn’t start the car, though. He turned to me and said, “Mr. Morris called me into his office this afternoon just before I left for home. He invited me in, sat me in a chair and handed me a drink. He sat beside me and stared at me for the longest time. I didn’t know what to think. He scared the hell out of me.

“Then he asked me if you told me about the time you spent with him earlier. I told him that you mentioned that you had been to his office. I told him that that was pretty much all you had time to say before we were interrupted. He stared at me for a while longer and then he started telling me how special you are. I mean, not in detail, like you’re great at sucking cock or anything. He was talking about what a nice person you are and how nice you were to him.

“He handed me the directions to this subdivision and told me that I was to go see Mr. Crane after dinner. He explained that he called earlier and Mr. Crane has a list of houses that he wants us to look at. If you like one of them we’re to tell Mr. Crane. If not, let him know and he will have one built that is more to our liking.

“Jan, Mr. Morris is buying you a house! Not the company, Mr. Morris. And it’s not provisional. No matter what happens, this is our … your … our house!”

I stared at Brad in total shock for at least a minute. It took me at least that long to wrap my head my head around what was happening here. I might be stunned. But I knew this was so very wrong. I couldn’t let this happen. I shook my head and muttered, “No. No Brad.”

I opened the door and got out of the car. He jumped out, ran around the car and asked what was wrong.

I said, “I can’t do this, Brad. This isn’t right. These are million dollar homes! I need to talk to Mr. Morris.”

Brad looked at me and I could see from his expression that he wasn’t even surprised at my reaction. He wasn’t surprised, or disappointed. He understood and he supported me. I love that about him. We went back inside.

I was going to explain to Mr. Crane that there has been some sort of misunderstanding and that we wouldn’t be taking one of his nice houses. Then I was going to have Brad drive me home so I could call Mr. Morris.

Before we could say a word Mr. Crane held out the phone and smiled. He said, “Mr. Morris is holding for you, Mrs. Pittman.”

I took the phone. He got up and went outside. Brad left with him.

I took the receiver and said calmly but firmly, “Mr. Morris, you are so sweet, and so thoughtful. I truly appreciate you’re far too generous gesture. I’m more touched than you know. These homes are lovely. But I can’t let you do this. It isn’t right. More than that, it isn’t necessary. I will forever cherish the idea that you offered. But I cannot accept one of these mansions from you.”

I heard him chuckle on the other end of the line. He said, “I knew we were going to have to have this conversation, Jan. I knew what you would think and how you would react. If you had reacted any other way I would have been disappointed. Now, let me explain something to you. I am, as you no doubt know, a multimillionaire. I am a widower. My only son is already wealthy in his own right. I could not spend all of my wealth in the time I have left if I tried. Most of it will go to charity.

“The cost of the home that I’m going to insist that you select is nothing to me. I won’t miss the money. I won’t even know it’s gone. I will, however, derive nearly as much pleasure from giving that home to you as you gave me this afternoon. I’m going to have to insist that you let me do this for you. If insisting doesn’t work I will resort to begging.”

I couldn’t help it. I started crying. He could hear me over the phone. I didn’t know what to say. Finally I said, “This isn’t right, Mr. Morris. You don’t have to do this. What happened today, I did that because I wanted to. You didn’t make me do anything. You don’t owe me anything. Hell! I enjoyed it as much as you did!”

“No, my dear,” he said quietly. I could hear the strong emotion in his voice when he said, “I may or may not owe you anything. But what you made me feel today was special. You made me whole again. And the way you went about it, your tenderness, your sweetness, you really cared and I love that about you. Please, let me do this for you.”

I paused for a moment and then I said, “But if I take this, if I let you do this, I’ll feel guilty. It will be like I’m using you, taking advantage of you. I’m not…”

“No dear. It won’t be like that at all. And it’s important to remember that this home is much closer to the plant. I might drop over from time to time and let you make it up to me.”

I smiled through my tears, I sniffed and said, “You dirty old man! I’m tempted since you put it that way. But really, it isn’t necessary. Let me come see you tomorrow and we can talk about it.”

I could hear the smile in his voice when he responded, “I’ll be busy tomorrow. Janice, I really want to do this. It will make me happy to make you nearly as happy as you made me. Please, let me. Don’t make me get down on my knees. It isn’t dignified.”

I was weakening and he knew it. I heard it in his voice. He knew he was going to win this argument. Finally I sighed in exasperation and with tears pouring down my cheeks I said, “Thank you so much. You are the second sweetest man I’ve ever met.”

I heard him chuckle again and he said, “You are more than welcome my dear. I look forward to seeing you soon. I meant what I said. If one of those houses is not perfect for you two, tell Crane and he’ll build one that is. Goodbye now.”

“Goodbye, Mr. Morris.”

I hung up the phone and went back outside. I walked over to where Brad and Mr. Crane were standing. Brad was prepared. He handed me a tissue and they waited while I wiped my eyes and blew my nose.

I sighed and said, “Let’s go look at houses.”

Brad used his finger to wipe a tear I had missed from my cheek. He kissed me and said with a sympathetic smile, “I wasn’t able to talk any sense into him either. He can be very stubborn.”

We drove around to every house on the list that Mr. Crane gave us. There were fourteen houses on the list. We got out and walked through them all. I wanted to leave there this evening and tell Mr. Crane that we love his houses but we couldn’t accept. But I couldn’t.

Each house that we looked at was more wonderful than the last. They were all huge. I think the smallest was just slightly smaller than ten thousand square feet. There was marble everywhere. The smallest rooms are bigger than the largest room in our present home. Hell! The closets are bigger than most of the rooms in our present house!

The paper that we were given didn’t list the prices. We apparently aren’t supposed to know how much they cost. We didn’t find out until later, at the lawyer’s office when we signed the papers at closing, that the house we selected was being offered at one point three million.

We went home that evening in a daze after finally selecting a new home. We got out a bottle of wine and we each had a glass. We sat in the living room of our old house and stared at each other without speaking for a long, long time.

At the time I was estimating that the new house we just selected was worth right around a million. I looked up at Brad after a long silence and said in amazement, “I just got paid a million dollars for a fucking blowjob!”

The next morning I got dressed up. I wore the same outfit that I wore yesterday when I went to Mr. Morris’s office. He seemed particularly fond of it. I went out to our new Cadillac and drove to the plant. I parked and sat for a moment to collect my thoughts. At last I got out of the car and walked purposefully inside. I breezed past the receptionist, waving politely, and went to Mr. Morris’s office. I walked in and told Heather, “I don’t have an appointment and I’m not expected. But I need to see Mr. Morris.”

She smiled at me and said, “It’s okay, Mrs. Pittman. He told me to expect you. Go right in.”

I started to go to the door but I turned back and said, “Please, call me Jan.”

She smiled and nodded. I crossed the room, tapped on Mr. Morris’s door and went in.

He saw what I was wearing and I saw something resembling a smile on his face as I approached his desk. Now that I was standing in front of him I didn’t know what to say. I had practiced so many things in my head. But now that I was standing across the desk from him my head was empty.

Finally I said, “Mr. Morris, I came here to tell you so many things. I’ve been thinking about it since last night and practicing all the eloquent things I was going to say in my head. Now that I’m here I can’t remember any of them. You didn’t have to do what you did. I keep going back and forth between incredible gratitude and horrible guilt.

“When Brad and I talked about his taking this position and my becoming a part of EPOD, we didn’t decide to do this for the money. The extra money is nice. But we’re doing this because it’s exciting.

“While I was still in college we had a couple of threesomes with two different guys who were friends of ours. We enjoyed the hell out of them. That’s why we decided to do this. We thought it would be a huge turn on.

“It would bother me if you thought that I did this for money or possessions. I like you. I like you very much. Almost from the moment I realized that you aren’t nearly as mean as you look and I stopped being afraid I discovered that you’re a wonderful person. You are a dear, sweet man and your opinion of me is important to me.”

Mr. Morris stood up and walked around his desk. He put his arms around me and held me close. He didn’t say anything for a few minutes, just held me in his arms. Then he said, “Young lady, as unlikely as it seems, after one afternoon with you I feel closer to you than I do to anyone else in my life.

“Don’t worry. I won’t be imposing on you. I don’t work that way. The amount of money I spent on that house is insignificant to me. What is significant is that it brought you and your husband pleasure. And in some small way it expressed my gratitude for what you did for me. If I thought for a minute that you did what you did for the money we would not be having this conversation.

“But I think that you underestimate the value of what it is you did for me yesterday. You gave something back to me that was very precious, very dear to me. I’m a reasonably articulate man. But I haven’t the words to fully express my gratitude. You made me whole again. For the first time in … god! I can’t even remember how long! You somehow managed to accomplish what no other woman before you has managed to achieve since my wife died decades ago. Buying that house for you and Brad doesn’t even come close to repaying you for what you did. I wish I could do more. I truly do.”

I reached up, pulled his head down and kissed him passionately. Then I smiled and said, “Mr. Morris, please, come to dinner. It won’t be a party, nothing fancy. It will be just you and my husband and me. Just a simple meal, some wine and quiet conversation.”

He looked at me, as if to see if I was serious. I think that he wanted to be certain that I wasn’t offering because I thought that I should. But I think he could see that I genuinely want his company. He said, “When would you like me to be there?”

“Tonight,” I said. “Tell me what time you can be there and I will plan dinner for that time.”

He hugged me again and said, “You are a precious young woman. I’m so glad that I had the chance to meet you. I’ll follow your husband when he comes home at his normal time this evening. Alright? Will you stop harassing me now so I can get some work done?”

He was smiling, though. And I saw the love in his eyes.

I smiled up at him and asked, “What do you like to drink?”

“I’m not much of a drinker,” he answered. “A glass of wine with dinner is about it for me. Now, you better go down the hall and have a talk with your husband. We don’t want him having a heart attack when I follow him home tonight.”

I kissed him again and said, “You are so special. I’m so glad I joined EPOD.”

“I am, too. I am more delighted than you could ever understand. Now get the hell out of here!”

I left and went to Brad’s office. There was someone in his office with him when I got there. I sat and talked to his secretary, Jennifer, for a few minutes. She turned out to be really nice, a very sweet young woman. I felt sorry for her. She’s having a hard time of it lately. She and her husband are separated and it doesn’t look like they’re going to get back together. By the time that Brad was free I had invited her to dinner on Sunday, she and her two kids.

Brad only had about two minutes before he had to go to a meeting. He was surprised to see me. I just popped in and told him that we were having company for dinner. I started to leave but he asked, “Who?”

I turned around, smiled sweetly and said, “My boyfriend.”

I saw the confused look on his face and elaborated, “Mr. Morris.”

What followed was amusing. First he looked alarmed. But then he smiled and said, “Good.”

I started to leave and then I turned back and said, “Oh, and Jennifer will be coming over on Sunday.”

Then I left quickly.

I picked up Brad’s suits and dress shirts from the drycleaner. Then I drove home, changed into more casual clothes and tidied up the house a little. While I was doing that I tried to imagine how much different life is going to be when we’re living in a mansion. The new house we selected yesterday evening is beautiful. It’s impossible not to be excited at the prospect of living there.

It suddenly occurred to me that we’re going to have to buy all new furniture. Nothing we own is appropriate for that place. Then I almost laughed out loud when I thought of the looks on our parent’s faces when they see it! I’ll have to remember to have a camera handy when they come to visit.

It was just after noon when the doorbell rang. I’d already finished what little housework I had to do and eaten a salad for lunch. When I opened the door I saw the smiling faces of two more of the VPs, Daniel Grant and Bryan Newman. I returned their smiles, stepped aside and invited them in.

Mr. Grant waited until I closed the door. He took me in his arms and said, “We’ve heard a lot about you, young lady. Do you have a little time to spare?”

I smiled at him and in a terrible imitation of a southern accent I answered, “Kind sir, I am always at your disposal.”

Mr. Newman laughed and said, “Oh Janice! We have no intention of disposing of you. We want to keep you around for a very long time.”

“I’m flattered. Would you gentlemen like to see my bedroom? It isn’t fancy. But the bed’s made and it’s quite comfortable.”

Mr. Grant released me and said, “That sound like a great idea. Please lead the way.”

So I did. Unlike with Mr. Kennedy, as we made our way up the stairs these gentlemen were not content to wait until we reached the bedroom. They ran their hands up my legs and under my loose fitting shorts. By the time we reached the top of the stairs each of them was holding one of the cheeks of my ass in their firm grip.

As I climbed the stairs, and their hands climbed up under my shorts, I flashed back on one of the threesomes that Brad and I enjoyed a couple of years ago when I first experienced this sensation. We had a very good time that evening. Maybe that’s a good omen.

At the top of the stairs I took the hands of the men behind me and led them to my bedroom. I entered the room ahead of them and then turned and watched them follow me in.

Mr. Grant and Mr. Newman are in their mid-fifties. Mr. Grant has a little bit of a stomach. But other than that they both seem fit. Mr. Grant is beginning to lose his hair. Mr. Newman’s hair is very gray, almost silver.

I’ve spoken with both men several times in the past and they have both been very pleasant. Both of them have flirted with me shamelessly, but accepted graciously when I insisted on behaving myself. Now, as I look at them, watching them look at me and knowing what they came here for, I was suddenly very nervous.

If they had not come here together I might have felt less intimidated. Well, maybe that’s the wrong word. I was just a little anxious. Two more men are about to see me naked for the first time and have sex with me. That kind of makes me nervous. But I enjoyed my first threesomes back in college. There’s no reason why I shouldn’t enjoy what’s about to happen here with these two nice men.

Inside the room the men looked around briefly. Then Mr. Grant took me in his arms again while Mr. Newman undressed. Mr. Grant’s hands were all over me. It was a bit overwhelming and I tensed up for a second or two. But almost instantly I allowed myself to relax and surrender to him. As soon as I did I began to enjoy what he was doing.

He slid his hands down inside my shorts and got a firm grip on my ass. He kissed me passionately until a few minutes later when he turned me over to the now naked Mr. Newman.

Mr. Newman took me into his arms so fast that I didn’t even have a chance to open my eyes and glance down to see what I was going to have to deal with. I didn’t see it. But I felt it pressing against my stomach as he took me into his arms.

He started kissing me and running his hands over my body just like Mr. Grant did a moment before. I’m only wearing a t-shirt, a pair of loose shorts and panties. They aren’t much of a barrier. But he didn’t put up with them for long. He quickly removed my t-shirt. When my breasts were exposed he leaned back and looked down. He smiled and exclaimed, “Christ, Bryan! They’re every bit as beautiful as I knew they’d be! I told you she’s perfect!”

Then he turned me to face Mr. Grant, who was in the process of removing his shorts, and said, “Look at these tits, Dan! Are they not perfect?”

“They are indeed, Bryan. She’s a beautiful young woman.”

Mr. Grant stared at me as Mr. Newman finished undressing me from behind. Then he stepped closer and the two men both began exploring my naked body with their hands. It was starting to really get to me. And of course, the more turned on I became the more my nervousness slipped away.

I expected to take them to bed and do whatever it was that they had in mind. But they apparently couldn’t wait that long. The bed, after all, was a good ten feet away.

Instead, they pushed me to my knees. They stood in front of me and took turns feeding me their cocks. They were very dominant, even a little forceful, but not rough or violent. I was more than a little surprised to discover that it can be very exciting to be taken and used like this as opposed to making love. Not that I don’t love to make love. It’s just that the idea of being taken by two strong men is exciting, more exciting than I’d realized. I’ve been with two men and enjoyed it very much. But I’ve never given any thought to being taken instead of seduced. If I had I’d probably have decided that it wasn’t for me. I would have been wrong!

It wasn’t very long before both men were taking turns forcing their cocks down my throat. And it wasn’t long at all before they both came in my mouth. Not that I was keeping track, but they’re the sixth and seventh men to cum in me, in my mouth. I was struck by the fact that I’m starting to not pay very much attention to what cum tastes like. Not like at first when I was so fascinated by the taste of a man’s cum, by the whole mystery of it.

Mr. Grant stepped back after both men climaxed and I concentrated on sucking Mr. Newman until his cock was hard again. As soon as he was ready he stretched out on the floor and pulled me over on top of him. I guided his rejuvenated cock into my pussy and started sliding up and down while he played with my tits.

After watching for a few minutes, Mr. Grant came over and put his half hard cock in my face. I started sucking him again while still trying to concentrate on pleasing Mr. Newman. I’m not that good at multi-tasking. If it’s something that you haven’t tried, trust me, it can be difficult to please two cocks at the same time.

When I sensed that Mr. Newman was getting close I started to concentrate on him. I sped up and soon he was filling me with yet another load of fresh cum from yet another VP from J.A.M. Aluminum. That makes four down and two to go. Again, not that I’m counting.

Mr. Newman was guiding my hips as he finished. When he was done he held me still. I sat on him for a minute and let him catch his breath. When he released me I lifted my leg and dismounted. I turned around, leaned down and started licking and sucking his cock clean. I do it without even thinking about it now.

It’s funny how surprised guys get when you do that, even if just minutes earlier you swallowed a load of cum straight from the end of their cocks. They all seem to think it’s a sexy thing to do. On the other hand, I guess that I do too. Why else would I do it?

While I was licking and sucking Mr. Newman’s cock and balls clean, Mr. Grant got on his knees behind me and guided my knees a little farther apart. He started putting a finger in my dripping pussy and then transferring Mr. Newman’s cum to my virgin ass.

I suppose that I knew that this was going to happen to me eventually. But I’m not looking forward to it. I tried to relax, though. I know that it’s going to happen, whether I’m tensed up and hating it or relaxed and going with the flow. It only made sense that the latter choice would work to my advantage in the end, so to speak.

I forced myself to relax and I tried to hold Mr. Newman’s cock in my mouth and nurse on it. I hoped that would distract me while Mr. Grant did what he was going to do. He didn’t hold me there. He just started to caress my hair and watch my face, watching to see how I was going to react.

Mr. Grant moved one finger back and forth between my pussy and my asshole for a couple of minutes and then he started using two. He was patient, he didn’t force it and so far it was okay. It didn’t hurt. There was just a sensation of fullness and the embarrassment of being touched there by a man I hardly know.

Eventually he started using three fingers, and that did hurt a little, but not so much that I couldn’t stand it. And I figured that the diameter of his three fingers is larger than the diameter of his cock. Realizing that I wasn’t as worried as I had been when he first started playing around back there.

He worked on me with three fingers for a few moments, not as long as he had when he was using one and two fingers. He must have been getting impatient. He pulled his fingers out of me and moved up behind me. I felt his cock plunge into my pussy. He fucked me for a minute before he pulled out and started to gently force his cock into my ass.

I kept telling myself to relax and take deep, slow, even breaths. He took his time and it actually wasn’t anywhere near as bad as I feared it would be. When I began to realize that I wasn’t being hurt I finally relaxed and let it happen.

He gave me a minute or two to get accustomed to having his cock inside of me. Then he started fucking me slowly. Not long after he started, I felt something moving against my forehead. I opened my eyes and saw that Mr. Newman’s cock was hard again. Since I was in the area anyway I took his cock back in my mouth and started sucking it.

I discovered that it kind of helped to take my mind off of the cock in my ass. So I really put my heart into sucking him off. I was more than a little surprised when I realized that I was starting to get turned on. I wasn’t going to cum from being fucked in the ass. But being taken this way, being totally under the control of two men I hardly know is actually kind of exciting.

Or at least I thought that I wasn’t going to cum this way. When Mr. Grant started getting close to reaching his orgasm he leaned down and grabbed one of my tits with one hand. His other hand reached around and started to massage my clit.

His touch on my sensitive clit was rough, rougher than I would normally have been able to stand. But somehow it turned out to be just right for this strange situation. I moaned around Mr. Newman’s cock and to everyone’s surprise we all climaxed within a minute of each other. Mr. Newman seemed to be the most surprised when he shot a third small load into my mouth.

When it was all over a few minutes later and they were getting dressed, the three of us engaged in a relaxed, cordial conversation like three old friends. Mr. Newman was still pretty excited. He said that he hadn’t enjoyed three orgasms in an hour since he was in his thirties.

I took that as a compliment. I’m sure that he meant it that way.

I couldn’t help but notice that with the exception of Mr. Riggs, these men don’t treat me like a prostitute. They don’t seem to look down on me because I joined EPOD. They’re very friendly and respectful and they seem to go out of their way to make me feel good about myself and what I’m doing for them. I really appreciate that.

I went into the bathroom and wiped my dripping ass and pussy while the men were dressing. When they were ready to leave I escorted them downstairs. I gave them both a kiss at the door and told them that they were welcome back anytime. I meant it, too! Both men had been very nice and I enjoyed myself thoroughly.

They both said that I was every bit as good as they had heard. They seem to think that hearing that will please me. But I can’t help wondering what these men are saying about me when they’re talking among themselves. So far I’m enjoying what we’re doing. But that doesn’t mean I like being the subject of their gossip. I suppose that’s silly. Of course they’re going to talk about me. It’s perfectly understandable. I guess that the best I can hope for is that they only say nice things.







Chapter 4


It was time to start cooking my killer recipe for rump roast. It’s a cheap cut of meat. But I have a secret recipe. After I serve it to people they beg me for the recipe. It makes the most tender roast and the most delicious gravy you’ve ever tasted. The drawback is that it’s very time consuming. It takes five hours to prepare and you can’t just stick it in the oven and forget it. There are things you have to do to it in those five hours. It’s more work than a turkey.

After I started dinner I went up and took a shower. I laid out a nice outfit to put on just before Brad and our guest arrive. I considered going for slutty. But I have a sense that Mr. Morris prefers sweet and innocent.

I really want to please him. How can I not? He’s a sweet man who just bought me a fucking mansion!

I’ve only recently started to turn into a pretty good cook. But I still screw up pretty good from time to time. I’m only twenty-two and I haven’t been cooking for all that long. Not tonight, though. Tonight everything was perfect and was ready at the right time. I had the wine uncorked and breathing when the men came in.

I helped Mr. Morris out of his coat and tie and we had a glass of wine. Mr. Morris and I talked comfortably while I served dinner. Brad was kind of quiet.

The meal turned out to be perfect. Mr. Morris loved the roast, the gravy and the wine. Brad was a little nervous about having dinner with his boss at first. But he finally relaxed. Mr. Morris has a gruff exterior but you don’t have to spend much time with him to learn that it’s just a façade. You quickly discover just how nice he really is. He puts people at their ease almost instantly. He’s charming, has a great sense of humor if you’re intelligent enough to get it, and he’s genuine. What you see is what you get.

In a very short time the conversation became comfortable and pleasant. I noticed that Mr. Morris never once talked down to Brad or treated him like anything other than an equal. And I could tell that it wasn’t just because he’s fond of me or because he’s a guest in our home. That’s how he relates to people. I love that about him.

It was obvious that the men loved my cooking and I was as proud of myself as I could be. After dinner we talked for a little longer and finished off the wine. Then I stood up and while Brad offered to clear off the table I took Mr. Morris’s hand and started to lead him upstairs.

Mr. Morris resisted a little at first when I tried to lead him upstairs to my bedroom. I don’t know if he was afraid that I couldn’t achieve the same results if I tried again or if he was just being polite. I pressed my body against his and put my arms around his neck. I smiled and said, “Mr. Morris, I’m desert.”

He leaned down, kissed me and said, “Dear, sweet Janice. We don’t have to do this every time that we’re together.”

“And we won’t,” I replied. “I really enjoy your company. We both do. But I’ve been thinking about this since the first time. I really want to do this.

“It’s the only thing that I can do for you to demonstrate how I feel about you. I promise, the next time you visit we can just sit and talk. I enjoy that, too. This has been the nicest dinner I’ve ever hosted. Though to be honest, we don’t do this often. We really had a good time tonight. Now it’s time for desert.”

I took his hand and pulled him up the stairs. He was still reluctant. He may be afraid that we won’t be able reproduce the results we achieved in his office. I was confident, though. I know that he likes me and enjoys being with me and I know he thinks I’m sexy.

We went to the bedroom and I sat him in the overstuffed chair in a corner of our bedroom by the window. I lit some scented candles earlier to freshen up the air in our bedroom a little. All traces of the little mini orgy that took place in here this afternoon are gone.

I turned on the CD player to provide some soft mood music in the background. Then I slowly took off my dress in front of him. After slowly turning around so he could appreciate and be aroused by my new lingerie I sat in his lap. I put my arm around his neck, snuggled up to him and started softly kissing his neck and his ear while he moved his hands over my body through my sexy underwear.

We sat that way for a long time and I was getting very turned on. The kissing became more passionate. It took a little while but I began to feel his cock stirring and moving under me.

I reached between the cups of my bra and released the hooks that held it in place. I let it go slack, slide free and drop to the floor. He groaned softly as my breasts were exposed and he cupped them lovingly.

I said to him, “You have a wonderful touch. You must have made a lot of women very happy over the years. Look how wet my panties are.”

His fingers moved down and caressed the crotch of my tight, nylon panties. I moaned in genuine pleasure at his touch. I was becoming very aroused. But even more exciting, I can tell that he is too.

I stood up and slowly pulled my panties down. Before I could toss them away he took them from me. He held them to his nose and inhaled deeply.

He smiled at me, actually smiled! It was a comfortable smile and it looked good on him. He said, “My sweet Jan, I’ve never smelled anything so wonderful in my life. The exciting aroma of a woman aroused. This no woman can fake.”

I pulled him to his feet and slowly undressed him. When he was naked I led him to my bed. I invited him to lie down and when he was on his back and comfortable I knelt on the bed beside him. I started at his forehead and kissed him all over his body. When I got to his nipples he shuddered in excitement. He told me later that no woman has ever touched him there like that before. He was surprised at how erotic it was.

I kissed my way slowly down his body to his feet. I kissed and licked him all over. Everywhere except his cock and his balls. I noticed that his cock looked harder than it had been when he had his orgasm the first time we were together.

I slowly kissed my way back up the inside of his legs. As I moved back up his body I kept an eye on his cock. By the time I had his balls in my mouth his cock was hard. Not half hard, he had a hard on!

I took his large cock in my mouth and sucked on it for a moment. Then I moved up over him, guided the head of his impressive cock to my pussy and began to slide down over it while he shivered in excitement. His eyes scanned my body briefly. But as I continued to slide slowly down, taking his hard shaft into my warm, welcoming body our eyes locked. In that moment so much emotion passed between us that I had to fight to hold back the tears. He felt it, too. I know that he did.

I groaned in pleasure as his large cock entered me. I whispered to him, telling him how wonderful it felt to have his beautiful cock inside of me. I wasn’t exaggerating. It did. He has such a nice large cock. When it was hard it was still about eight inches long. It hadn’t grown noticeably longer than when it was soft. But it was nice and fat and it felt fantastic the way it stretched me out and filled me.

The moment our bodies touched and his cock was buried deep inside of me I exclaimed in a quiet, breathless voice, “Jesus! I love your big, fat cock!”

I started moving up and down, slowly at first, sensuously. We stared into each other’s eyes and smiled affectionately as I teased him with the grip of my tight pussy. Then I began to move faster and faster while he watched my tits begin to bounce more violently.

I was so excited that I could have this effect on him that I came in minutes. I kept moving, though. And between panting breaths I asked him, “Do you want to cum in my pussy, or in my mouth?”

He groaned and begged me not to stop. I didn’t. I didn’t want to. I sped up. I reached down and tickled his nipples with my fingertips. He reached up and grabbed my tits. His large fingers closed around them and squeezed hard. Then he swore loudly, thrust his hips up and climaxed violently.

I gradually slowed to a stop and just held his cock in the tight grip of my pussy. I clamped down on it with my muscles as he calmed down and slowly got his breath back.

I leaned down after a minute or two and kissed his neck and his chest affectionately. I told him how wonderful I think he is. I wasn’t just trying to flatter him and he knew it. I had just enjoyed a wonderful orgasm. And I’ve already been treated to a lot of sex today!

He wrapped his strong arms around me and hugged me tight. He kissed the top of my head and in a voice choked with emotion he said, “Once again you’ve made an old man very happy young lady.”

I smiled and said, “Apparently you aren’t as old as you thought you were!”

He chuckled and said, “No, apparently not. My god, what is it about you?!”

I smiled and nipped lightly at one of his nipples before I replied, “Must be pheromones.”

We held onto each other for a long time. Sometimes we talked quietly. But for the most part we just held each other and enjoyed being close. It was very pleasant. I’m not even sure how much time passed before I got up on my knees and sucked his wonderful cock clean.

He got up on his elbows as I did and said, “I’ve never seen a woman do that before. Do you like doing that?”

I let his soft cock slip from between my lips and said, “The first time was a little strange. But what the hell, it’s just cum and pussy juice. I’ve tasted my pussy before and I didn’t think it was disgusting. And I’ve tasted your cum. I like cum. So it’s really no big deal. And men really seem to get a kick out of it. I enjoy pleasing men.”

“You like cum?!” he asked incredulously.

“Yes,” I replied. “Well, no. I mean it isn’t delicious or anything. I don’t care much one way or the other for the taste. I like the idea of a man cumming in me, in my mouth. It excites me.”

I shrugged and said, “Sometimes you can’t explain what you feel.”

“I wish I had met you when I was young, Jan. I would have loved you so.”

I laughed and said, “If you had met me when you were too much younger you would have gone to jail!”

“It would have been worth it.”

I offered to take a quick shower with him. He almost declined. But after thinking about it he said that it sounded like fun. So we did. It turned out to be not so quick. There was a lot of soaping up of other people’s body parts and it took a little longer than it might have otherwise.

We went back to the bedroom after I toweled him dry in a very affectionate manner. I stayed naked and helped him dress. When he was ready I put my arms around him. I looked up into his eyes and said, “Now you listen to me, Mr. Morris. Don’t go home and think about buying me something. You did that already. Okay?”

With a straight face he looked around and said, “You’re going to need furniture. I know a great decorator. And would you do me a favor? When we’re alone or when we’re away from the office, would you call me Mo? That’s what my wife called me.”

“NO! I mean yes! I mean I’ll be happy to call you Mo. And no, you are not going to pay to furnish that mansion you gave us. God! It makes me feel guilty every time I think about it. We’re here this evening because I like you and I like being with you. You don’t have to buy me anything!”

“Dear, sweet, beautiful Jan. We’ve already had this conversation. I’m always going to win. I’ve met you three times now. I’m an intelligent man. I know it isn’t possible. Yet as incredible as it seems, I feel closer to you than to anyone currently alive on this planet. Every time I think about you I get as warm and giddy as a schoolgirl. I feel a warm hand on my heart when I picture your face. You’re a miraculous human being and I intend to do everything that I can do to spoil the hell out of you. So you might as well get comfortable with the idea.

“If it eases your conscience, I’m extremely fond of Brad as well. I’ve been watching him since he started with us. He’s just as remarkable as you, in his own way of course.”

“Yes,” I agreed, “he is. I adore him. We’re the perfect couple. You know, after you leave, I’m going to tell him everything that happened up here. His beautiful cock is going to get hard when I tell him and he’s going to fuck the shit out of me, if you’ll pardon my French. We both have some pretty strange sexual tastes as it turns out.”

“I’m so glad. I’d really hate to hurt either of you.”

“Thank you for coming tonight, Mo. I really enjoyed it, all of it. When would you like to come again?”

“Oh dear, I don’t want to impose. I’ll come by again some time.”

“No, I won’t accept that! Can you come once a week? I don’t know what your schedule is like.”

“I am afraid my heart couldn’t take that.”

I wasn’t sure whether he was kidding or not.

I thought for a moment and suggested, “The fifteenth and the thirtieth of every month?”

I didn’t let him answer. “That will be our schedule, unless you feel like coming over some other time, of course. You’re welcome in our home any day of the month.

“That’s only twice a month. Your poor heart can manage that, right?”

He smiled and replied, “We can try that and see how it works.”

“Great!” I exclaimed. “Brad makes a lasagna that will knock your socks off. I’ll let him cook next time and we can go somewhere quiet and make out.”

We finally went back downstairs. We held hands like a couple of young lovers as we walked down the stairs. Brad was sitting in his recliner reading his book. He got up and greeted us when we came back into the living room.

Mr. Morris seemed slightly embarrassed in front of Brad as though this is the first time he ever had sex with the wife of one of his junior vice presidents. I suppose, though, that due to the problem he was having he hasn’t done it very often. I elbowed him and said, “Relax, remember what I said upstairs.”

He smiled. I’ve seen him smile a lot lately. I don’t know why he doesn’t do it more often. He is so much more handsome when he smiles.

He kissed me goodnight. He shook Brad’s hand and thanked him for his hospitality. I tried to get him to stay for another glass of wine but he pointed out that it’s getting late and he has things to do tomorrow.

I was shocked when I looked at the clock. We were upstairs for more than two hours!

I escorted him to the door. I was a bit surprised when I opened the door. His car and driver were waiting outside. I asked, “He hasn’t been sitting out there alone all this time was he?”

“No, dear,” Mr. Morris chuckled and replied. “He dropped me off. I paged him a little while ago. I assure you that he’s not going without dinner.”

He shook Brad’s hand again and said, “She’s a remarkable woman, one of a kind. You’re a very lucky man.”

Brad was smart enough to agree with him.

We went back inside after Mo left and Brad exclaimed nervously, “Jesus, Jan! I was getting worried about you. Did it go alright?”

I made him wait until we went to bed. I told him all about it as we were lying in bed in the dark. As we talked I was holding his cock. I noticed that he didn’t get very hard. Too many conflicting emotions wrapped up in his boss I suppose.

His reactions started to change when I said, “I had other visitors today. Would you like to hear about them?”

It’s already late; later than we normally go to sleep. But he most definitely wanted to hear about it. What the hell! Tomorrow is Saturday. We can sleep late. So I told him all about my visit from Mr. Grant and Mr. Newman.

His cock quickly grew to erection and remained hard all the way through this tale. He couldn’t believe I gave up my ass cherry without a fight. Or that I had an orgasm while doing it.

I promised him his chance at it tomorrow. I’m still a little tender back there. Instead, I happily sucked him off so that he didn’t have to worry about turning over in his sleep and breaking his hard cock.

It was late then and we both went right to sleep. It has been a long day. But just before I fell asleep I was suddenly struck by the realization that I had sex with four men today! Sounds pretty slutty to me!

We awoke a little later than normal the next morning. We usually sleep a little later on Saturdays. But yesterday was exhausting, especially for me, and I really slept late.

Brad was already up when I awoke. I went to the bathroom and then went downstairs naked to find that coffee was ready and Brad had already finished the paper.

He insisted that I sit and he made my breakfast. I appreciate the sentiment when he does nice things for me. But I don’t like it when he does my only job. It’s all that I do. Taking care of him and the house is my profession and it really isn’t that difficult once you develop a system. Or at least most days it isn’t. It will be getting more difficult soon I guess. Our new house is nearly six times larger than the house we live in now.

By the time I finished eating breakfast it was after ten o’clock. We didn’t have anything planned for today. Taking it easy was the only thing on the schedule. I had only just started to read the paper and sip on my last cup of coffee when the doorbell rang. Brad was nice enough to go to the door since I’m still naked.

I heard him come back into the room and I looked up to ask him who was at the door when I saw that he wasn’t alone! There was a strange man standing behind him. I screamed and covered myself with the newspaper. I asked Brad what the hell he was thinking.

He was laughing so hard that he couldn’t answer for a minute. The gentleman with him blushed, smiled, and excused himself. He backed away and went to wait in the living room. I got up and went over to Brad. I confronted him with my hands on my hips. I warned him that if he wants me to stay naked around the house this is not the way to talk me into it.

He smiled and asked, “Is it really that big a deal? You like being naked. You like it when men see you naked. I like you being naked. I like it when men see you naked. What’s the problem here?”

I started to explain what the problem was. But then I thought, “The hell with it! If that’s what he wants, do I really mind?”

I cocked my eyebrow at Brad. I realized that I had just been more or less dared. I didn’t have to think about it long to realize that everything he just said is true. I’m going be embarrassed. But that’s part of the fun, isn’t it?

I walked around Brad and went into the living room. I said, “I’m sorry if I embarrassed you. I wasn’t expecting anyone and I was startled.”

I held out my hand and said, “My name is Jan, can I help you?”

He was still blushing as he took my hand. He smiled and answered, “Hello, Jan. My name is Mike. I heard that you were extraordinary. That turns out to have been a gross understatement. You’re very beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“I apologize for coming unannounced,” he continued. “I was instructed to do so. I was told that if I called and told you who I am and why I want to see you, you might not let me in. I’m here to help you with the furnishing of your new home. I own Modern Décor.”

Modern Décor is the only place to go if you’re furnishing a mansion. We can’t afford to shop there, of course. But it’s the only place of its kind in town and it’s a household name.

“Oh no!” I exclaimed. “Mr. Morris put you up to this. I told him not to. He’s a wonderful man but you can’t tell him anything.”

Mike smiled and agreed, “Yes, he is a wonderful man. I must say, I’ve noticed a big change in him this week. I don’t know what’s going on. But whatever you’re doing, please keep doing it.”

“You know Mr. Morris?” I asked.

Mike smiled and said, “My full name is Michael Morris. He’s my father. In the last few days I’ve seen a change in him that I thought I’d never see. I’ve seen him smile for the first time in decades. Everyone tells me that you’re responsible for that change. I’m just as grateful to you as he is. I love my father. And I love the change you’ve brought about in him.”

“Maybe you should wait to hear what he’s done in the last two days, Mike. You may not be so happy with me. The day before yesterday he bought my husband and me a fucking mansion. Pardon my French. I seem to be speaking that language a lot lately. I tried everything I could think of to talk him out of it. Maybe you can talk some sense into him. And now this, today, you! This is life, totally out of whack!”

He smiled even wider and said, “Is there any more of that coffee? It smells very good.”

“Oh! I’m sorry. I’m not usually this rude. This has been a strange week. And my husband, who doesn’t yet realize how much trouble he’s in, threw me off this morning when he decided unilaterally that it won’t be a problem if I begin to entertain visitors in the nude now. I haven’t always been this brazen. Please, come in and sit down and let me get you some coffee.”

He said, “Don’t apologize. You’re truly beautiful. I should know. Recognizing things of beauty is a part of my job. You’ve made my entire year. Your husband is right. You do belong this way.”

Brad had already poured him a cup of coffee by the time we got seated at the dining room table.

He added some cream and sugar and then he said, “My father, and Heather, my real source of information, have told me a lot about you. Well, not a lot. You’re still a mystery woman. But they’ve both made it clear that you’re responsible for bringing about the remarkable change I’ve seen in my father this week.

“I already knew about the house. And since I’m going to be providing the furniture, we have to assume that I’m aware of that as well.

“Please, don’t feel guilty. Dad has money to burn. And from time to time he does frivolous things with it. I don’t have a problem with that. It’s his money. He earned it. If it makes him happy he can do any damned silly thing he wants to with it. But I don’t see this as one of those times. You’ve made a new man out of him and making you happy in return is making him even happier.

“I’m not waiting around for dad to die so that I can inherit. I have my own money. I want you to know that I don’t have a problem with what he’s doing for you. I have learned enough about you to know that you aren’t a gold digger. The important thing is that I don’t doubt at all that you’ve added at least ten years, ten happy years, to my dad’s life. I haven’t seen him like he is now since my mother died. Heather told me she saw him whistling yesterday! He hasn’t whistled in years.”

“Jan, Brad, I’m honored to help out with furnishing your new home. I look forward to working with you. This will be my way of thanking you for what you’ve done. Dad said you need just about everything, not that you don’t have nice things. But the furniture you have isn’t really suitable for your new home. I came by to get some idea of what you like, what your tastes are, and ask you if you have anything special in mind.”

“Mike,” I said, still not comfortable with this entire situation, “you’re aware that your father is in the process of giving my husband and me property valued in excess of a million dollars because I had sex with him twice? You should be outraged!”

He smiled and said, “No, I’m not. I’m grateful. And I have to say, having seen so much of you this morning, I don’t blame him. Hell, I almost wish I was straight.”

I laughed and replied, “If you like we can work on it.”

“No thanks,” he said with a wide grin. “Even my father has given up on that. Now, if you don’t mind, I’d like to look around and see what you have that you want to keep and get some idea about what styles and colors appeal to you. I’d also like to go over some things that I have in mind. I’ve been to your new home and looked around. It’s a beautiful house and I have some terrific ideas for it.”

I had an easy answer for that. “Neither my husband nor I have any taste. We’re both about as sophisticated as a whoopee cushion. As long as you don’t do the house in art deco, or get too feminine about it, I think we should let you surprise us. All we ask is that it be comfortable and relatively simple. We wouldn’t be comfortable in anything that was too ornate. We don’t have a baroque bone in our bodies.”

Then I turned to Brad and said, “Unless you want to get more involved in this?”

Brad laughed and said, “When I answered the door and Mike told me why he was here I was so relieved I wanted to kiss him. Let’s stay out of this and let him do what he’s famous for.”

We talked for a little longer. By the time Mike finished his coffee he had asked enough questions that he had some idea what our tastes are. He knew the range of colors and styles that appeal to us. I saw him out and then I went in, walked up behind Brad’s chair and half strangled him.

He was laughing so hard he could hardly defend himself.

I exclaimed, “You could have warned me! We needed to have that talk before there was a strange man standing in our living room!”

Brad pried my arms from around his neck and pulled me around into his lap. One of his hands went right to my pussy and his finger slid in easily. He smiled at me and said, “It does not appear that you’re as upset as you claim to be.”

In as much as our relationship pretty much started with exhibitionism there was no sense trying to hide how much I enjoyed what we just did. It didn’t even matter that Mike is gay. He’s a man and he just spent a good chunk of the morning looking at me naked. The exhibitionist in me has no choice but to respond to that.

He continued moving his finger in and out of me for a little longer. Then he stood me up and got to his feet. He picked me up, tossed me over his shoulder and carried me upstairs. Lately it seems like we just can’t get enough sex.

That’s not a complaint.

We drove out to the new house later in the afternoon and looked around again. We tried to imagine what it will be like to live there. We met the builder and talked with him for a few minutes. He’s very nice. He gave us his card and said that if we find anything that isn’t right or if there’s anything that we want to change we should feel free to call him at anytime.

I can’t imagine changing anything! The house is so beautiful that it would have given me a hard on if I was a man!

Before we left we looked out into the large backyard. A bunch of men with heavy equipment were digging a big hole. We went out to see what was going on. They were a crew putting in a huge swimming pool.

The supervisor showed us the plans. They include an oversized sculptured pool about the size of a small lake, a large hot tub, and a waterfall. There’s also a huge, multi-level patio in the plans. Another crew is in the process of building a ten foot high brick wall around a large portion of the huge backyard. Privacy certainly won’t be a concern!

The house is nearly finished. And even though it looks like they were just starting to work on it, the men putting in the pool said that the pool is going to be finished before we close on the house at the end of the month.

With our heads spinning we got back in our new Cadillac and went out for an early dinner at our favorite Italian restaurant.

After dinner we went home, watched a DVD and turned in early.

On Sunday we got up at a more normal time and had another leisurely breakfast. We read the paper and did the crossword puzzle together.

I’d gone to the store on Friday and bought five beautiful rib eye steaks to serve when Jennifer and her kids come over today. I made potato salad and we were all ready when she showed up with her two kids. Her son, Connor is thirteen and her daughter Haley is fifteen. She apologized for being a few minutes late. Her old junker of a car has been acting up.

It was a pleasure having them. Jennifer is very personable and once she was away from the office I learned that she has a great sense of humor. And her two kids were a real treat. We enjoyed a wonderful afternoon. We invited them to stick around and watch a movie later. They were easily talked into it.

While Brad and the kids went out to rent a movie, I had a chance to get to know Jennifer better. She felt more free to talk when Brad and the kids weren’t around and it was just us girls. The more I got to know her the more I liked her. But the more I learned about her stressful situation the more I felt sorry for her.

She’s having an awfully hard time of it. Her statement when we first spoke, when she told me about being separated, was something of an understatement. Her husband disappeared suddenly, taking with him their meager savings and leaving her in debt up to her neck. She’s starting to get behind in her bills and she’s struggling to get by with an unreliable car that she can’t afford to have repaired. She’s being forced to move to a small apartment because she can no longer afford the rent on their home.

While she was talking it occurred to me that we have two cars that we don’t drive anymore and a furnished house that we won’t need after the end of the month. I was so excited by the idea of helping Jennifer and her kids out of the bind they’re in that waiting until Brad got home to ask if we could was killing me.

While we talked I made some popcorn. When Brad and the kids got home I took Brad aside and told him what I was thinking.

He didn’t even have to think about it. He thought it was a great idea. He took me into his arms, kissed me and said, “I’m starting to think that what all those people say about you is true!”

I wasn’t sure how to take that.

Our house, the one we have now, is almost paid for. We put a large down payment on it when we bought it and we’ve been making double and triple payments on our fifteen year mortgage. We’ve also fixed it up a lot, modernizing the heating and cooling and making the whole house more energy efficient.

The balance on our mortgage is probably under thirty thousand. We’ll have to continue to carry the mortgage until Jennifer is able to get herself back on her feet and straighten out her finances. But it’s something we’re in a position to do and it feels good to be able to help her out. I realized that we were getting a small taste of what Mr. Morris must be feeling when he was being so generous to us.

While Brad was watching the movie with the kids, Jennifer and I talked. I should have known better than to let him and two teenagers go to pick out a movie. Neither of us was interested in the slasher movie they brought home.

I asked Jennifer to go outside with me. On the way out I grabbed the keys to my three year old Buick. We’ve kept it up and it’s still just like new. I walked Jennifer out to it, held the keys out to her and asked her if she would like it.

She looked at me like I was nuts.

“I mean it. We have a company car now. And they pick Brad up and take him back and forth to work in a limo. These two cars just sit in the driveway taking up space. I want you to have this one.”

I was expecting her to be happy, to smile, laugh, something, not cry! She covered her face and started to cry like a baby!

I took her into my arms and held her until she started to calm down. While I was comforting her I thought back to my reaction when I found out that Mr. Morris was buying us a house. And unlike Brad and me, she’s in desperate need of the help we’re giving her. I guess I should have been prepared for this.

She finally pulled herself together and said, “It has been so long since anything nice happened to me. I should say no. But I can’t. I can’t stand on pride now. I have a family to consider. I need a car desperately. Thank you so much, Jan.”

“After that reaction you better be sitting down for my next proposal.”

I took her hand and we went up onto the porch and sat down.

She looked at me. I could see that she was still stunned by the offer of a car. I was so excited about what I was going to say that I was almost crying! Finally I said, “We’re moving in a couple of weeks. We have a new home. We want you to have this house after we move. We still owe some money on it, less than thirty thousand.

“We understand that you won’t be able to handle that for a while. Not until you get back on your feet. We want you to live here. You can keep any or all of the furniture and sell what you don’t want, or give it away, whatever. Later, when you can swing it, maybe we’ll talk about you assuming whatever remains of the mortgage. Until then, you just worry about the utilities and getting caught up on your other bills. How does that sound?”

She looked as white as a sheet! I thought she was going to faint. It turned out I was right. She finally managed to whisper, “I think I need to lie down. I feel faint.”

I helped her up and took her inside. I half carried her up to our room. I laid her out on the bed and put a cold cloth on her face.

I stretched out beside her, held her hand and waited while she calmed down. Finally she looked like she was recovering. She had tears streaming down her cheeks. I used the cloth to wipe her eyes and told her that it’s no big deal. We’re in a position to be able to help out. We’re happy to do it.

She turned onto her side, took me in her arms and hugged me so tight I almost couldn’t breathe. It was kind of strange. I’ve never been in bed with a woman like this before. I mean, I know that it isn’t anything sexual. But still, it felt kind of weird. I guess all of the sex I’ve been exposed to in the last week is giving me a dirty mind.

She finally let me go and we lay side by side, holding hands while she calmed down. When she finally managed to get her emotions under control we went back downstairs. We sat in the dining room talking quietly until the movie ended.

They left that evening in the Buick after getting their belongings out of their old car. I told her I’d have their clunker towed to the junk yard the next day.

Brad and I went to bed that night feeling so good about ourselves. It’s fun playing Santa Claus!







Chapter 5


The next day I got a call asking me to report to Mr. Burton’s office at noon. He and Mr. Gordon are the final two VPs with whom I have yet to have sex. When it came time to shower and get dressed I decided that it was time to start wearing some of those new clothes I bought, the sexy ones.

I went through the dozen new outfits and picked out a very short, very thin, very beautiful dress. I looked through my collection of sexy new lingerie and decided to wear nothing but a thong under the eye catching dress.

I took a shower and got ready. I put on my highest heels and took a moment to look at myself in the mirror. I thought that I looked pretty hot. I worried that when they see me dressed this way the real reason for my visit is going to be too obvious to the people at the plant now, if they don’t already know why I visit the VPs in their offices. But Mo told me that the men would enjoy it if I dressed this way. And what the hell, if I’m going to be a call girl for the next decade or two, it’s unlikely that I’ll be able to keep that a secret.

I drove in and parked in Brad’s spot. I already know where Mr. Burton’s office is located. Once again I breezed through reception and waved at the smiling young women there. They waved back and I went to Mr. Burton’s secretary and told her that he was expecting me. She told me to go right in.

Mr. Burton is the youngest of the VPs, and one of the nicest. I’ve met him several times at company functions. He has always been very polite and very friendly. I already like him and feel like I know him so I wasn’t as nervous about being with him as I have been with the others that I’ve been with so far.

He got up when I entered and came around his desk. He looked at my new outfit and said, “Wow! You look hot! I was so excited when the word was passed around that you and your husband accepted the position and that you’re going to be in EPOD. I’ve always thought you were such a sexy young thing.”

I smiled at him and thanked him for the compliment. I noticed that he seemed to be, I don’t know, not his normal “in charge” self, though he probably isn’t as nervous as I am. I found that appealing for some reason. I asked him if he would like me to take my clothes off.

He grinned and replied, “I’d like that very much! Please do.”

I put my purse down and started to get out of the two items of clothing I was wearing. As I slowly undressed I asked him, “May I ask you a couple of questions?”

“Of course you may! What would you like to know?”

“I’ve been wondering what the other people around here know about EPOD. Do the secretaries know about us? Or the other people in the plant?”

Mr. Burton thought about his answer for a moment and then he said, “I suppose that they know something. They haven’t been told anything. EPOD is a secret program that we don’t discuss except among ourselves. Still, I’m sure that from time to time the ladies see unusual things. And they gossip like workers everywhere. So I guess the best answer to your question is that they probably know something is going on. But they don’t know what, exactly. At least I don’t think that they do.”

“I just wondered,” I said, “Not that it matters. Everyone has been very nice to me.

“I’ve noticed that there are no locks on the office doors. Aren’t you worried about being disturbed?”

“No. I told my secretary that you were coming in to see me and that when you arrived I didn’t want to be disturbed. She’s very good about that. As a general rule, people don’t barge into other people’s offices around here.”

I was suddenly struck by another question. “It just occurred to me that since this program has gone on for so long, all six of you must have come up through the same program! Did all of your wives take part in EPOD? If they did, they know that you are screwing around at work! How do they feel about that?”

He smiled and said, “Yes. We, and all of our wives, went through it. They’ve had different reactions. My wife enjoyed the hell out of it. We still enjoy the occasional get-together with other men and couples. In fact, she’s very much looking forward to meeting you. She’s heard a lot of very good things about you.

“Most of the wives enjoyed, or were at least tolerant of the program while they were in it. But I believe that most are glad to be out of it now. It doesn’t always work out that way. Two couples left the program before they could get promoted out of it. That’s how the position opened up for Brad.”

“Riggs’ wife left him just before he got promoted. She shouldn’t have gotten into it. She wasn’t someone who took well to that lifestyle. But I suppose that being married to Riggs might have had more to do with her leaving than being in EPOD. I recommend that you watch out for him. Sometimes I think that he is more than just a little weird.”

I was naked during most of Mr. Burton’s answer to my question. He began to explore my body while he talked. He has a nice, gentle, stimulating touch. It felt pretty good.

After he finished talking he pulled me close and kissed me. I returned his kiss with just as much passion. I was getting very turned on. He could tell. He stopped kissing me, teased my earlobe with his lips and whispered, “You love this! Christ you turn me on!!”

I moaned softly and whispered back, “God yes I love this! How could I not! All I think about now is sex! And when I’m not thinking about it I’m doing it! I mean … well, you know what I mean.”

He laughed softly and said, “I can’t remember another woman who took to this lifestyle so quickly or so wholeheartedly. Not even my wife and she’s a huge slut!”

He said that with obvious love and respect in his voice.

He ran his hands over my body a little longer. Then he stepped back and started to undress. I helped and we quickly had him out of his expensive suit.

As soon as he was naked I dropped to my knees and began to pleasure his already hard cock. I licked his balls and took them into my mouth. I took my time and gently massaged them with my tongue. I licked my way up his shaft slowly, teasing him with my tongue. I slid my lips down over his throbbing cock and began to slowly pump my mouth up and down, eventually taking the first inch or two into my throat.

He moaned and quivered with pleasure as I worked his cock lovingly and it was obvious that he enjoyed what I was doing because he came much too quickly. I was a little disappointed. I wasn’t through having fun yet! I would have enjoyed working on his very nice cock for a little longer.

I surrounded the head of his cock with my lips and let him fill my mouth with his hot cum and I swallowed eagerly. I didn’t take my mouth away when he was done, though. I continued to lick and suck on his tasty organ until it was hard again. I was flattered that it didn’t take very long at all.

When he couldn’t stand any more he pulled his cock from my mouth to avoid cumming again so quickly. He pulled me to my feet and guided me to an overstuffed chair. He invited me to sit down. He knelt in front of me and ate me to a very nice orgasm. It was obvious that he enjoyed doing it. I smiled when I realized that eating my pussy turned him on nearly as much as it did me.

As soon as I came he straightened up and lined his cock up with my sopping wet pussy. He teased me with it for a long moment before he slowly entered me. It felt great. I can’t imagine that I will ever tire of that wonderful sensation that grips me when a nice hard cock first enters my body. I moaned loudly as each inch of his cock was buried inside of my hot pussy.

He froze in place for a minute once he buried his cock in me to the hilt. We both took a moment and savored the wonderful feeling that a couple enjoys when those two organs are first joined.

We smiled at each other and caressed for a long moment. Then he started to fuck me, very slowly at first. As he fucked me he continued to move his hands over me, playing with my nipples and teasing my clit while he took long, slow strokes that soon started to drive me crazy.

In a breathless, panting voice I said, “I don’t suppose your office is soundproofed.”

He smiled and replied, “All of them are.”

“Thank god!”

I was so grateful. I was quickly losing control and this could have gotten embarrassing in a hurry without the soundproofing.

I started to moan and groan and as my passion increased the volume increased as well. Before very long I was swearing like a sailor and begging him to fuck me harder. He’s very good at this and I was really enjoying it.

He started to comply with my requests to fuck me harder and faster and very quickly we were both cumming again. I came first and I reached up and ran my hands over his chest as he sped up even more. He tensed up after several more violent, very exciting thrusts of his magnificent cock and he filled my pussy with cum.

He stayed inside of me for a minute, enjoying the heat from my body and letting his cock go soft. He smiled down at me and once he’d caught his breath he told me how wonderful I was and how much he enjoyed what we had just done.

I assured him that the feeling was mutual. I was being totally honest and I could see in his face that he realized it.

I waited for him to finally pull his cock out of me. I moaned in pleasure as he slowly withdrew. Instantly I slid out of the chair and sank to my knees in front of him. I took his soft cock in my fingers and held it affectionately. I smiled up at him and then I licked and sucked it clean. As I did he ran his fingers down my back until he was holding my ass. He smiled and said, “I thought my wife was the only woman who did that!”

I finished what I was doing, looked up and said, “I’ve only been doing it for a little while. But I like it. I think it’s kind of sexy.”

He kissed me and said, “Yes, I do, too. Thank you.”

He stood up and helped me to my feet. He let me use his bathroom to clean up. I came back out and got dressed while he watched. Once I was dressed he said, “Damn! You are one extremely sexy young woman! Have you ever been with another woman?”

I shook my head.

“My wife is bi. And she’s very attracted to you after hearing so much about you. She’s intrigued by the reports I’ve been passing on of what a sexual, sensual creature you are. She wants to meet you. How do you feel about that?”

“Curious,” I replied, honestly. “I know my husband would love to see it.”

Mr. Burton shook his head and said, “You better get out of here before I decide that twice is not enough. I’ve got to do some work today or Brad will be getting my job.”

I walked over to him and stood up on my toes. I kissed him softly and said, “I had fun. Thanks.”

He returned my kiss. Then he hugged me, kissed my forehead and asked, “Are you and your husband free for dinner on Wednesday?”

I nodded and he said, “Great! We’ll pick you up at seven. Wear something sexy.”

We said goodbye and I walked down the corridor to my husband’s office. When I entered the reception area I got the strangest look from the woman at the desk. I said hello to her and went through the reception area and into Jennifer’s office.

When she saw me she jumped up, ran around her desk and hugged me like a long lost love! She thanked me all over again for the car and the house. I had to smile. I was so distracted by my pleasant interlude with Mr. Burton that I’d forgotten all about that!

I assured her again that she was very welcome. She let me into Brad’s office and sat with me for a few minutes until he returned. We talked and enjoyed each other’s company. But I couldn’t help feeling a bit awkward. I found myself looking forward to the time when the excitement fades and she calms down a little. This is getting to be embarrassing.

Brad finally came in and Jennifer left us alone. We kissed and hugged and I told him why I’m there, and how much fun I’m having.

He smiled and said, “Good, I’d hate it if you were upset by what’s going on.”

“Nope. No hard feelings here.”

I reached down, put my hand on his cock and said, “Hmm, I detect a hard feeling here. Would you like some help with that?”

Brad looked at his watch and said, “I’d love some help with that. But I have another meeting that started two minutes ago. Hold that thought until I get home.”

We kissed again and I left him alone in his office with a hard on. I didn’t feel too bad about it, though. I figure that every now and then it’s good for him to be reminded of how much he loves me. Let him spend the afternoon thinking about how much he wants me, the way he did when I would undress in front of my window when we were kids.

I headed for my car but when I got to the main entrance one of the women from the reception desk called out to me.

“Mrs. Pittman! I’m glad I caught you. Heather called down a little while ago and asked that if you came in today would you please come by the office. Mr. Morris wants to see you for a minute.”

I thanked her, turned around and went back to Heather’s office. She smiled and got up when she saw me. She came around and hugged me. I don’t know what to make of all the affection I’m getting around here lately!

She said hello and we talked for a minute before she buzzed Mr. Morris and let him know that I’m here. He asked her to send me in. I knocked lightly and entered his office.

He was already getting up when I entered. He met me half way to his desk and hugged me. He leaned down and gave me a big kiss. It seems like everyone I meet lately is hugging me!

I’ve never been one of those people who enjoy hugging distant relatives and casual acquaintances. But these people all seem to have genuine affection for me and although it’s a little embarrassing I kind of like it. Maybe I’m going to turn into a hugger after all!

Mo broke the kiss but continued to hold me in his arms. He smiled and said, “Just seeing your pretty face brightens my day. Thanks again for Friday. It was a wonderful meal, and it was the most wonderful desert that I’ve ever experienced.”

I smiled and told him again how welcome he is, and how much I’m looking forward to doing it again.

“That isn’t the reason that I asked to see you. I wanted to tell you what a wonderful thing I think you and Brad are doing for Jennifer.”

I smiled and responded, “We’re just doing for her, on a smaller scale, what you’ve done for us. It is fun, isn’t it?”

He grinned and said, “Yes, it is fun. It’s very satisfying to bring someone that much pleasure. But I didn’t expect you to pay it forward. I was amazed when Heather told me. Apparently word of what you’re doing for Jennifer spread around the plant like wildfire. I find it hard to believe that most people in your position, a young couple just starting out, would have been so generous. I just wanted to tell you how proud I am of you two. You have warmed my heart and proven that I was right about you.”

I smiled and said, “Thank you. And thank you for making it possible.”

Then I stepped back out of his arms, twirled around in front of him and asked, “Do you like my new dress? I’m wearing it for the first time. Isn’t it sexy?”

“Believe me, I noticed!”

I moved closer again and pressed my body against his. I reached up and put my hand on his cheek and said, “I have some spare time.”

He leaned down and kissed my forehead. He sighed and said, “I love you for offering. But I’m already late for a meeting. Soon, though. I think about you all of the time.”

I put my arms around his neck, stood up on my toes and kissed him lovingly. I leaned my head against his chest and said, “I think about you all the time, too. You’re a wonderful man. I love your son, too. Thank you for sending him over to see us.”

Mr. Morris chuckled and said, “Yes. He told me all about it. He said you almost straightened him out.”

There was just a hint of wistfulness in his voice when the subject of his son being gay came up. I said, “He’s a great guy. I know you’re proud of him. I was struck by how much he loves you. It was obvious. That says a lot about you.”

We said goodbye then and I drove to the grocery store. I didn’t need much. I picked up those things I came for and as always happens I also put a dozen things I didn’t come for in the cart. Then I went home.

The rest of the day, and that evening, were more like a regular day than I’ve experienced in the week since this all started.

Oh my god! It has only been a week!

We enjoyed a nice quiet meal that evening and we had sex that night. But we made love instead of fucking for a change. It was nice, very nice.

When it was over, we lay together holding each other in the dark and talking quietly. One of the things we talked about was our dinner date for tomorrow night. We have no idea what the Burtons have planned. But we’re looking forward to it. We are both fond of Mr. Burton. I have a feeling that it’s going to be an exciting evening. After all, he told me to wear something sexy.

We also talked about, among other things, the possibility that for the first time in our sexual escapades, Brad might become intimate with another woman.

Brad was afraid of how I’d react if that happened. As I thought about it I realized that I don’t have any doubts about how Brad feels about me. I’m secure in our relationship. I think that, especially lately, I’ve come to separate recreational sex from love. I think that I’ve developed a pretty healthy perspective on things.

I can remember being uncomfortable with the idea of Brad being with another woman when I was still in college and we enjoyed our threesomes. A lot has happened to broaden my horizons since then. I’m not nearly so provincial now. And I’ve noticed that I’m a lot more self-assured. In fact, I’ve become so confident in our love that I’m beginning to think that it might even be kind of sexy to see Brad enjoying the charms of another woman.

We also discussed the probability that I’m going to be intimate with Mrs. Burton. I’m nervous about that. But Brad didn’t even try to hide the fact that it turns him on. It came as no surprise. We’ve talked about it before. I already know that he’d enjoy seeing me with another woman.

It doesn’t upset me. I know that it’s a popular male fantasy. And besides, the more I think about it the more curious I’m becoming about it, too.

We talked about all the possibilities until I realized I was talking to a sleeping man and went to sleep myself.

There was a knock on our front door the next day at around ten. I opened it to see Mr. Gordon, the last of the six VPs. He smiled nervously and asked if he could come in. I returned his smile with a warm smile of my own and welcomed him.

I assumed that he was here for his turn with me, and in a way that was true. He didn’t ask me to go upstairs or to undress. Instead he asked if I have any coffee. I quickly made a half pot while he sat at the dining room table looking uncomfortable.

I brought him in a cup of coffee and we sat quietly at the table. I was getting nervous waiting for him to tell me what’s bothering him. This is not going the way I’ve come to expect. I was beginning to think that he was here to give me some bad news and I was getting anxious.

“First,” he said, “let me apologize. I can see that I’ve made you nervous. Don’t be. I’m just uncomfortable and not sure how to tell you that we are not going to have sex.”

He blushed and quickly added, “I didn’t mean that to come out as arrogantly as it probably sounded.”

I wasn’t reassured yet.

“Let me try that again,” he said and smiled uncomfortably. “Of the current senior vice presidents I’m the most junior, the last to be promoted to that position. My wife went through EPOD just like you and all the others. Unlike the nice things that I hear about you, she did not go through it well. Thankfully, I suppose because of her attitude, she was not popular and was not called upon very often.

“Now that I’ve been promoted I’m more or less expected to enjoy the company of the four ladies in the program. But my wife and I have agreed that it would be best for our marriage if I refrain from enjoying your company. Not just you, of course, all four of you.

“The problem is, I have to give the appearance of enjoying your obvious charms or my peers will become … uncomfortable I suppose is the best word to use.”

“So you came over to tell me that you won’t be having sex with me?”

“Well that, and to give the appearance that I’m away from the office having sex with you. I’m still expected to attend the parties. And at those parties I’ll be … intimate with you, with you or one of the other young ladies.

“I’m sorry. This conversation makes me very uncomfortable. I know how silly this must all sound to you. But you see, I have to maintain this charade in order to avoid making the others uncomfortable with me. It’s hard to explain. When I was first promoted I tried to avoid the parties and I left the EPOD girls alone. As a result, I started to find myself being marginalized at work. It seems that if I don’t take advantage of all of the company’s perks I’m not entirely trusted.

“So, I make this agreement with all of the ladies in EPOD. I will spend some time with you during the day as often as I need to in order to maintain the charade. I will avail myself of one of you when I attend the parties. But to the extent that it’s possible under these strange circumstances I want our relationship to be platonic.”

I actually felt sorry for him! I smiled and said, “I am yours to command. If you wish to spend your time with me drinking coffee and talking, that’s fine with me. If you change your mind, I’m not one of those women who joined EPOD and went kicking and screaming all the way. Well, there has been some screaming from time to time. But it was the good kind.

“Unlike some of the people in the program, my husband and I are in it because it’s a turn on for us. However, you don’t have to worry about me looking down on you for being honorable. I’ll be happy to spend a little time in conversation. I don’t watch television. My housework is done. Let’s talk.”

So we did. We had a very nice conversation. We enjoyed each other’s company so much that we were both sorry when he finally had to leave. It turned out that he, too, went to Middlebury College, although he went there nearly thirty years before me. We talked about campus life, how much things have changed and how much they’ve stayed the same. It was a very pleasant morning.

When he finally had to go back to work I escorted him to the door. We said goodbye like the close friends we are quickly becoming. Before he left I told him that, as uncomfortable as it might make him, I hope that he chooses me when we have the next party. I’m looking forward to getting to know him better.

He smiled, shook my hand and said, “You’re almost too beautiful to have sex with! I don’t think I’ve ever met a more beautiful woman. I’ve really enjoyed your company this morning. I don’t believe that I’ve ever met a sweeter, or a more charming young lady. I suspect that even my wife would love you.

“Come to think of it, from what I’ve heard, everyone that has met you seems to love you. You are remarkable. Don’t tell my wife that I said so. But I’m actually looking forward to the next party.”

I laughed and asked, “Are you sure that you don’t want a preview?”

“Alas,” he said with a sigh, “my conscience and my all knowing wife prevent me from taking you up on that attractive offer.”

I kissed his cheek and said, “Come back often, even if it’s just to drink coffee and talk. I enjoy your company.”

After he left and I couldn’t help thinking about his strange situation. Imagine being forced to have sex with other women, against his will! Then I realized that once he was promoted, Brad would be in the position of having to have sex with the EPOD ladies, whether he wants to or not.

How would I feel about that? I haven’t considered that one day I’ll no longer be in EPOD but Brad will have those four sexy ladies available to service him. This is something I’m going to have to remember to discuss with Mrs. Burton when we go out to dinner.

It was still early and I was left with nothing to do. It’s my first real day off since last Monday and here I sit, kind of wishing that one of the men, or a couple of the men, from the plant would come on by and put me to good use. Nobody did, though. So I put my bikini on and went out back to get a little sun and read for an hour.

As I sat there in my lounge chair I couldn’t help thinking about the pictures I saw when we visited our new house of the fantastic pool that we would soon have in our back yard. I also thought about our parents and what they’re going to think of our new home. Then I wondered what we would tell them about how we could afford what seems to be adding up to a one point five million dollar home and furnishings, and a car that cost more than fifty thousand dollars.

Both sets of our parents were certain that we’d be sorry when we married so young. We were “setting ourselves up for failure” according to my dad. As failures go, we seem to be doing pretty well. I’ll admit that we’ve taken an unorthodox route to success. But we’re happy with it.

I went back inside when my hour in the sun was up and took a shower. I stayed naked, the way Brad likes me. I went around the house taking serious stock of our possessions and deciding what would get moved. There wasn’t that much. Our books will have to go with us, and our music. Our clothes will go, some souvenirs, a very few pieces of art, and our photographs. Our furniture is okay. But it’s only what we could afford at the time and we aren’t attached to it. Brad will want his tools out of the garage, and his sporting equipment. None of the things we’re moving is large or heavy. We certainly won’t need to hire movers!

I got supper ready and met Brad at the door just the way he likes me, stark naked with his drink in my hand. He went upstairs and changed out of his suit. When he came back down we had dinner and I told him all about the strange visit from Mr. Gordon.

He listened quietly while I told him all about my unusual afternoon. There was a thoughtful pause before he said, “I hadn’t thought of that. I’ve been assuming that once I’m promoted it will all be over.

“It won’t be, will it? And it’s quite likely that neither of us will want it to be over. This has become a huge turn on for both of us. I haven’t considered what it’s going to be like, suddenly having the tables turned. I didn’t think about the time coming when I’ll be getting all of the action while you’re left out. I guess neither of us thought that far ahead.”

After dinner I cleaned up and we played dominoes for an hour and a half. I don’t care for that particular pastime myself. But Brad learned it from his family. They played it a lot when he was growing up. He enjoys it and I don’t really mind. I like it that we do things together besides eat our meals and watch television.

The thing about the game that pisses me off is that he always wins. At least at scrabble I have a fifty-fifty chance. Something about those damned dominoes! I mean, I can add and subtract, but I just can’t seem to think ahead when we play that stupid game! He insists that there’s a strategy but my mind just can’t see it.

After he kicked my ass at dominoes we went to bed and read for a while. We didn’t make love. We were both sleepy by the time we turned the lights out. Instead, we cuddled. He held me close. He kissed my neck and my shoulder and we lay there quietly, feeling close and in love.

The next day I went out and scavenged up some boxes so that I could start getting ready for our move. I came home, undressed and did a little packing. I figured moving wouldn’t even be a chore if I did a little packing every day.

Just before noon the doorbell rang. I looked out an upstairs window and saw Mr. Riggs so I didn’t bother getting dressed.

I went down and opened the door. He smiled when he saw me standing there in the nude. Well, it was more of a leer actually. He asked, “Were you expecting me, sweetheart?”

I smiled back with more warmth than I felt. There’s something very off-putting about this man. And my intuition about him has been reinforced repeatedly by the warnings I’ve received about him. But I did my best to conceal how I felt. I stepped back, invited him in and replied, “No. Brad likes me this way. So I stay naked most of the time when I’m at home.”

“He’s a smart man, and a lucky man. You do look lovely that way. I’m looking forward to following you upstairs.”

I politely replied, “Right this way, sir,” and led him to the staircase.

As we climbed the stairs his hand explored my thighs and then my ass. I paused at the top of the stairs and looked back. I glanced down and noticed that he already has a hard on. I walked ahead of him down the short hallway, swaying my hips a little more than was necessary. I am, after all, a call girl. Being sexy and pleasing my guests is part of the job.

I’m not sure why I went to the trouble with him. There’s something about him that makes me nervous. I’m pretty certain that I would have felt that way even without the warnings I’ve received. He has a serpentine quality about him. I’m surprised that he doesn’t hiss when he talks.

We entered my bedroom and I helped him undress. When his clothes were hung on the rack he grabbed me roughly and pulled me into his arms. He hugged me and kissed me and ran his hands all over my body.

He seemed a little rougher than was absolutely necessary. But I didn’t say anything. I had a sneaking suspicion that things might get worse if I objected. All the warnings I’ve received about this man are still fresh in my mind.

After we kissed for a moment he put his lips close to my ear and whispered, “Grant really pissed me off last week. He knew I wanted your cherry ass and he took it. I’m going to have to make sure you’ve recovered. It would be a crime if he damaged such a beautiful ass.”

I would much prefer that he use any other orifice. But it isn’t up to me. I stayed calm and asked him where he would like to perform this little check up. He rudely ordered me to drop down and suck his cock first. He informed me that he’ll decide while I’m doing that.

Just like our first experience together in Brad’s office, it isn’t what he says so much as the way that he says it. I get the impression that Mr. Riggs doesn’t like women very much. He takes condescension to a new extreme. He is easily the most arrogant man that I’ve ever met. If I had a choice I’d happily slap his face and kick him the hell out of my house.

He backed away from me and sat down on the edge of the bed. I started to take the two or three steps necessary to bring me to the edge of the bed and kneel but he stopped me. He told me to back up until my back was against the wall.

I don’t know how he expects me to suck his cock from fifteen feet away. But it’s his nickel.

When I was standing with my back to the wall he ordered me to get down on my hands and knees and crawl around in a circle until he stopped me.

Well, I’ve heard that he’s a little weird! His latest order pretty much proves it. He’s only making me do it to humiliate me I’m sure. Still, I don’t see the harm. It isn’t as though I’m interested in having an actual relationship with him.

I dropped to my knees and started crawling around while he watched my breasts sway and my ass swivel. I counted myself lucky that he didn’t ask me to make animal noises. It was humiliating. But I could see where it might be fun to watch if you’re a horny guy who has absolutely no respect for women.

I went around in a circle three times before he finally beckoned me over to suck his cock. Just as I was about to take his cock into my mouth he asked, “Did you enjoy that?”

I smiled as sweetly as I could and responded, “It doesn’t matter if I did or not. It’s only important that you did.”

I guess that was the right answer. He patted my head as if I was an Irish setter and then he let me suck his cock. I have to assume that he enjoyed the little show he made me put on for him. He came very quickly.

I was glad when it was over. He started getting very rough as he neared orgasm. He grabbed my head, held it firmly in his strong hands and slammed my mouth down onto his cock violently, forcing his cock down my throat painfully.

It’s a good thing that I’m accustomed to taking cocks into my throat. I got the definite impression that this asshole wants to hurt me. I didn’t fight him, though. I think he was disappointed about that, too.

After he came I took my mouth off of his cock and swallowed his cum. I was amazed once again at how nice his cum tastes. It’s actually pleasant!

I thought it strange since he’s such an unpleasant person. After I swallowed his hot, fresh cum I went right back to sucking, gently at first, and then with more enthusiasm. The faster I satisfy him and get him out of the house the happier I’ll be.

He watched me suck his cock for a few minutes. I was just getting back into it when he lay back on the bed, lifted his legs and ordered me to lick and suck on his ass.

I’ve done that for Mr. Morris. But I did it of my own free will to please a man I like and have quickly come to admire.

It isn’t the same being ordered to do it by someone who seems to already have such a low opinion of women, someone who is obviously making me do it just to humiliate me.

I obeyed quickly. I was careful not to do or say anything to give away what I’m thinking. I don’t want to give him any excuse to make things harder on me.

I worked my tongue up and down the crack of his ass for a few moments and then I began to concentrate on his asshole. He moaned in pleasure as I stiffened my tongue and pushed it inside of him.

He must have really enjoyed it. He made me do it for a very long time. By the time he dropped his legs my tongue muscles were about to give out and I thought for a second that my jaw was stuck in the open position. I had to work my jaw a few times to regain the use of it.

I sucked his cock a little more, at his direction, and then he ordered me up on the bed on my hands and knees. I got up and got into position. He stood up and guided me until my knees were dangerously close to the edge. When I was positioned the way he wanted me he moved between my legs and easily pushed his cock into my surprisingly wet pussy.

He chuckled when he discovered how wet I am. That was all the proof he needed that I was just a slut. But he didn’t say anything to me. His evil laugh said it all. He just stroked his hard cock into my pussy for a minute. Then he pulled out, spread my ass cheeks and started forcing his cock into my ass with no warm up, no preparation, no lubrication except my own juices.

I gasped in pain and I tried to tell him that I have a bottle of lubricant.

He just chuckled and replied, “That’s okay, honey. I ain’t that big and you ain’t a virgin anymore. It feels just fine to me.”

Admittedly his cock is no more than average size. But still, I’ve only done this once. I had been well lubricated, stretched out and loosened up considerably first.

I didn’t fight him, though. I put my head down on my arms and gritted my teeth. I grunted and gasped in pain with every cruel movement. I concentrated on trying to force myself to relax.

While I knelt before him as helpless as a slave girl, moaning in pain which no doubt amused him all the more, he rubbed my ass cheeks roughly, occasionally pinching me or slapping me as he began fucking me with a steady rhythm. As he pumped my ass he began to talk to me in a very demeaning tone of voice, “Yeah, bitch! You got a nice ass. That feels great. Talk to me, let me hear how much it hurts.”

It did hurt, and I did talk to him. I was on the verge of tears and it was evident from my voice when I pleaded, “Please, Mr. Riggs. I’m not used to this. It hurts. Please hurry.”

Then I resumed panting, gasping and moaning in pain. I don’t doubt at all that the noises I was making in response to his violent, painful thrusts were music to his ears. He obviously liked the sounds I was making because even though I just sucked his cock he came pretty quickly. Thankfully!

I was so grateful when I realized he was coming I started to sob quietly in relief.

He left his cock buried in me until it was soft. I’m not entirely certain whether he pulled it out after a couple of minutes or if my muscles expelled him. When his cock came free he reached across my back and grabbed my hair. He roughly jerked me around and forced my face down to his crotch. He held my head there and made me suck his filthy cock clean.

What I wanted to do was bite the bastard’s cock off. I had to believe, though, that if I did that there was a better than even chance that it might have a less than desirable effect on Brad’s career.

He let me suck his soft cock for quite a while before he was satisfied. Then he made me turn around again so he could examine my asshole. He ordered me to lower my head and shoulders to the bed and spread my cheeks for his inspection.

He stared at my exposed ass for a moment before he said, “It still looks beautiful, Jan. You could probably take on an army and still look beautiful. Maybe we’ll have to put that to the test one of these days.”

He reached out and scooped up some of the cum that was leaking out of my asshole. Once more he grabbed a handful of my hair and jerked me back around to face him. I knew now that I was dealing with a sexual sadist. Even more than my naked body and my sexual skills, my cries of pain are what turn him on. He held out his hand and made me lick his fingers clean.

Once he was satisfied that his hand was clean enough he turned me back around again. I leaned back down and spread my ass cheeks apart as ordered. I remained in that position while he slowly dressed. As he stood behind me taking his time getting dressed he continued staring at me in this humiliating position.

When he was finally dressed he said, “I’m going to come by and pick you up tonight. Tell your husband I’ll be taking you out for a few hours. Be ready at eight.”

I glanced at him over my shoulder and said, “I can’t, sir. One of the other VPs is picking me up tonight at seven.”

His face got dark red in an instant. He looked furious. For just a second I was terrified. There was no doubt in my mind that I was looking at the face of a man who could kill someone!

“Who?! Which VP?!” he demanded, in a constrained voice. He was only just barely controlling the urge to yell at me.

I meekly responded, “Mr. Burton.”

I have a feeling that I’m going to pay for not being available even though it isn’t my fault.

He hesitated for a moment. I watched him struggle to get his anger under control. Finally he said, “Okay, tomorrow night then; same time, eight o’clock. Wear something slutty.”

I nodded and quietly responded, “Yes, sir.”

I wasn’t too happy about it. The people who warned me about this prick are right. This guy is scary.

He left me in that humiliating position. I stayed that way until I heard the front door close. As soon as I was sure he was gone I got up and took a shower. As I bathed and washed my tender asshole I wondered what I should say to Brad.

After thinking it over I decided it’ll be best if I say no more than I have to. Brad will put up with a lot of consensual sex. Everything is fine as long as nobody’s getting hurt. But if he thought Riggs was acting the way Riggs is acting, he might just rearrange his face.

Besides, I know that if Riggs really does get to be a problem I can always go talk to Mr. Morris. I don’t want to do that, though. It will be best if I just put up with the asshole and do whatever I have to do to get by. That’s what all the other wives are apparently doing.

The rest of the day was uneventful. I packed up a few more boxes with the things we’re going to move. After that I had nothing to do but wait until it was time to get dressed to go out. Brad came home at the normal time. He took a quick shower and changed.

I waited until just a little before seven to get dressed. I put on a pair of my new slutty panties and a nearly see-through dress with a deep, deep cleavage in front and a back that dips so low that the crack of my ass is only centimeters from being visible.







Chapter 6


The Burtons showed up promptly at seven in a stretch limo. The executives at J.A.M. really know how to live! They came in and we had a drink and got acquainted. Mrs. Burton, Midge, is in her mid-forties. I liked her instantly. She’s funny, irreverent, sexy and as friendly as anyone you’ll ever meet. She’s one of those genuinely warm people who make you feel like an old friend from the first minute you meet them.

We sat and talked for a while and drank our drinks. I told her that I’d really like to get together with her and pick her brain when she can spare the time. I have a lot of questions about EPOD and I knew she was the perfect person to ask. I was instantly comfortable with her. I won’t have to tiptoe around any subject with her.

Before long we were on our way out the door. I was excited about my first ride in a limo but I tried to act as though I do this all the time. Both the Burtons complimented me on my dress, and my body. I blushed and I was even more embarrassed because I was blushing.

For some reason, having another woman as part of the equation was embarrassing for me. Maybe that’s because I know from talking to her husband that she wants to make love to me.

The limo driver held the door for us. Everyone stood back to allow me to get in. As I bent over to step into the limo I felt a hand on my ass. I assumed it was Brad. But when I got inside and sat down in one of the luxurious leather seats the person climbing in behind me was Midge!

She winked at me and then sat down beside me. She rested her hand lightly on my thigh.

She smiled and said, “You’re going to see some strange sights tonight, my dear. We’re going to a private club called The Slave Traders. The food and the drinks are fantastic. The scenery is pretty interesting as well, though it takes some getting used to.”

I’ve lived in Middlebury for six years. Brad has been here for four years. Neither of us ever heard of this place. One reason became obvious as we traveled. By the time we got there it was dark and we couldn’t see very well. We were three hours from town, way up in the mountains and away from everything else.

The club is in a large stone and wood building. It has no windows that open onto the parking lot. There are no signs or lights other than a few dim lights in the parking lot. There were no sounds coming from the building. It gave the impression of being dark and deserted.

But it certainly wasn’t deserted. There were dozens of cars in the parking lot, all of them very expensive. It has to be the strangest, most mysterious club I’ve ever seen.

We were let out at the door. The men got out first, then me, with Midge’s hand on my ass again, and then Midge. She put her arm around my waist and said, “I hope you don’t mind. You have such a beautiful ass.”

I smiled and replied, “Well, I have to admit it’s a new experience for me. But no, I don’t mind at all. I’ve been having a lot of new experiences lately. Most of them have been very pleasant.”

“So I hear,” she said with a warm smile. “In fact, I hear that you’re the girl who made Mr. Morris smile for the first time in decades. You know we talk about you girls, don’t you?”

“Who is ‘we’?”

“I’ll tell you later.”

With her arm still around my waist we all turned and headed for the door. As we approached the massive wooden door it opened and a very stiff and reserved looking man in a tuxedo stepped out. He recognized David and Midge and at once seemed a bit more approachable. He didn’t smile. But he nodded and said, “Ah, Mr. and Mrs. Burton! It’s wonderful to see you again. Your table is ready. Please, come right in.”

We stepped inside and Mr. Burton introduced us to the man in the tuxedo. He looked at Brad and me carefully. I got the impression that he wasn’t quite sure whether to let us in or explain that our kind aren’t welcome here. Once we were inside, though, he smiled and held up a finger. A beautiful, naked young woman came out of nowhere and the man in the tuxedo, Jeffry, said, “This is Melody. She will be taking care of you this evening.”

Melody is a very busty blonde. I noticed that except for her head she has no hair anywhere on her body. I couldn’t help noticing, too, that she has a perfect body.

She smiled and acted as though she thought she was fully dressed as she led us to a table in the darkened club. It was so dark I could hardly see Midge in front of me as we made our way to our booth.

We stopped at the booth and as Brad and Mr. Burton, or David as he insisted we call him, watched, Midge slid the tiny straps of my dress down off of my shoulders and helped me to step out of it. As she undressed me in the aisle in the middle of a crowded club she said, “I hope you don’t mind. I’ve been dying to see you naked since I met you.”

I didn’t have time to form a reply before she slid my panties off. She handed my dress and underwear to Melody and then she undressed quickly and added her own clothes to the small pile. The two of us sat down naked at one end of the booth. The men sat at the other end.

I was still speechless. I wasn’t expecting to be naked in a public restaurant for dinner. But I tried to remain calm. After all, naked is rapidly becoming my natural state.

Once I was seated I took advantage of the opportunity to more closely examine Midge’s body. I was very impressed. If I look half that good when I’m her age I know I’ll be proud. From the neck down she could easily pass for a woman in her mid-twenties, and her face shows very little sign of aging either. She’s a very attractive woman, very sexy.

As Melody left with our clothes Midge asked, “Are you comfortable?”

I smiled and replied, “I suppose there’s a first time for everything. I’m a bit surprised to admit it. But yes, I feel great! It helps that I’ve been spending a lot of time this way lately and that I’m not the only one at the table who’s naked.”

I smiled at Brad and said, “Doesn’t it, dear?”

He grinned and wisely kept his mouth shut. I can’t help but notice that he’s been checking Midge out while trying very hard to be discreet about it. I don’t know if he’s more worried about my reaction or David’s. But as far as I know he hasn’t had the opportunity to enjoy the sight of very many naked women. I don’t know what he might have done while he was off getting his degree from Notre Dame. But to the best of my knowledge I’ve been his only sex partner. This must be a very stimulating experience for him. I wish he’d loosen up and enjoy it. He certainly doesn’t have to worry about me getting jealous.

The waitress came back with our drinks and menus. It didn’t occur to me until I took the first sip of my drink that we didn’t order drinks. They just appeared!

The club is very dark. But my eyes are beginning to adjust a little and I can see movement as naked women move through the club going to the booths. It appears that all of the seating is in these little booths which provide a little extra privacy. I don’t see any tables.

I began to get a lot more comfortable once I realized it wasn’t just me, or us. All the women that work here are naked and in a very short time I saw several other female customers undress before taking their seats.

The booths are tiered, like an amphitheater with seating on three sides facing a blank wall. The booths in front of us are low enough that we can look over them and see all the way down to the level of the main floor which is at least a dozen tiers below us. But it’s so dark we can’t actually see the floor down there and we can’t see into the other booths.

I couldn’t help but notice that it’s pleasantly quiet in here, unlike any other club I’ve ever been in. We can actually talk quietly among ourselves. David and Brad talked a little about work. But mostly they talked about sports. Midge and I talked about EPOD.

I had a million questions. The first question I had to ask was how difficult it must have been for her to cope when she was no longer in it.

She laughed quietly and said, “That, my dear, is the perfect question! Most women would ask how I coped when I was in it. You’re going to get along great! You’re every bit the sensual treat they say you are.

“In answer to your question, I miss it terribly. We both do. We’ve found other outlets. David and I have a few close friends that we party with from time to time. We do things like come here and play once every month or so.”

“Play?” I asked, not sure what she meant about playing in this quiet club.

“You’ll see. Be patient,” she said.

Then she asked me how I reacted when I first heard about EPOD.

I told her about the night Brad told me and how conflicted my emotions were at the time. But the truth is that my major reaction was excitement.

She laughed and said, “Exactly what I felt when David told me about it for the first time!”

I asked, “How do you feel now that David is having all of the fun and you’re out of EPOD? It doesn’t seem fair. The wives should still be able to stay in it if they want. Don’t you think?”

“Well,” she said, “the truth is that most of them didn’t enjoy it as much as you and I. Some of them downright hated it. I suppose if ours was the more popular opinion it might carry more weight.”

“Is there any reason why the rules can’t be changed, be made voluntary? Who would have to make that change?”

“The big seven, although I hear you have a lot of influence with Mr. Morris. That could be very helpful,” Midge answered.

“Would you really like it if I could get it changed? I guess I shouldn’t be rocking the boat yet. I’ve only met one of the other three wives in EPOD so far. And I don’t really know her. I probably shouldn’t piss them off until after I meet them and get to know them a little better.”

“You’re probably right about that. And yes,” Midge replied, “I would love to get back in. David would love it, too. We both miss the excitement of those days when I was in it.

“While we’re on the subject of pissing someone off, now would be a good time to warn you about Gavin Riggs. There’s something not quite right about that man. He hasn’t hurt anyone yet. But he has, well … he has done some pretty bad things. Be careful around him.”

I glanced at Brad to make sure he wasn’t listening and then I told her about what happened earlier today and how he reacted when I told him that I couldn’t go out with him this evening.

The look of concern on her face troubled me. She sighed and said, “That man is bad news, Jan. Be careful. He’s done some things that he should have gotten in trouble for. Unfortunately, the poor girls with whom he did those terrible things didn’t have the balls to say anything because they were looking out for their husbands.”

I shivered, and I wasn’t cold. I decided that it was time to change the subject. I asked her about the other three wives in EPOD.

She smiled and said, “None of them are as well adjusted as you are. Or as lovely I might add. Carol Mitchum and Madison Scott are both taking it alright. They give the impression that they would rather not be in it. That may or may not be a façade to please their stuffed shirt husbands. Personally I think it is. They seem to be making the best of it, though. They enjoy themselves from time to time. They’ve been in EPOD for a while and their newness has worn off. They aren’t bothered every day like you probably are.

“Grace Davis is another story. She’s a cold, manipulating bitch. Take my advice, never turn your back on her. She acts so sweet to the men when she’s forced to be with them. But she’s a hateful, spiteful, gold digging little bitch who would much rather kill a man than fuck him if she had a choice and the money was the same either way.”

“It doesn’t sound like these parties they keep talking about are going to be a lot of fun!” I said, unhappy with her description of my fellow EPOD members.

“They won’t be that bad. The men will be concentrating on you for a while. The other women will all behave as though they’re having a good time. I suppose that Carol and Madison enjoy themselves most of the time. Sometimes Riggs can put a damper on things at the party, although he usually behaves himself when the other VPs are around.

“You’ll be asked to put on informal little performances with the other wives from time to time. It isn’t so bad with the other two, but having sex with Grace is like making love to an iceberg. She does and says all of the right things when any of the men are listening. I don’t know how many of them fall for her shit. But she’s a cold, calculating bitch.”

I don’t know if my eyes were getting better adjusted to the dark or if the lights were gradually getting brighter. But suddenly I realized that there were women, naked women, chained to the walls all around the room on the lowest level.

Midge saw my expression when I spotted them and she laughed out loud. I kicked Brad under the table and nodded at the decorations chained up around the room. He looked around to see what I was looking at and he almost choked on his drink when he finally noticed all those naked women in chains.

I stared in disbelief at the women chained to the walls. It was several long moments before I became aware that there were men moving around checking the women out. They were walking around calmly looking at them, touching them, anything they wanted. Most of the people going around examining the chained women were men. But after watching for several minutes I saw at least two women doing it too.

I continued to stare in fascination. I noticed that every few minutes a couple of men in tuxedos would come out and unchain one of the women and take her away.

I tried to ask Midge what was going on. She just smiled and said, “Shhh, don’t spoil the surprise.”

Our food came before I knew it. I was surprised because we didn’t order! I can only assume that David ordered while I was distracted by all the naked women. But if he did I didn’t see it. The food was definitely of the gourmet variety. I had no idea what I was eating but it was delicious. To be perfectly honest, I would have preferred a nice thick steak. Whatever it is their giving me to drink is excellent as well.

We ate and talked quietly about everything but what was most on my mind at the moment. My eyes never left the action along the walls on the lower level. Several times I noticed that a woman I recognized as having been removed from her bondage was brought back out and chained up again. I was really intrigued. But that damn Midge is such a tease. She wouldn’t say a word about what was going on.

The meal was delicious. But the portions were small and it was over and done with very quickly. The naked waitress came and cleared the table and then she returned with another drink for David and Brad. Midge and I weren’t even asked if we wanted one, and I did!

The reason for that omission was soon apparent. Four men in tuxedos appeared at our table. Midge stood up and stepped out into the aisle and indicated that she wanted me to stand up as well. I looked at David. He just smiled and said, “Do what you’re told.”

I could tell that Brad was curious too. But he didn’t seem concerned. I figured he was there if I needed him … I hope. So I got to my feet and allowed two of the men to take me away. Midge was being pulled along right behind me. It was comforting to know that I wasn’t alone.

We were taken to an empty space on the wall and chained up side by side. We were chained up as though we were on a cross. Our arms were secured at a forty-five degree angle. Our legs weren’t secured to the wall. There were triangular slabs of wood directly under us which kept our legs separated so that our feet were not quite shoulder width apart. But at least our feet are planted firmly on the floor.

Almost as soon as the men in tuxedos walked away, men, and on rare occasions a woman, approached and explored our bodies. Fingers pinched and pulled my nipples and explored my pussy. When they had concluded their examination of my privates they often put their fingers in my mouth to be sucked clean.

None of these people spoke to us. They didn’t ask us any questions or tell us what they wanted from us. They just examined us as though they were shopping for slaves. I was already so wet that all those stranger’s fingers entered my body easily.

I hadn’t been chained up there very long when two men in tuxedos came and released me from my restraints without a word. With a firm grip on my upper arms they led me down a dark hallway and into a room about the size of a large gymnasium.

It was not your normal gym, though. Everywhere I looked I saw naked women strapped down to benches of various designs. And all of them were being fucked by men. The men were still dressed. Most only pulled their zippers down and pulled their cocks out, though some opened their pants and let them fall to their knees.

I saw men at benches exchanging meaningful glances with the men at neighboring benches. Then they would exchange partners, if the woman strapped down and being fucked could be called a partner. I noticed that not a word was being spoken in the room. The only sounds were grunts and groans, cries of pleasure and the sounds of flesh slapping flesh as the men pounded away at the helpless women restrained around the room.

While it might appear that this was all about providing pleasure to the men at the expense of the women, I could hear feminine voices crying out lustfully from all around the room. These women may look like they’re being taken and used like humble slaves. But more than a few of them are enjoying it every bit as much as the men are.

I was led to a strange looking padded bench and quickly strapped down on my stomach. I didn’t have time to ask what the hell was going on before the men in tuxedos left.

Immediately a man stepped up behind me and plowed his cock into me. I turned my head to see who was fucking me and recognized him as one of the first men who had come around and felt me up just after I was chained to the wall.

He fucked me violently and I was grateful for it. I needed it. I was already extremely turned on. I ended up cumming twice before he pulled out of my pussy. He immediately ran around the bench to which I was secured and shoved his slimy cock into my mouth. It easily drove straight down into my throat. Almost as soon as he entered me he shot his cum straight down my throat.

I don’t like that. I don’t mind the deepthroat part. But I want to taste a man’s cum when he cums in my mouth. I didn’t have time to complain, though. Not that I would have. Because while the man that had just cum in my mouth was letting his cock go soft and drain in my mouth, someone else started fucking me, someone with a very fat cock. It felt great and I was cumming again by the time the cock in my mouth was slowly withdrawn and the man walked away without so much as patting me on the head.

My mouth wasn’t empty for long. As soon as the first man that had taken me finished and walked away, another man stepped up and placed the head of his cock against my lips. I opened my eyes to see a long tube of male flesh waiting to enter my mouth. This new cock was only semi-hard. I could tell that it had just come out of some other woman’s pussy! I was so shocked, and so fucking turned on, that I screamed as my mouth engulfed his slimy cock while I had a huge orgasm!

I guess he liked it. By the time I was through cumming and screaming around his cock he was hard and his cock was buried half way down my throat. This gentleman was considerate enough, when the time came, to withdraw all but the head of his cock when he started to cum. He finished himself off with his hand. I got to enjoy a nice mouthful of cum this time.

As soon as the man finished cumming in my mouth the second man that fucked me, very well I might add, came around and put his slimy cock in my mouth and I got to see it. I was impressed! Even soft it’s huge. I wouldn’t want to have it every time I fucked. But now and then, for a little variety, it was very nice. I’m glad that someone else fucked me before he did to open me up a little, though. His cock is that fat.

I was left lying alone and unmolested on the bench for a couple of minutes before a naked woman came over and used a warm, damp cloth to clean first me and then the bench under me. She was gentle and she smiled at me reassuringly while she worked. It was kind of pleasant, if a little embarrassing to have another woman cleaning my freshly fucked pussy.

When she moved away there were two men in tuxedos waiting. They freed me from my restraints and took me back out to the main room. They chained me back up to the wall using the same restraints that I had been placed in earlier. It’s funny. I got the impression from the men in tuxedos that they didn’t even notice that I was naked.

Midge wasn’t in her place beside me. I assume she’s in the back getting fucked by some strange man. I stood helplessly as more men came by and took advantage of me. I felt more vulnerable without my new friend there. I know that’s silly. She couldn’t have done anything to protect me if I needed someone for that.

Approximately ten minutes passed, ten very exciting minutes, before they brought Midge back out. She looked totally fucked and she was smiling like a Cheshire cat. She winked at me and then stood passively while she was chained back up to the wall.

After about ten more minutes of continuous groping by complete strangers, two men who were obviously together came along and stopped in front of me. They pulled and squeezed my tits and took turns sticking fingers in my pussy for a moment. Then they moved over to Midge and did the same thing to her.

I didn’t have time to see what they did next because a very large, very masculine woman wearing a man’s suit stopped in front of me. She leered at me like a dirty old man. She stared into my eyes for a moment. I think she saw my fear and was aroused by it. She smiled at me and then she reached out and twisted my nipples painfully. She kept it up until I was at the point of having to cry out. She was really hurting me!

Just before I started yelling for someone to help me she let go of my nipples, reached down and slammed a couple of fingers into my pussy so hard that I went up on my toes to alleviate the pain.

It must have been obvious that I had been fucked recently. She pulled her fingers out of me, looked at them in disgust and roughly shoved them into my mouth.

While I nervously sucked her fingers clean she leaned closer, stuck her tongue in my ear for a moment and whispered, “You fucking slut. You need someone to teach you how to behave. Teach you how to eat pussy. A cunt like you needs to be put in your fucking place.”

She’s the only person who has spoken to me since I was chained up by the men in tuxedos. I really didn’t like what she had to say. It isn’t that I’m opposed to experimenting with another woman. But this broad scared the hell out of me!

I was relieved when two men in tuxedos came and unchained me again. I saw the look of irritation and disappointment on that weird woman’s face. I was certain that whatever was about to happen to me is better than spending a little time with her.

Before I was led away Midge was also unchained. We were led away together. We were taken to a different room this time; a much smaller room just off of the hallway that led to the large gymnasium. It contained only one bench, a large, sturdy, unusual looking bench.

Midge was strapped down on her back on the bench. As soon as she was restrained to their satisfaction, I was lifted off the floor by all four men and placed on top of her in the sixty-nine position. In seconds I was strapped down and unable to move my legs or my torso. Only my arms were free.

Someone must have put a lot of thought into the bench we were on. There were padded rests for my knees and elbows so that our bodies were touching but all of my weight wasn’t resting on Midge.

The bench I was strapped to the first time they brought me back here included straps for my wrists. I was totally immobilized. This time, though, Midge and I both had the use of our hands.

Now, for the first time, I had a woman’s pussy in my face. I also had a woman’s face in my pussy. I expected that this would happen. I even expected it to happen tonight. I just didn’t expect it to happen like this.

One of the two men who selected us pushed my head down. I knew what he wanted without a word being spoken. I began to tentatively lick at Midge’s pussy. At the same time I felt her tongue moving eagerly through my moist slit.

I could tell that she had recently had sex. But she seemed clean and I soon discovered, much to my delight, that I enjoy eating pussy. Of course, the tricks that she was doing with her tongue might have had a lot to do with that. She was driving me nuts and as the resultant warm glow spread through my body I felt a strong desire to please her as much as she was pleasing me.

We hadn’t been eating each other for very long when things got a whole lot more exciting. Warm, soft flesh touched my lips and I opened my eyes in surprise. I watched as, right before my eyes, a long thin cock slowly moved between my lips and Midge’s red, swollen pussy. I stared in fascination as the tip found her opening and began to disappear inside of her. Except in a porn movie, which doesn’t really count, I’ve never seen a cock enter a pussy before. It’s a much more exciting sight than I could have imagined, especially up close like that.

At the same time I felt a long, hard cock entering me. I’ve never felt anything like it. That nice cock was slowly fucking my pussy while Midge was tickling my clit with her tongue. It was the most wonderful combination of sensations I’ve ever experienced. It was all I could do to keep up with her.

Everything about what we were doing struck me as being extremely erotic. I’m eating a pussy for the first time. Now I’m getting fucked and eaten at the same time. There’s a hell of a lot of stimulation going on back there! And at the same time I have a close-up view of a large cock entering a woman’s pussy right before my eyes. Having it happen right there where I can see it and taste it and smell it is so much different than watching it happen between two porn stars on a rented DVD.

I licked Midge’s clit like crazy, stopping only occasionally to moan in pleasure, or to suck clean the cock that was fucking her when he pulled out of her and shoved it into my throat.

The two men were taking their time. Midge and I both must have climaxed a dozen times by the time the men reached orgasm. When the man fucking Midge pulled out of her he made me clean his cock one last time.

As soon as he moved out of the way, without anyone even suggesting it, I put my mouth around Midge’s pussy and licked and sucked it clean. She started screaming in pleasure as I worked on her. But her screams were muffled. I could tell that she still has a cock in her mouth.

I had eaten every trace of cum from her pussy by the time she started to return the favor. That was when I fully understood what she had been screaming about. It was so fucking hot, so fucking sexy. In less than two minutes I was cumming and screaming and the two men who were responsible for bringing this about were just standing there watching in amazement.

Finally we both collapsed in exhaustion. A moment later we were released from the bench. Before we left the room a woman came around with a damp, lightly scented cloth and we were freshened up again.

I tried to ask Midge some questions, like how much longer this strange evening will go on, and what do I do if I want to go to the bathroom. But when I tried to speak she shook her head. I shut up and waited for the men to come and chain us up again.

And they did. And the parade of men mauling my body continued. In fact, if anything there were a lot more of them now. I was deeply relieved that the butch broad from earlier didn’t return for me. She’s nearly as scary as Riggs.

Midge was taken away again almost immediately. I had the impression that the man who selected her this time knew her. They hadn’t spoken, of course. No one spoke here. But I thought I saw a look of recognition pass between them, a look that might indicate some kind of history.

Before she was returned to her shackles I was selected again. I was taken into the large main room once more. This time I was strapped down on my back with my head hanging down.

A pair of large, black, muscular legs appeared in front of my face and a thrill ran through me when I realized that I’m going to have my first sexual encounter with a black man.

I shivered in excitement. Then I shivered in fear. He was standing with his fat, nine inch cock pointed right at my lips. He leaned forward and I opened my mouth for him. He began to slowly feed me a couple of inches of his incredibly large cock.

I couldn’t help being nervous. He’s wielding a very large and very impressive organ. I’m accustomed to more average sized men.

He was patient, though, and not overly aggressive. As he eased several inches of his cock in and out of my mouth he began playing with my tits. When I realized that he was being careful not to hurt me with that huge thing I began to relax and I found that I was starting to really get into it.

To make things even better, I felt someone start shoving another cock into my pussy. I moaned around the cock in my mouth and started being less passive, taking more and more of it into my mouth. The owner of that big black cock stood still and let me work at it and soon I felt my confidence building. Finally I had to see if I could do it.

I enjoyed his big hands on my tits and his companion’s cock in my pussy as I moved my head up and down his cock until, with a little extra effort and just a little pain, the head of that massive organ finally slid into my throat. That was the first time I heard a man speak since Midge and I were taken to the wall and chained up. He groaned and then he exclaimed to his companion in a loud whisper, “Jesus H. Christ on a stick! Look at this fucking bitch!”

His companion shushed him and that was all the talking I heard. Just as he was getting ready to cum he couldn’t be passive any longer. He started fucking my mouth and throat. It hurt. But I was pretty damned proud of myself because I had taken it all and I had made him swear.

Unlike with the other cocks I’ve taken down my throat since I developed that talent, I couldn’t breathe around this one. At the very end he buried his fat cock in my throat and I felt his massive organ throbbing as he shot his cum down my throat. I was desperate for air to the point that I almost lost consciousness by the time he finally pulled it out of me.

It had been fun, though. I hadn’t cum. I was too preoccupied with the massive cock in my throat. But I’d do it again. I wish that Brad could have seen it. He would have been so proud!

I coughed a little when he pulled out and gasped for air. He looked around to make sure that no one was paying any attention. Apparently the coast was clear. He bent down and whispered, “Sorry. Are you okay?”

I smiled, winked at him and nodded. He smiled back and moved out of the way so that I could suck his friend’s cock clean. His friend was white, and his cock was at least as large as the man who just fucked my face. I would have liked to have one of them in my pussy again before they left. I was extremely turned on right then. But they turned and walked out of the room. As they left the black man turned back and winked at me, though. I thought that was sweet.

I know. It wasn’t much. But the rest of the men had treated me like a piece of furniture. Don’t misunderstand. That was just fine with me. That’s the point of this. That’s what makes this strange place so exciting. But still, to have done such a good job that the guy felt he had to acknowledge me, I was pretty damned proud of myself!

I was waiting for the woman to come clean me so I could be taken back out when another man came over and started running his hands over my body. My head was hanging down over the end of the bench. I couldn’t see who it was unless I lifted my head. I didn’t, though. Not until after this new man started fucking me. He was doing a very good job and I had to look up and see who I was dealing with.

I had the shock of my life when I lifted my head and saw the man who owns the drycleaning shop that I use. I smiled at him, mostly because I saw that when he saw who he’s fucking he was just as shocked as me. Then I put my head back down and enjoyed it.

I came twice before he finally reached orgasm. After he tensed up and filled me with cum he came around to be cleaned. All those times I did that for Brad and the senior Vice Presidents at his office I thought I was doing something rare and special. But apparently all these women do it. It’s expected of us!

No matter how demeaning it is to be treated this way, there’s something about this situation that’s really turning me on. There’s just something about all of this anonymous sex, all of these chains and the eerie silence. And it’s so exciting to be so available and helpless. It’s turning me the fuck on like never before. I can’t seem to get enough cock. I find myself cumming and cumming at the drop of a zipper. I bet I could have cum if someone just rubbed a cock over my face!

My drycleaner finally walked away after one last fond squeeze of my breast and in seconds the rag lady was there with her warm cloth. She washed my face and then she rinsed her cloth and bathed and soothed my pussy. As soon as she finished and walked away the tuxedo men came and freed me from the bench.

They almost had to carry me out of the room. I was really getting tired now. I had no idea what time it was. I couldn’t guess how long I’ve been doing this. Or perhaps I should say how long I’ve been having this done to me. I really could have used a little rest.

No rest for the wicked, though. The stern, silent men in tuxedos returned me to my place on the brick wall and chained me up. Midge was already chained back up in her space looking fresh as a daisy and eager for more.

When I saw how eager for more she obviously was I felt kind of bad for pussying out and gave myself a firm little pep talk. It helped a little. But I was still in need of a rest. A good stiff drink would be nice too.

As I was hanging there in my chains letting the men feel me up and look me over it suddenly occurred to me that I really don’t have much to fear from Mr. Riggs any longer. After all the cock I’ve enjoyed tonight I don’t think that there’s much he can do to me that I can’t handle … I hope.

There was still a lot of traffic, a lot of men coming along and pawing us, some quite skillfully and causing a lot of good feelings. Many others were rough and verging on cruel. But even so, it was stimulating to be chained up and helpless and to have no choice but to submit to these men.

I was starting to get ready again. All the sensuous touching by so many men can be extremely stimulating no matter how tired a girl is. But my other wish came true first. A dozen men in tuxedos came out of the hallway and started going down the line releasing all of us. It’s a good thing that Midge was there. I didn’t have a clue as to where our booth was.

Midge saw the lost look. She smiled and put her arm around my shoulder. She gave me an affectionate squeeze and guided me back to our booth. As we slowly walked to the foot of one of the staircases leading back up to our booth she quietly asked, “You loved it, didn’t you? You like it as much as I do.”

I smiled at her and answered, “Yes, except for that scary lesbian who almost pulled my nipples off I had a great time. Do you do this often?”

“No. It takes me a while to recuperate. And if we did it too often it wouldn’t be special. Would you like to come with us the next time we come?”

I most certainly do! I didn’t even have to think about it. But before I answered I thought that I should talk to Brad. I told her what I was thinking and then I asked her, “What were the guys doing while we were chained up. Did they get up and join the men moving around picking out women to fuck?”

“They probably went through once or twice,” she answered, “just to take the edge off. Don’t worry though. I’m sure that they saved something for later. Does it bother you? The idea that Brad may have gone down that wall and picked out a strange woman and taken her into the back and fucked her, does that upset you?”

“No. Not anymore. We had threesomes with a couple of guys when I was still in college. We talked about trying to find another woman instead of another man. At the time I was uncomfortable with it. But I don’t feel that way anymore. It’s just sex.”

“Good!” she exclaimed. “That sounds like a healthy attitude.”

After a brief pause she asked, “How did you like our little foursome back there?”

I chuckled and replied, “That was a bunch of firsts! I loved it. Not to be presumptuous, but if you’d like, maybe we should get together someday, someday soon.”

Midge smiled and said, “I had that in mind.”

We were approaching our booth. It seemed to take us a long time to reach it. It’s amazing how huge this place is. The men were already seated and waiting for us. I was grateful to see that there were drinks waiting for us. I don’t mind the taste of cum in my mouth. But I’m very thirsty.

They watched us as we took our seats. Both of us took big sips of our drinks. I leaned forward and asked Brad, “Well, did you have fun while we were down there being the blue light special?”

He grinned, looking just a little guilty, and replied, “I may have strayed from our marriage vows while you were away from the table. Would you be upset if I did?”

I grinned back and said, “I’d be upset if you didn’t. You can tell me all about it later while I’m sucking your cock.”

Midge interrupted to say, “Or maybe he can tell us all about it while I’m sucking his cock.”

“That will work, too,” I said. “And I can tell them all about our little foursome. I wonder if we can have someone build us one of those benches.”

We finished our drinks and the naked waitress came back with our clothes. We didn’t dress. Midge and I carried our clothes out to the limo. It was kind of amusing. The parking lot was full of naked women and fully dressed men.

The driver was holding the door open when we got to the limo. But to look at the bland expression on his perfectly calm face you’d never suspect that two naked women are getting into his car.

I was first to enter again. But this time David got in after me and joined me on the plush seat.

Midge and Brad sat across from us. David was all over me before the chauffeur even had time to start the car. Brad wasn’t going to be left out. He and Midge started getting much better acquainted as well. We didn’t actually have sex in the limo on the way home. No one had an orgasm. But there was a lot of heavy petting going on.

For some reason the ride back to town didn’t seem to take any time at all. When we pulled up in our driveway I invited them in. They eagerly accepted and we started to make a run for the door. Midge and I were still naked.

Before I had taken three steps I stopped and turned around and invited the driver to come inside with us.

He looked at David and David nodded. After he locked the car the driver followed us inside. The driver is a nice looking man in his early thirties and after seeing how handsome he is I wondered whether Midge or David selected him. If it was Midge then I doubt if he was hired for his driving abilities, or at least not for his limo driving abilities.

When we got inside I took drink orders. By the time I returned to the room with the drinks, Brad and Midge were at it again. I put their drinks down on the coffee table and gave David his.

Then I gave one to the chauffer. After he took it and thanked me I introduced myself. He smiled politely and told me his name was Matthew and then he told me how beautiful I am.

I thanked him. He’s a sexy man and he obviously wants me. But I’m unsure of the protocol. I don’t want to go flirting with the help if that’s inappropriate.

I was saved from any further discomfort when David spoke up from behind me and said, “Matt, stop teasing the poor girl. You know I’m done for the night when I leave the club. Even Jan’s sweet ass couldn’t get me up right now. Show her why Midge would leave me if I ever fired you.”

Matt smiled and said, “Sorry, Jan. But I always do what I’m told.”

He toasted me and gulped his drink down. I gulped mine down right along with him. He took charge of the empty glasses, carefully placing them on a nearby table. He stood before me then, smiled and pulled me into his arms.

His hands were all over me and I was more than ready. I reached down between us and guided my hand over the large bulge in his pants. He groaned and kissed me passionately for a moment longer before he stepped back and started to undress rapidly.

I would have tried to help. But he seemed to be in a big hurry and I would have just been in the way.

I saw larger cocks than his tonight. But his is very nice. It looks like it’s nearly eight inches long and thick enough to be an ‘E ticket’ ride at any amusement park I’ve ever visited.

I reached for the afghan that was sitting on the end of the sofa and spread it out on the floor. I smiled, remembering that it was a gift from my mother. If she could see me now!

We stretched out on the afghan and got comfortable. Matt started using his talented fingers and his even more talented tongue on my tired, but very receptive body. He drove me to orgasm after orgasm before I finally pushed him away and forced him down onto his back.

I started kissing his lips and slowly worked my way down his very fit body to his cock. He must have enjoyed himself when he was working on me because the lube was running down his cock and making his stomach and his balls all shiny. I licked him clean and started sucking his nice big cock.

While I was sucking him I heard Midge talking quietly. I looked over at them and was surprised to see that Brad was naked now, too. They were apparently already finished, at least for now. I was having so much fun with Matt that I missed it! They were relaxing, sipping their drinks and watching us while Midge played with Brad’s cock and told them about our foursome at the club.

She told it very well. Nothing was left out. As I listened I was getting turned on all over again just as Matt started to cum in my mouth. I don’t know if he’s been saving up or he’s just very prolific. It was a huge load. I had to swallow before he was finished. I almost never have to do that!

When he was finished I held his cock in my mouth until it was soft. Then I got up and helped him up. We walked over to where the other three were sitting. I did a drink check, and got us each another one. Well, not Matt. One is his limit when he’s driving. So I got him a soft drink and the five of us sat around talking for a while longer.

It was so pleasant. And I was having so much fun that I didn’t pay any attention to the time. I haven’t been aware of the time since seven when they picked us up.

They left when they finished their drinks. Before we saw them out we all agreed to get together again soon. Everyone had a wonderful time and we were anxious to repeat the experience.

As soon as they left I went around picking up the living room. It wasn’t until I got into the kitchen that I noticed the time. It was almost three o’clock in the morning!

I haven’t stayed up past midnight more than once or twice since I got out of college. We suddenly realized just how tired we were. We went to bed and fell asleep with not much more than an “I love you.”

When I finally awoke the next morning it was almost ten o’clock. I went downstairs and made coffee. I waited until it was ready and I had half a cup inside of me. Then I called to see if Brad was available. I only got to talk to him for a minute. He was exhausted. I could tell by his voice. But we agreed that we had a great time and would like to do it again, preferably not when he has to go to work the following day.

I reminded him that I have a “date” with Mr. Riggs. He was quiet for a moment. Then he said, “I wish I could tell you not to go. I don’t trust that man.”

“I know. Don’t worry. I’ll be okay. After last night I’m not even worried about it anymore.”

I let Brad get back to work. I took a shower and got dressed. I had some errands to run. I made my trip to the drycleaners. I didn’t even remember that I fucked the owner last night until I pulled up in the parking lot. It was too late to do anything about it then. Brad needs his clothes. And besides, he was just as guilty of fucking me as I was of fucking him.

I didn’t see him when I went in. I go there twice a week to have Brad’s suits and dress shirts cleaned. The girls behind the counter all know me. They greeted me by name and one of them went to get my cleaning. While I was waiting, the owner came out of the back, saw me and smiled. I smiled back and we nodded at each other.

He came over and we flirted for a moment, just like we always do when I come in. It was almost as though he hadn’t fucked me while I was strapped down to a bench last night. I was relieved that nothing seemed to have changed between us. In fact, I think it kind of spiced up our relationship a little. Now we share a sexy secret.

I took my cleaning, said goodbye and drove to Sweet Nothings. I wanted to look around and see if they have anything sexier than the dress that I wore last night. If not, I plan to wear that dress again. After all, I only wore it on the trip to the club. The rest of the evening I was naked.

The owner, Jo, recognized me when I went in. She came over and said hello. We talked for a minute and I told her that I was looking for something that was only just possibly legal to wear tonight. It should be something classy, and pretty, but slutty.

Jo thought about it for a moment and then she led me to a rack of tiny, gossamer like dresses that just barely covered those parts that need to be covered in public, but with a fabric so fine that they did more to emphasize your body than to cover it.

I tried on a white one. I wasn’t all that sure that it was something I could wear without getting arrested. The fabric is almost weightless. I feel naked wearing it because I very nearly am. It’s so sheer that my nipples, which are only just a fraction of an inch from being exposed anyway, are clearly visible. I could also see the style and color of my panties.

I reached under the dress and pulled off my underwear. That was even more revealing! I could see the small patch of bright red pubic hair over my slit. When I turned around and looked at my back in the mirror I could see nearly an inch of the top of my butt cleavage before the dress started. The rest of it could be clearly seen through the material. I have a small mole on one cheek and it’s plainly visible.

It’s certainly sexy enough! But could I actually wear this in public?

I looked at Jo to get her opinion.

She smiled and said, “Well, you might want to avoid going anywhere near police headquarters tonight. But damn! That dress is made for you!”

I thought about it for a moment. I don’t know what Mr. Riggs has planned for me tonight. But he said he wanted slutty. This is definitely slutty. I decided that I’d wear it and if he doesn’t like it he can make me change before we leave the house. So I bought it.

I went home with my new dress. I dropped off my cleaning and my new dress and changed into my exercise clothes. I drove to the gym and worked out for a while. It really helped me get my blood flowing after the late night last night. I’ve been missing a lot of workouts lately because of, well, because of sex. So it took me a little while to get back in the groove. By the time I finished my workout I was sweaty and smelly and loose. I mean limber.

I returned home in time to start supper. Once supper was going I took another shower and put the outfit I’m going to wear tonight in the spare bedroom. Brad is exhausted. He plans on going to bed right after supper to make up for last night. I probably won’t see him again until morning. Or at least I won’t see him awake.

I didn’t dress after my shower. When Brad got home I met him at the door. I was naked as usual and I had his drink in hand. He didn’t change clothes. I had to force him to eat a little something and then I took him upstairs and put him to bed. We kissed and I turned out the light. I promised that I’d tell him all about it tomorrow.

He looked worried. But he was exhausted and there was no way that he could stay awake. I pulled enough all-nighters in college to remember how he feels. I understand perfectly.

I closed the bedroom door, went down and cleaned up the dining room and kitchen. When my work was finished I went back upstairs and got dressed in my new slut outfit. I wore the tiniest thong that I own under it. It just barely covered my slit and my little patch of pubic hair with a nearly transparent patch of material. It was just enough, with the dress, to keep my slit from being exposed.

I put on a pair of four inch heels, my highest. In the past I haven’t worn them much but since I joined EPOD I’ve been wearing them more often. By now they are starting to feel almost comfortable and I’m not as worried that I’m going to blow an ankle.

I put my ID, my house key, my cell phone and a little cash in a small clutch purse and I was ready to go.







Chapter 7


I heard Mr. Riggs pull up at about ten before eight. I was on the way to the door when the bell rang. Mr. Riggs had sent his driver to the door to fetch me. I will give the driver credit. His eyes flicked down over my dress for a second. He wasn’t as nonchalant about it as Matt was last night. But he tried very hard to act as though I was not nearly naked.

He politely invited me to join Mr. Riggs in the car. I locked the door and followed him.

He held the car door for me and I stepped inside. Before my eyes could even adjust to the dim light in the car Mr. Riggs reached out and pulled me down onto the seat beside him. He pushed me forward, pulled my arms behind my back and put handcuffs on my wrists. Only after my hands were restrained behind me did he look me over and tell me that my outfit was perfect.

Meanwhile, I was looking at the two strangers sitting on one of the side benches staring at me.

Mr. Riggs smiled that arrogant smile of his and exclaimed, “Didn’t I tell you the slut was hot?”

The driver got behind the wheel and we took off. As soon as the car was moving, Mr. Riggs roughly pushed me out of my seat and over in the direction of the two strangers whom he invited to check me out closer.

I nearly broke my neck as I stumbled and fell onto the men’s laps. Their hands were all over me instantly. The smell of alcohol permeated the air in the limo. All three men were already pretty well loosened up.

My dress was soon bunched up around my waist and my little thong pulled out of the way. Both men began groping me in an often painful manner. For the most part I bit my lip and suffered the abuse while trying very hard not to let them know how much they were hurting me. In retrospect I guess that was pretty stupid. But I cried out several times when they hurt me more than I could handle in silence. They ignored my cries. But it isn’t that they didn’t care. I quickly came to realize that hurting me is the plan.

Every now and then I was able to catch a glimpse of Mr. Riggs as he sat there watching his friends hurting me. He seemed to be enjoying the show but I got the impression that he was disappointed that I didn’t struggle and plead for mercy. I wanted to. I wanted the pain to stop. I wanted them to take it easy on me but I didn’t want Mr. Riggs to think that I was challenging his authority over me.

They might have gone easier on me if I’d been a little less stoic. But I doubt it and I was determined to be strong. I made up my mind that I’m not going to start crying for him. I don’t want to give him the satisfaction.

After several minutes of pretty rough mauling I was pushed to the soft carpet on my knees. One of the men pulled out his cock, grabbed a handful of my hair, pulled my head into his lap and started face fucking me. I didn’t struggle. But he was very violent and for just a moment I thought that this must be very much like what it’s like to be raped. I thought I had some pretty rough sexual experiences last night. Compared to the man raping my throat at the moment those men at the club were doing nothing more than making love to me.

The violent rape finally brought tears to my eyes. It didn’t help that through my tears I could see that the other man had his cock out. He was ready and waiting impatiently.

I sucked them both off. Well, no. That isn’t true. My hands remained cuffed behind me and I had no control over what was happening to me. They controlled my movements with handfuls of my hair; slamming my mouth down onto their hard cocks until they shot their slimy loads down my throat while I prayed they’d release me in time to take a breath before I passed out. Despite the fact that both men ejaculated down my throat it was all done with such violence that I’m not certain what they did to me can be classified as a sex act.

Both men held me down over their cocks after they came until I was just about to pass out. I guess they knew what they were doing. Each time they did it they let me go at the last possible second and I was able to sit up and gasp for air, sucking life giving oxygen into my starving lungs while they laughed and joked about my cocksucking skills.

The limo came to a stop. The driver got out and opened the door for us. But before we got out, Mr. Riggs said, “You might as well come over here and take the edge off before we get started.”

I hobbled over to him on my knees and I sucked him off with the door wide open and the driver standing there watching. If you haven’t tried it, I have to tell you, sucking a guy off when your hands are handcuffed behind your back is a lot harder than when you have the use of your hands.

Mr. Riggs came in my mouth but it took him a while. By the time he finally filled my mouth with cum my back was killing me. He leered at me with that degrading, arrogant expression on his face while he watched me swallow. Only then did he get out of the car and put his cock away. When he was presentable he reached in and pulled me out. I looked around and saw that I was standing in front of an adult bookstore. I didn’t have time to be anxious about that yet. My immediate concern was that my dress was still bunched up around my waist.

Mr. Riggs sounded so very bored when he asked the driver to straighten my dress out. The driver was all too happy to comply with that order. He did it slowly and carefully and it involved a lot of touching. Mr. Riggs’ two friends got out and watched in obvious amusement. When I was more or less presentable again I was escorted into the bookstore.

It was a surprisingly large store. The laws of physics being what they are I know that it isn’t possible. But it looks much larger on the inside than it does on the outside. All eyes seemed to be on me as I walked around with Mr. Riggs and his friends. We spent the first few minutes looking at dirty books and movies and sex toys. Some of those toys looked pretty interesting! I never realized that there’s such a wide variety of vibrators!

At first the other customers in the store just watched us discreetly from a distance. But Mr. Riggs and his friends were constantly touching me, casually exposing various parts of my body, insulting me loudly enough for everyone to hear and putting me down as though I’m the biggest slut on the planet. They called me nasty names and talked about what a whore I am. The never used my name. If they addressed me at all it was either slut or bitch or cunt. Soon, men started gathering around to watch and listen.

One of the men who had come closer to enjoy the show asked, “Is that your little sex toy?”

Mr. Riggs answered disdainfully, “Actually, the dumb cunt is married to one of my employees. Most of the time she’s just a happy little housewife. Tonight, however, she’s my twenty-two year old cum pig.”

I don’t know why my age was worth mentioning or exactly what the term “cum pig” means. But it sounds kind of messy and very demeaning.

The man who asked the question came closer and, after looking at Mr. Riggs for permission, he pulled me close and smelled my breath. Then he reached inside my dress, roughly squeezed my breast and said, “Smells like she’s already had her first load of cum for the night.”

Mr. Riggs smiled and said, “Three of them, actually. But that was just an appetizer.”

I began groaning in pain as the man started squeezing my tit harder. Then he reached up and pulled my hair. When I squealed in pain he leaned forward and spit right in my mouth!

I gasped in shock and stumbled back. I lost my balance in those stiletto heeled shoes I was wearing and fell flat on my ass. I cried out in pain when I landed flat on my ass. It hurt like hell. My hands were useless and I had been unable to break my fall.

The audience was amused. They gathered around to watch as I struggled to get back to my feet. With a great deal of difficulty I managed to get to my knees. But before I could stand up, Mr. Riggs snarled, “Stay down there. I’ll tell you if I want you to walk on your hind legs, cunt.”

The audience seemed to be enjoying my abuse immensely. They closed in around me and before long there were rough male hands all over me, pinching and pulling and squeezing. It took them less than a minute to uncover my body. My dress was nothing but a belt again. Not long after that someone reached down and grabbed one of the thin strings holding my thong in place and yanked on it.

It tore away almost effortlessly, allowing the little patch of cloth that had been covering my slit to fall down onto my thigh, totally exposing me to their lustful stares.

A tall, skinny old guy came over and watched for a minute. He was just as amused as the others. But with obvious regret he turned to Mr. Riggs and said, “I hate like hell to say this. I’m really enjoying the show. But I’m afraid you’re going to have to take this into the back just in case someone comes in that might take offense, like the law.”

Mr. Riggs smiled and said, “I understand perfectly.”

He turned to me and said, “Come on, pig. Let’s go.”

I tried to struggle to my feet but he drew his arm back and slapped the hell out of me, knocking me back down to the floor, on my face this time.

I gaped at him in shock. He glared down at me and snarled, “I told you to stay the fuck down there, pig! Now get back up on your knees and let’s go!”

I struggled back to my knees while all those men watched. As incredible as it seems, I didn’t see anyone who wasn’t amused by the abuse I was suffering.

The crowd parted to allow me to attempt to keep up with him as he walked at a normal pace across the floor. The floor is constructed of wooden planks but it’s an old building and the planks have been worn fairly smooth. At least I wasn’t getting splinters.

No splinters, but I was definitely scraping the skin off of my knees as I hurried to keep up. Suddenly I’m not quite so confident that I’ll be able to handle whatever Mr. Riggs can dish out.

I fought to ignore the pain and the degrading treatment and follow him through the closely gathered crowd of dirty old men. I was too scared of the cruel bastard by now to do anything but obey. Hands reached out and tugged at my swaying breasts or cruelly pinched my exposed ass as I shuffled past.

We reached a door in the back wall and a buzzer sounded. One of the two men that accompanied Mr. Riggs this evening opened the door and held it while the four of us passed through. We entered a very dark hallway and paused just inside the door.

I couldn’t see anything but legs. The hallway is very dark and there are two men standing in front of me blocking my view. They moved down the hallway and I tried to follow. My knees were now scraping painfully on a cement floor. I soon became aware that we were passing men standing in the dark who were watching in amazement as I hobbled along on my knees, naked and helpless with my hands cuffed behind me.

There was a long series of flashes of light behind me. The buzzer continued to buzz. Each time it did the door opened, admitting a little light and more of the men from out front who were following us in.

Half way down the dark, narrow corridor Mr. Riggs stopped at an open door and looked inside the small cubicle. He stepped inside and I followed.

I found myself in little room about eight feet wide by five feet deep. I winced in pain as I hobbled along behind him on my increasingly sore knees. I hadn’t gone very far into the small room before I felt something wet on my knees. I thought at first that I was bleeding. But I calmed down slightly when I realized that it couldn’t be my blood. The liquid under my knees is cool. And then the smell hit me! I suddenly knew what I was kneeling in. I’m dragging my skinned up knees across cooling puddles of cum!

Mr. Riggs grabbed my hair and said, “If you do everything that’s required of you tonight, maybe I won’t make you clean the floor with your tongue.”

I heard laughter from the doorway. More of those cruel, horny men had gathered around. They were jostling with each other for a better view of me as I knelt submissively on the cement floor. I didn’t know what was going to happen to me in here. But I knew it wasn’t going to be pleasant. I was terrified. I was more afraid at that moment than I’ve ever been in my life.

Mr. Riggs stepped back. One of his companions came forward and pulled out a knife. He quickly cut through the straps of my dress and then sliced through it where it bunched around my waist, letting it fall away to the floor. It was nothing now but a very expensive rag. He snapped the remaining strap holding my thong dangling uselessly from my thigh. I was left wearing only my shoes, for all the good they were doing me. I’d have been better served by kneepads.

I was pulled down across the padded seat of a straight chair and the three men that I came in with stood back against the wall. Mr. Riggs announced to the horny men crowding around the door, “Gentlemen, my employee’s cum pig wife is a three-holer and it’s now open for business.”

There was almost a fight at the door of the small room as men wrestled to get in line. Soon I had cocks in my mouth and my pussy, fucking me violently. These were not the same kind of reserved, relatively sophisticated gentlemen to whom I was made available last night at that quiet club up in the mountains.

For one thing, a lot of these men needed help with personal hygiene issues. Several times I found myself gagging and on the verge of vomiting from the smell of genitals that have obviously gone far too long without coming into contact with soap and water.

On the plus side, none of them seemed to last very long. They came and went very quickly with little effort on my part, and no pleasure. It wasn’t until my pussy had been fucked by three or four men that someone finally took my ass. He didn’t prepare me first, or use lube, except for the fresh cum dripping out of my pussy. I could only console myself with the fact that at least his cock isn’t very large. It was painful. But it could have been worse. He could have been hung like a horse. I suppose it was bearable. I didn’t pass out from the pain, though it would have been nice if I had.

I didn’t even try to keep track of how many men used me. This wasn’t even remotely sex. This was abuse and humiliation, pure and simple. But at least I didn’t have to do much. I just had to be there for them to use.

Sometimes I was draped over the chair on my stomach, getting fucked at both ends. Every now and then for a little variety they turned me over onto my back. With my head hanging down on one side and my legs pulled up and pressed down onto my stomach they would use me that way. That hurt like hell because they never took the handcuffs off.

Nobody cleaned me up in between fucks so it wasn’t long before I began to realize what they meant by a cum pig. In a very short time I had a coating of slowly cooling cum all over my body.

They enjoyed making a mess of me. But before very long I was so nasty that a lot of the men wouldn’t even touch me. Some didn’t care, usually the nastier ones. Others were a little pickier about their cum pigs. Once I was pretty much covered in cum and considered untouchable most of them just stood over me and beat off until they sprayed my face and body with cum.

Time passed especially slowly when I was on my back. I had been on my back for a long time and the handcuffs on my wrists were killing me. My wrists and my arms were screaming to be released. Even worse was the pain where the cuffs pressed into my back. There were tears running down my cheeks, partly from the shame and humiliation, but primarily due to the extreme the pain.

The line never seemed to end. The men kept coming and cumming. The line seemed endless. I couldn’t imagine that using a woman like this would be a turn on for anyone. It was disgusting. I’m disgusting! My eyes are glued shut with cum. My nostrils were clogged with thick, slimy cum. My nostrils, like the rest of my body, were completely covered with a thick coating of their slime. Even my ears were full of it. Since my mouth was open so that I could breathe, most of the men seemed to try to aim for my mouth when they had their orgasms.

My pussy and my ass and my lips had long since gotten numb. I reached a point where the only pain that I felt was the pain in my arms and in my back where the cuffs pressed into me.

I was crying quietly, nearly out of my mind when the chair I was lying on shook violently. Once he had my attention, I heard Mr. Riggs order me to my knees.

I couldn’t see. My eyes were covered in a thick layer of cooling cum. But I dropped my legs to the floor and struggled to twist around onto my knees. Where there had been little pools of cum on the floor around me when I first entered this little room, it now felt like a pond. The floor around me was covered with it! My knees kept sliding out from under me as I tried to figure out what Mr. Riggs wanted from me now. I couldn’t hear well. And of course I couldn’t see at all.

The pools of cum in my ears began to drain once I was kneeling in an upright position. Eventually I heard men laughing and then I heard Mr. Riggs calling, “Here pig! Come on, girl! Here pig!”

I followed the sound of his voice as best I could. He led me back out into the hallway, still on my skinned up knees. We continued on down the dark corridor to the back wall. I had to keep following the sound of his voice as he called, “Here pig,” all the way down the hall.

I bumped my knees on a raised board and realized that I had reached the back door. I could smell the cool, fresh, evening air. I realized that there was an open door in front of me. I was being led outside. I carefully worked my way over the sill and moved across gravel, cutting the hell out of my knees and crying out in pain as I continued to follow the calls of “Here pig.”

I was finally ordered to stop. I heard a faucet being turned on and suddenly I was hit with a sharp blast of cold water. I screamed again, from the pain and from the shock of the cold water. But I was so relieved to have the slimy mess rinsed off of my body that I didn’t mind the cold at all.

The hose moved all around, spraying every inch of my body until they were satisfied that they had gotten me as clean as they could with just cold water. Someone lifted me to my feet and sprayed my lower legs and my cut up knees. Finally, the hose was shoved right up inside my pussy and allowed to run, filling me with a much too strong spray of much too cold water. As it moved around inside of me it hurt like hell. But the water and the filth sprayed back out around the end of the hose and I was grateful to be getting cleaned out.

When they were satisfied that my pussy was clean they bent me over and sprayed another blast of cold water up my ass. They made me squat and expel it. Then they repeated the process.

I was finally able to open my eyes after my face was sprayed clean. I noticed that there were a couple dozen men standing around watching in amusement as I was hosed down and given a cold water enema.

I remembered now how confident I had been after surviving all the sex I so thoroughly enjoyed last night. I had been convinced that I could handle anything Mr. Riggs could come up with.

I underestimated Mr. Riggs.

When I was sufficiently rinsed off I was led back into the bookstore. I was allowed to walk now. We passed through the building and back out front to the parking lot. I was still naked, of course. My slutty new dress had been destroyed.

We stood outside by the door for a few moments. I stood there, naked and broken while Riggs and his two friends joked about what they just did to me in there. The limo finally pulled up and we got in the back. Riggs got in last. But before he climbed in he spoke quietly with the chauffer for a moment. I prayed he told him to take me home. I couldn’t take this abuse any longer. I was nearly out of my mind!

As soon as we were seated I was put to work sucking off the three men again. My handcuffs were finally removed. It was such a relief that there were tears in my eyes as I rubbed my sore wrists.

The men were just as violent and forceful as they were earlier when I sucked their cocks for the first time. They roughly forced their cocks down my sore throat, pinched and squeezed my tits and pulled my hair.

I tried to block out everything. Everything they were doing to me and everything around me. I concentrated on bringing those horrible men to orgasm so that the pain would stop.

After all three men had cum in my throat again they stopped tormenting me. I sat up on my heels between them and tried to keep my balance as the car made its way down the road.

I was ignored for several minutes until the car came to a stop on the side of the road. The driver got out. He came around and got in the back with us. I was quickly put to work sucking him off. After he shot his load of bitter cum in my mouth we all got out.

It was very dark. There wasn’t a light of any kind nearby and the car windows were tinted almost black. I had no idea where we were. I looked around when we got out and saw that we were parked near what appeared to be a small campground for the homeless. I saw dirty old men everywhere. They were beginning to notice us and come to their feet. There must have been a couple dozen of them. They were all staring at my naked body as if they haven’t seen a woman with her clothes off in years. Many of them probably haven’t. They also did not look like they had bathed or changed clothes in years.

Mr. Riggs said, “I’m going to leave you here tonight. I’ll pick you up at seven in the morning. If you aren’t standing right here when I return I’ll leave you here for good.”

That was the last straw. I became hysterical and I started begging piteously. When he started to turn away I screamed at him. In retrospect, I suspect that that was what he was waiting for. He’s been trying to break me all night long. He must not have realized that he already had.

Well, now he finally understood that I was broken. I absolutely refused to be left here. If I had to throw myself under that limo I was not going to let it leave without me.

The faces of all three men lit up with evil smiles. Mr. Riggs’ two friends picked me up and held me down on my back on the hot hood of the car while Mr. Riggs took his belt off and began whipping me brutally. It went on and on. My legs, my stomach, he concentrated on my breasts for a long time. He even whipped my face more times than I could count. I don’t know how long the torture lasted because I finally, mercifully passed out.







Chapter 8


When I was next aware of my surrounding I was lying in the middle of my cold, cement driveway. My purse was beside me. I dug out my cell phone and looked at the time. It was nearly three in the morning again. I looked down at my battered body. I was a mass of angry red welts. There were places where the skin had been broken, though surprisingly few. My knees were the worst. They looked like raw hamburger.

I started sobbing hysterically. I didn’t know what to do. I can’t go inside like this. If Brad were to see me now he would surely kill Mr. Riggs.

I can’t stay out here much longer, either. Pretty soon the paper will be delivered and people will start to drive by on their way to work. I thought about hiding until Brad went to work. But that would be a problem, too. When he wakes up and discovers that I’m not home he will of course be worried and come looking for me.

Finally, in desperation, I called Midge. I was still sobbing so hard that I could hardly talk. I apologized profusely for calling her so early in the morning but she could hardly understand me. At first she didn’t even know who I was. Finally I forced myself to calm down and I told her that I needed help.

She asked where I was. She didn’t even get dressed. She rushed right over in her robe.

I was hiding between our cars in the driveway when she drove up. She got out of her car and rushed over to where I was curled up in a pitiful ball and crying quietly. She looked down at me in shock and exclaimed, “Oh my god! Jan! What in the hell happened to you?!”

“Mr. Riggs. I can’t led Brad see me like this. He’ll kill him!”

“I’ll gladly help him! Can you stand?”

I nodded, although I wasn’t really sure. She bent down, put her arms around me and carefully helped me up. She said, “Come on. Let’s get you in the car.”

She slowly half led, half carried me to her car. She gave me a blanket to wrap around myself while she drove me to her house. We went inside and she helped me to a seat. Then she went upstairs to get David up despite my protests. He came down, still mostly asleep until he saw me.

“Son of a bitch!” David exploded when he saw me. “Jan! Riggs did that? What happened?”

I told them all about my evening, right from the beginning. I kept apologizing for waking them up. I even told them I was sorry that Riggs ruined my new dress. They would have loved it.

Midge had been cleaning my wounds as I told them about my evening. But she stopped, turned to David and said, “This is above my pay grade. I’m going next door and get Damon.”

After she got up and left I asked David, “Who is Damon? I really don’t need more people to see me like this.”

David moved over beside me and carefully put his arm around me. He said, “Damon is Dr. Damon Green. He’s very nice. You’ll like him.”

Midge was back in about ten minutes with Damon. By then I had calmed down a little. David stood up and together they gently laid me down on the sofa.

Dr. Green examined my wounds. He ended up taping one of them closed on the underside of my breast. He spoke in a very soothing voice. He said that my skin was not just lovely, but very resilient at my age. He assured me that he was reasonably certain that there would be no scarring. He put some strong antiseptic on my knees and decided it would be best to leave those cuts open to the air.

When he was finished examining me I thanked him sincerely. His calm demeanor and his soothing voice had helped me as much as anything he said or did. He gave me a shot. I don’t know what it is. It didn’t occur to me until later to wonder. Before he left he gave me a couple of strong pills for the pain.

Midge handed me a glass of water and I took the pills. It may have been because my stomach was empty. But they worked incredibly fast. I felt the effects almost immediately.

I thanked Midge and David, and I apologized again. They kept telling me to stop apologizing for what has been done to me.

I was starting to get worried about David now. I sat up and wrapped the blanket back around me. I insisted that he keep this to himself, in part because I don’t want to get anyone in trouble. But mostly I was scared because if I know that if Brad finds out about this he’ll kill Mr. Riggs.

David sighed and said, “There’s no way to hide those marks, Jan. Brad is going to find out. And what’s to stop Riggs from doing this again, if not to you then to someone else?”

I leaned back against the back of the couch and said, “Oh god! I don’t know! I can’t think. I’m tired and I hurt and I’m drugged. Great drugs, by the way! I’d like to get some more of these!”

I smiled at Midge and saw that she was crying. I tried to put my arms around her but it hurt too much and I dropped my hands back down onto the cushions beside me. I told her to stop crying. I’m fine. I just need to stay here until Brad goes to work if they don’t mind.

David went upstairs and started getting ready for work while Midge made breakfast. Well, she made coffee and toast. I had some coffee when it was ready. The warmth of the hot coffee seemed to help my aching jaw. I couldn’t chew, though. I passed on the toast.

I suddenly flashed back to the beating I’d received and remembered that I had been beaten on the face, too. I asked Midge how much damage had been done to my face. She started crying again. That didn’t do anything to reassure me. But she said, “Your face is fine. There are just some red marks. It doesn’t even look like they’re going to bruise. Christ! The crazy son of a bitch could have put your eye out!!”

David came down and got his coffee and toast. While he was having his breakfast he asked Midge to get me a robe to wear. She went upstairs to get one for me.

While she was gone my cell phone rang. It was Brad. He sounded very worried. I told him that everything was fine. I gave him the impression that I had too much to drink and it was very late when Riggs was finished with me. I told him that I stopped off at David and Midge’s house. I promised him that I’d see him tonight.

Midge came down with a light robe and a pair of slippers. I was grateful for those. I don’t know what happened to my shoes. I didn’t even realize I was barefoot until she helped me put the slippers on my feet.

David looked at his watch and got a thoughtful look on his face. He told us that he’d be right back. He got up and stepped outside for a minute. He came back inside a few minutes later with Matt, his driver. They both sat down and had another cup of coffee with Midge and me.

Midge looked at David curiously. He just said, “I’m going into the office a few minutes late this morning.”

A half hour later, David and Matt stood up. David came to me and said, “Come on, Jan. It’s time to go.”

I was fully under the effects of the drugs by then. I didn’t even question him. I let him guide me out to the car and pour me into the back seat. I leaned up against him and dozed off almost immediately. He had his arms around me and his chin rested lightly on top of my head. He held me close and I felt safe in his arms.

The next thing I knew I was being gently shaken. David helped me out of the car when I was as wide awake as I was going to get. I looked around but I didn’t recognize anything. It turned out to be a private back entrance for the senior VPs at the plant. I’d never seen the building from this side before and I didn’t recognize it at first.

David started leading me to the door but I came to a stop when I finally recognized where we were. I exclaimed, “Oh no! Mr. Burton, please. I don’t want to screw things up.”

He smiled, kissed my forehead affectionately and said, “Sweetheart, relax. You won’t screw anything up. You’re going to make them infinitely better. Trust me on this.”

I sighed and let him lead me inside. We went down a long hallway I didn’t know existed. There were no secretaries or receptionists here. There was just a narrow corridor that connected Mr. Morris’s office, the six VP’s offices, and a large conference room. The conference room is where they hold their morning staff meetings.

Mr. Burton gently guided me inside. The quiet conversation came to a sudden halt as we entered.

Mr. Burton said, “Gentlemen, I apologize for being so late.”

Everyone was looking at me curiously, everyone except Mr. Riggs. He still had that arrogant look on his face. He didn’t know what was going on. But he obviously wasn’t worried. It never even occurred to him that there would be repercussions for the things he did to me last night.

Mr. Morris looked up and in a stern voice said, “Heather, please leave the room.”

Even in my drugged state I recognized the barely controlled anger in his voice.

I watched Heather get up and leave the room quickly. I hadn’t even noticed that she was in the room until she was asked to leave!

Damn those are good drugs!

Mr. Burton put his briefcase down and turned me so that I faced him. He loosened the belt on my robe and carefully removed it. When I was naked he turned me around to face the six other people in the room.

I just stood there, not knowing what to say or do. All but one of the men at the table have already seen me naked and had sex with me, though they haven’t seen me with stripes before.

Mr. Morris asked quietly, “David, what happened to her?”

Mr. Burton just pointed at Mr. Riggs.

Mr. Riggs shrugged nonchalantly and said, “So what. She’s just a slut.”

From his tone of voice I could tell that he really doesn’t know what all the fuss is about. He just doesn’t get it.

Mr. Morris leaned forward and pushed a button on the intercom. He said, “Heather, ask my driver to come in here.”

Then he turned to Riggs and said, “Give me your keys.”

Mr. Riggs suddenly turned white. He looked like he had just been punched. He couldn’t believe that what he had done to me even mattered. He stood up, reached into his pocket and pulled out his keys. He slid them down the table to Mr. Morris.

Mr. Morris caught the keys and carefully put them down on the table in front of him. He seemed to be moving in slow motion and I don’t think it was because of the drugs. I think that he was struggling to keep from doing something violent. Everyone remained silent, waiting to see what was going to happen next.

David helped me back into my robe and I held it closed. He held me in his arms and supported me for a minute while we waited.

Mr. Morris’s driver came in. Mr. Morris turned to him and said, “Robert, I want you to pick Mr. Riggs up at the front entrance and drive him to his home. You will wait for him there. After he has packed a couple of suitcases you will take him to the airport.

“You will go with him to the counter while he buys a ticket to anywhere in the world as long as it’s out of this state. Then you will wait with him until he has boarded his plane and that plane has taken off. When his plane has departed you will call me and tell me that he is gone and to what state or country he has gone.”

He then turned to Mr. Riggs. When he spoke it was obvious that he was having a hard time controlling his temper. There was a tremor in his voice when he said, “What I should do is have you killed. I don’t know people who do that sort of thing. But I know people who know people and more than anything else I really want to have you killed.”

Mr. Riggs was now white as a ghost.

Mr. Morris continued. “For the first time in my life I find myself hating someone. It’s an ugly feeling. I’m having trouble controlling it. Listen closely, Riggs. This is your only option, other than waiting around to be killed. You can leave this state and not come back. Anything that you want out of your house you had best hire someone to come and get for you. If you leave the state voluntarily, and send me your resignation, I will give you a lukewarm letter of referral if asked.

“I would highly recommend to you that you get professional help. Because Riggs, you are a very sick fuck!”

I saw the looks on the faces of the VPs around the room. They were all shocked. I would later learn that they were shocked not so much by what he was doing to Mr. Riggs, but because no one has ever seen him lose his temper or heard him say “fuck” before!

“What I should do now is force you to apologize to this young lady. I would dearly love to beat you half to death and force you to apologize to her on your knees. I know that it would be a waste of time, though. It would be meaningless. You wouldn’t mean it. Your mind is so screwed up that you don’t even think you did anything wrong. Get the hell out of my sight. NOW!!”

Mr. Riggs turned and stormed out, his face still white as a sheet.

Mr. Morris stood up and came around to me. He gently took me away from David, looked into my face for a moment and then took me into his arms. He held me carefully and asked David, “Has she seen a doctor?”

Mr. Burton nodded and said, “My neighbor. He’s very good. And he won’t say anything. I told him this would be taken care of.”

I looked up at Mr. Morris and said, “I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t want to make any trouble.”

I guess I was pretty woozy from the drugs. Because I could have sworn I saw tears in his eyes!

He turned to the VPs and said, “Gentlemen, as of now there is no more EPOD.”

That sank through the fog that seemed to be shrouding my drugged brain! I quickly exclaimed, “No! Wait a minute! Mr. Morris, don’t do that, please. It isn’t perfect. There are some women who don’t like it, maybe even a few men. But some of us like it, a lot. In fact, I’ve been trying to figure out how to ask you to expand it.”

He stepped back and held me at arm’s length. He looked at me like I was nuts. “Expand it? What do you mean?”

I smiled at Mr. Burton and said, “I’ve only met one of the other VP’s wives, one of the other junior VP’s wives, and none of the junior VPs. So of course I can’t speak for all of the people involved.

“I know that some of them are only in it for the money. But some of us are having a ball. At least one of the senior VP’s wives would really like to get back in. It would be nice if you would let them. I’m sorry. I was given some really good drugs a little while ago and I may not be too clear. Don’t just end the program, Mr. Morris. Tweak it.”

Mr. Morris kissed my forehead gently. He stepped back and asked, “Is that the drugs talking?”

I smiled and said, “Maybe a little. Damn! Those things are great! But I was going to have this conversation with you anyway. As long as the EPOD program has existed you’ve had just one major jerk who didn’t play well with others. He’s gone now. Some of us want to play some more.”

I watched Mr. Morris take a deep breath and go back to his seat. He looked around him and saw the hopeful looks on the faces of his VPs.

After a thoughtful pause he asked, “Would any of you gentlemen like to discuss this matter with your wives and find out if they would like to volunteer to get back into the program?”

“There will be no pressure. It will not be a requirement. It will have no effect on your careers. Just let me know by this time next week.”

Mr. Morris told Mr. Burton to have his driver take me home. He told me that it might be best if I not see my husband until Riggs is on a plane.

I thought that was good thinking.

I walked down to the end of the table and kissed Mr. Morris on the cheek. I thanked him for being so sweet. Then I kissed Mr. Burton and thanked him. I said goodbye to the other men in the room and started to leave. I was woozy. My head was in a cloud. But I didn’t have far to go. Mr. Burton offered to help me back to the car but I insisted I could make it.

I stopped at the door and turned around. Everyone was watching me make my way to the door with very sympathetic expressions that I found touching. I managed a weak smile and said, “Gentlemen, pool party at my new palace next Saturday. Wives are invited, but they should know that it will be clothing optional.”

There were smiles all around as I left. I made my way back down the private hallway. I was just about to pass Mr. Morris’s office when the door opened and Heather pulled me inside.

She said, “Here, you can’t go around town like that.”

Then she smiled and said, “At least not until you heal.”

I looked at her, wondering how she knew so much. She smiled at her own little joke and carefully helped me pull the robe off. She gasped when she saw my tortured body. She was very gentle as she helped me into a loose dress and a pair of sandals.

She hugged me carefully and said, “It’s a terrible shame that you had to go through all of that. But a lot of people around here are going to be a lot happier now. That man was bad news. We were all afraid of him, even the secretaries.”

I thanked her and grabbed the robe and slippers that Midge was nice enough to loan me. She took them from me and helped me out to Mr. Burton’s car despite my insistence that I can make it on my own. I tried to tell her that she should return to the meeting now.

She chuckled and replied, “I’m not worried. They won’t start without me. They’re all sitting in there now talking about you and Riggs.”

Matt started to help me into the back but I figured it would be easier to get in and out of the front seat. He helped me into the passenger seat and drove me slowly home, avoiding bumps and taking every turn in slow motion. I saw what he was doing and I said, “You’re so sweet. When I get better I’m so going to fuck you!”

He grinned and said, “I can’t wait, Miss.”

“Jan! I told you before, call me Jan.”

He smiled and said, “I will, Miss, when it’s appropriate.”

“It’s always appropriate with men that I have sex with.”

“A time and a place for everything. I love my job. Knowing the right time and the right place helps me keep it. I could not possibly work for a finer couple. I want very much to never do anything that they might find objectionable.

“I get some of the greatest perks in the world. That certainly includes Mrs. Burton and now you. I’m not telling any secrets. You already know that. But there’s a lot more to it than that. Mr. Burton is one of the finest men that I’ve ever met and I love working for him. I don’t have a problem with addressing people properly. The next time we meet, and you give me that great fuck you promised, then you will be Jan. Today, Miss works just fine.”

I smiled at him and said, “Oh, you’re no fun, you old fuddy-duddy!”

He smiled and said, “You are home, Miss.”

I hadn’t even realized that we’d stopped moving!

He came around and helped me to my door. But he didn’t leave me there. He helped me upstairs and even helped me off with my dress and my sandals. He turned down the bed, carefully covered me up and asked, “Can I get you anything? Would you like some water or something?”

I shook my head and thanked him.

He smiled down at me and in a soft, soothing voice he said, “Get some sleep, Miss. You had a hard night. I look forward to seeing you again soon.”

Except for undressing me, he didn’t take a single liberty! Oh well. I guess I don’t look so sexy with all of those bright red stripes covering me from head to toe.

I was exhausted and I was drugged. I fell asleep so quickly that I never even saw him leave the bedroom. The next thing I knew, Brad was sitting on the side of my bed moving his fingers lightly over my face, tracing the faint red marks that remained.

I saw the love and the concern and the rage all mixed up on his face. I felt so sorry for him. He wants to protect me and he wants to avenge me and he wants to make the pain go away and all he can do is ache for me.

I smiled up at him and asked him what time it is.

“It’s early. It’s only a little after two. I’m sorry I woke you.”

“No, that’s okay. If I sleep all day I’ll be awake all night. I went through that cycle more than once in college. I don’t want to do that again!”

“Are you alright?”

I assured him that I’m just a little sore. I suffered no injuries that won’t be gone in a week.

He held my hand and said, “Mr. Morris and David came into my office just before lunch and we had a long talk. They told me some of what happened. I don’t think that they told me everything.”

I smiled and said, “Don’t worry, I’ll tell you everything later if you really want to hear it. But not until you’ve calmed down.”

“I’m sorry,” Brad said quietly. “This is my fault. I should have told them to take EPOD and shove it up their asses. Don’t worry. I’m getting us out of this on Monday. I plan on resigning. We can live on our savings long enough for me to find another job.”

I sat up suddenly. That was a big mistake! I groaned at the sudden pain but I ignored my discomfort and said, “You will resign over my dead body! Did Mr. Morris tell you what happened in the meeting this morning?”

Brad shrugged and replied, “He said that David brought you in and you were covered in welts. He fired Riggs on the spot, threatened his life and made him leave the state. And he made certain that Riggs was on a plane before he told me what happened.”

I nodded and said, “He also put an end to EPOD, until I talked him into reinstating it. Riggs is gone now. He was the only bad apple. We’ve enjoyed the hell out of EPOD!

“Everyone knew about Riggs. They should have done something about him sooner. But I can make sure that doesn’t happen again. Many of us, you and me included, like EPOD. I even think I talked him into letting Midge and any of the other wives who miss it get back in the program.

“To sum up, you are not resigning. EPOD is still a viable program. You have nothing to apologize for. And if you ever get hurt, David and Midge have a guy living next door to them with some great drugs! Oh, and we are having a pool party next Saturday, clothing optional.”

He shook his head. I think he wasn’t quite certain if that was me talking or the drugs. Finally he said, “I want to hold you so much. But I’m afraid to touch you.”

He carefully peeled the sheet off of me. When he saw my body he turned so red I thought he’d explode.

I quickly assured him that I’m okay. I showed him the only place that my skin had been broken, on the underside of my breast. Well, except for my knees. But that’s tough skin and heals quickly. I assured him that according to the doctor the marks will all be gone soon and there will be no scars. I left off the ‘probably’.

He pulled the sheet back up over me just as we heard a noise at our bedroom door. It was Midge. She came rushing in and told Brad to get into some comfortable clothes. She’s going to start supper in a few minutes.

I learned later that she had been there in my bedroom; sitting in the chair by the window since shortly after Matt put me in bed. She only went out to get something for my skin when Brad came home. She sat on the edge of the bed, pulled the sheet down and started rubbing cream from a large jar with no label all over my body.

She smiled at me and said, “Aside from being a lot of fun to apply, this cream keeps your skin soft and supple and helps the bruises fade more quickly. I got it from a strange woman I know who, well, she knows things. Sometimes it’s best not to ask questions.”

As she gently rubbed the cream into my skin she was watching Brad change out of his suit. She smiled at me and said, “Doesn’t he just have the most perfect little ass you ever saw?”

I laughed, carefully, and glanced over to see Brad blushing as he hurriedly pulled a pair of shorts on.

Midge helped me turn over. As she rubbed the cream into my back she said, “David called me today. He told me what you said at the meeting. It looks like I’m going to be part of EPOD again. Thank you, sweetheart. I love you for being so nice and thinking of me. You do seem to get things done, don’t you?”

I smiled at her, and asked her if any of the other wives will want to play again.

She thought about it for a moment and said, “Some of them would have liked to if it was ten years ago. For a bunch of old broads, most of us are still in pretty good shape. But I suppose you reach a time in your life when there are some games you can’t play as well anymore. Games like football, soccer, swinging-from-the-rafters-sex, things like that. Still, they might like to attend an occasional party if they were invited.

“It has been decided that you will be the den mother to the EPOD girls, sort of nominally in charge. It will be your responsibility to handle problems and see to it that there are no more Riggs type situations. You will also see to it that there are no young women who are brought into EPOD who shouldn’t be. No more girls who can’t handle it. I guess we’re stuck with Grace. But I suppose she can always quit if she wants to.”

She looked up at Brad. He had finally finished changing. She asked, “How about you? Are you okay, Brad?”

“I really want to kill that son of a bitch,” Brad replied, his voice just dripping with anger. “I guess Mr. Morris probably did the right thing today when he made Riggs leave the state. He’s a great guy. David stayed behind in my office after they came to see me today. He said that it was all that Mr. Morris could do to keep from having Riggs killed. He wasn’t just saying that. He was serious as a heart attack. He also said that when Mr. Morris saw Jan he had tears in his eyes. He has a crush on Jan you know.”

Midge laughed and said, “Just about everyone who has met her has a crush on her, me included.”

I smiled at her. I pulled her hand up to my lips and kissed her. “It’s mutual,” I said.

She asked me if I want to eat in bed or if I want to come downstairs for a while. She’s going to make supper for the three of them. But she thinks that maybe soup in bed would be better for me.

“Soup sounds good. But don’t go to any trouble. I’m not an invalid. I guess I could use a little help this evening, though. Thank you, Midge. You’re a saint.”

“Yeah, Saint Midge, that’s me. Actually, now that I think about it, it’ll probably be for the best if you get up and move around a little to keep from stiffening up. Don’t feel like you have to dress on my account, though. I imagine that for a while you’ll feel better without anything rubbing on those pretty stripes of yours.”

I stuck my tongue out at her and replied, “I hardly ever wear clothes around the house anyway.”

I stood up, with difficulty, and went to the bathroom. Then I made my way downstairs. I was finding that the more I move around the better I feel. Midge had been right about that.

I got downstairs just as David arrived. He winced when he saw me. But I smiled and insisted that I’m feeling much better. Midge was already in the kitchen making supper and it smelled pretty good. I tried to help her with the meal but she turned me around and pushed me right out of the kitchen. So I sat and talked with David while Brad set the table.

We had a pleasant meal and, after putting another dose of cream on my body, the Burton’s left early. Brad and I relaxed, talked quietly about anything but Riggs and sipped a last glass of wine before going to bed.

We were just about to go upstairs when the doorbell rang at a little after eight o’clock.

Brad got up to answer it and I pulled a blanket over my bruised body. Brad stuck his head back in and asked, “Are you decent?”

I nodded and he came in with Carol Mitchum and Madison Scott. They apologized for coming over without calling and handed Brad a huge bouquet of flowers to put in water for me. They also apologized for not introducing themselves earlier.

I thanked them for dropping by and asked them to sit down. I’ve wanted to talk to them since I joined EPOD. Both of them appear to be in their late twenties or early thirties. They’re both very attractive and have great bodies. It’s easy to see why they were invited to join EPOD.

Our conversation started out with them offering their sympathy. But primarily they wanted to thank me for getting rid of Riggs. Not that it was anything that I did. Mr. Burton is more responsible for his leaving than I am. I tried to hush everything up.

I accepted their gratitude without comment and said, “I’m glad you came over. I’ve been looking forward to meeting you. I have a lot of questions but we can go over them later. The main thing I’ve been wondering about, the one question no one has been willing to answer, or been able to answer is how you ladies feel about being in EPOD.

“I have to tell you, except for last night, I’m enjoying the hell out of it. My husband is too. But I’d hate to think that I’m the only girl that feels that way. I understand that Grace isn’t having a good time. She’s only doing it for her husband’s career. No one I asked could give me a definitive answer about how you two feel about it.”

Carol and Madison looked at each other and looked around to make sure that Brad isn’t anywhere that he might overhear them. Assured that it was just us girls they moved closer and Carol said, “Madison and I are having a ball. Our husbands are less than pleased with it. I think that it’s great that Brad enjoys it so much. You’re so lucky!

“Unfortunately, Jeff and Carl are not as open minded as Brad. They’re much more traditional. They’re putting up with it for the money, the perks, and the promotions to come. There was a time when that bothered us. But we finally decided that’s their hang up and their loss. After all, it was at their urging that we became involved in this. In case you’re confused, that was a yes. We both enjoy being in EPOD.

“And you’re right about that bi … about Grace. She’s very unhappy. The only one who has been enjoying her company is Riggs. He got a kick out of fucking her because it was obvious that she hated it so much. She can be a real downer at the parties, too. She fakes it for the guys. But they know. And she treats us like crap because we enjoy ourselves. That makes us sluts. I suspect she has a pretty low opinion of sleazy broads like us.”

“I’m so glad to hear that. That you guys are enjoying it, I mean. Not that you’re sluts. Did you hear what happened at the plant today?”

They had heard most of it. But they didn’t know about bringing Midge and any other interested parties back into EPOD. They were both around when Midge was in EPOD before David was promoted. They like her and they’re happy to hear that she’s coming back.

I asked which of their husbands is senior because someone will have to fill Riggs’ position. It turns out that Grace’s husband is next in line for promotion to senior VP. So she’ll be moving up and out of the program.

I suggested that we try to influence the selection of the next replacement couple. Not that we pick someone just because they’re a hot couple. The husband will have to be well qualified and worthy of selection. But still, we can try to make sure that they’ll be happy in the program. It’s worth talking to Mr. Morris about. He did say that in the future he wants to avoid having anyone in the program that doesn’t belong.

We’d been talking for a while when I noticed that it was time to reapply the ointment that Midge gave me. I told them that I had to put a cream on my stripes and asked them not to leave yet. They offered to help and after making certain that they really don’t mind I accepted.

I handed them the jar of cream and stretched out on my blanket. I closed my eyes and waited for the cooling relief.

They both gasped when they saw my stripes. But both women complimented me on my figure. While they gently applied the cream to my body I tried to act like I wasn’t enjoying it too much. I told them that I was moving soon and that my new house has a pool. I suggested we all get together and apply suntan lotion to each other.

They both liked that idea. I was finding it difficult to act like a patient while they massaged the cream into my bruised skin. After they covered me with the cream, Madison, who had been working on the lower portion of my body, began gently massaging my pussy.

I moaned softly and said, “I don’t know where you went to medical school, Madison, but you can practice medicine on me anytime!”

Carol bent down and kissed me, carefully avoiding touching my tender flesh, while Madison leaned down and began licking my pussy. It’s just about the only part of my body that isn’t bruised.

In no time at all I was panting and passionately returning Carol’s hot kisses. It wasn’t very long before I was totally oblivious to the aches and pains that have been the focus of my life since early this morning when they were inflicted upon me.

My two new friends turned out to be very good at this. Despite the pain I came in a very short time. Both of my new friends continued kissing me gently while I calmed down. I finally relaxed back onto the couch and they sat up.

I thanked them enthusiastically and promised to pay them back soon.

They both promised to hold me to my word. They stayed around for a little longer. We talked about my party and about EPOD. We talked about how hard it will be to find another couple to fill the vacancy in the junior VP suite, and in EPOD of course. By the time they kissed me goodbye and left I knew that I had two new, very close friends.

Brad came back downstairs minutes after they left. He smiled at me and said, “I guess you can find the good side of everything, can’t you?”

I smiled and asked, “You saw them?”

He nodded and explained, “I started to come downstairs to see if anyone wanted anything. But I could see from the top of the stairs that everyone seemed to already be having what they wanted. It almost makes me wish I wasn’t feeling good. I could have used a little of that kind of sympathy.”

I laughed and the laughter didn’t hurt. In fact, I think it even made me feel better. I said, “Baby, if you need nursing you come on over here. If I’m conscious, or even if I’m not, I’m always ready to make you feel better. Let’s just avoid the missionary position for a day or two.”

Throughout the weekend and all of the following week someone was always there to help me. Either Midge came by, or Carol or Madison, or two of them, or all three of them. We had a blast.

They used up a whole jar of that cream and Midge bought another one. Each time they rubbed me down it was more and more erotic. They were there long after I needed them. We laughed and joked and told stories. It reminded me of late nights in the dorm. The only thing missing was a bag of pot.

By Tuesday I was almost back to normal. The stripes were all but gone and the pain was long gone. The only lasting signs of my injuries were a few small scabs on my knees and a tiny but nearly healed cut under one breast, and it didn’t even hurt. I would have been reluctant to put a bra on. But I don’t normally wear a bra anyway.

On Wednesday my new friends helped me pack up the boxes with the few things that we were taking with us to the new house. On Thursday, Midge got a truck from the plant, with a driver, and we moved all of the boxes from the house and everything Brad wanted from the garage to the new house.

The girls went nuts when they saw the new house. Hell, I did, too. I could not have dreamed a more beautiful or more beautifully decorated home. We unloaded all of the boxes into one of the five bays of the garage. I thanked the driver and tipped him liberally. He had been very helpful, especially with some of the heavier items in the garage.

With the help of my new friends the party on Saturday was a big hit. To everyone’s surprise, four of the five remaining VP’s wives attended and not only got naked, but let their hair down and joined in the fun and games. It was decided that, except for Midge, they didn’t want to be in EPOD again. But they would enjoy a party every now and then, and a chance to cut loose and not worry about what anyone might think about them afterwards.

I spent two hours upstairs in bed with Mo. He’s really getting back in the swing of things. I guess the pump just needed priming. He still confines his extracurricular activities to me and that’s more than fine with me. He’s a dear, sweet man and I love being with him.

I tried a couple of times to establish some kind of relationship with Grace Davis and Mrs. Gordon. They were very cold and unreceptive. In fact, they were both downright rude and finally I gave up.

Luckily, since Grace’s husband, Tim, made senior VP and filled Mr. Riggs’ vacancy nobody ever sees Grace any more, or Mrs. Gordon either. Both ladies avoid anyone who works at the plant.

Midge, Carol, Madison and I spend at least two days a week together, usually more. We always seem to congregate around the pool in our backyard. Some days we go out for lunch or do a little shopping. But most of the time we stay home and play.

Brad and I go out with the Burtons, or dine in and play around, at least once a week, sometimes more. We’ve invited Carol and Jeff over, and Madison and Carl, trying to get to know their husbands better and develop some kind of relationship. But Jeff and Carl are both assholes, not to put too fine a point on it. They are stuffy and judgmental and we really don’t care much for either of them. I feel sorry for Carol and Madison. So do Carol and Madison, I think. I sometimes think that the only reason the girls stay married to their husbands is so that they can stay in EPOD.

Things have pretty much returned to what passes for normal now. It’s almost like Riggs never existed. The girls at the plant, the receptionists and secretaries, are all aware that Brad and I gave his secretary, Jennifer, a car and a house to help her get through the hard times she was having. As a result, whenever Brad needs anything at work he gets it before he realizes he needs it.

When I drop by for a visit with Brad or to service one of the VPs, they do everything but run in front of me and throw rose petals in my path.

I’ve gone out to lunch with Mr. Morris’s secretary, Heather a few times. She’s a wonderful woman. She pretty much runs that plant from behind the scenes and Mr. Morris knows it. The last time I came in and spent a little time with Mr. Morris in his office I suggested to him that Heather should have her title changed to Executive Assistant and get a salary that reflects what she actually does around there.

As soon as I said it I could almost see the light come on in his head. Mr. Morris exclaimed, “Yes! I can’t believe I didn’t think of that!”

He looked at me and said, “You know, Jan, when I finally retire, I think I’m going to leave you in charge.”

I laughed and said, “You will like hell! I’m needed at home. Someone has to keep their eye on the pool boy and keep my girlfriends satisfied!”







BOOK TWO

Chapter 9


On Thursday, with the help of Midge, Carol, Madison and the truck and driver that Midge had gotten for me at the plant, I moved the few things that we were taking with us to our new home. “The Palace” as Brad and I and a growing number of our friends are starting to jokingly refer to it.

We moved a lot of books and our clothing and some knickknacks and odds and ends. We didn’t really have that much. We married young but we were separated by our pursuit of an education for the first years of our marriage. We weren’t actually able to set up housekeeping and live together as man and wife until we’d been married for four years. We’ve only been living together for a little more than two years now and haven’t acquired a lot of the “stuff” that couples tend to accumulate.

Mo’s son, Mike, decorated and completely furnished our new home and as hard as we looked we can’t find a single thing that we don’t love.

We took the walk-through with the contractor just before we went through closing. He was great and insisted that we call him day or night if we have any problems.

Speaking of closing, that was a strange event. That was the first time that Brad and I found out the actual cost of the house. One point three million dollars! And it isn’t costing us a cent!

I was embarrassed when they told us the value of the house. I was embarrassed, but I was more excited than a kid on December twenty-fourth.

After Brad got home on Thursday evening, our first night in our new home, we went through the house together. We went from room to room, trying to convince ourselves that it’s all ours. We were still touring the huge house when the doorbell rang at about six that evening.

I thought it was the girls. I’m expecting them. They’re coming over to help me get ready for the party tomorrow. When I opened the door I was surprised to see Mike, our decorator. He apologized for not coming earlier. He’s had a rough day and got delayed at another job site.

When I saw him I screamed, jumped on him and kissed him passionately.

He laughed loudly and carefully pried my arms from around his neck. As soon as he could talk he said, “Does that mean you like what I’ve done?”

I must have sounded like a giddy school girl when I exclaimed, “Mike! It’s beautiful! I can’t find anything I don’t love. Listen, I know you don’t like girls or I’d throw myself at you. How about my husband? Would you like to have Brad tonight?”

Brad, who was standing right behind me, cleared his throat and said, “Um, honey…”

Mike was cracking up. He finally got his breath and said, “I love both of you. But my significant other is a very jealous man. I just came over to go through the house with you and show you some things that might have escaped your notice or be difficult to figure out on your own. While I’m here I can answer any questions you might have. There are a few features of your new home and your new furnishings that won’t be readily apparent.”

He walked us through the house and pointed out everything of interest, including a lot of things that we hadn’t even noticed yet. Things like artwork, decorative plastering and the quality of everything in the house. Then there was the added complication that nearly everything that operates on electricity is remote controlled. It’s readily apparent that he spared no expense and put a lot of thought and a lot of effort into furnishing and decorating our new home.

He also showed us the fabulous home entertainment system and tried to explain to us how everything works. After a long, detailed explanation he showed us where the manuals are so that after he leaves and we forget everything we’ll be able to figure it out.

I had to laugh at that. He doesn’t know men very well if he thinks Brad is going to read a manual!

There was so much to take in. He even went through the kitchen cabinets with us and showed us where he put everything.

The tour and the detailed explanations took nearly an hour. Before he left I invited him and Ryan, his “significant other” to dinner one night next week. He left then and as he was leaving the girls started showing up. Midge arrived first. She was coming in as Mike was leaving. They’ve known each other for years and they stopped to chat for a moment.

We’ve been so busy and so awed by our new home and furnishings that I had yet to feed Brad his supper. I ended up bringing him a beer and a couple of sandwiches out by the tropical paradise in our backyard.

After Mike left and Midge came in I got undressed. Midge joined me. This is our first day in the new house and I thought I might as well start out on the right foot. Midge thought it was a good idea. She likes being naked too.

Carol and Madison showed up in the next few minutes. As soon as they saw us they undressed and we started with a tour of the kitchen. They saw the rest of the house earlier when they helped me move in.

After we thought we had a pretty good idea where everything we need in the kitchen is stashed we started working on snacks for the party on Saturday. Because there are so many people coming we thought it best to take two days to prepare. We’ll probably get most of it done tonight and finish up tomorrow.

We’ve all gotten close while they helped me recover from the beating that Riggs gave me. Basically the four of us were just having a party of our own while we worked. But somehow we got the snacks made in between the laughing and joking and the drinking. We were all drinking Long Island iced tea and snacking while we worked and we had a blast.

Brad came in every once in a while to get another beer and stare at his kitchen full of beautiful naked women for a few minutes. The last time he came in, Carol and Madison went over to him and demanded to know, “Why the hell are you wearing clothes, Brad? This place isn’t clothing optional. It’s no clothing allowed!”

Brad grinned at them. He assumed that they were kidding, right up until they attacked him, wrestled him to the floor and removed his clothes.

He finally got up, laughing and sporting a big hard on. With all of the phony indignation he could muster he said, “It’s a damn good thing for you that I don’t know where the hell the phone is in this f … ing house or I’d dial 911 and report you two for molesting me!”

Brad got another beer and went back out to the pool. Madison turned to me after he left and asked, “Would you mind if I went out there and did something about that nice hard on he has? It really looks uncomfortable.”

I was still laughing too hard to talk. I suppose I was laughing out of proportion to how amusing everything is, in part because I’m still giddy with excitement about moving into my beautiful new house. I managed to calm down and tell her to feel free.

Madison turned and headed off through the patio door after Brad. We snuck over to one of the many, many sections of glass that look out onto the patio and watched as Madison went out and started teasing Brad again. They were laughing and he was attempting to defend his honor, if a bit ineffectively, until he looked around and saw me watching.

When he saw me smiling happily at them and he knew it was okay he relaxed and let that wicked woman have her way with him.

Midge, Carol and I watched as Madison got on top of Brad and they started making out like two kids at a drive-in theater. Madison kissed him passionately as he explored her beautiful body for the first time.

Because of all of the pain I’ve been in from the beating I received, Brad and I have gone a week without sex. We started to make up for it last night. But he was obviously still pretty horny. And besides, no man in his right mind is going to say no when a beautiful woman like Madison is throwing herself at him.

Madison got on her knees over him and started kissing her way down his body. While we were watching her tease and please my poor husband, Midge moved behind me. She put her arms around me and started gently caressing my breasts.

She whispered in my ear, “Doesn’t it make you so fucking hot to see the man you love getting a blowjob from a good friend?”

It was hard to think with the visual stimulation and the things her hands were doing to me. But I realized that she’s right, it does. I really am enjoying the show. I’ve seen him one other time with another woman. After our first evening out with Midge and her husband Dave, she and Brad made love in our living room.

I didn’t get to see much that night, though. At the time I was busy getting one fantastic fuck from their chauffer, Matt. I didn’t get jealous. In fact, I was sorry that I couldn’t pay closer attention. I would have enjoyed watching them.

Now I’m able to watch. Now I can concentrate on what they were doing. It was, as Midge pointed out, making me very hot. I nodded and quietly responded, “Yes. It does. Isn’t that strange?!”

Madison took Brad’s cock into her mouth and started sucking it skillfully and very enthusiastically. Midge, meanwhile, slowly moved one of her hands down and began teasing my clit.

I was starting to get weak in the knees. Finally I couldn’t just stand there and take it anymore. I exclaimed, “Fuck this! Let’s go out and join them.”

I opened the door and we walked out onto the patio. They didn’t even look up as we approached them. Madison was straddling Brad’s legs on the end of his lounge chair. She was bent over sucking his cock. I walked up behind her beautiful ass, dropped to my knees and ran my tongue up through the entire crack of her ass.

She shuddered and groaned in response. But she didn’t stop what she was doing.

I lapped a few more times and then I concentrated my tongue around her pink, puckered little asshole. I ate her ass for several minutes before I tilted my head back and licked my way down between her legs. I started eating her dripping pussy while she sucked my husband off.

It was an uncomfortable position. My neck was bent at an awkward angle. It was do-able though, and I do owe it to her. On the first day we met I promised her I would eat her pussy. She and Carol came to my home every day and applied that healing cream to my entire body. And they were always nice enough to take my mind off of my pain with at least one wonderful orgasm. I promised them then that I would return the favor as soon as I was well enough.

I first noticed it when I was still in college and we had threesomes with two of the young men with whom I went to school. But when I became a member of EPOD and started sucking the cocks of a wider variety of men I became much more aware that cum comes in a surprisingly wide range of flavors. While there are similarities, so far no two men seem to taste exactly the same. I began to wonder then if women taste differently, too.

Madison is only number two. But I didn’t notice a difference. It wasn’t different, but it was very, very good. I was coming to realize that eating pussy is a lot of fun. No wonder guys enjoy it so much!

It was made more interesting by Midge and Carol. They knelt on either side of me and kept me aroused with their hands while I ate Madison out.

Things sort of devolved from there. I heard Brad making the noises that I recognize as indicating that he’s filling Madison’s mouth with cum. As soon as his orgasm began to wind down, Madison started cumming from what I was doing, still with Brad’s cock held gently in her mouth.

I was pulled to my feet as Madison’s orgasm began to wane. Midge and Carol led me over to a grassy area just off of the deck and stretched a large towel out on the grass. They guided me down on my back and as soon as I was comfortable, Midge dove between my legs and started eating me out while Carol kissed me.

We kissed for a few minutes before I began guiding her into position straddling my face.

Once Carol figured out what I have in mind she cooperated eagerly. She quickly got into position with her pussy right at my lips. I lovingly ate her pussy while Midge, the pro, ate my pussy.

I quickly came twice in that position. Carol was nearing her second orgasm when Brad came up behind Midge and started fucking her from behind. Not long after that, Carol came again and she fell away, to be replaced immediately by Madison.

Brad fucked Midge hard and fast until he had another orgasm with his cock buried deep inside of her. After they came he was done for the night. Or at least he was done performing. He sat back after that and enjoyed the show.

I ate Madison to another orgasm and then Midge and I made out. We kissed for a while. Then I moved down and ate Brad’s cum out of her pussy. I was reminded of the first time I tasted her pussy, that night at The Slave Traders while we were strapped down on a bench and fucked by two strange men with never a word passing between us. Just thinking about it was turning me on all over again. I kept eating long after Brad’s cum was gone.

She let me give her another orgasm and then she moved around into a sixty-nine and we ate each other out, sometimes fast and hard, sometimes slow and easy, for more than half an hour.

Not long after we started, Carol and Madison moved into a sixty-nine right beside us. But we outlasted them by a good fifteen minutes.

It wasn’t a timed event. It wasn’t a competition. But Midge and I quickly discovered that we are very good together. Neither of us was in a hurry for it to be over.

After we had pleased each other to the point of collapse we all lay around giggling and panting like silly, lesbian schoolgirls for a while. Nobody talked or moved for a long time. It was wonderful. Not to mention the fact that all the exercise we just got sobered everyone up so that they’ll be able to drive home safely when they leave.

I made some coffee and we sat around making things hard on Brad for a while. Or at least we made one thing hard on Brad. We talked much more soberly now. But we were still enjoying ourselves. I never had any really close friends growing up; not in college either. I had friends, of course. Just not the sleep over, share your secrets kind of friends. I probably could have. I have a pleasant personality and I’ve always been reasonably popular. But between being so totally devoted to Brad from such an early age and concentrating on my studies I didn’t have time to grow that close to other girls.

Thanks to J.A.M. and EPOD that’s changed. In the past week I’ve come to feel closer to these three women than I have to anyone in my life, except Brad of course. I really enjoy their company. What gives me that warm fuzzy feeling, though, is that they seem to really like me, too. Now I just have to talk them all into moving in next door and my life will be perfect.

The girls finally left after helping me put the kitchen back together. I went over and kissed Brad and asked him if he enjoyed himself. It’s a silly question but I thought he might want to talk about it.

He smiled and pulled me down into his lap. He put his arms around me and said, “This is our first night in our new home. I hate to have to tell you this, but if every night is like this then I’m going to have to move back into our old home with Jennifer. Madison almost killed me!”

“Oh, poor baby,” I crooned, and kissed him on the forehead.

“I was a little worried at first,” he said, “until I saw you leering at me through the glass door. I know that you said you aren’t jealous anymore. You were once, though. I don’t want to take any chances.”

I love it that he was worried about what I might think when Madison attacked him. Maybe that’s why I don’t feel that twinge of jealousy anymore. I know how much he loves me and I have no trouble now separating sex and love. You can’t fuck as many guys as I have lately and not be able to make that distinction.

I kissed him again. I can still taste Madison on his lips and I’m surprised by how much that excites me. I licked his lips and said, “I love it that you were worried about me. Now don’t. We’ve had this talk before. I love you and I know that when you stick your dick into some beautiful woman it doesn’t mean you love her. And besides, I’ve just discovered that I like to taste another woman’s pussy on your lips. It’s sexy.

“As long as you don’t hide anything from me you can fuck your way through every woman in Middlebury. Well, no, that’s a lie. You need to have some standards! You know what I mean, though. Don’t you?”

He pulled me close and held me tight. He told me again how much he loves me. I know that he means it, too. There isn’t a single doubt in my mind. So I really don’t care if he has sex with someone else. In fact, I have to accept the fact that watching him with other women is now a turn on for me.

There are a lot of people coming over to our new home on Saturday. It’s not going to be the largest party we’ve ever thrown. But it will be the most elaborate. This is going to be totally different than inviting a couple dozen college kids over for a kegger. Our friends from J.A.M. are a wee bit more sophisticated. I still have a lot to do to get ready so we finally went to bed. Our first night in The Palace! God I love this house!!

The next day turned out to be a lot easier than I thought it would be. I did what I could to get ready in the morning and my wonderful friends returned in the afternoon on Friday to help me wrap up the preparations. Together we finished most of what we planned to do to get ready for the party, even with all the cutting up we did while we worked.

Brad and I enjoyed a nice quiet evening at home alone on Friday. I made a light supper and we ate out by the pool. It’s very romantic out there after it gets dark. The soft lighting from the pool and the beautiful landscaping gave our backyard the atmosphere of an exclusive resort. We still can’t get over the fact that we’re now living in a mansion. I expect that will take a while.

We’re both anxious to see our parent’s faces when they finally come for a visit. Not that we want to rub their noses in their dire predictions about our future. We’re bigger than that. Oh wait! No we’re not! We really want to rub their noses in their dire predictions about our future. We love our parents. But they said some things when we got married that weren’t very nice.

I sent out written invitations to everyone last Monday with directions to our new home and the date and time of the party. I was adamant that this was not a housewarming. I wrote in large, bold letters on the bottom of the invitations that anyone bringing gifts would be beaten.

The party is scheduled to start at eleven. A light lunch will be served. Dinner that evening will feature the biggest rib eye steaks that I was able to find in this city. We spent several hundred dollars just on the steaks!

My girlfriends showed up at ten and we started setting everything up. A few early birds started showing up just before eleven but by then we were ready. The invitations were clear about the fact that the party would be clothing optional. The first guests to arrive found that the four of us had already stripped down. The precedent was set.

The first arrivals were Bryan Newman and his wife Laura. Laura is beautiful and is probably the most sophisticated woman I’ve ever met. When I went to the door to let them in and her husband introduced us I was really intimidated.

After Bryan made the introductions she smiled and said, “Bryan wasn’t kidding. You’re beautiful!”

I warmed up to her immediately when she gave me a hug and surprised the hell out of me when she asked, “Where can we put our clothes?”

I grinned and responded, “I can see that we’re going to be good friends! Come on in. I’ll give you a quick tour of the house and show you where to undress.”

On the tour I also pointed out several rooms that were set aside for those that want to enjoy a little private interlude this afternoon. I don’t expect the party to turn into an all out orgy. I don’t know for sure. But I’m not expecting it. But since sex is one of the things that most of us have in common now I thought it best to be prepared and let everyone know that if they want a little privacy it’s available.

Laura and I were fast friends by the time I finished giving them the tour and led them to a guest room to get undressed. She sat me down on the bed and we talked while she and Bryan undressed. She’s probably around fifty years old. But you’d never know it to look at her. She has an incredible body and I told her so.

She thanked me for the compliment. Then she said, “I work at it. But to be honest, I think those years in EPOD really kept me young. Maybe it was all of those constantly stirred up hormones. Bryan tells me that you’ve taken to EPOD better than anyone he’s ever known. In fact, I hear you’ve accomplished something that no one else ever has. You made Mr. Morris smile!”

I grinned self consciously and replied, “I work hard at making all the guys smile. You don’t mind do you?”

“No, darling. Not only do I not mind, I want to thank you. I don’t want to get back into EPOD. I’m a little too old for that now. Well, that isn’t entirely true. I’d give anything to be twenty years younger and back in it. But I’m afraid I’m past that now. On the other hand, a little wild party now and then where Bryan and I can cut loose and not have to worry about what people say about us the next day, I’d love that and I know I’m not the only one.”

She pulled me to my feet, hugged me affectionately and said, “Thank you, Jan. Thanks for thinking of us old broads. I know I’m going to have a ball today. I feel sexier already.”

I stepped back and said, “You can’t thank me for that! Look at you! You’re gorgeous!”

I escorted them out to the pool area. I turned them over to Madison and Carol who saw to it that Bryan and Laura had a drink. I hurried to the front door to greet the next guests to arrive.

Tim and Grace Davis didn’t attend, nor did Mr. Gordon’s wife. Mr. Gordon came and stayed for a short time and left. Once again I couldn’t help feeling so sorry for him. All this fun is going on around him and it’s obvious he wishes he could be a part of it.

Gene Kennedy and his wife Elizabeth were almost the last to arrive. Gene is the most senior, though not the oldest of the vice presidents. He apologized for being late. He received a phone call just as they were leaving their house and had to drop by the plant for a while to help straighten out a shipping error. That wasn’t something with which you might expect a senior VP to concern himself, but apparently this involved a special customer and he felt it necessary to become personally involved.

Gene and his wife didn’t undress. But they didn’t seem bothered by the fact that nearly everyone else was naked. Mr. Morris didn’t undress and the Grants didn’t undress at first.

Each time someone arrived I conducted another tour of our new home and showed them where they could undress if they wished to do so.

Liz, as she insisted that I call her, was friendly and warm and like most of these wonderful, extremely personable people I liked her immediately. She’s the oldest of the women but just like the others she has a beautiful figure. She stayed fully dressed. She didn’t even put a suit on and go swimming.

She had fun, though. I kept an eye on her. She laughed and sipped her drinks and I noticed that she was careful not to make anyone feel uncomfortable about being undressed. I had several opportunities to engage her in long conversations. We didn’t agree about everything. She’s much more conservative than I. But at least she isn’t one of those unthinking ditto-heads. We had a great time discussing things.

She invited me to lunch next week. So I guess she enjoyed my company too.

As I moved among our guests making sure that everyone was having fun and all of their needs were being met, I was treated to the pleasant sensation of the gentle exploration by both male and female hands wherever I went. This is turning out to be a really fun party.

I noticed that from time to time couples would disappear for a while. Mostly males and females, but a few times it was two of the girls. I looked up once and saw Laura and Brad going inside together! I can’t wait to hear about that later!

I was invited upstairs by Gene Kennedy once and by Daniel Grant once. All of the sex so far has been taking place in private. I suspect that might change after dinner when the sun starts going down.

Mr. Morris separated me from the crowd at around two and said that he thought that he should leave. He apologized for leaving early but said that he isn’t much of a partier anymore.

I took his arm and escorted him through the house in the direction of the front door until we got to the foot of the stairs. I pulled him to a stop and said, “If you think you’re leaving here this afternoon without trying out my new bed you’re out of your rabbit ass mind!”

He smiled at me and said, “I’ve been watching you and your friends move around in the nude for several hours now. I would be lying if I said that I wasn’t interested. You would think that after decades of living with EPOD and attending parties similar to this I’d be unaffected. But there remains something special about you, Jan. I think that there will never come a time when I don’t find you totally irresistible.

“I have to be honest. I was actually hoping you’d suggest a trip upstairs. I know you must be pretty busy. But damn you look hot!”

I put my arms around him, held him close and said, “Mo! I’ve been waiting for you to come over to me and order me to get my ass to bed since you got here. You didn’t have to wait. You never have to wait!”

I took his hand and pulled him upstairs and down the hall to our bedroom. I closed the door and moved into his arms. I began to kiss him lovingly, because I do love him. He is such a sweet, kind, thoughtful, generous man and after that meeting when I saw him fighting to keep from killing Riggs I knew beyond any shadow of doubt that he loves me too.

Of course, there’s the million and a half dollars that he spent on my house and furniture. That was a clue. But that was money. That wasn’t emotion.

I started helping him undress. When he was naked I escorted him to my bed and lay down beside him. We touched tenderly and kissed for a long time. No pressure, no hurry, just loving kisses and gentle touches. We had been kissing for quite a while before I finally put my hand on his cock. I expected it to be soft still. I was very surprised when I discovered that it was rock hard.

“Mo!” I exclaimed.

He chuckled and said, “I don’t know what it is about you, Jan. It’s like every minute I spend with you makes me years younger.”

I looked down at his fat, hard cock. It’s nearly nine inches long and twice as fat as most of the cocks I’ve come into contact with recently. I smiled and said, “You have the prettiest, sexiest, most manly looking cock of all the cocks I’ve seen since Brad came to work for you. Looking at it makes my mouth water.”

I got up on my knees and took his sexy cock into my mouth. I sucked him lovingly for several minutes. He was soon moaning and groaning. I love the sound of his passion. There’s no question that he really enjoys what I’m doing. This wasn’t what I want, though. Not this time. I have something else in mind.

“Mo?” I said.

He opened his eyes to see what I want.

“I want you to take me this time. I want you to be on top. I want you to fuck me. Show me who’s in charge.”

He pulled me up beside him and kissed me passionately for several more minutes. Then he rolled me over and mounted me. I eagerly grabbed his big cock and lined it up. He sighed as he entered me. He slowly forced his beautiful cock into me until our pubic hair was one big tangle and his pubic bone was rubbing against me.

He supported himself over me, careful not to put too much of his weight on me. But I want him on me. I want this to be primitive. I want him to take me.

I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him down on top of me. I attacked him with my lips. I kissed his neck and nibbled at his shoulder as he started forcefully fucking me.

“Yes! That’s it, Mo! Fuck me. Fuck me hard! Take me! Make me your bitch! God I love it! I love feeling your cock deep inside of me!”

He swore quietly and told me what a hot bitch I am and how good my tight, juicy cunt feels on his cock. He slammed his cock into me, fucking me hard. And it felt so damn good. I love this wonderful man’s cock!

He began to pound into me harder and faster. I wrapped my legs around his thighs just before I started cumming. I had one loud, screaming orgasm after another. While I exploded in ecstasy under him his lips were near my ear and he was whispering, “Yes, my sweet little bitch! Cum for me! I can feel your cunt gripping my cock. It wants my cum. Here it comes, bitch! JESUS CHRIST! I’M CUMMING!”

I felt him tense up and his strokes became unsteady, almost spastic. He groaned in pleasure for a long time before he finally relaxed on top of me for just a few seconds. Then he sighed loudly and rolled off of me.

I immediately rolled over on top of him. I kissed and licked his face and told him how much I love him and how wonderful he is.

He lay there panting for a few minutes and used one hand to caress my hair as he looked into my eyes lovingly. He ran his hands down my sweaty body, tenderly exploring and caressing.

I started kissing my way down his body. I worked my way down slowly, kissing him all over, licking his sweaty chest and sucking on his little nipples. I licked my way down his flat, hard stomach. I took his soft, beautiful cock into my mouth and sucked it lovingly.

He finally opened his eyes and looked down at me again. Once more I saw the love in his eyes. He’s such a wonderful man and he has become such a magnificent lover. I love him so much. Not like I love Brad. It’s a different kind of love. He’s kind of like a combination of a best friend and a father that I can fuck, too. I know we have a peculiar relationship and that most people wouldn’t understand. I know I love him, though. And I know that he loves me.

He finally pulled me up beside him again. He kissed me and held me quietly in his strong arms for a while. I whispered, “I love you, Mo.”

“I love you too, Jan. You’re the best thing that ever happened to me. Mike says that you’ve added twenty good years to my life. I think I believe him. I haven’t felt this happy, this … serene, in decades. You’ve saved me from turning into a complete curmudgeon.”

I moved over on top of him again and rubbed my well fucked pussy over his cock. He smiled up at me and added, “And you’re the sweetest slut that I’ve ever met.”

I smiled down at him and said, “I will take that in the loving spirit in which it was meant. Now please, don’t go. Let’s stay up here a little longer. Then I want you to come back to the party with me. These people all like you very much. And they all know that you and I are having sex. You don’t have to feel embarrassed about that. I want you to stay. Please?”

He said, “We’ll see,” in that noncommittal way that meant I don’t want to say no, but the answer is no.

He didn’t get up, though.

I rubbed my pussy against his cock for a little while longer and then I moved down and started licking and kissing his cock and balls. Not urgently. Not like I’m trying desperately to get him hard. Lovingly, like I just want to taste him. If his cock were to get hard again that would be great. But I didn’t expect it. I just like sucking his cock. I think he realizes that.

He watched me for a while and asked, “Brad really doesn’t mind this?”

He hesitated for a second and clarified his question.

“What I mean is, I know that he doesn’t mind that we have sex. Unlike some of the men who have come before him, he is honest enough that I know he wouldn’t have let you join EPOD if that bothered him. But what we have is more than sex. He must know that.”

I took my mouth off of his cock, pressed my cheek against it lovingly and said, “He gets a kick out of it. When my mouth isn’t busy I’ll tell you how our sexual relationship started. It might make it easier for you to understand us. In fact, why don’t you come back outside with me and I’ll sit in your lap and tell you all about it while you sip on a tall glass of Long Island iced tea.”

I took his perfect cock back into my mouth and sucked on it lovingly. To the surprise of both of us his cock started getting hard again. When I realized it I started putting a little more effort into what I was doing. I started being a little less lackadaisical about it.

I waited until his cock was almost completely erect. I wet my finger, reached under him and worked it into his ass, searching for his prostate. Judging by his reaction I found it quickly and it had the same effect that it had the first time I did it. His cock got harder and he stiffened up and said, “Jesus, Jan! You’re going to kill me! But don’t stop!”

I didn’t. As soon as his cock was hard I got up on my knees and started taking it down into my throat. It was difficult at first. His cock is so fat. It drove him crazy, though. I love driving him crazy.

I had one hand on his balls, a finger of my other hand massaging his prostate and my lips and tongue moving all the way up and down on the shaft of his sexy cock. I was sure that I could do this. I was just really surprised at how quickly it happened.

He opened his mouth and gasped and then made a strange, primitive sound that sent shivers of excitement through me. I felt him stiffen up and then he was cumming. I pulled my lips back to the head of his cock and took my hand from his balls. I started moving it rapidly up and down his hard shaft.

Mo reached down and held my head. He wasn’t holding me to keep my mouth on his cock or to make me do anything. He just wanted to touch me while he came.

I waited until he was done. When he collapsed back onto the bed and stared at me in awe I pulled my mouth from his cock and opened it to show him his cum before I swallowed. He no longer ejaculates in a thin watery stream like the first time I sucked his cock. Now it’s a thick mouthful of virile cream and I swallowed it lovingly.

I grinned at him, kissed his cock and said, “Thank you, Mo.”

He chuckled and I heard the love in his voice when he said, “You crazy bitch!”

He pulled me up beside him and hugged me so hard I couldn’t breathe for a moment.

We kissed lovingly for a little longer and then I just lay there in his arms for a little while. I glanced up at the clock on the nightstand. We’d been in here for almost two hours but we were in no hurry to leave. Unfortunately, I do have a large group of people downstairs that I’m responsible for entertaining.

I lay there with Mo for a few more minutes and then I said, “Let’s take a shower. Then we can go back to the party. It’s almost time for Brad to cook the steaks. I bought some of the most beautiful steaks that you’ve ever seen and no one can operate a grill like my husband.

“While we’re waiting for Brad and Dave to cook the steaks I want to sit in your lap and tell you about the first time Brad saw me naked.”

Mo sighed deeply and said, “Aw, what the hell. You win. I suppose I should learn to accept that you always will. Let’s take a shower.”

I laughed and replied, “I always win?! Not in this reality! Look around you, Mo! I’ve lost every argument we’ve had!”

I scrambled up and led Mo to our new bathroom. It’s bigger than the living room in our old house. I started the water running in the shower. While it was getting warm I put my arms around him and said, “I really can’t tell you enough how much I love this house, and how grateful we are for the things you’ve done for us.”

Mo kissed me and said, “Nothing that I do for you can repay you for what you have done for me. I don’t know how, but you did something no other woman could do. And many have tried. You’ve made me whole again.

“I know that nothing you did was for money or perks or a house. I feel that you love me as much as I love you. It’s almost like you’re the daughter I didn’t have, except for the sex, of course.”

I exploded in laughter, because I had just had the same thought about him. I told him what I’d been thinking. He looked down at me lovingly and pulled me close. I pressed my body against his and we hugged for a few minutes longer.

He finally let me go and we climbed into the shower. Well, “climbed into” gives the wrong impression. The shower is big enough to wash a car in. Nearly everyone who’s downstairs right now could fit inside.

We soaped up and washed each other lovingly for a long time. Then we dried off and went back out into the bedroom. I waited while Mo picked up his underwear and started to put it on. He paused for a second, looked at me and said, “The hell with it! I’m not fooling anyone. They all know how much I love you.”

He tossed his shorts back down on the bed and we went back downstairs hand in hand.

Everyone gaped just a little bit when we stepped back out onto the patio. We ignored them and made our way to a lounge chair in the shade, off by itself a little.

As we crossed the patio, Mo glanced at Brad who was getting the grill ready for the steaks that he and his assistant cook, Dave, will be cooking in a little while. Brad looked up at us, smiled and lifted his beer in a silent toast.

When Mo saw that Brad was totally unconcerned he seemed to relax. I think he finally accepted the fact that Brad doesn’t mind at all. We ignored everyone else.

I got us both a tall, cold glass of Long Island iced tea and crawled up into his lap. He held me in his arms and I told him all about when I started to undress in front of my bedroom window when I was a fourteen year old virgin to tease Brad, whose bedroom window was just across from mine.

While I told him the story he held me close and his hand wandered over my body absently. He was amazed to learn that Brad is the only boyfriend that I’ve ever had and that we have been together since I was fourteen and Brad was sixteen.

It took a while for the rest of the people at the party to return to normal after our entrance. They aren’t accustomed to having Mo at their parties, or having him sit around with them in the nude. He has always been a bit aloof, kind of a father figure to them.

Even though they must all be aware by now that Mo is having sex with me, this visual evidence of how close we are seemed to call for an attitude adjustment for some of them.

I got up to get us another drink just about the time that Brad and Dave started taking steak orders. I decided I needed do a little hostessing for a while. It isn’t fair to Carol and Madison to make them do all the work. So after I brought Mo his soft drink I promised to return as soon as I could. I excused myself and mingled for a while.

I wanted to make sure that everyone was having fun. I checked upstairs and discovered that there has been more traffic up there than I’d been aware of. I laid out some fresh towels and changed the sheets on the beds in the rooms that were set aside for pleasures of the flesh.

While I was finishing up, Bryan and Laura Newman and Carol came into the room. When they saw me they came to a sudden stop. Laura said, “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize anyone was in here.”

“That’s okay. I was just freshening up. I didn’t realize how much traffic there has been up here.”

I walked over to her and kissed her on the cheek. As I left I said, “Have fun, guys. I wish I could stay and help. But I’ve been derelict in my duties the last couple of hours and I need to help the guys get ready for dinner.”

I went downstairs and started setting out plates and flatware. I pulled the large bowls and platters containing all the side dishes we prepared out of the industrial size refrigerator in the kitchen and the slightly smaller one in the basement. When I returned from my last trip to the basement I looked outside to check on Mo. I saw that I didn’t have to worry about him. He’s surrounded by several naked women now. He looks like he’s having a very good time. I almost felt just a touch of jealousy when I saw those women with him. But he has been alone for a long time now, not really taking part in his company’s social activities. It makes me happy to see him having fun.

The party lasted until nearly midnight. I was right when I assumed that people would loosen up after dark. By eight o’clock or so, people had stopped going upstairs to have sex. At any given time you could look around and see someone doing something to someone somewhere in my backyard. It wasn’t one big orgy. There was just the occasional quiet little tryst, out of the way and as discreet as public sex can be.

I was pleasantly surprised at how much fun the senior VP’s wives were having. I guess they’ve been deprived for quite a while. I might have gotten more involved but when I wasn’t playing hostess I spent most of my time with Mo.

I did manage to corner Laura and the two of us had a little intimate get-together on a lounge chair cushion in a dark corner. After we both enjoyed a few nice orgasms we lay together quietly for a few minutes, resting in each other’s arms. After a moment or two she said, “I can see why everyone talks about you the way they do. You are special, aren’t you?”

I wasn’t even sure that I understood the question! But I knew the answer. “No, Laura. I’m not special. I’m just new. I’m new and I didn’t come into this with the idea that I was doing any of this to advance Brad’s career. We’re both pretty open-minded about love and sex. We really appreciate what this has done for his career. But it was never about his career for us. We were in this for the sex right from the start.”

Laura hugged me, kissed my forehead and quietly exclaimed, “Bullshit! You may believe that. But no one who has met you believes that. I don’t mean about why you got into it. We certainly believe that. You are truly a breath of fresh air. You are the most free and open and giving young lady I’ve ever met. You’re a slut in the nicest possible way.

“There’s something about you, though. I doubt if anyone could really define it. It’s something that has brought Mo back out of his shell after nearly thirty years. The rest of us too! I haven’t had this much fun since Bryan got promoted.

“For so many of us life has become very mundane. Now look at us, gamboling around in the nude in your backyard and having sex like we did when we were kittens.

“You’re like a human fountain of youth. You’re the catalyst that got rid of that awful Gavin Riggs. And look at this house! Everyone knows that Mo bought you and Brad this house and the fantastic furnishings. Yet I can promise you, not one of us resents it. That isn’t to say we aren’t just a little jealous. This place is beautiful. We all seem to feel that you deserve it, though. I doubt if any other young lady in the country could elicit that response from a bunch of jaded old broads like us.”

I was getting really uncomfortable with this conversation. I sat up and said, “I appreciate what you’re saying. I can’t deny that I’ve been very lucky. I seem to be living a dream life. You’re wrong about me, though. It’s like there’s some weird mystic aura that you people are seeing around me that isn’t there. I’m just a happy young woman who really likes people and really likes sex. I’m tickled pink that so many people like me. But let’s be honest here. I’m a lot closer to being The Happy Hooker than I am the fountain of youth.

“As for this house, I love this house. Of course I do. How could I not? I have to keep pinching myself to see if I’m dreaming. But I can’t help feeling guilty every time I think about how I got it. I love Mo. I mean that. I honestly love him. But I can’t help feeling that, whether it was my intention to or not, I’m taking advantage of him. To be honest, the thing that I’m most grateful for right now is that I have everything I could ever want. There’s nothing else that he can buy for me now.”

Laura chuckled and said, “Don’t be too sure about that. Mo has a way of surprising people. But you can stop feeling guilty. Honestly, no one thinks that you took advantage of Mo, or had any ulterior motives when you were with him. Midge is one of my closest friends and I know her to be an excellent judge of character. She tells me that you’re the best thing that has ever happened to J.A.M. Aluminum since Mo’s father started the company.

“I agree with her. She also said that, for an amateur, you are one of the best pussy eaters around. She was right about that, too. If you don’t mind, I’d really like to get together with you sometime during the day every now and then. I really enjoy being with you. You can say no if you want. I’ll understand if you have better things to do than spend an afternoon with an old broad like me.”

I took her hand in mine, smiled at her and said, “I enjoyed it, too. As for your being an old broad, if I didn’t have some idea of your age from the circumstances, I would have guessed you were a lot closer to my age than yours. You have a beautiful body.

“The thing I love about you, though, is how nice you are. I’ve watched you today, having a good time, talking to people and treating everyone with love and respect. Please don’t take this the wrong way. But when I’ve been in EPOD for as long as you were and I finally get to be the wife of a senior VP, I hope I’m half as nice, half as gracious, half as well adjusted as you seem to be. In answer to your question, I would love to spend more time with you. I’m in awe of you.”

We sat together without speaking for a few more minutes. Finally, reluctantly, I had to get up and start mingling again.

Before long people were coming over to me and telling me how much fun they had and I was escorting them to the door. It was easy to tell when people were leaving. They had clothes on. I made sure that everyone was sober enough to drive and thanked them all for coming.

Mo left around eleven. After that it was a slow but steady exodus until just before midnight when finally only Brad and I remained. We looked around at the huge mess that was our back yard.

I smiled at my wonderful husband and said, “Fuck it! There’s nothing here that can’t wait until morning.”

We went to bed and talked about the party for a very short time. The next thing I knew it was almost seven on a beautiful Sunday morning. I got up, made a pot of coffee and started cleaning up the backyard.

Brad woke up about a half hour after I did. He came down and started to help. I yelled at him. I ordered him to go in and have some coffee and I would come in and make his breakfast. He ignored me and in another half an hour the backyard was pretty much cleaned up.

It turned out that neither of us wanted breakfast. We aren’t exactly hung over. But our stomachs are a little unsettled after all the drinking we did last night. I forced Brad onto a stool at the kitchen island and we sipped coffee while I started getting dishes lined up for the dishwasher. Nearly every glass and every dish we own is dirty.

Madison called a little before nine to say that she and Carol were coming over in a few minutes to help. I told her that they were more than welcome to come over. I love their company. The work is done though.







Chapter 10


Fifteen minutes later the doorbell rang. I assumed that it was Carol and Madison. I went to the door and threw it open to discover an attractive, well dressed woman in her early forties staring at my nude body and smiling in amusement.

I screamed and closed the door all but a few inches. Speaking through the crack I exclaimed, “I’m sorry! I was expecting someone else. Please forgive me.”

She laughed and said, “Darling, you’re beautiful! There’s nothing to forgive! I’m Karen Valentino, your nearest neighbor. I just wanted to introduce myself.”

She pushed the door open and held out her hand. As I shook her hand she said, “Stop being so embarrassed. I wish I had the nerve to go around the house naked. I have to admit, though, it looks a whole hell of a lot better on you than it would on me!”

I smiled and told her my name. Then I invited her in for a cup of coffee. She didn’t hesitate. My nudity obviously didn’t bother her a bit. I’m starting to like her already. Before I led her to the kitchen, though, I told her that my husband is wearing a variation of the same fancy outfit I am.

She grinned and said, “Great! Let’s go give him a heart attack.”

“I like the way you think. Right this way, Karen.”

We walked into the kitchen just as Brad was getting up to refill the creamer. Karen cocked her eyebrow and said, “Not bad! He has a cute little ass, doesn’t he?”

Brad looked around and as he stood there like a deer caught in the headlights I introduced him to our neighbor. He blushed like a virgin. But he finally grinned and said, “Hello, Karen. Are you the Neighborhood Watch?”

She laughed and said, “I am now!”

I heard the front door open and close and a few minutes later Madison and Carol came in, both nude of course. I introduced them to Karen.

Karen grinned and said, “I’m really starting to feel over dressed now. Should I get undressed and join you or am I interrupting something?”

Madison said, “I can’t promise that nothing will happen around here. But this is pretty much how we dress when we visit Jan. After the party last night I think we all need a rest, though.”

Then she turned to Brad and said, “Unless we can talk you into something, Brad.”

Brad sipped his coffee calmly and said, “I’m not in the habit of saying no to beautiful women, Madison. But after last night I have decided to live a life of celibacy.”

Madison turned to me and said sarcastically, “Yeah, until after lunch!”

Karen decided to join the party and she undressed quickly. It was a new experience for her and she was a little uncomfortable at first, but only slightly embarrassed.

I took her clothes into the other room. When I returned to the kitchen the girls were telling her about the party. She was really surprised. She knew that we had a party last night. She saw all the traffic. But she hadn’t heard a thing. She said that she had no idea that it had been a drunken orgy.

I laughed and said, “That isn’t true! No one got really drunk.”

Karen and her husband just moved here from Ohio. Her husband is a lawyer who retired early to work on his writing. As it turns out, he’s the author of a book that Brad just finished reading about his father’s experiences in World War II. Most of the source material was a journal that his father kept, along with his letters home to his family. He’s fortunate because his father is still alive. The old guy has a remarkable memory and was a great source of information.

Brad told her that he’s anxious to meet her husband and discuss the book.

We took our coffee out to the patio and sat around talking most of the morning. I realized as we talked that I finally have a friend next door who I can share a cup of coffee and some gossip with.

We spent a pleasant morning relaxing and gossiping. Brad and I took a much needed nap after everyone finally left. We were still a little tired from last night.

When we got back up in the afternoon we started discussing household chores. We decided that since our only expenses are utilities and the mortgage on our old house there’s no reason why we shouldn’t hire people to do the yard work and take care of the pool.

Brad and I went around and around for a while about hiring someone to help with the housework. I insisted that the housework is my only job. He argued that my time could be better spent supervising the housekeeping, taking care of myself and keeping up with EPOD.

He also pointed out that it would free up my time for my dance classes, which I’ve been neglecting, and the volunteer work that I’m interested in doing. So I finally agreed to at least interview some people for the job of housekeeper.

The following morning, Monday, I called Heather and asked what the chances were of getting to see Mr. Morris this morning. She seemed excited to hear from me and told me to come in anytime and she would squeeze me in.

I dressed and drove the short drive to the plant. It’s less than ten minutes from our new house. I waved and greeted the girls at the desk as I went through the reception area. When I got to Heather’s office she jumped up, ran around her desk and hugged me.

I had no idea what the hell I did to deserve the bubbly greeting she gave me! She eventually released her grip and saw the look of confusion on my face. She laughed and said, “Mr. Morris told me what you said! I’m now his Executive Assistant! I’ll have my own secretary as soon as I can hire someone for the position!

“Jesus, Jan! He more than doubled my salary! All because of you! He told me what you said. Honey, if you ever need anything just let me know. I owe you big time.”

“No, you don’t. He already knew how much you meant to him, how important you are around here. I didn’t even have to convince him. It just never occurred to him to make what you do official.”

Heather laughed excitedly. She was having a lot of trouble containing her excitement. She said, “You know what? It never occurred to me either! When he told me about it this morning I almost fainted. He told me that if it hadn’t been for you it never would have occurred to him. It isn’t that he doesn’t appreciate what I do. It was just that my job has evolved so slowly over the years that even I didn’t realize how much more I do now than when I first started working for him. I just wanted you to know that I love you and I appreciate that you noticed and had the balls to say something.”

I shook my head and said, “It didn’t take balls. Remember what you said when I first came into this office? You were right. Mr. Morris is a sweetheart. Recognizing your contribution to the company was just something that slipped through the cracks. As soon as I said it he had one of those ‘I could’ve had a V-8!’ moments like in the commercials.”

Mr. Morris stepped out of his office just then and showed a visitor to the door. He turned to me and smiled. He came over and kissed me on the forehead and asked if I had come to see him.

I told him that I have a quick suggestion I’d like to make if he has two minutes.

He said, “I always have time for you, Jan. I always will. And I want to hear all of your suggestions.”

We went into his office and got comfortable. Now that I was here I was nervous about what I wanted to say. When he realized it he smiled and asked, “What is it, Jan? You don’t have to be nervous with me! What’s the matter?”

I returned his warm smile and said, “I just don’t want to give you the wrong impression. I don’t want to step on anyone’s toes here. Madison and Carol and I were talking about the vacancy in the junior VP’s office and EPOD now that Tim is going to be promoted to senior vice president. Please, don’t take this the wrong way. What we’re suggesting is not that we decide who gets selected, or even that the selection be made on the basis of which of the candidates wives will best fit into EPOD. We understand that the primary consideration is who best would serve the company as a junior VP.

“The thing is, we’d like to avoid having another couple like Tim and Grace Davis or the Gordons selected and find out that they just don’t fit in and are miserable in the position. What we want to suggest is that you narrow down your selection list and let us feel the remaining couples out and make sure that they’ll fit in before anyone asks them if they’d be interested.”

Mr. Morris thought about that for a minute and said, “You know, that makes perfect sense. You may yet end up running this company, young lady.”

He touched a button on his intercom and said, “Heather, will you please give Jan a copy of the final selection list for the junior VP position on her way out?”

Then he turned back to me and asked, “Anything else?”

I smiled and said, “Not unless there’s anything interesting that I can do for you?”

He chuckled and replied, “I’m still in shock over what you accomplished this weekend.”

Then he paused and said, “Maybe there is something else that you can do for me. This company has become one of the most productive in the world in our field. In the past year the profits have been obscene. Since we’re a privately owned company there are no stockholders to split that money with. Most of it will be put back into the company.

“There’s no question that the morale in the executive suite is extremely high, thanks in large part to you. I’d like to put some of the profits into improving working conditions in the plant. The problem I have is that the only thing that we ever find in the suggestion box is trash.

“My supervisors are great at achieving high productivity. I think they lack people skills, though. What would you say if I asked you to look around the plant and talk to some of the people? See if there’s something we can do to make this a better place to work.”

I hadn’t expected that. It almost sounds like a real job! I thought about it for a moment and said, “I don’t know that I’m the right person to do what you’re asking. Lately though, everyone has been telling me that I’m a pretty good people person. I’ll give it a shot and see what happens. This is a non-paying volunteer position, though. Right? I’m not going to be an actual employee?”

Mo chuckled and said, “I don’t know why it’s so damned hard to give you things. Okay, if you want to work for free, that’s your choice. Tell Heather you need a plant ID. Is that all?”

I stood up and said, “Yes, sir.”

“Sir?”

I grinned and said, “You’re my boss now.”

He rolled his eyes and said, “Get your beautiful ass out of here.”

I stopped at Heather’s desk and picked up the list of final candidates for junior VP. She got a girl to come in and watch her phones while she escorted me to the security office to get a badge. She waited with me and we talked while they made a badge for me. When it was ready I walked with her back to the VP suite. We said goodbye and I went down the hall to visit Jennifer.

She was so excited when she saw me that I thought she was going to jump over her desk. She ran around and hugged me and thanked me over and over for everything Brad and I have done for her.

I finally calmed her down and asked if everything had gone alright with the move and if she needed anything.

She told me that she kept all of our old furniture and gave all of hers away. Most of the move consisted of moving clothing from one closet to another. It had gone without a hitch.

I gave her a spare key I found and the garage door opener that had been in my car. Then I asked if I could ask her about something that’s been bothering me. We sat down in a couple of comfortable chairs. She smiled and said, “Anything!”

I’ve been really curious about something. But now that it came to asking I wasn’t quite sure how to say it. She saw me blushing and she said, “I think I know what this is about. Please, Jan, don’t be embarrassed. Everyone here loves you. You have nothing to feel embarrassed about.”

I said, “I guess that partially answers my question. I wondered if you all knew. About us I mean, the junior VP wives.”

Jennifer looked embarrassed, too. She finally said, “I know it’s supposed to be a secret. We see things, though. And there have been times when some of the guys were a little less than discreet, especially your buddy Riggs. We talk among ourselves like good gossipers everywhere and I think we’ve pretty much pieced it together.”

“So you know about EPOD?”

Jennifer nodded.

“How do you feel about it, about us, about me?”

Jennifer thought about that for a very long minute. She reached over and took one of my hands in hers. She smiled reassuringly and said, “I guess we were scandalized at first. The thing is, though, except for a few people, like Mrs. Gordon and Mrs. Davis, we have a pretty high opinion of you women. Mrs. Kennedy has always been nice to us. And Mrs. Burton is like one of us. At one time or another she has taken us all to lunch and she invites us to her home for lunches or a quiet dinner sometimes. She has never treated us like we’re ‘just secretaries.’ She never talks down to us. Mrs. Newman and Mrs. Grant too, they’re always nice to us. They treat us like people, like friends.

“I guess how we feel about them, and how we feel about what we came to understand that they were doing, has always been based more on our relationship with them than on their participation in EPOD. Some of us even think that it must be pretty exciting.

“You have to know, though, that everyone here loves you. They all know what you did for me and they see how nice you are. We certainly all appreciate you for getting rid of Mr. Riggs. We were all afraid of that … of him.”

“I believe bastard was the word you were looking for.”

She grinned and said, “Jan, we know about EPOD. Nobody cares. We know that the men selected for those positions are selected because they are good at what they do. God knows, Mr. Gordon and Mr. Davis are proof of that!

“I suppose that at first we may have had some less than favorable opinions when we figured out what was going on. You’ve got to admit that the whole concept is pretty scandalous.

“Not now, though. All of us are very fond of the wives of our bosses, and we are fond of our bosses. They are all good men and you are all good women. We’re proud to work here and if anyone ever says anything bad about you I’ll kick their ass!”

I guess that was the answer I was hoping for. Well, except for the kick ass part. I thanked her for her candor and said goodbye. I left the plant and drove home.

As soon as the front door closed I undressed. I called the rest of my gang of four. We agreed to meet at my house after lunch to discuss how to approach our screening process for the new junior VP and his wife.

After eating a light lunch I called an employment agency. It made me uncomfortable to be in this position. I’ve never had to hire anyone. I told them that I was interested in hiring a fulltime housekeeper.

The woman I talked to asked me what qualities I was looking for. I had already given that a lot of thought. I told her that the two most important things I was interested in were that she should have a good sense of humor and she should be impossible to shock.

The lady that I was talking to said that those were not the most requested attributes when she talked to prospective employers. But she would look through her applications and see what she could cull out.

Madison, Carol and Midge arrived over the next few minutes. We sat out by the pool and sipped on some iced tea. Before we got to the business at hand I was able to get the names of a good landscape gardener and a pool man from Midge.

After a few minutes of gossip it was time to get down to business. I brought out the list of candidates for the junior VP position that we have to fill and we went over it. There were only five couples on the list. We have probably met all of them at various company functions, though none of us knew them well or even remembered all of them. We discussed tactics and decided that we should start with the wives. We have to assume that the husbands are all acceptable candidates or they wouldn’t be on the list. The wives are the unknown factor in the equation.

We thought it would be best to meet them for lunch somewhere neutral. We need to get to know them a little better and see how our first meeting goes before we start fishing for the perfect couple. We don’t know any of them well enough to know if they are especially uptight and we don’t have any favorites from the names on the list. So we started calling with the first name on the list.

The first prospect that we were able to reach was the second name on the list. Madison did the talking. We didn’t want the luncheon invitation to come from Midge, the wife of a senior vice president, or from me since I seem to be getting some kind of weird reputation.

Claire answered and we made a date for lunch with her for tomorrow at a nice downtown restaurant with sidewalk seating. We, us girls, have started going there often. The food is good and we enjoy the casual atmosphere.

Madison called the remaining names on the list and we set up luncheons for the other three wives through the rest of the week. She said that she would try again later to get in touch with the first name on the list, the woman who hadn’t been home.

We all had things to do the rest of the day. So unfortunately we didn’t have any time to play.

I saw my friends out. I was just about to call the pool man when the employment agency called back and asked if they could send someone over.

I thought that was an awfully quick result and it probably didn’t bode well. I had the impression that if she came up with a name that quickly then not a lot of thought had gone into it. Like maybe she just picked someone at random.

But the agent, the woman I spoke with earlier said that she has a woman in mind who might be just what I’m looking for. I couldn’t very well tell her that she didn’t take enough time looking.

I told her to send the woman over and then I sat and tried to figure out what I’m going to say to her when she gets here. I’m not looking forward to this!

While I was waiting I called Midge’s pool guy. He promised to come by and talk to me and tell me what he’ll do and how much it will cost me.

I called the landscaper and left a message. Unfortunately, after that there was nothing to distract me. I sat in the kitchen and tried to figure out how to find out if some woman I hardly know or don’t know at all will be happy in EPOD, and along the same vein, how do you find out if a prospective housekeeper has a problem with the occasional orgy.

There haven’t been any drop-in visits from the VPs since we moved into our new home. But that’s only because I’ve been off limits until last Friday due to my bruises. And as far as I can tell, the VPs were all very well taken care of at the party on Saturday. But they’ll start visiting again soon and I’ll have to explain that to a prospective housekeeper.

This is all Brad’s fault! I should make him hire her!

Mrs. Rivers arrived while I was still trying to decide what to say when I interview her. Luckily, I remembered that I was naked just before she got here. I ran upstairs and got dressed just before she rang my bell. It’s funny how quickly being naked can feel so comfortable and so natural.

I opened the door and tried not to sound too nervous when I greeted her. She appeared to be nearly as nervous as I am. That helped to calm me down a little.

She stepped inside and looked around. From the look on her face I gathered that she was just as much in awe of our new home as everyone else, myself included.

Mrs. Rivers turned out to be an attractive woman in her mid to late thirties. I had this picture in my mind of a typical housekeeper being a heavyset Irish woman with a thick accent. She would be in her fifties and gruff as a drill instructor. That obviously didn’t describe Mrs. Rivers. So all of a sudden I was at even more of a disadvantage.

We went into the kitchen and I poured us both a glass of iced tea. There was a long, nervous silence and then I asked her to tell me about herself. She had handed me her resume when she came in. But I preferred hearing it from her.

She told me that her name is Helen Rivers. She’s a widow. Her husband, an Army Sergeant, was killed in Iraq. Her only child, a daughter, is in her freshman year at an out of state university.

She recently sold their house and is about to move into a small apartment. She never worked outside of the house a day in her life until her husband went to Iraq. She never finished high school so her employment opportunities are limited. She is, however, a perfectionist when it comes to housecleaning. It’s what she can do and she does it very well.

She has worked for a cleaning service for a couple of years and the money isn’t bad. But the job isn’t satisfying and she doesn’t like the fact that she can’t count on her paycheck being the same from week to week. She’s looking for a position that will provide steady work and a little more job satisfaction.

I looked at the folder that she brought me. The letters from her previous employers raved about her. She sounds perfect. Now for the hard part.

I tried, as delicately as possible, to tell her about the job. I told her that if I hired her I wouldn’t expect her to do all of the work. I expect her to hire someone to help her. It’s a very big house.

She insisted that wouldn’t be necessary.

I told her that we could argue about that later. She had yet to tour the house and see just how large it is.

There was an uncomfortable silence then while I tried to figure out how to get to the real heart of the matter. She asked nervously, “Is something wrong? Is there a problem with my resume? Did I say something I shouldn’t have?”

I guess it was her directness that finally gave me the nerve to ask what needed to be asked. I said, “No. I’m very impressed. I think that you could be just the person that I’m looking for. But there is still one possible problem. If you offend easily, if you are a nice, church going lady, you won’t like working for me. It’s best if we find that out now.”

She was quiet again for a minute and then she said, “I’m not sure what it is that you’re afraid to ask me. If you’re this embarrassed then I assume that it must have something to do with sex. Maybe it would help if I opened up a little. You have to promise me that you won’t repeat any of this.”

I smiled and said, “No matter what you tell me, Mrs. Rivers, I guarantee that when it’s my turn I’m going to knock your socks off.”

“Please,” she said, “call me Helen.”

“Hi, Helen. Please call me Jan.”

She grinned and replied, “Probably not.”

She took a deep breath and said, “I can’t believe I’m going to tell you this! Here goes. My husband and I were … I guess you would call us swingers. We didn’t do what they call wife swapping. Instead, we had threesomes now and then. Not all the time, of course. But now and then, whenever he was in the country.

“It was always with another man. A few times it was more than one other man. But usually it was just three, me, my husband, and one other man. I love sex, we both did. And I miss it terribly. If that gets back to the agency I’m sure I’ll be in a lot of trouble. We have to have impeccable character to be bonded. Without bonding we can’t work. I really went out on a limb here. You obviously know how provincial people can be. So, Mrs. Pittman, knock my socks off.”

It was my turn. I took a deep breath and said, “There was a time back when I was still in college that we had threesomes. God! They were so exciting!

“What I do now is different, though. First of all, I almost never wear clothes around the house. If you start working here that won’t change. My friends come over all the time. And they don’t wear clothes much, either. Most of my friends are women. When we are in the mood we sometimes do more than talk. We are very good friends.”

I was watching her closely. She seemed to be a lot more than tolerant. She seemed quite fascinated. She commented quietly, “I’ve never been with another woman, yet.”

“That wasn’t the ‘socks off’ part, though. This is the part that you have to promise to keep quiet.”

She smiled and crossed her heart. I took a deep breath and said, “I’m in a small, secret society of women who are available for sex to a select group of men, whenever and wherever they choose. Men will be dropping by the house from time to time and I’ll have sex with them. I’m not a prostitute. Or at least I’m not in the strictest sense. I’m not doing it for money and I don’t get paid. In case you’re wondering, yes my husband knows about it. It turns him on. And yes, I love it.”

Mrs. Rivers smiled and exclaimed, “Jesus! I’m going to love working here!”

I looked at her closely to see if she was kidding. I was relieved to see that she was serious.

“You’re serious!” I exclaimed.

“Mrs. Pittman, you sound like a trip! I’m deadly serious.”

This is too good to be true! And on my first try! I had a sudden inspiration and I asked, “Have you already leased a new apartment?”

She shook her head. I stood up and said, “Follow me.”

We went out through the kitchen to the rooms in the back of the house. I thought I’d never use these rooms. The house came with an attached mother-in-law suite/maid’s quarters off of the kitchen. The suite consists of a large living room, a large bedroom and a very large bathroom. It’s fully furnished, just as lavishly as the rest of the house. It even has a large, plasma television. I showed her around and asked her if she would like to live there.

She replied, “This is beautiful. But I can’t afford what you would have to subtract from my salary to pay for it.”

“I’m new at this, Mrs. Rivers. I’ve always done my own housekeeping. I don’t know much about how to have someone help me and to be honest, my husband is forcing me to hire someone. I had every intention of doing it myself.”

“You poor dear,” she said with a teasing note in her voice. “You aren’t going to stand for that abuse are you?”

Good, I thought. She has a sense of humor!

I smiled and said, “Well at least you agree with me that this is abuse!

“I think we have the hard stuff out of the way. Let’s try the easy stuff again.”

I held out my hand and said, “Helen, my name is Jan.”

We shook hands and I said, “I want to hire you. We’ll have to work out what your job is unless you want to tell me what it is and get this over with. I also don’t know how much to pay you. Do you have a salary in mind?”

She asked, “Can I take a look at the house first and see what I’m dealing with?”

Another “V-8” moment! Of course she would have to see the house first!

I led her around and pointed out all of the rooms that we don’t use but will still require cleaning. I pointed out the spare bedrooms that I set aside for partying which might require extra attention. I told her again that I don’t expect her to do it all by herself but she still insists and she even asked if I want her to do the cooking as well.

I gawked at her. I hadn’t even considered that! I thought about the additional tasks that Mo wants me to take on and my dance class and the volunteer work that I promised myself I’m going to start this year. I can do all of that now!

We finally ended the tour and made it back to the kitchen. I poured us another glass of tea and we sat on stools at the kitchen island. I looked at her and said, “Okay, I’m dreaming this, right? I went to sleep a middle class fourteen year old virgin in a small town a couple of states west of here and now I’m dreaming, right?”

“If you’re dreaming that means we’re sleeping together. That isn’t possible. I’ve never slept with another woman.”

I grinned and said, “Don’t knock it if you haven’t tried it. I hadn’t either until a short time ago. It turns out I have a real gift.”

“I’m not knocking it,” she answered quickly. “I’m just saying I haven’t had the opportunity to try it, yet.”

“Okay, Helen, I want you. What is a fair salary? And yes, I want you to cook. I’m a decent enough cook and I’ve been getting better. But most of my meals are still dorm food.”

She thought about it and said, “I’ve wanted a position like this. It’s what I’ve been looking for. You and your husband sound like a lot of fun. I know life here won’t be dull. I suspect that, without the living quarters this job in a house this size would be worth eight hundred to a thousand a week if I don’t hire help, and I don’t intend to.

“I suppose it would be fair to deduct about twenty-five percent of that for room and board. But I’m guessing. Perhaps you should discuss this with the people at the employment agency.”

That made sense, I don’t want to pay her less than she deserves. I called them and told them what we had agreed upon. The agent I’ve been dealing with said that based upon the size of my home that was more than fair. So I told them that I’ll be employing Mrs. Rivers.

After I arranged to pay their fee I told Helen that she’s hired. Her salary is four thousand a month to start out and the room is on me. For the next six months that will be a substantial part of Brad’s pay, almost twenty-five percent. But we have very few expenses and he’s due to get a substantial raise at the end of six months. I don’t think it will be a problem.

She smiled and told me that she can start yesterday and will move in right away, unless I object. I gave her a key and one of the garage door openers. I told her that I’d leave it to Brad to take care of the paperwork and arrange for health insurance and Social Security and all of that stuff.

Then I hugged her and said, “Welcome home.”

She looked at me for a moment and then suddenly she was smiling and crying at the same time!

I asked her if she wanted any help moving. She shook her head and said that all she has to move are some clothes, a lot of pictures, and her books.

Good, I thought. A book person! I seem to get along better with book people.

She started to leave. But then turned back and asked, “Are you going to want me to work in the nude?”

“I won’t require it. You’re more than welcome to. Would you like to?”

She thought about that for a minute. Then she said, “I think I might. I’d at least like to give it a try.”

She went back to her house to get her things. I took off my clothes and went for a swim.

I was just getting out of the pool when the doorbell rang again. This time I didn’t throw it open without looking first to see who was there. It was the pool man that I called, and he’s cute!

I opened the door without putting anything on. I wouldn’t want him to get the wrong idea. He gaped at me as I stood there naked. I smiled and said, “Hi. Come on in. I’ll show you the pool.”

He managed to smile at me and in a very enthusiastic voice he said, “I’d follow you anywhere!”

Good attitude!

I led the way through the house to the back yard. He looked at our pool and then he leered at me and said, “Very nice.”

Cheesy, but he’s cute enough to pull it off. He told me what services he offers and what his rates are. Since Midge gave me such a glowing recommendation I hired him on the spot. I know that if Midge recommends him so highly it’s for more than being cute.

I looked him over. He was standing there in a small, spandex bathing suit and an open sport shirt. Looking at that tight spandex bikini molded to his body like a second skin it’s plain to see what it is that Midge likes about him. I was having a hard time tearing my eyes away from the enormous bulge in his bikini. It sure as hell wasn’t his car keys!

I smiled, stepped closer and ran my hand over that salami like bulge in his pants. I looked him in the eyes and said, “I think I see why Midge recommended you.”

He wasn’t the least bit fazed by my hand on his semi hard cock. He looked down at me and began tracing my body with his fingertip. We touched each other for a minute or two before he said, “So, you’re a friend of Mrs. Burton’s! She’s one of my favorite customers.”

“I can’t imagine why.”

His finger had begun tracing my breasts and lightly teasing my nipples. As a result there were shivers running right down my spine. He leaned forward, kissed me lightly and said, “You don’t have to imagine. Let me show you why.”

He led me to a nearby lounge chair and made me comfortable. He began to kiss me all over. He had a very light, teasing touch that I really enjoyed. I relaxed, closed my eyes and let him explore.

He was very patient. He took his time and damn! He was good! He licked and kissed his way down my body and then he did something for me that I’ve done for others but never had done for me before. He lifted my legs and began kissing and licking my butt. I’ve seen how the people that I’ve done this for reacted. I knew that it must be very pleasant. It turns out I had no idea!

When his tongue touched my asshole for the first time I nearly jumped right out of my skin. I’ve never felt anything like it. My entire body shook with pleasure. I gripped his wrists with all of my might and bit my bottom lip to keep from screaming my lungs out.

He concentrated his efforts there for several minutes until I actually had an orgasm from being licked there!

He moved his tongue up to my pussy then and I had several more very nice orgasms before he lowered my legs and for the first time I realized that somehow, while he has been driving me crazy with his tongue he had undressed!

I have no idea when or how he did that! It seemed like both of his hands were on me at all times!

It’s a good thing that Mike selected such sturdy furniture for our patio. Because he (if the pool man told me his name I had forgotten it) easily slid me back up into the lounge chair and moved up over me.

I reached between us and wrapped my fingers around his massive cock. I guided his large, throbbing organ to my very hungry pussy and closed my eyes. I let myself go and enjoyed the sensations as his fat cock slid slowly into me.

It was immediately apparent that this guy doesn’t rely on his looks or the size of his cock. He really knows how to please a woman. He kissed me and touched me and started fucking me slowly. My passion started building and building until I was having a back scratching, shoulder biting orgasm under him.

He stopped when I was finished and just rested over me, letting his cock go soft inside of me. I hadn’t even been aware that he was having an orgasm. I was so self-aware, so wrapped up in the sensations that this guy was causing to course through my body in waves, that I didn’t even realize he had climaxed!

He finally pulled out and sat up. I sat up slowly and put my arms around him. “I think I owe Midge a thank you card,” I said.

I looked at the scratches on his back and touched them lightly. I said, “I’m sorry. I got carried away. I hope you aren’t married.”

He grinned and said, “No ma’am. I couldn’t get married and give up all of this.”

This guy isn’t much older than me. My twenty-third birthday is coming up. I doubt if he’s any older than twenty-five, if he’s that. Some nice woman has trained him well!

I looked down at myself. He may have climaxed quietly, but there’s no question that he climaxed! There’s a large puddle of fluids draining out of me and pooling on the cushion between my thighs. I stood up and wiped myself with a towel. Then I used it to clean his very nice cock.

He put his little spandex suit back on while I watched. When he finished I offered him a drink. Unfortunately he had to leave. He’ll be coming back, though, twice a week from now on.

I showed him out and went upstairs to take a shower.

Helen was in the kitchen when I got back downstairs. She was familiarizing herself with the contents of the cupboards, and she was nude! She looked up and smiled when I came in. She seemed a little uncomfortable but she strikes me as being very adventurous. I’m quite sure that her nervousness will dissipate soon. We just met. Once she gets comfortable here she won’t have a problem.

I grinned at her and said, “You’re beautiful! Brad is going to like having a housekeeper.”

Helen smiled and said, “Maybe I should get one of those little maid caps, just so no one gets confused.”

We talked for a while. I tried to think of everything about us that she’ll need to know. I told her what Brad’s schedule is and when we normally eat dinner. I told her what foods we’re partial to and which ones we don’t care for. There isn’t much we don’t like. Brad isn’t real fond of fish, but will eat it now and then as long as it doesn’t have a strong fishy taste. Neither of us are big fans of broccoli or green or red peppers. Other than that we eat pretty much anything.

I told her that I’m going to insist that she eat her meals with us. If she’s going to live here she’s going to be part of the family. She acted like she felt that was inappropriate. But I got the definite impression when I was interviewing her that she’s lonely. And besides, I like her.

It was too early to start supper so I went with her to her suite and sat on the bed. We continued to get acquainted while she put her clothes away. She enjoyed a pretty interesting life with her husband in the Army. They lived in Hawaii, Germany and the Philippines and visited many more places around the world. Her husband was able to take thirty days of paid vacation a year and they didn’t waste any of it. She has seen most of Europe during their two tours of duty in Germany. It sounded pretty exciting.

Their sex life, though, had been even more exciting. She told me some of her stories about the threesomes that they shared and we were both getting pretty turned on.

When she came near to close up the suitcase she just emptied I put my hand on her arm and asked, “You’ve never had a chance to … with another woman?”

She shook her head.

“Would you like to? It’s not a condition of your employment. If you’re afraid it will make you uncomfortable, or if you think you’d be uncomfortable afterwards just say so. If it’s too soon, if you want to wait I understand. I know I’m a lot less inhibited than most women. But if you’re curious, I think you’re beautiful. I’d like to be your first.”

She put her suitcase on the floor. She stood in front of me and quietly answered, “I don’t even know what to do.”

She looked and sounded as nervous as a virgin.

I smiled and said, “That’s easy. You do what you want. You don’t do what you don’t want. It’s all about feeling good, giving and receiving pleasure. I get the impression that it’s been a long time since you’ve had any pleasure.”

I stood up and put my arms around her. She tentatively put her arms around me. She whispered, “It feels strange. I feel your breasts against mine.”

“Good strange?” I asked.

She hesitated for a moment and then said, “Yeah, good strange.”

I pulled her a little closer and began kissing her gently. It felt strange for me too. Unless you count when I take charge and rape Mr. Morris I’m never the aggressor. It struck me that I’m actually seducing this beautiful, shy woman! I’m the aggressor! I’m taking charge!

It seemed to put what we’re doing in a whole new light. I wouldn’t want to always be in control. Being the sexual submissive, being taken is much more exciting for me. But for a change of pace this is pretty damn exciting.

We kissed and I began to explore her body for a few minutes before I turned her around and guided her onto the bed. I lay down beside her and started gently making love to her.

I could tell that she enjoyed it. Her breathing was becoming rapid and her nipples were rock hard. Her eyes were closed and I could actually feel her body surrendering to me. I kissed her again and asked, “Does it still feel strange?”

She moaned and in a whispered voice choked with passion she said, “It still feels good.”

A violent tremor racked her body and she exclaimed, “God! It’s been so long!”

I kissed my way down her body. I really took my time and tried to make it special for her. I knew, because she told me, that it has been nearly two years since she was with her husband for the last time and that she has not been with anyone since he was killed.

She probably masturbates. And that’s fine. Even with all the sex in my life I still masturbate from time to time. But masturbation will never replace the loving touch of another human being.

I kissed my way down to her pussy. Her pubic hair was surprisingly long. She has the softest pubic hair that I’ve yet encountered. It’s as soft and straight as a baby’s hair!

I began to kiss around her pussy and she slowly spread her legs to give me better access. She seemed tense at first as my lips neared her vaginal lips. But she quickly relaxed and let herself enjoy what I was doing.

She started moaning almost constantly. Her hips were flexing uncontrollably as my tongue teased around the moist, sensitive entrance to her sexy body. Giving someone this much pleasure always turns me on so much, almost as much as it’s turning her on.

I’m certainly not detached. I’m not just a casual observer. I enjoy doing the things I’m doing to her and watching her react is turning me on. But I tried not to let my own pleasure get in the way. I watched her face and I watched the flush spread down across her chest as the pleasure overtook her. As I began to eat her sweet pussy I reached up with one hand and teased her nipples. In response she quickly became more and more vocal as I brought her closer to orgasm.

Just before she came she reached down, put her hands on my head and held me in place. She screamed in pleasure and her hips thrashed wildly, uncontrollably. I held on tight as she had an earthshaking orgasm. I almost came from watching her!

I eased off as she settled back down onto the bed and fought to regain control of her mind and body. I stopped licking for the moment. I was still gently kissing her flat stomach and her thighs as she quivered and groaned under me.

As she slowly regained her composure she started whispering, “Oh my god!” over and over.

I smiled and started kissing closer and closer to her pussy again and when I could tell that the hypersensitivity had passed I started teasing her pussy with my tongue. By now all her inhibitions were gone. She rose quickly to the top of another wave of pleasure, riding my mouth to one more fantastic orgasm.

She came loudly again and then she gently pushed my head away and said, “Please! Stop! I can’t stand it anymore! I’ll go mad!”

I moved up beside her and held her in my arms. She wrapped her arms around me and in a voice that was almost a whisper she said, “I’m thirty-six years old. My life is half over. Fuck! Someone should have told me! Jesus! You’re fantastic!”

I kissed her and said, “Thank you. I know just how you feel. I just found out how great it is too. You realize, though, this is sexual harassment in the workplace.”

She grinned and said, “If you promise to do it again I promise not to report you.”

“I promise. I think you’re going to fit into this strange household just fine.”

She hugged me closer and said, “Yes. I think so too. I was afraid I was going to feel uncomfortable afterwards. I don’t. I feel, I don’t know, exhilarated? I also feel like it’s your turn.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “Enjoy the afterglow. We can do me next time. I have a feeling that after my husband gets home I’m going to get rewarded for hiring you.”

We held each other quietly for a few minutes and then she asked, “What about your husband? Will I be having sex with your husband? Do you want me to?”

I smiled and said, “You can if you want. I won’t mind. If you’d rather not, I promise he won’t rape you.”

She was quiet for a little longer and then she said, “I haven’t been with a man in a very long time. I miss it. I don’t want to upset you, though.”

“It won’t bother me in the least, as long as I don’t come home one day and find my belongings sitting on the doorstep. If you promise not to steal my man you can play with him as much as you like. We could even try a threesome and see how you like it. And I’ve noticed lately that when I give a party everyone gets lucky. I don’t see any reason why you shouldn’t have a share of that.”

“Damn! I never even imagined a job like this! And I have a pretty dirty mind!”

I noticed that it was time to start supper and I said, “Come on, we better get supper started. I wouldn’t want Brad to come home and have to beat us.”

She gave me a really funny look. I laughed and said, “Just kidding! Brad is a pussycat.”

I helped with supper, a little. Helen wouldn’t let me do much. It worked out for the best though. She’s an excellent cook.







Chapter 11


When Brad got home I met him at the door with a drink. I took his arm and escorted him to the kitchen. I introduced him to Helen. But I didn’t tell him that I’d hired her, that she works and lives here now. He just assumed that she was one of my naked friends. I didn’t tell him until after he changed clothes and we were sitting down for supper.

He laughed when he found out and said, “Leave it to you to find a beautiful, naked housekeeper! How the hell do you do it?”

I grinned and said, “That’s nothing! You should see the pool boy I hired!”

After we ate, Brad said, “I don’t want to hurt your feelings, Jan. But that was a fantastic meal! We should have hired someone years ago.”

I faked a pout and exclaimed, “I thought you liked dorm food!”

Helen absolutely refused to let me help her clean up. But I took the dishes out to the kitchen anyway. While she was cleaning up we sat at the kitchen island and she told us a little more about herself. We also told her more about our past. She got a kick out of how I would undress in front of my bedroom window to tease Brad when we were kids.

We all went skinny dipping after the kitchen was cleaned up. I noticed that Helen was impressed with Brad’s cock. She tried hard not to stare. But she couldn’t help glancing at it frequently.

While we were floating around I told Brad about my meeting with Mo this morning and asked him if he knew any of the five couples who are on the list of prospective junior VPs.

He said that he knows all of the men, though not well. He has the impression that Jeremy Williams is a bit of a stuffed shirt. But it’s just a first impression and it wouldn’t be fair to him if I don’t make my own evaluation.

I think that I had pretty much covered the business for the day. Now it was time to relax. I moved over to the side of the pool beside Helen and said, “Guess what Helen did today.”

Brad knew by my teasing tone that something was up. He came closer and said, “With you? There’s no way of knowing. I hope you didn’t blow up anything in town.”

“No. But there were some minor explosions in Helen’s bed this afternoon. She very much enjoyed her first experience with another woman.”

Helen blushed. But she didn’t seem upset with me for bringing it up.

Brad looked at Helen and said, “I’m sorry. My wife has taken advantage of you, hasn’t she?”

Helen chuckled and said, “Actually, I believe the advantage was mine. She’s very good at it.”

I put my arm around Helen and said, “We had a lot of fun this afternoon. There was something missing though. I was hoping we could talk you into helping us out.”

Helen was very embarrassed now. She didn’t know where to look and she was as red as a beet.

Brad moved closer and asked, “How do you feel about that, Helen? Do you want to do this? Or is my slutty wife putting words in your mouth?”

She glanced at me, then turned to Brad and said, “She’s right. No matter how good she is, there’s something that I’ve really been missing since my husband left for Iraq. I know that I’m a lot older than you. And next to your beautiful young wife I must not seem very sexy. But Jesus, to be perfectly blunt, I have not had a good fuck in years! And I’m a woman who has always loved a good fuck.”

Brad moved closer. Close enough that his hardening cock was gently resting against her belly. He said, “It sounds like we need to work on your self esteem. You’re gorgeous and you’re sexy as hell. And being a couple of years older does not appear to have had any effect on that. If Jan is as beautiful as you in a few years when she is thirty-something, I just might renew our marriage license.”

Brad moved closer and put his arms around Helen. She reached up and her nervousness seemed to disappear when she put her arms around him. They stared into each other’s eyes and I watched as their lips came together slowly. Their kiss was gentle at first. But soon she was kissing him passionately and their hands were exploring freely.

It’s obvious how much she wants him, how much she needs to be made love to by a man after years of celibacy. It was a very exciting thing to watch.

Brad held her tight and began walking out of the pool. She wrapped her legs around his waist and they kissed as he carried her up the steps. I ran ahead and laid a cushion on the grass for them. Then I got the hell out of the way. I poured myself a glass of wine and sat on the patio while Brad made love to our new housekeeper.

I’ve been fortunate enough recently to be able to watch a lot of people having sex. I’ve discovered something that I hadn’t realized about myself. I’m quite the voyeur. I really love watching. It excites me. It’s even more exciting when it’s someone I know well and like, or love. I don’t care what the rules are. Sex is sexy and I love to see my husband enjoy himself.

They made love for a long time. Brad has a gift when it comes to sexual stamina. He made love to Helen in half a dozen positions and she came over and over. I was glad that we only have one close neighbor. Helen spent a lot of time out of control and she got pretty loud a few times.

I could tell when Brad was finally reaching the point of no return. As he was cumming I got up, went over and stretched out beside them. I waited until Brad kissed Helen and rolled onto his back. I took her into my arms and proudly asked, “He’s good isn’t he?”

Her eyes were just slits and she had a huge grin on her face. She groaned and in between her panting breaths she said, “Good? Hell no he isn’t ‘good’! Oh god! Thank you. I needed that so badly. Listen, about my pay, never mind. I don’t need money now.”

I laughed and said, “You aren’t going to be too embarrassed to work here now are you? All the sex and nudity won’t be a problem will it?”

As I talked I moved my fingers lightly over her sweat soaked body and she shivered with pleasure.

She finally opened her eyes and said, “I love both of you. I wonder how hard it would be to adopt, now that I’m single again.”

Brad moved closer on the other side of Helen. We kissed her and gently caressed her beautiful body for a long time. I was pretty turned on. But I could see that Brad was done for the night. He had given Helen his all. I wasn’t worried, though. I knew that I wouldn’t have to stay horny long. I seem to be a sex magnet lately.

I got up the next morning and started downstairs half asleep to make Brad’s breakfast while he took a shower. I was almost halfway down the stairs and enjoying the smell of freshly made coffee before I remembered that we have a cook now.

I smiled when the memory of the exciting things we did last night returned to my slowly waking brain. I joined Helen in the kitchen, said good morning and poured myself a cup of coffee.

Helen asked me what I want for breakfast and I held up my cup of coffee. I told her what Brad likes and she began making his breakfast while we talked. She thanked me again for last night and I assured her that it had been my pleasure. I told her to think of it as a pre-payment for not getting upset at the weird things that happen around here.

She laughed and said, “No, Mrs. Pittman…”

“Jan! Call me Jan or you’re fired,” I insisted.

She rolled her eyes and said, “No, Jan, you don’t have to pay me extra for those weird things. You should be deducting.”

Brad came down just as his breakfast was ready. Helen was putting it on the table for him as he came into the room.

He ate quickly and then sat back and looked at Helen and me as he finished his coffee. He grinned at me and said, “I must have been very good in a past life to be able to live like this now. Look at this! I have a perfect breakfast and two beautiful naked ladies to look at while I eat. I must have been a saint!”

I went over and hugged him. I kissed the top of his head and said, “Yeah, a horny Saint Bernard.”

He got up and gave me a hug and a kiss which I returned with a heartfelt kiss of my own. He finally let me go and thanked Helen for the delicious breakfast. Then he went out and caught his ride. I poured another cup of coffee and refilled Helen’s cup, too. I forced her to join me and relax for a little while.

When she was seated I said, “I have a problem with you already.”

She looked like I had just slapped her and I felt bad for teasing her like that.

I quickly said, “It’s not your fault. You’re perfect! It’s just that it isn’t even eight in the morning yet and I have nothing to do. I have a luncheon scheduled this afternoon. What do I do until then?”

She looked at me and exclaimed indignantly, “That was NOT funny!”

“Yeah. I felt guilty as soon as I saw your face. Sorry. I guess I’ll get dressed and go in and snoop around at the plant for a while. I promised my husband’s boss that I’d look around and see if I could come up with some suggestions to improve the working conditions there.”

So I did. I drove over and parked in the usual place. But instead of going into the front offices I went around back and walked out toward one of the plant buildings. I stood outside and looked at the three long, wide, tall metal buildings where most of the real work is done. They’re loud, even standing away from them like this. I imagine that they’re terrible places to spend the day.

Halfway down the side of each building is a door opening out onto a small picnic area where the employees can step out, cool off, and either get some fresh air on their breaks or pollute their lungs with cigarettes if they prefer.

I went to the first building in the line. There were eight or ten people sitting around relaxing on the picnic tables. I walked over and said hello.

Everyone looked at me suspiciously as if I were some kind of spy or something. I introduced myself and asked them to relax. I promised that I’m not there to get anyone in trouble. I explained that I just want to talk to them; to see if there’s anything that can be done to make working conditions at the plant better, make it a nicer place to work.

One of the younger men leered at me and said, “Yeah, babe! An hour with you would do it for me!”

They all looked shocked that he had the nerve to say that. They all looked at me to see how I was going to react.

I admit it. I hadn’t expected that response. I laughed and said, “It’s funny you should suggest that. That was my suggestion to Mr. Morris. But he said it might kill you and he couldn’t endanger his employees like that. There’d be all kinds of forms he’d have to fill out and he just doesn’t have the time.”

There were a few muted chuckles and I added, “It’s a shame too. You’re so damned cute.”

I stepped up on the picnic table seat and sat down on the table. I casually flashed my panties at him as I sat down. I was staring right at him while I did it. He knew it wasn’t an accident. So did the three guys sitting with him at his table.

Once I was comfortable I said, “Now that we’ve decided that I’m going to let you live, I’m serious about improving working conditions. Do any of you have any ideas that don’t involve getting laid?”

One of the women laughed and said, “You don’t seriously expect him to be able to think after that shot of leg you just gave him do you?”

I smiled and said, “I got his attention didn’t I?”

We finally got serious and started talking about working conditions. They all agree that the pay here is very good. Not that they’d turn down a raise if it were offered. There are some aspects of the job that are unpleasant, but unavoidable, hence the nice paycheck. The biggest complaint they all have is the heat. It’s a very hot process and there’s no way to make the plant cool enough to compensate for that.

I thought about that for a minute and I remembered something that I’ve seen in one of Brad’s motorcycle catalogs. It’s a cooling vest that keeps your trunk cool when you ride in the summer. I asked them if anyone has ever tried one. They’d never even heard of them.

I suggested that we get a few of them and try them out to see if they actually work. They all eagerly volunteered to test them. I wrote down their names and sizes and told them that I’d get them ordered within the week and return when they come in. I also gave them my phone number and asked them to talk to their friends and see if they can think of anything else the company can do to improve working conditions.

I smiled at the young man who suggested that an hour with me would make his day and told him that if he calls it had best be with a suggestion that I can share with my husband.

He rolled his eyes and said, “Damn! I was already planning what I was going to say!”

I sat and waited while they went back to work. A few minutes later a dozen more people came out for a break. The crew I had been talking to must have had enough time to tell them that I’m okay. They came out ready to hear what I had to say and ready to talk.

They provided several suggestions about small irritants that could be fixed for little or no money. And they all wanted to try out the cooling vests, too.

Since there are different processes taking place in the three different buildings I asked if the problems are the same at each step of the process. They aren’t. But most of the people who work there have worked in all three buildings. They were able to provide me with a few more suggestions that pertain more to the other steps in the manufacturing process.

I noticed that these people all seem to really like their jobs, or at least they like working for J.A.M. Aluminum. Many of the things they came up with were little things that would cost nothing or next to nothing to implement. I thanked them for their time and their suggestions and headed downtown for lunch.

I got to the café early. I requested a table for five and ordered a drink. Midge showed up soon after and we tried to figure out how to ask a woman we don’t know if she likes to fuck men she isn’t married to on a more or less regular basis.

We came up with some pretty wild suggestions and really cracked ourselves up. We were getting some funny looks from the people around us. But we were having fun. Fuck ‘em!

Madison and Carol showed up together. I’m starting to wonder if those two are actually living together. They hadn’t even taken their seats when Claire showed up. Madison and Carol were meeting her for the first time. Midge and I met her at company functions a couple of times. But we hadn’t done much more than say hello to her.

Claire was anxious to know why we invited her to lunch out of the blue and I wasn’t sure what to say.

Midge must have anticipated that question and given the answer some thought. Without any hesitation she replied, “You and your husband are believed to have a good future with the company. We thought that we should get to know you better. We occasionally have a chance to get together at those company functions. But people don’t really talk there.”

It started out pretty uncomfortable and it never got better. Unfortunately, it didn’t get any better throughout the week as we met with the other wives, either. The worst was Jeremy William’s wife Vanessa. God save me from holy rollers! There didn’t seem to be anything of which she didn’t disapprove.

We had one candidate left to meet with and so far our only solid recommendation for Mr. Morris is that he most definitely shouldn’t invite the Williams family into the program.

I didn’t hold out much hope for the last woman that we were to interview the following Monday. Her name, I swear, is Chastity!

The four of us were pretty depressed as we considered the report we were going to have to give to Mr. Morris. We had a few jokes at Chastity’s expense and then we decided to go to my place and wrap ourselves around a pitcher of Long Island iced tea.

There were four of us caravanning to my house in three cars and I was chuckling all the way because I purposefully haven’t mentioned that I have a housekeeper now. When they see her they’re going to freak. I called ahead and asked Helen to make us some Long Island iced tea and put out five glasses.

She asked me if she should dress and I answered, “Definitely not! You’re going to blow their minds!”

She chuckled and said, “That’s why I took the job.”

When we arrived at my house I waited for the others to park behind me and then I let them precede me to the door. Helen heard us pull up. When we got to the door she opened it and smiled politely at my very shocked friends. In a friendly voice she said, “Welcome home, Mrs. Pittman. Your drinks are ready on the patio.”

Everyone came to a screeching halt when they saw Helen and I cracked up. Finally I said, “Ladies, I want you to meet my new housekeeper and very good friend, Helen.”

We went through the house and the girls all got undressed on the patio. The five of us got comfortable, sipped our drinks and talked like schoolgirls. I watched the time, though. I have another surprise scheduled soon. The pool man is scheduled to show up in about half an hour.

I wasn’t home when he came on Tuesday. After he cleaned the pool and checked the chemicals, Helen very much enjoyed tipping him for his great service. I’d already told her what a great lover he is. We talked it over and decided that guy must get laid more than any other man in the state.

We talked for a while about the four women we met for lunch this week. Talking to them seemed to get a little easier as the week passed. We became less awkward as we struggled to find out what we want to know about the girls and a little about their husbands. We also got better at fending off their questions with nonspecific answers.

We expected them to want to put up a good front and try to impress us. But we thought that we were good enough judges of character and human behavior that we were able to get a peek at their true character. Our opinions of three of the women we met with so far are that they are unimaginative, narrow minded and just plain boring. Our opinion of Mrs. Williams is that she should be locked up for her own safety and for the protection of the community in general.

After we exhausted that subject we talked about Helen. I told the girls that I managed to seduce her on her first day; that I took her cherry. After she blushed her way through that conversation she told us about how she molested the pool boy on Tuesday. She was much less embarrassed about that.

Midge smiled all over when we started talking about the pool boy. She exclaimed, “Isn’t he fantastic! God! If Dave would let me I’d have a live in pool boy. That young man is so fucking hot!”

I had to laugh. It’s almost like she’s wagging her tail!

Speaking of the devil, just then he opened the side gate and came in. He looked over, saw us sitting around naked and apologized for interrupting, though his apology didn’t sound all that sincere. He asked me if he should come back later. I replied, “Most definitely not! Come in and shut the gate. My friends want to watch you work.”

When he came closer he recognized Midge and said hello. Then he was introduced to Madison and Carol. He looked around the table at the five naked women. He shook his head and said, “I’m not sure that I can work like this. There’s only so much a guy can take.”

Midge said, “If it gets to be too big of a problem, Tony, I’m sure that someone here can help you with it.”

We watched as he went about his business. We also watched the bulge in his tight little bathing trunks grow as he worked.

While he was exciting to watch, we all agreed that it was only fair that Helen should have the honor of tipping him. With our participation in EPOD, and having oversexed husbands at home, we didn’t think that it would be fair to deprive her. Helen blushed and said, “Ladies, I appreciate that. In this instance I do take charity.”

When Tony was finished he came over to the table and asked if there was anything else that he could do for us. Helen stood up and said, “My new friends are a lot more open than I am and would probably throw you down on one of these chairs and take advantage of you. I’m kind of new at this. So let’s go to my room and let me see about your tip.”

Tony bowed graciously and said, “Your wish is my command.”

After she was gone I said, “I’m going to have to work on her shyness.”

Carol and Madison commented extensively on the sausage in Tony’s trunks. But I had something else I wanted to ask about. I turned to Midge and said, “It’s been a couple of weeks since we went to that club up in the mountains. I was thinking that it would be fun to go again in a week or two. This time, though, I thought it might be interesting if we were to invite Carol and Madison.”

Carol asked, “What club?”

Midge smiled and said, “You know, that might be fun at that. Let me suggest it to Dave. We all know how much he hates sex. But we might be able to talk him into it.”

Carol asked, “What club?”

“Good,” I said. “I had a ball.”

Carol asked, “What club? Am I the only one who can hear me?!”

Midge smiled at Carol and said, “It’s a secret.”

The girls started leaving not long after Tony left. I’ve noticed that when we’re together the one thing that nobody talks about is EPOD. I haven’t heard from any of the VPs all week and I wondered if that was normal. I hope that they aren’t tired of me already! Nobody seems to talk about that, though. So I didn’t bring it up.

The weekend passed very slowly. I don’t mean that in a bad way. Brad and I had fun being together. We went for a ride on his Harley and looked through some used book stores. But it was strange not having yard work and housework to do. Without the chores the weekend seems longer.

I’m not quite sure how Helen is doing it. She doesn’t seem to work very hard. But the house is immaculate and every meal she cooks is a treat.

On Monday I went in and met with Mo. Over the weekend I typed up a list of the suggestions I received from the people in the plant as I interviewed them throughout the week. He was a little surprised when he read it over. Most of them are just inexpensive or even cost saving ways of removing minor irritants. The only suggestion that has a real price tag is the cooling vests. He told me he’d talk to Heather and have the vests ordered immediately.

After I went over my list with him I suggested that a mid-morning blowjob would be nice. He almost turned me down. But then he thought better of it.

I undressed and helped him pull his pants off. As soon as he was comfortable in one of the big leather chairs I started kissing and licking his thighs and working my way up to his balls.

It’s really great to watch his big cock start twitching and growing before I get anywhere near it. This is so much more fun without the fear that he won’t be able to attain an erection.

I licked and sucked his balls for a few minutes and then I lifted his legs up over the arms of the chair and licked his ass for a few minutes more. By the time I lowered his legs to the floor again his cock was as hard as a rock.

I licked my way up to the tip of his cock and then I wrapped my lips around the head tightly. I slid my lips slowly down, all the way to the base.

As my lips touched the base of his cock and the top two or three inches of his cock were nestled in my throat he gasped and said, “Jesus Christ, Jan! I don’t know how you do that. But damn! That feels so fucking good!”

I moaned around his cock, I know how much he likes that. And then I started moving my mouth up and down for a few minutes. I delayed putting my finger in his ass. I know that once I do that it’ll be over quickly. I enjoy this. I don’t want it to end too soon.

Sucking his large, fat cock is getting easier the more often I do it. My eyes aren’t filled with tears now. I can see the look of pure pleasure on his strong, handsome face while I pleasure him with my mouth. He’s a very good looking man and I can see in his eyes how much he loves me and how much he appreciates what I’ve done for him, and am still doing for him. It makes me feel warm all over.

He reached out and ran his hand lightly over my hair and pushed it out of my face as he watched me. I could see that he was getting close. I rested my middle finger along the side of his cock so that I could moisten it without taking my mouth off of him and then I carefully worked my finger inside his ass and massaged his prostate. His ass came up off the seat and he swore quietly. In the next moment he filled my mouth with cum. I ended up with a large mouthful. It seems like every time we do this now he produces more ejaculate.

I held his cock in my mouth while it went soft and he got his breath back. It was a long time before he finally opened his eyes and looked at me again.

He straightened up in his chair and pulled me into his lap. He held me tight and lightly kissed my neck and my ear. I could feel how much he genuinely loves me and I know that it’s more than just gratitude now. It thrills me that he feels that way because I feel the same way about him. And of course being kissed the way he’s kissing me has always driven me nuts. I shivered with pleasure as he kissed me and thanked me quietly.

I put my finger over his lips and shushed him. “Stop that! You don’t have to thank me. I love you and I love doing it for you.”

He looked at me with love in his eyes and said quietly, “The strange thing is, I know that you mean it. I know I’ve told you this before. But you’re the most amazing young woman that I’ve ever met.”

He turned my face to his, kissed my lips and said, “We’d better get dressed. I don’t want to scandalize Heather.”

I chuckled and said, “You don’t think for a moment that Heather doesn’t know what we do in here do you?”

He sighed and said, “No. I’m sure that all but the most naïve know how much I love you. And they no doubt know what happens when you visit me. I find that after your visits I’m totally unable to keep from smiling the rest of the day. I even smile at the people I’m mad at!”

Then he smiled and said, “I don’t even mind that people know anymore. There was a time when it would bother me. But you’re such a natural person. And everyone around here seems to love you. You seem to make even the most tawdry acts acceptable because you’re so sweet. God! That sounded corny!”

I stood up and helped him put his pants and his shoes back on. Then I dressed slowly and kissed him goodbye. I told him I have a luncheon to go to in town and started for the door. He stopped me on the way out and told me that he needs the keys to my car.

Without even thinking I went back to his desk and handed him my car keys. Then I asked why. I need a car to get to town.

With a straight face he said, “I’ve decided to take your car back.”

I didn’t know what to think. I know I pleased him. Has Brad fucked up?

He finally broke into a grin and said, “I’m sorry. I’m not very good at being a tease. Here.”

He handed me another set of keys and said, “I ordered you a new car. I’ll give yours to whomever you select to fill the vacant junior VP position.”

“I love that car!” I exclaimed.

He stood up and said, “You’ll like this one, too. Come on. I’ll show it to you.”

He led me out the back door, the private door we used when Dave Burton brought me in after Riggs had beaten me so badly. Parked nearby was a sleek Mercedes CL600.

He walked me around the car and I had to admit that it was beautiful. It was the interior, though, that convinced me. He opened the door and I got into the driver’s seat. It was like sitting in warm butter. I looked around the dash. There were so many switches and screens and gadgets that I looked up and said, “I don’t think I can drive this!”

He chuckled and said, “I thought the same thing when I saw it. I don’t think I could, either. I asked Mike and he assures me that this is the greatest car in the world, and the safest. He’s more up on cars than I am. Just drive it like a regular car for a couple of days. On Wednesday a friend of Mike’s is going to come to your home and show you how to operate all the junk on it. If you don’t love it by the end of the week you can have the Caddy back.”

I nodded and said, “Thank you, I think.”

I figured out how to start the car. I adjusted the seat and the mirrors and drove downtown.

We went to our usual table at the sidewalk café. Chastity showed up fifteen minutes late. She apologized for being late but didn’t offer an explanation. When she was seated and we had ordered we began feeling her out.

It wasn’t any easier than it had been with the four previous women, quite the opposite in fact. For some reason she seemed upset and resentful and on the verge of losing her temper.

First of all, she insisted that we not call her Chastity. Everyone calls her Chaz. I guessed that she’s about my age, maybe a year or two older. She’s strikingly beautiful, possibly the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met. She had dressed down for our luncheon. Somehow I got the impression that she did it on purpose, though I wasn’t certain what statement she’s trying to make.

The conversation wasn’t going well at all and finally, after a long, uncomfortable pause in the conversation I asked, “Did we say or do something to piss you off?”

She glared at me for a moment and then, in an uncomfortably loud voice she said, “Look, I resent what you’re doing here. I know I’m not as cool and sophisticated as the rest of you. I haven’t been to college. I grew up on the wrong side of the tracks.

“But my husband has worked hard and he’s very good at what he does. It really sucks that his future in the company is going to be damaged because his wife doesn’t measure up to your standards.”

She looked like she was going to cry! I wasn’t sure if that was because she was so mad at what she perceives is our reason for inviting her here or because she feels like she’s a drag on her husband’s career.

I wanted to hug her and tell her that she had the wrong impression. Well, she has the right impression, but for the wrong reasons. I didn’t know what to say at first. Finally, in part because something about this spunky woman appeals to me, I decided that it was time for a change of tactics.

I said, “Ladies, this isn’t working worth a shit. I think we’re going about this all wrong. Maybe we should adjourn to my place. Let’s get something a little stronger to drink and try starting over.”

I turned to Chaz and said, “I can’t say that you have the wrong impression of us and what we’re doing here today. But you do mistake our intentions and your impression of us is totally wrong. We aren’t nearly as shallow as you seem to believe. I really think that if you humor us and follow us to my house for a few stiff drinks we can straighten this misunderstanding out. We are neither as superficial nor as malevolent as you seem to think.”

She looked at me very skeptically for a moment. After a long pause she said, “I’ll need a ride. My car wouldn’t start. That’s why I was late.”

“Good. I just got a new car that I can’t figure out how to operate. If you’re willing to chance it I could use a co-pilot.”

I paid for lunch. It was my turn. Then we got up and headed for the parking lot. Midge saw the car that I was headed for and she exclaimed, “Where the hell did you get that?!”

I blushed and told her that I’d explain later. She grinned and said, “I guess you just answered my question.”

I stuck my tongue out at her and we headed for my house.

It’s a fifteen or twenty minute ride from downtown to my house. I tried to assure Chaz that we weren’t here to blackball her husband or make judgments on her based on her education or background.

She wasn’t entirely convinced. But she seemed to calm down, a little.







Chapter 12


When we pulled into my driveway she sat with her mouth open and stared at my house. After a long silence she said, “You live here?! It looks like a fucking palace!”

I laughed and said, “Yeah, we moved in about a week ago. And believe it or not, that’s what we call it, The Palace.”

She got out and stood looking at the car for a moment. Then she turned and looked at the house and asked, “Your husband is a junior VP, right?”

I nodded.

She asked, “Are you rich?”

I shrugged and replied, “We just have my husband’s income from the plant. Maybe I can explain later if we start getting along a little better.”

We headed inside. Half way through to the kitchen I heard her behind me when she exclaimed under her breath, “Holy shit!”

I looked around and saw Helen dusting the living room. She looked up and said “Hi, Jan. Do you and your friends want something to drink or a snack?”

I said, “How about making a pitcher of Long Island iced tea and joining us?”

She answered, “Okay, I was just finishing up in here anyway.”

I reached back and pulled Chaz along. We went through the kitchen to the patio. I offered her a seat at the big table in the shade where we always seem to congregate.

While she sat down I slipped out of my dress and my panties and sat down beside her. The look on her face was priceless. Of course, if this doesn’t go well there’s going to be a lot of talk about me at the plant.

I smiled and said, “You look like you have some questions. Go ahead. What would you like to know?”

She kept glancing at my chest and then forcing her eyes back up to my face. She finally managed to stutter, “Who was that … the woman in the house?”

“That’s Helen, my housekeeper,” I answered as if having an attractive, nude housekeeper is perfectly normal.

Before she could ask another question the other three girls arrived. Helen came out with a pitcher and six glasses. The others kept their clothes on, not sure of Chaz’s reaction.

I stood up and while I poured everyone a drink I asked Helen how her day is going.

She smiled and said, “Another day in paradise. Karen came over a little while ago. She wants to invite you and Brad to dinner tomorrow night. I told her that you’d call her later.”

I sat back down and sipped my drink and said to Chaz, “It’s time to stop pussyfooting around. We don’t give a damn about your education, girl. We were hoping to discover that you had a personality. All we got from you at lunch was anger. That isn’t all there is, is it?”

She looked at Helen and then she looked at me. Suddenly she smiled and asked, “Am I on Candid Camera?”

Carol asked, “What’s that?”

I rolled my eyes at Carol and said, “No, Chaz. There are no cameras. I’m going to be honest here. It’s time we leveled with you. Being discreet hasn’t been working well for us. Your husband may be offered a promotion. He and four other men have been selected and are being considered for the one position that’s open. The pay and benefits are fantastic. There is a catch, though. It involves you. I don’t suppose you’ve heard any rumors about EPOD have you?”

She shook her head.

I was about to continue when Midge stood up and said, “This is ridiculous. I never wear clothes when I’m here.”

She undressed quickly and after glancing at Chaz to see her reaction, Carol and Madison stood up and undressed too.

Chaz looked around. She shrugged and said, “What the hell!”

She stood up and undressed. She impressed me because she still doesn’t have a clue as to what this unorthodox meeting is all about.

I was pleased to see that she didn’t seem the least bit self conscious about her body. I couldn’t help but notice that she’s just as beautiful undressed as she is with clothes on.

After she returned to her seat and took another drink I said, “EPOD is the acronym for Executive Pussy on Demand. It’s a secret society made up of the wives of the junior vice presidents. We are all in it, even Midge, though her husband is now a senior VP. She missed it and got back in.

“We’re all available to the company president and the senior VPs and the occasional important client, or at least so I’m told. I haven’t had to service a client yet. Sometimes they come to our homes. Sometimes they call us and we go into the office and have sex with them there. We do it any time and any place that they wish. That can also include an evening out.

“In case you’re wondering, we love it and half of our husbands get a big kick out of it, too. Unfortunately, Carol and Madison aren’t so lucky. Their husbands aren’t nearly as happy about it. But they go along to get ahead.

“There’s an opening now because one of the junior VPs got promoted. The reason that we’re having this strange conversation is that the man who was promoted and his wife both hated the program. Without a clue as to how difficult it would actually be we foolishly went to Mr. Morris and suggested that he let us talk with the wives of the prospective candidates, discreetly, to see if any of them would be better suited to the program than the others. It’s much more fun for all of us if the wife, and the husband for that matter, are not having a terrible time and if they don’t resent the program.

“We’re just trying to find out how you and your husband would feel if you were offered the promotion with the standard provision. That provision being that you must make yourself available to the people in upper management.”

“That probably sounds awful to you. You probably think it’s degrading and dehumanizing. Believe me, Chaz, we don’t feel that way. First of all, the men all treat us with respect. We’re friends with all of them and with their wives. More importantly, we have a lot of fun. When the guys aren’t taking advantage of our charms we often get together and play among ourselves. That part isn’t a requirement. It just seems to be something that we all enjoy. So relax, think about it, drink up and try to decide if you’re still offended by what we’re doing here today.”

Everyone was looking at me like I had three heads. I turned to Midge and the other two and said, “Yeah, I know. It’s a secret and I shouldn’t have said anything. At least I didn’t show her the secret handshake.”

I continued to talk to them but I watched Chaz out of the corner of my eye as I spoke. “We’ve talked to the other four candidates and we didn’t like any of them. I think Chaz is different. She’s certainly beautiful. She undressed and she didn’t blush. And I think I like her attitude. She was all set to tell us all where to go at lunch. She has a backbone. The only questions are, does she like to fuck, and what does she think her husband will do when she tells him about EPOD.”

Chaz smiled for the first time. It lit up her face and I couldn’t help thinking what it must be like for some poor man to be on the receiving end of one of those smiles. He would be totally helpless. In a much softer voice she said, “I’ve never had sex with a woman.”

I returned her smile and said, “I hadn’t either until a couple of weeks ago. Midge took my cherry. I just corrupted Helen, too. I guess Carol and Madison are sluts from way back, though.”

“Hey!” Madison said and grinned.

Carol laughed and said, “Oh shut up, Madison. She described us perfectly!”

I poured us another glass of Helen’s killer iced tea and sat back down. Nobody spoke for a few minutes. It’s all up to Chaz now.

Finally Chaz said, “It takes a lot of fucking nerve to invite a stranger to join that EPOD thing you guys have got going on. How did you know that I’d even consider it?”

“I didn’t. It was the Long Island iced tea talking. I think Helen makes it too strong.”

She looked at Helen and asked, “How did you find a beautiful, nude housekeeper?”

“Actually, it was a lot easier than trying to find the right girl for EPOD. Have we?”

Helen interrupted to say, “I’m not sure I like being called easy.”

There was a pause and then she said, “Oh wait! Yes I do, never mind.”

Chaz raised her glass to Helen and said, “It’s very good tea. Thank you.”

Then she looked at me and said, “I’m intrigued. I’ve enjoyed a couple of threesomes in my misspent youth. I enjoyed the hell out of them. Mike knows about them and he was very turned on when he found out. He has hinted from time to time that maybe we should try it. He’s carefully trying to talk me into another one but I’ve been afraid of how it might affect our marriage. I think he might like this EPOD thing of yours.

“That brings us back to my original problem with you ladies. I’ll admit that I’m not bad looking. But I still lack an education and I’ve never pretended to be sophisticated. I watch the news and I read a lot. But I’ve noticed that whenever I go to one of the company shindigs I’m very self conscious. I tend to stay to myself and keep my mouth shut so no one gets embarrassed, especially me.

“Do you really think that a bunch of well educated, sophisticated, worldly executives would be interested in me?”

I looked at her for a moment and then I asked, “Are you sure that you aren’t a fourteen year old virgin? I can pretty much guarantee that very guy that you’ve ever passed on the street has turned to check out your ass! Girl, we have to work on your self esteem!

“In the first place, except for your misplaced anger when we first met, and I was really hurt by that, by the way, there has been no difference between you and any of the other girls I call my friends that I can detect. You have a good command of the English language and a more than adequate vocabulary. Not that any of the guys are going to care about that while they watch you undress and wrap your lips around the head of their cocks.”

Chaz shuddered when I said that and I asked, “Was that revulsion?”

She grinned and shook her head.

I decided that it was time to sweeten the pot a little. “You seem interested. Would you like to hear about some of the benefits, aside from a lot of nasty sex?”

She nodded her head and said, “Yes, I’m curious. I want to find out how you got this house and that one hundred and fifty thousand dollar car on a junior VP’s salary.”

“WHAT!?!?” I screamed.

She grinned and asked, “You didn’t know?”

I shook my head.

Chaz looked at me curiously for a moment. Then she said, “My husband and I were watching a show on the Speed Channel last night. They were doing a segment on luxury cars. This year’s CL600 Coupe is a few pennies under a hundred and fifty thousand dollars. We were joking about leasing one. They’re charging more for that car than we paid for our house!”

Midge said, “I’ll explain the car and the house after she tells you what the peasants receive.”

I turned to her and exclaimed, “Midge!”

She stuck out her tongue and said “We’ve had this talk before. You know I’m kidding, you dumb slut!”

I turned my attention back to Chaz. She was smiling. I like it that she finds us amusing. I sighed and said, “And she’s one of my best friends!”

I took a deep breath and began to describe to Chaz what she and her husband could expect in the way of compensation if they accept the position. “Okay, here is what you get if you take the position. Your husband’s salary will more than triple. It will start out at two hundred thousand a year and increase rapidly. Then there’s another hundred thousand in bonuses and perks. One of those perks is the use of a new Cadillac every year.

“Well, you’ll get screwed on that this year. This year I understand that you’ll be forced to settle for the one I selected a few weeks ago. It only has a couple hundred miles on it, though. I almost refused to give it back when he gave me the Mercedes. You’ll also receive a credit card for clothing and any other expenses you might incur as a result of EPOD.”

Madison smiled and added, “They don’t check the receipts all that carefully. In case you were wondering.”

There was a pause while Chaz had visions of sugar plums dancing in her head. Then she pulled herself together and said, “All of that and all the sex a girl could ever want!”

“You’re interested?” I asked.

“I don’t want to offend my new friends with my course language. But FUCK YES!”

“How do you think Mike will take it? You need to give that some thought. Carol and Madison both have husbands who are very unhappy that their wives are involved, despite the fact that they talked their wives into accepting the position in the first place.

“They’re doing it for the money and the career opportunities. That’s a terrible reason to get into this. They’re both miserable. My husband and Midge’s husband are huge perverts and they love it. That was why we got into it; the sex, not the money. And let me assure you, they are just as happy as we are. Think about it for a few minutes.”

We let Chaz ponder the question and we talked about my new car for a few minutes. Before we got Chaz’s answer the doorbell rang and Helen stood up. Doing her best Benson imitation she said, “I guess you want me to get that?”

I laughed and she went to the door. She came back with Dave, Midge’s husband. He came in and said hello and feasted his eyes on all of the nudity. Chaz sat quietly and watched curiously. I noticed that she didn’t seem embarrassed, though. Or at least she didn’t seem as embarrassed as a normal woman would have been under the circumstances.

Dave said hello to everyone and went around and gave Midge a hug and a kiss. He turned to me and said, “I have a few extra minutes and since you live so close now I thought I’d drop by and tell you how much I’ve missed you. Do you have a minute or is this a bad time?”

I smiled and said, “You can talk in front of Chaz. It looks like she’s about to join our little organization. And I always have a moment for you Mr. Burton! Where would you like me?”

He said, “I don’t want to embarrass your friends. Do you want to go upstairs?”

“I’m yours to command. I’ll suck your sweet cock right here if you want.”

He rolled his eyes, chuckled in amusement and said, “I wish you’d stop playing so hard to get.”

He took my hand and helped me to my feet. Then he guided me upstairs. Once we were out of earshot he said, “I hope I didn’t upset your new friend. She’s really cute. I’d hate it if I scared her off?”

I laughed and asked, “Are you trying to make me jealous?”

“I don’t know. Are there any advantages to that? Would you try harder to please me?”

“Please you?! Dave! I’m not doing this to please you. I’m just using you!”

We entered my new bedroom. He pulled me close, hugged me and asked wistfully, “Where has the innocence gone? So young to be so jaded!”

I shut him up by kissing him and then holding the kiss while I worked on his belt. I broke off the kiss finally and while I finished removing his pants I said, “My new friend is someone you will probably get to know a lot better in the very near future. For now, though, I’m afraid you’re going to have to settle for me. What are you in the mood for, Master?”

“That’s more like it! Nothing strenuous, I don’t have that much time. Just a little quickie to take the edge off would be nice.”

I pulled his pants and shorts and shoes off all in one big bundle and pushed him back on the bed. He slid up onto the bed and stretched out across it. I knelt between his legs and sucked his cock until he was hard and ready. Then I climbed up over him. I sat down on his nice hard cock and slowly let it sink down into me. He groaned in pleasure as my pussy swallowed him up. After pausing for a moment I began to bounce up and down on his cock.

He loves the way my tits bounce around, and I love the way it turns him on when he watches me.

He must have really been horny, or I was. I’m not sure which. It didn’t seem like very long at all before he said in a breathless whisper, “Just a little faster, I’m almost there.”

I reached down and brought his hands up. He cupped them over my tits. His fingers clamped down and I started fucking him hard and fast. In a minute he groaned loudly and his fingers squeezed the hell out of my tits. I felt him tense up and I knew he was cumming in me. I didn’t climax. It was over too quickly for me and there had been no foreplay. It was fun, though. It’s always fun. And I know that I can take it out on Brad later.

I stopped and let him catch his breath. Then I asked, “Do you have time for a shower?”

He smiled wistfully and said, “I wish. I love your showers. I have to get back, though.”

I stood up carefully. His crotch was a terrible mess. He must have been really horny! I told him not to move. I went in and got a warm, damp cloth and a towel. I cleaned him up and then, while he dressed, I cleaned me up, too.

He took me into his arms and thanked me warmly. I kissed him and said, “Anytime. I was beginning to think that you guys don’t like me anymore.”

“Yeah, that’s a big worry.”

Before he left I said, “I haven’t had a chance to ask Midge yet. Did she talk to you about taking Carol and Madison and Brad and me to The Slave Traders again?”

He nodded and asked, “Are you sure they’ll go for that? I’ve never been too sure about how much they were just going along to get along.”

“Not a problem. They try to act coy to please their husbands. It’s their husbands who are going along to get along. The girls are just as slutty as me and your lovely wife.”

“I guess we’ll find out Friday night.”

That was about a week sooner than I anticipated. But I’m sure Brad won’t have a problem with it, especially since we aren’t going in the middle of the week this time. We’ve both been looking forward to returning. I hugged him and said, “I can’t wait.”

Then I said, “I have to make a phone call. Will you tell the girls I’ll be right down?”

He kissed me and said, “I’ll see you Friday, darlin’.”

Then he was gone.

I sat on the bed, picked up the phone and called Mo. He took my call immediately. I said, “We’ve made a selection, Mo. Chastity Clarke is sitting downstairs naked right now. She’s the only one of the five wives we spoke with who seems acceptable. She’s almost certain that her husband will enjoy it, too. Do you want me to tell them? Or do you want to have one of your senior VPs take care of that? Or do you care?”

“Chastity? Are you certain?”

I laughed and said, “She’s called Chaz. I already told her more than I probably should have about the program. I thought that she was the right girl for the job and I was tired of beating around the bush. If I may be just a bit presumptuous here, I think the best way to tell them would be to let us invite her, and let her explain it to him.

“You guys are going to love her. She looks like she stepped right out of a Playboy Magazine.”

“Okay. Do what you think is best. I trust your judgment. I look forward to meeting her. But I’ve already found the girl I like.”

That reminded me. “Mo! I just found out how much that damn car cost! Why are you doing this?! You know you don’t have to. I already love you!”

“I already love you, too. And it makes me feel good to buy little things for you.”

“Little things! You’re impossible! Stop it! I mean it, Mo. I love you. But stop! Goodbye.”

Mo said goodbye and we hung up. I grabbed a towel to sit on and went downstairs. I went out and rejoined the naked ladies on the deck.

As soon as I sat down Helen stood up and said, “Look at the time! I need to start supper or I’ll be beaten to within an inch of my life! It was wonderful meeting you Chaz. You ladies yell if you need anything.”

She went inside to start dinner. As soon as the door closed I exclaimed, “Isn’t she great!”

I turned to Chaz then and said, “I just spoke with Mr. Morris and he said that I should make it official and ask you to make sure that your husband is interested. You can have a couple of days to talk it over. Okay?”

Chaz looked a little dazed. She nodded slightly and said, “I have to tell you, what just happened, Midge’s husband coming in here and taking you upstairs to fuck you as if it was nothing. And Midge just sat here feeling happy for him. That’s the most remarkable, and the most exciting thing that I’ve ever seen. And you guys are best friends?! The whole idea of it just turns me on.”

I smiled and casually reached out and rested my hand on her thigh. She flinched a little. But she didn’t object. I eased my hand up her thigh until my little finger came into contact with the warm, surprisingly moist opening there.

She stared at my face for a moment and then she relaxed her thighs and I gently teased her with my little finger. I watched her as she slowly relaxed and started to enjoy what I was doing.

I smiled at her and said, “I mentioned earlier that you aren’t required to join us girls when we play. But we like you and we’d like to have the opportunity to broaden your horizons. You may be required to put on a little show with us at the parties the men sometimes throw. It will probably be easier if you’ve already learned to like it. Maybe not right this moment. But when you’re in the mood and it feels right.”

She sighed and said, “I’m in the mood. And much to my surprise it does feel right. It’s getting late, though. I need to get home and start supper. Maybe we can plan to get together again sometime, like tomorrow maybe?”

I told her that I thought that would be a great idea. We made plans to meet here tomorrow around ten in the morning and everyone started getting dressed.

Carol and Madison live half a mile from Chaz. They offered to drive her home and pick her up tomorrow. As I escorted them to the door I suddenly remembered that I hadn’t told her how I came to be living in this house and driving that car. I’m uncomfortable talking about it, though. So I didn’t bring it up. I suppose one of the others will be happy to answer that question for her and save me the embarrassment.

After seeing everyone off I took a quick shower, dressed and walked over to Karen’s house. She answered the door and I was surprised to see that she was nude. I guess I’ve been a bad influence on her, too.

She offered me the grand tour and showed me around her own mansion. She has a beautiful home, of course. Every house around here is a mini mansion.

We ended up in the living room where she introduced me to her husband Bill. He was wearing a robe and blushing just a little. Karen smiled and said, “He put that on when you rang the bell. We’ve been going around nude since I visited you. We love it.”

Bill smiled at me and said, “I’m in your debt, young lady. Karen hasn’t been this free and open since we met. It’s as if we’re finally getting around to the honeymoon after all of these years.”

I smiled and said, “I do what I can to make the world a nicer place.”

“You do indeed. I understand your husband really enjoyed my book about my father’s experiences in World War II.”

“Yes, very much. He’s kind of a nut on the subject. You should see his book collection. He’s really looking forward to meeting you.”

We talked for a few more minutes. Karen informed me that dinner is at seven tomorrow and the dress is very, very casual. She suggested that we come over early to have a few drinks and get acquainted. That will give the men a chance to talk.

I left then. I got back to the house just as Brad was pulling into the driveway. His driver got out and opened the door for him and I finally met him. He’s a handsome man in his early thirties. Not at all what I was expecting, though I’m not sure why.

Brad introduced us. I learned that his name is Dennis Way. He seems shy, but very nice. I talked to him for a few minutes while Brad started for the house to get ready for dinner.

What happened next was hilarious. He walked right past my new car and then came to a stop and turned around slowly. His mouth dropped open. He didn’t say anything for a minute. Then he started to speak, shook his head and went inside.

Dennis and I both laughed at his reaction. Once Brad was inside I asked Dennis if Brad is treating him okay. He looked embarrassed. I put my hand on his arm and said, “It’s alright, Dennis. You can tell me. If he gets too stuffy I need to know so that I can straighten him out.”

He smiled and said, “I’ve been doing this job for almost fifteen years now and Mr. Pittman is the nicest man that I’ve ever worked for. And no, ma’am, I’m not just brownnosing.”

I smiled and said, “Good. Let me know if he gets to be a problem, though. And if you ever need anything you let me know, okay?”

He looked embarrassed again and said, “Yes, ma’am, thank you.”

I noticed how embarrassed he was and said, “Do you know Matt? He’s the very cute man who drives for the Burtons?”

Dennis nodded.

I said, “Maybe you should ask him about us. Then maybe you’ll relax a little.”

Dennis looked shocked and exclaimed, “No, ma’am! I would never discuss my employers with anyone!”

I can see that I’m going to have to work on Dennis.

I said goodbye and went inside. I undressed in the foyer and went looking for Brad. He had already changed and was sitting at the kitchen table in his lounging shorts with a drink in his hand.

I walked up behind him, hugged him and we kissed. I said, “You should stop wearing those shorts around the house. Helen deserves to be treated better than that.”

He chuckled and said, “I love you. You get sluttier by the minute. Don’t ever stop. Now tell me about that car.”

I told him about my visit with Mr. Morris this morning. I also told him about the couple that we selected for the vacant junior VP position. He vaguely recalls Chaz’s husband, but he can’t remember meeting her at all. She did say that she has been a bit of a wall flower.

I also told him that we have a dinner date tomorrow and that we were going to The Slave Market on Friday.

He said, “Good. I had a ball that night. But going to work the next day almost killed me. It’ll be a lot more fun if I don’t have to get up the next morning and go to work. I guess I’m getting old.”

Helen brought dinner over and she made another drink for Brad. She and I had water. We already had enough to drink today.

After dinner I tried to help Helen with the dishes but she yelled at me again. I keep forgetting I’m not allowed to do that. It feels funny. I’m not comfortable with having people do things like that for me. I can’t help feeling guilty.

We went in and sat in front of our new home theater and waited for Helen so that we could watch a DVD. I sat down in Brad’s lap and put my arm around his neck. We talked quietly and made out a little while we were waiting. I had forgotten to tell him that Dave came by earlier. I asked if he wanted to hear about it now or after we go to bed.

He started teasing me, playing with my nipples and sliding his fingers over and then into my moist slit. While he gently teased my body he asked, “You’d like to talk about it right now, wouldn’t you?”

I love the way Brad touches me. He doesn’t do anything differently than any other man, at least not as far as I know. Maybe it’s just because it’s him and I love to be with him so very much. Whatever the reason, he always gets me hot in a hurry.

I leaned down, bit his neck and said, “You bastard! You know damned well what I want right now!”

We stopped screwing around then before we got carried away. He held me tight and we just kissed affectionately. It didn’t seem to help. I’m still hot and bothered. I was just about to rip his shorts off and rape him when Helen came in.

I stopped what I was doing when I saw her. She laughed and said, “You don’t have to stop on my account.”

“Hah! You wouldn’t let us watch you with Tony.”

Helen laughed again and said, “That isn’t fair, Jan. You guys have been doing this a lot longer than I have.”

“No. Not a lot longer. It seems like a long time. There have certainly been a lot of changes in our lives lately. But it hasn’t even been two months yet!”

As I said it I found it hard to believe myself. So much has happened in such a short amount of time.

Brad got up to put the DVD in the player. While he was doing that, Helen said, “Wow! I wonder what you were like two months ago.”

I thought about that for a moment and said, “I don’t know. I haven’t thought much about the changes in me. I was a little less open I guess. A little more shy. But there’s no denying that when Brad told me about EPOD I was up for it right away. I think it made a big difference that we enjoyed a couple of threesomes when I was in college and I knew that Brad got off on it. I wasn’t worried about what he would think. Well, I wasn’t worried too much anyway.”

Brad started the DVD and returned to his seat between me and Helen. We hadn’t watched a half hour of it before we all agreed that it sucked and turned it off. We went out to the pool and floated around for a while. Helen asked me to tell her about this mysterious club we’re going to on Friday.

I made her promise to keep what I was about to tell her to herself. I want to surprise Carol and Madison. I told her everything that happened the last time we went. As she listened I could see that she was becoming very aroused. So could Brad.

When I came to the end of my story we got out of the pool and Brad guided her to one of the lounge chairs. I started kissing her and teasing her breasts. Brad began at the other end, sucking her toes and gently massaging her legs and her feet. He sucked on them for a long time.

Helen has enjoyed several threesomes. But she never had anyone do anything like that to her before. She lay there enjoying what both of us were doing. When Brad finally started kissing his way up her long, sexy legs she whispered, “That was amazing! I never imagined that could be so sexy!”

Brad slowly kissed his way up to her pussy. Once he arrived, he kissed it and licked it gently for several minutes. Then he lifted her legs and began teasing her ass with his tongue. Her whole body shook uncontrollably and she gasped loudly as she was introduced to another new and exciting experience.

I continued to kiss her and pinch and pull on her engorged nipples. Brad finally lowered her legs and began concentrating on her pussy.

While I made love to her lips and her breasts she reached down and played with my pussy. She’s only just beginning to get comfortable touching another woman sexually. It’s kind of exciting for both of us that she’s starting to get into it.

It wasn’t very long at all before she began having orgasms. Smaller ones at first, but we didn’t stop what we were doing. She began getting louder and she started to lose control of her quivering body. Her responses excited both Brad and me. It’s very erotic, being able to have that effect on someone. It’s a real turn on.

It didn’t seem to take very long at all to wear Helen out. I guess it’s going to take a while for her to become accustomed to all this attention.

It was still pretty early, too early to go to bed. Helen was lying between us, limp as a used dishrag and totally satisfied. Brad and I were anxious to get to bed and make love, though. All this foreplay is really getting to us. We stayed with her for a few more minutes. It would have been impolite to eat and run. But soon we said goodnight to Helen and went upstairs.

Once we were in bed there was no need for a lot of additional foreplay. We were both already very excited. This time it wasn’t just sex. We were both very turned on. But we were also feeling romantic. I think that explaining to Helen about our college days reminded us of how much in love we were, and still are.

We took our time once we were in bed together and made long, slow love to each other. As we made love we whispered to each other, telling each other how much in love we are and how happy we are. I really love a good fuck, but sometimes we both need to just make love. It kind of puts things in perspective. It’s as though it anchors us.

Afterwards we lay in bed cuddling. We had been quiet for quite a while. I thought he was just about asleep when he said, “We need to do something about Mr. Morris. That car must have cost seventy or eighty thousand dollars.”

“One hundred and fifty thousand,” I said quietly.

Brad groaned and asked, “Do you mind if I talk to him?”

“I wish you would. I’ve tried. He won’t listen to me.”

The next thing I knew it was time for breakfast. Brad was already up, showered, dressed and downstairs. I slept like a log for almost ten hours!

I washed my face, brushed my teeth and hurried downstairs so that I could see Brad before he leaves for work. He was halfway through breakfast when I got down there. I poured a cup of coffee and joined him and Helen at the kitchen island.

I reminded him about dinner tonight and then I had a sudden thought and exclaimed, “Oh my! Helen, I wasn’t thinking. I just assumed that you were invited. I should check and make sure.”

Helen laughed and said, “Don’t be silly, Jan! Karen is very nice. But people don’t invite the household help to dinner. You know that.”

“You aren’t just help! You’re my friend and you live with me. I wouldn’t feel right leaving you here alone.”

Helen shook her head and said, “No, darlin’. You didn’t adopt me. You and Brad are the family that lives here. I couldn’t ask for two nicer people to work for and you are already one of the best friends I’ve ever had. But as much as you have made me feel like I am, I’m not family and if I was Karen I’d be embarrassed and upset if you came over with your maid in tow. Please, don’t say anything to her. It wouldn’t be right.”

I looked at Brad for his support. He shrugged and said, “I love her as much as you do. But I’m afraid that she’s probably right. If she was invited then Karen would have, or should have said so.”

He turned to Helen and said, “But don’t get upset, Helen. We’ll buy you a toy later to make it up to you.”

Helen laughed and said, “Ah, now you’re going to spoil me.”

Brad checked the time and got up and kissed me. Then he went around the table, kissed Helen and said, “We’ll even get you the batteries for it.”

The phone rang as Brad was leaving. I answered it before Helen could get up. She frowned at me and I stuck my tongue out at her.

It was Chaz calling. She was talking so fast and she was so excited that I had trouble understanding her. She said, “Jan! I’m sorry to call so early! I just had to tell someone! I talked to Mike last night and told him what you said. We spent several hours in bed while he gave me a most definite yes, over and over and over. He hasn’t been that turned on in years! I just wanted to thank you. Oh god! I know it’s too early to call someone. I’m sorry. I just had to tell you. I’m so excited.”

I laughed and said, “No, it’s good that you called. I’m glad he said yes. I can’t wait to meet him. I’m really looking forward to getting to know you much better, too. So, why don’t you tell me where you live? I’ll come get you and we can go pick up your Cadillac. Okay?”

Chaz squealed in excitement. She was stone sober. But she seemed flightier this morning than she did yesterday after we consumed all of that Long Island iced tea. I guess we really did intimidate her yesterday. That makes it all the more impressive that she was all set to tell the four of us to go to hell when we met her at the café for our initial interview.

I wrote down the directions to her house and took a quick shower. I called Madison to tell her that I’m going to pick up Chaz and take her to get her car. Then I went out and got into my new Mercedes and went to pick her up.

When she came to the door she threw herself at me and wrapped me in a bear hug. She kissed my cheek and thanked me again.

Chaz is beautiful and sexy and I didn’t mind being in her arms one bit. But the way that people keep getting all excited and blaming me for the good things that are happening to them is becoming very embarrassing.

She was dressed and ready to go when I got there. She grabbed her purse and we went out to my car. I saw the car she’s been driving. I imagine that she’s really looking forward to having that old piece of junk hauled away. It looks as good as it runs and it doesn’t run.

The neighborhood that she lives in is very similar to mine before Mo gave us the new house. It’s a nice, middleclass neighborhood, well kept and quite unremarkable. I smiled when I imagined what her neighbors are going to think when Mike starts traveling back and forth to work in a stretch limo and Chaz is seen driving a new Cadillac.

That wreck in their driveway is their only car. Chaz told me that Mike has been getting rides to work with friends for quite a while now. There are so many things wrong with their old car that it would be cheaper to buy a new one than get that one running again.







Chapter 13


I drove to the plant and parked in Brad’s spot. I pointed out the spot next to us that already has Mike’s name on it. Those guys in maintenance are fast!

We went inside and I introduced Chaz to the nice young women at the reception desk. After a brief conversation we went down the hall to Mr. Morris’s office.

Heather looked up and smiled her normal warm, welcoming smile when we came in. I introduced her to Chaz and told her that her husband is going to be the newest junior VP.

Heather nodded and said, “Yes, I met him a few minutes ago when he came in and met Mr. Morris. He seems very nice.”

Chaz blushed and said, “I think so.”

I asked if Mr. Morris is busy. She called him on the intercom and told him we were here.

He came to the door and let us in. As soon as the door was closed I hugged him and said, “Chaz, this is my boyfriend, Mr. Morris. He is the sweetest, kindest, most generous man that I’ve ever met. You must do anything that he wants, and I won’t mind as long as you stay away from him.”

She looked at me, totally confused. I laughed and said, “I’m just kidding. I love him and he knows it. I don’t get jealous, though. He can have any woman he wants, as long as he still wants me.”

Mo put his arms around me and kissed me. He smiled down at me and while staring into my eyes he said, “Chaz, you’re a very beautiful young woman, and sexy as hell. I have to admire Jan’s taste in women. I’m sure that my vice presidents will find you to be a joy to get to know. I’m spoiled, though. Jan is the only girl for me.”

I smiled up at him and said, “You are so sweet! But I bet we could have a lot of fun in a threesome. I think we’re going to have to try that one of these days. I love driving you crazy. That should do it!”

He looked at me for a moment, trying to decide if I meant it. I reached up and smoothed his brow with my fingertips and said, “I think you should try it. You might like it, every now and then.”

He grinned and said, “I guess I have to listen to you, sweetheart. You haven’t been wrong yet.”

“I understand that you’ve already met her husband, Mike?”

“Yes, and I think you selected well. He seems like he’ll fit right in. He has a lot on the ball.”

Then I changed the subject and asked, “Has Brad spoken to you today?”

“He’s coming in shortly. Should I be worried?”

“Yes, sir. He is concerned that you’re spoiling his wife and I think he’s going to kick your ass.”

Mo laughed out loud and said, “Thanks for the warning. I’ll try to remain seated when he gets here.”

I kissed him and said, “Please listen to what he says. It’s for you own good. Now, do you have the keys to that nasty old Cadillac that I was driving? Chaz needs a car. Hers is dead in her driveway.”

Mo let me go. He went around and pulled the keys out of his desk and handed them to me. He said, “Why don’t you take her down and show her Mike’s new office and then you can drive her around back and pick up her car.”

I nodded and thanked him.

Chaz ran over and hugged him. There were tears in her eyes when she thanked him. He looked uncomfortable. But he put his arms around her, patted her on the back and said, “You should thank Jan. I pretty much work for her now.”

We started to leave and I suddenly remembered what day it is. I turned back to him and said, “You know that Saturday is the fifteenth, right?”

He smiled at me and said, “I haven’t forgotten. We’re having Brad’s lasagna. I’ll be there.”

I waved and we left. I stopped at Heather’s desk and asked her if she would like to come over for dinner sometime. We’ve gone out for lunch together a few times and enjoyed ourselves. She has always been so nice to me. I’ve grown really fond of her. I thought it was time we spent an evening together and I have yet to meet her husband.

She exclaimed, “I’d like that! I’d love to see your new home. I’ve heard so much about it. How about if we have dinner one night next week? I’ve been thinking about asking you out to lunch again but lately I’ve been busier than usual. I haven’t had much time for lunch.”

“Great! I’m looking forward to meeting the poor guy that has to put up with you.”

She laughed and said, “Yes, I’ve been a bear to live with since some nasty bitch got me a promotion and a huge pay raise.”

“I’ll be visiting the plant again tomorrow. I’ll stop by and check your schedule. See you tomorrow.”

We walked down the hall to the junior VP suite and I introduced Chaz to the receptionist. Then we met Mike’s secretary.

Mike was just putting down a box he carried over from his old office. Chaz stepped into his new office. She stopped and stared with her mouth open. I stepped up closer behind her, reached around and gently closed her mouth. She looked around and said, “Son of a bitch! Look at this! It’s just like Mr. Morris’s office!”

Mike was watching her and smiling. I could see in his eyes how much he loves her. He turned to me and said, “I guess you must be Mrs. Pittman. I want to thank you. I understand that you are largely responsible for me getting this promotion.”

I shook my head and said, “No, you earned the promotion. My friends and I were just tasked with finding out which of the highly qualified candidates was most suited to the job, and which of the candidate’s wives was most suited to EPOD. You two were a no brainer. And please, call me Jan.”

I went over to him, shook his hand and said, “We’ll have to get together for dinner soon. I don’t want you to panic. But you’ve just become part of a very close knit organization. We’re going to be like family for the foreseeable future and that isn’t just company propaganda. We’re really that close around here. I look forward to getting to know you better.”

Then I grinned an evil little grin, and said, “Much better.”

Mike smiled and said, “I’m most definitely looking forward to that, too.”

Just then Brad tapped on the open door and came in. I asked if he had met Mike. He informed me that they spoke earlier. Then Brad smiled and said, “Mr. Morris called me just now and told me to mind my own fucking business. I’m guessing you had a talk with him?”

I nodded and said, “I’m sorry. You aren’t in trouble are you?”

“No, he was laughing when he said it. But he cancelled our meeting when he found out what it was about.”

I kissed him and thanked him for trying. Then I said, “We have to go. The girls and I are going to get together this morning and broaden this innocent young lady’s horizons.”

Brad turned to Mike and said, “The worst part about all of this is that all we can do is picture it in our minds and hear about it later. How the hell to they expect us to get any work done?”

Mike grinned and glanced down. I followed his glance. He had a very respectable tent in those fancy pants of his. I smiled at him and said, “Yeah, we’re going to have to have you guys over for dinner real soon.”

We left and after stopping in to say hello to Jennifer we went out to my car. I drove around back to drop Chaz off at her new car. I got out with her and made sure she didn’t have any questions.

She walked around the car and then she came over and hugged me so hard I couldn’t breathe. She was crying again. She exclaimed, “Oh god, Jan! Thank you so much. We needed a car desperately. But this! Jesus! It’s fucking beautiful!”

She let me go, finally. She took a step back and said, “I say that too much, don’t I?”

I didn’t know what she meant. She saw the confusion on my face.

“Fuck. I say fuck too much. I told you, I’m from the wrong side of the tracks.”

“We’re going to be spending a lot of time together for a while. I’m going to make your self esteem my personal project. I don’t get it. You’re beautiful, probably the most beautiful woman I’ve ever meet. You’re super sexy. You have poise. I haven’t detected a problem with your personal hygiene. You have a great sense of humor and you have backbone. You’re intelligent and you’re able to carry on a conversation as well as anyone else I know. Why do you think that anyone here is better than you? Surely it’s not because you didn’t go to college! Is that it?”

She shrugged and said, “That’s most of it. All of you, everyone that Mike works with and all of their wives, everyone has been to college. Everyone is smarter than I am. That embarrasses me.”

“Okay,” I said, and I couldn’t keep the exasperation out of my voice. “First of all, just because a person went to college, it doesn’t mean they’re smart. Look at Bush! Second, have any of us said anything that you didn’t understand since you got here?”

She didn’t answer. I could see that she couldn’t think of a single instance. I put my hands on her shoulders and looked her right in the eye. I said, “You’re the only one here that doesn’t think that you’re as good as everyone else. We look at you and see a beautiful, intelligent, sexy woman. I see a sexy woman who I intend to make every effort to corrupt. I fully intend to turn you into just as big a slut as me and the rest of my friends have already become.”

I finally let her go and said, “I know what you need. Tomorrow we’re all going shopping at Sweet Nothings. I have a credit card they gave me that has been sitting in my wallet calling out to be used. The only thing it’s good for is a closet full of slutty clothes. I can’t wait to start dressing you up. Now come on. Follow me. I have some friends that are just as anxious to get in your pants as my husband is.”

She shivered and I smiled and asked again, “That wasn’t revulsion, was it?”

She laughed and said, “Fuck no! Brad is cute!”

It was a short drive to my house. Midge was already there. We found her and Helen on the patio with a pitcher of iced tea. Thankfully it was regular iced tea this time. I’ve really been drinking too much of the other kind lately.

We undressed and joined Midge and Helen in the shade. Chaz was obviously both proud and embarrassed when I told Midge how cute and sexy Mike is. We were just getting comfortable when the doorbell rang. Helen looked at me and said, “I suppose you want me to get that.”

I smiled at Chaz and said, “That’s why I hired her. She’s so obsequious.”

Helen smiled and got up. As she went out to let Carol and Madison in she muttered in a long suffering voice, “It never ends! Work, work, work! She’s nothing but a damned slave driver!”

I could see that Chaz was a little nervous. I put my hand on hers and said, “You can relax. We aren’t going to rape you. Nothing will happen if you don’t want it to. We’re just going to sit and talk. We aren’t just call girls. We’re spoiled housewives. It’s what we do.”

Chaz put her other hand on mine and squeezed affectionately. She smiled but it’s easy to see how anxious she is. She said, “I’m okay. I’m nervous. But I’m looking forward to this. I’m looking forward to everything. It’s like you waved a magic wand over me yesterday at lunch and changed my smelly pumpkin into a jewel covered carriage. Except that my whole life was the pumpkin. We were struggling with Mike’s college loans and a mortgage we couldn’t really afford and our car was dead.

“And apparently I have my little self esteem problem you keep harping on. It wasn’t unusual for me to sit in my living room after my housework was done and cry quietly because I felt so trapped.

“In a couple of hours you and your friends turned my entire life around. If you, if any of you, every need anything that I have, or if there is anything that I can ever do for you, you don’t even have to ask. Just tell me. I will give it gladly.”

I put my arms around her and hugged her. She squeezed me tight. We held onto each other like that for a minute before she said, “I’ve never hugged a naked woman before.”

I laughed and let her go. I sat back in my chair and asked, “Yeah? How did you like it?”

She grinned and replied, “I’ve hugged worse things,”

We all sat back and relaxed and just talked quietly for a while. I waited for enough time to pass that I was sure that Chaz was relaxed. Then I put my hand on hers and just held it.

She smiled at me and I could see that she’s going to be okay. She’s slowly becoming more comfortable with this strange situation and starting to really relax.

The dinner invitation we had from our neighbors for tonight crossed my mind. I was just about to ask the others if they thought that the invitation to dinner at Karen and Bill’s house should include Helen or if they thought that I should call Karen and explain to her that Helen is much more than my housekeeper.

Before I could put my thoughts into words, Chaz said, “You were going to tell me how you came to live in a palace and drive a Mercedes that cost more than my house.”

I glanced at her. I think she saw that the subject made me uncomfortable. I’d almost forgotten her curiosity about my new lifestyle. How do I put what has happened to me in the last two months into words? There’s so much emotion tied up in my relationship with Mo. How do I explain what happened without making it sound tawdry? What happened between us was much more than “I gave my husband’s boss an erection so he bought me a house and a car.” It boils down to that. But that isn’t what really happened. And it seems disloyal to me to even be having this discussion with anyone.

I took a deep breath and tried to think of where to start and what to say that wouldn’t impugn Mo’s sexuality. I was just about to try and explain when Midge interrupted. She said, “Let me take a shot at this.”

I started to say that I’d tell it. After all, I reasoned, no one else had been in the room but me and Mr. Morris. But then I thought that this would be a good chance for me to find out what my friends think about me and Mo. So I sat back to listen, ready to interrupt if need be.

Midge started out talking about Mr. Morris. She told Chaz, “Mr. Morris’s wife died a lot of years ago, decades ago. He’s been pretty withdrawn since then. He would meet with the girls in EPOD, but only to get acquainted. Over the years some of them tried to interest him in sex. He would normally refuse. On those rare occasions when he did make the attempt he would always fail. That has led to some pretty uncomfortable moments over the last several years.

“He was very frustrated and eventually he quit trying. He became very reclusive. He never smiled. He wasn’t mean. He’s a great guy and a wonderful employer. But he avoided the fun and games that are a large part of the perks of working in the front office, and have been since shortly after his nasty old pervert of a father started the company years ago. EPOD was the old man’s idea to improve morale, although now that I think about it he was probably more interested in getting laid than improving morale.

“It finally reached the point that women were warned not to even try anything with him. It just made things worse. As far as anyone knows, Mr. Morris never successfully consummated an affair with anyone after his wife died. Not until Jan went into his office on the first day after she and her husband entered the program a couple of months ago.

“No one but Jan, Mo, and probably Brad, knows what happened in there that day. But when she left his office Heather said that Mo was smiling and couldn’t stop. The next thing we knew he bought her this house.

“I heard that she called him up, crying like a little girl and insisting that she couldn’t accept it. She quickly discovered just how difficult it is to change Mr. Morris’s mind once he makes it up. Now, every time she’s with him it gets better. And he just keeps buying her more stuff. It bothers the hell out of her, too. Look at her! Her conscience is killing her but she can’t stop him.”

“Midge!” I exclaimed plaintively.

“Now she not only feels bad about that, but she’s afraid that her friends are going to think she’s some kind of gold digging slut, instead of just a regular slut, like the rest of us.”

Midge looked at me and said, “Honey, none of us begrudge you these things. We may be jealous. But we know it isn’t something you’re doing or even something that you want. We know that you aren’t manipulating him. I’ve known Mr. Morris for a very long time. I’ve seen how much different he is lately.

“Dave says he’s like a new man at work. We all saw him at that party on Saturday. When I saw how happy he was I got tears in my eyes. In all the years that I’ve known him I’ve never seen him like that, that happy. Never! I don’t know what you’re doing, Jan. But keep it up. I love that old guy and I love seeing him like this.”

Chaz looked at me and asked breathlessly, “What did you do to him?!”

I looked at her for a very long moment, fully intending to not say a thing. But then I exclaimed, “I gave him a one point five million dollar blowjob! Christ! I don’t know! I’ve gone over it in my mind a hundred times. I didn’t do anything special. I think that he knew I wanted to please him. I didn’t put any pressure on him. I made it clear that even if he didn’t get it up, well, so what. It would still feel good!”

I paused for a minute and said, “I shouldn’t be talking about this. I feel like I’m talking about him behind his back. It doesn’t feel right.”

I took a deep breath and said, “I was just nice to him and I guess he could tell that I was being nice to him because I wanted to, not because I had to. I’m just not sure. I faked my way through Psych 101. I don’t analyze people.”

Chaz smiled and said, “You sure as hell analyzed me!”

Carol and Madison said, “And us!” in unison.

I kept a straight face and said, “Yeah, maybe. But look what a piss poor job I did of hiring a fucking housekeeper!”

Helen said, “If you don’t like me, why the hell did you and your husband take advantage of me like that last night?”

I snorted and said, “Pity fuck!”

Helen laughed. She got up and walked around the table. She leaned down, wrapped her arms around me and said, “God I love working here!”

Then she straightened up and announced, “It’s almost lunch time, girls. Are there any special requests?”

Midge said, “Yes, why don’t you quit this abusive household and come work for me.”

I laughed and said, “Midge, if you ever say something like that to her again I am going to drown you in my pool!”

I suggested some fresh hard rolls and cold cuts and everyone thought that was a good idea.

We ate a light lunch and it was getting pretty warm so we hit the pool for a while to cool off. Some of the girls swam a few laps. I moved up behind Chaz at the side of the pool and put my arms around her. I leaned into her, put my lips near her ear and asked, “Still feeling comfortable?”

She laid her head back on my shoulder and said, “Yes. You do seem to bring out the best in people don’t you?”

I moved my hands up over her breasts and said, “I’m not really sure what’s going on here. I’ve always been considered pretty normal by all of my friends up until now. I don’t know why all of a sudden people think I’m some sort of sex goddess. I’ve only had one boyfriend in my entire life and I married him, thank god. I never made love to a woman until my first time with Midge a couple of weeks ago. I suppose I should be flattered by the reputation I’m developing. But I’m just like everyone else as far as I can tell.

“The only difference I can see is that I seem to like everything that happens to me, without reservation. I was a little nervous when the guys first started coming to my house, or calling me into their offices. But I didn’t have any reservations at all about what I was doing. I wanted it and I wanted to please them. I enjoy pleasing them.

“I’ve only had one bad experience since I got into EPOD. You don’t have to worry about that, though. It won’t happen again.”

My fingers were sliding over her slick, wet breasts and pausing to tease her nipples as we talked. Her nipples were hard as bullets now. Her breathing was becoming shallow and slightly labored.

I moved one hand down over her hard stomach and asked, “Are you ready to find out what’s been missing from your life?”

She breathlessly answered, “God yes!”

“Do you want to go somewhere private for your first time?” I asked.

She opened her eyes and looked around. Everyone was watching us. My hand slowly moved through the light covering of neatly trimmed pubic hair above her pussy and she groaned again.

She thought about it for a minute and asked, “What would happen if it was Midge instead of me? What would the two of you do?”

“We’d probably go over to one of the lounge chairs on the grass on the other side of the pool. We’d put the cushion on the ground and get comfortable. We’d make out for a few minutes. Foreplay is just as important and just as much fun when you’re making love to another woman.

“When we were ready we’d make love. One or two of the others might join us. Or they might get a cushion of their own. Or they might just get comfortable and watch.

“Midge and I wouldn’t care. Midge and I are exhibitionists, though. We like turning people on. We like showing off. And it wouldn’t be our first time. I want you to be comfortable. I don’t want you to be embarrassed. You shouldn’t worry about anyone or anything else the first time.”

Chaz placed her left hand over my left hand which was caressing her breast and her right hand on my right hand as it caressed her pussy. She squeezed my hands gently, pressing them more firmly against her soft, firm body. She quietly said, “Let’s go lie down in the grass.”

I kissed her neck and asked, “Are you sure? We don’t have to. You don’t have to prove anything to anyone.”

I turned her around and took her in my arms. We kissed, tenderly, lovingly. She moaned again and then broke the kiss and whispered, “I never thought I’d say this to another woman, Jan. But Jesus you turn me on!”

We kissed again. Then I took her hand and led her up the pool steps and over to the nearest lounge chair. I tossed the cushion in the grass and dropped to my knees. I held my hand out to Chaz. She took my hand and let me pull her down onto the cushion. When she was comfortable I stretched out beside her and we began to kiss with more and more passion as I moved my hand over her sexy body.

She shivered and put her arms around me. She pulled me against her as though she didn’t even realize she was doing it and held me close. Our bodies pressed tightly together as we kissed. After kissing her soft, full lips for a long time I broke the kiss and started kissing her face. I kissed her forehead and her cheeks, her tightly closed eyes and the tip of her cute little nose before I began to kiss my way down her long slender neck and onto her sexy body.

When I reached her breasts I smiled as I watched her breathing. I thought of those erotic references to heaving breasts in a couple of the romance novels I read when I was a horny teenager and didn’t know any better. Chaz is definitely exhibiting that symptom of arousal. It’s obvious that she feels no need for privacy now. I don’t know how aware of our audience she is at that moment. But if she’s aware of them they aren’t inhibiting her.

At this moment her entire world is revolving around what we’re doing here and now. I don’t think she’d notice if the backyard started filling up with strangers. Or at least if she did notice she wouldn’t care.

I couldn’t help feeling very jealous of her breasts. She has a beautiful pair of C cup breasts. They stand straight up on her chest. Even lying on her back and breathing heavily they point right at the sun as proud as can be. Their shape is perfect. There’s no question she could pose for Playboy. My other three friends and my new housekeeper are all very pretty and very sexy. But none of us can hold a candle to this girl. I almost wish that I had a dick!

I began to make love to her perfect breasts with my lips and my tongue. She pulled my face closer and thrust her chest up at me, begging silently for all of the attention I would give her.

She moaned quietly. I felt my own level of arousal climbing rapidly as I reached up and pinched one of her nipples between my thumb and forefinger. At the same time I bit down with a good bit of pressure on the other.

She struggled to keep from screaming out loud. Her hips thrust up off of the cushion as if searching for something … a touch … that special touch.

In seconds she lost control, cried out and experienced a huge orgasm. She panted and made strange gurgling noises for a moment or two. Then she started muttering under her breath, “Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my fucking god!!”

When she finally began to calm down I started kissing my way down her stomach, very, very slowly. I watched the muscles in her stomach rippling under her smooth firm flesh in reaction to each tender kiss I lovingly rendered.

When I reached her pubic hair I moved to the side, avoiding her moist slit. I moved down to her thigh and started kissing my way down one of her long, smooth, slender legs. As I kissed and licked my way lower and lower I remembered Helen’s reaction when Brad spent a moment licking and sucking sensuously on her toes and I smiled. I can’t wait to see if Chaz feels the same way about it.

I finally reached Chaz’s feet and I was amazed at how smooth they are. Her toes are long and straight. There isn’t a single callus to be found, no bumps, no imperfections at all. I began to realize that if I spend much more time exploring her perfect body I’m going to have to work on my own self esteem pretty soon!

I kissed her feet and as I did I thought, “Gee, I don’t believe I’ve ever looked at a foot before and thought that it was pretty!”

I finally reached her toes and one at a time, after first licking them lightly, I took them into my mouth and sucked on them like little cocks. I was amazed at her reaction. I think she was, too. Her hands were pulled into tight fists and she was whispering again, “Fuck me! Oh Jesus, Jan! What are you doing to me?!”

I took my time and finished making love to her foot. I didn’t want to miss anything. Then I gave the other foot the same treatment. She had her eyes closed tightly. Her head was lolling back and forth and she kept repeating “Fuck!” softly under her breath.

I began to kiss my way back up toward her pussy. I gently spread her legs apart as I worked my way up, insinuating my body between her strong, firm, slender limbs. When I finally reached that sexy place where her legs meet I was amazed. I haven’t been with that many women. I’ve only been with the ones who are here today and a couple of the senior VP’s wives.

While it’s probably true that my experience with women exceeds the experience of most housewives, I haven’t been with a woman that many times. So I’m no expert. In my limited experience, however, I’ve never seen so much moisture streaming from a vagina before!

Her slit looks very tight. She looks almost virginal. Her labia aren’t visible at all. But the really amazing thing to see is that her juices were positively streaming out of her and running down between her legs in a near torrent.

I inhaled deeply as I leaned forward. I absorbed her sweet aroma and the obvious scent of her lust. I stuck out my tongue and licked at her slit lightly. When my tongue first touched her there she jumped as if I had touched an ice cube to her body. Each time I ran my tongue up through her slit she jumped a little less until finally she just lay there groaning and panting and twitching.

I wasn’t through teasing her, though. I slid my hands under her lower thighs and lifted her knees up to either side of her chest. I eagerly lapped up the stream of fluids that was running down between her thighs and then I licked the crack of her ass. When she felt my tongue touch her in that unexpected way she squealed and twitched even more violently, as if she were having a fit. She reached down and made a weak attempt to push my head away.

I ignored her hands and concentrated on her crinkled little anal opening. In seconds she started making totally incomprehensible noises. She actually came twice in what seemed like only seconds just from what I’m doing with my tongue in her sexy little butt.

As soon as she stopped quivering uncontrollably when I teased her ass with my tongue I lowered her thighs back down to the cushion and began to eat her hot, wet pussy.

I know that I enjoyed it nearly as much as she did. If you include my night in the bookstore and my visit to that strange club, The Slave Market, I have performed oral sex on a lot of people in the last few weeks. But I don’t believe I’ve ever seen anyone go as crazy as Chaz did. She thrashed around, pulled my hair and squeezed me with her thighs. And all the while she cried out passionately. It was almost as though she was being beaten instead of eaten.

We were way past the “fuck, fuck, fuck” stage. She was making noises still. But they were primitive, animal like noises as she had one fierce orgasm after another. She finally collapsed onto the cushion and went limp.

I stopped then. I lay between her thighs and kissed around her stomach and thighs, gently, softly, lovingly.

I finally stopped and rested my face on her stomach, enjoying her scent and the feel of her soft skin on my cheek. She reached down and ran her hands through my hair affectionately. She held my face pressed tight to her stomach.

We lay there like that for a few minutes. It was very pleasant, very restful. After several minutes I moved up beside her again. She put her arms around my neck and stared at my face for a moment with an expression of total awe. She pulled me close, hugged me and started crying!

I held her tight and waited for her to get her emotions under control. It took her a few minutes but she finally calmed down. I waited until she was breathing normally and then I exclaimed, “Fuck! You sexy bitch! I wish I had a dick!”

She laughed and said, “Girl, you don’t need a dick! That was the best fuck I ever had! Will you marry me?!”

I kissed her on the lips, gently, lovingly. Then I asked, “So I take it you wouldn’t mind doing it again some time?”

She laughed quietly and said, “Now I know how Mr. Morris feels after he has been with you. I want to run out and buy you something! Brad must be the happiest man in the world!”

“He is happy. But I think the housekeeper has something to do with that.”

We finally got up and headed back to the table. Everyone was staring at us and for the first time I felt uncomfortable when I saw the expressions on their faces.

Carol exclaimed, “Jesus Christ, Jan! What did you do to that poor girl?! And when are you going to do it to me?”

I leaned over, kissed Carol on the lips and said, “I’d be happy to do it to you anytime, darling. It won’t be the same, though. She was a virgin and you’re so jaded.”

Carol licked her lips and then pulled my face back down to hers and licked my face, licking up all of Chaz’s juices that I hadn’t managed to swallow.

When my face was clean she smiled and said, “Mmmm, she’s delicious!”

I was just pouring another glass of tea for Chaz and me when Madison’s cell phone rang. She answered, spoke briefly and said, “I have to go to the plant. I should be back in an hour.”

After she left, Chaz asked, “How long before I start getting phone calls and visitors?”

“You’ll probably be hearing from, or seeing, all of them within the first forty-eight to seventy-two hours. They’re all going to be in a hurry to get acquainted with the most beautiful girl in town.”

Then I corrected myself. “I doubt that you’ll be hearing from Tim Davis. He just got promoted. Mike is taking his position at the plant. He and his wife were always very uncomfortable with the program.”

I thought about Tim for a minute and said, “You know, I don’t know Tim. I’ve hardly spoken to him. It might just be that he didn’t like having his frigid wife in the program. He might not have the same problem with other men’s wives. I guess we’ll have to wait and see about that.

“Mr. Gordon is a very nice man who will come and visit you and you’ll just talk. He only does what he has to in order to keep up appearances. At least that’s what he told me. If he’s having sex with anyone it isn’t me.”

Helen sat across the table from me listening quietly. When I was finished speaking she asked, “Are there any single men my age working there? I’d like to take a crack at this EPOD thing you guys have going for you.”

“I’m sorry, Helen. I don’t know. I’ll certainly start keeping my eyes peeled for you. Wait a minute! I don’t want you in EPOD! I want you right here with me! Where would I find another beautiful, naked housekeeper?”

She chuckled and said, “I’d like to put you to work on my daughter. She’s a bit of a prude. I don’t know where I went wrong with her.”

Chaz received a call on her cell phone just then and got all excited. She had her first summons! Mr. Kennedy asked to see her in his office. It made me happy to see how excited that phone call made her. It appears that she’s going to really enjoy being in EPOD. I hope her first experience with one of the VPs turns out well for her.

After she left, the three of us went back into the pool for a while. We were still in the pool when Madison returned. She let herself in and joined us out back. Then we waited impatiently to find out how Chaz made out with Mr. Kennedy.

Nearly two hours passed before she returned. We were starting to get worried. We needn’t have. She was on cloud nine when she came dancing in. She stripped and jumped in the pool with a huge smile on her face. We gathered around and listened as she told us all about her first time with Mr. Kennedy.

She loved it and she proudly divulged all the most intimate details as she related her first experience as a call girl breathlessly. I interrupted to tell her that we were all getting concerned and to ask why it had taken so long.

She grinned and replied, “On the way out of Mr. Kennedy’s office I ran into Mr. Newman. We went to his office to get better acquainted. I love EPOD! They were both so nice. I must have cum a dozen times. Mike is going to get the ride of his life tonight!”

It was getting late by the time Chaz finished her tale. My friends all started getting dressed and heading home. I started getting ready for dinner with Karen and Bill. But I couldn’t help feeling guilty about not taking Helen.

Brad came home, took a quick shower and dressed casually as Karen had requested. As soon as he was ready we walked over to their house. Brad brought his copy of Bill’s book so that he could get it signed.

Karen answered the door in the nude. I laughed and said, “You’ve really taken to this haven’t you?”

She smiled and said, “I’ve never felt so comfortable before. We have a winter home in Florida that’s very near to a nudist camp. We’ve always joked about them when we were down there. Now I feel like I should go over there and apologize to each and every one of them.”

I stripped my clothes off and after watching me Brad asked what Bill is wearing. When Karen answered that he’s nude but nervous because it’s his first time with company in the house, Brad followed suit. We followed Karen inside and Brad was introduced to his new favorite author.

Bill wasn’t wearing his robe this time. For an older man he’s in very good shape. It’s obvious that he works out regularly. He smiled at me and checked me out briefly. But then he and Brad began to discuss the book and they ignored us.

We had a very good time that evening. Even though we were all naked all night there was no sex. It was more like the nudism you read about at nudist resorts. It was a kind of asexual, relaxed nudity. It was just very pleasant.

I loved Bill. He’s hilarious. He kept us laughing all night long with jokes and stories. They are more than twice our age but we have a lot in common. Brad and Bill are both fascinated by and very knowledgeable about WWII and they will obviously be spending a lot of time together in the future. We finally went home at about ten after a very nice evening.

Before going to their home tonight Brad and I both wondered if they were interested in some sort of sexual relationship. But they never even hinted at one. They just enjoy the freedom of the nudity I guess.

After Brad went to work the next morning, Helen and I sat around the pool, two ladies of leisure. We didn’t have any plans. I’d forgotten that I suggested to Chaz that we girls go to Sweet Nothings and do a little shopping.

Chaz called at about nine to ask when I planned on going. I suddenly remembered that I was going to take her out and dress her in slut clothes. I told her I’d call the others and see who wanted to go and when and get back to her.

Being women, they were all up for a little clothes shopping. We can’t help it. It’s in our DNA. We agreed to meet at my house at eleven. My house seems to be turning into the club house. I called Chaz back and told her and then I invited Helen to join us.

She hesitated for a few minutes. Finally she said, “Jan, I like your friends. They’re all great. They’re a lot of fun. You just don’t seem to be able to get it through your beautiful thick skull that I’m still just a housekeeper. Did you ever stop to think that maybe they won’t like me being included in the things that you guys do all of the time? Everyone is very nice to me. But I’m not really one of you.”

I said, “I don’t think that’s true. If it is, then you and I are going to be spending a lot of time alone together. And you aren’t ‘just a housekeeper.’ You’re my friend. Now stop sounding like Chaz and get your ass in there and get dressed. I’ve forgotten what you look like with clothes on. I’m curious.”

Helen sighed and said, “More abuse! Why do I put up with this?”

I took my time getting ready. I made it back downstairs by a little after ten. The doorbell rang at ten thirty. I started to get up when Helen yelled, “Don’t you dare!”

I laughed and I finished getting up. I pushed her back into her chair and went to answer the door. It was Chaz. She grinned sheepishly and exclaimed excitedly, “I’m sorry. I know I’m early. I couldn’t wait!”

She rushed in, threw her arms around me and kissed me like a long lost lover.

Then she exclaimed, “God! I’m so excited. Wait until you hear what happened last night!”

I laughed at her youthful exuberance, forgetting for a moment that she’s older than I am. I took her hand and pulled her into the kitchen. She was dying to tell me what happened but I said, “The others will be here any moment. You might as well wait, unless this is something just for me.”

The others showed up over the next fifteen minutes or so. Chaz was going crazy waiting to tell her story. To look at her you’d think she had to go to the bathroom really bad. Midge was the last to show up. When she joined us she asked, “Helen, you’re going with us aren’t you?”

Helen looked pleased when Midge assumed she was going and she nodded.

Midge said, “Good. I called Dave and told him we’re all going shopping and we need to borrow one of the limos. He’s going to send one of them over to take us all to the shop.”

Helen stood up and moved around behind me. She squeezed my shoulders affectionately and asked if anyone wants anything.

Chaz exclaimed, “YES! I want to tell you guys what happened last night! Listen!”

We all laughed, happy to see her so excited. Everyone got comfortable and finally Chaz started telling us her story.

“I had supper all ready when Mike pulled up in that long ass limo last night. I can’t wait to hear what the neighbors think about that! Anyway, as soon as I served supper I started telling him about how Jan took advantage of his poor wife. Oh god! You should have seen him. He got so turned on!”

“That wasn’t the best part, though. After we finished eating, I was still clearing off the table when the doorbell rang. Mike went to the door. He came back in with Mr. Grant. I stopped what I was doing and Mr. Grant said, ‘I’m sorry, but I saw your beautiful wife today at the office and I just couldn’t wait another minute. I have to have her.’”

I almost laughed out loud at her impression of Mr. Grant. But I bit my lip and let her continue with her story.

“He put his arms around me and ran his hands down over my ass and then he looked at Mike and asked, ‘Does this make you uncomfortable? If it does we can go to the bedroom.’

“Mike just grinned and said, ‘Fuck no! It’s a fantasy come true!’

“Oh Christ! It was great! Mr. Grant all but ripped my dress off. He pushed me down to my knees and made me suck his cock for a minute and then he bent me over the arm of Mike’s chair and fucked me, right there in the living room with my face just inches from my husband’s! All the while he was talking about how hot I am and how sexy I am and that I was so beautiful he felt like he was fucking the Playmate of the Year. He told Mike a dozen times how much he loves my tight pussy. Oh shit! I think I came a hundred times before he came.

“Now remember, I already had about a dozen orgasms with you, Jan, and then a bunch more with Mr. Kennedy. Then I had a dozen more with Mr. Grant. As soon as he left, though, Mike tore off his clothes and said, ‘That was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen in my life!’

“He picked me up, threw me over his shoulder and almost ran to our bedroom. Jesus! We did everything last night. I mean we didn’t stop until after two this morning. It was the best sex I’ve ever had. Well, except for maybe what we did, Jan.”

“Bullshit!” I exclaimed and laughed. “Nothing is as exciting as when your husband can’t get enough of your horny ass! Well, no, that isn’t true. But I know I’m not the best sex a hot bitch like you has ever had.”







Chapter 14


Thankfully the doorbell rang and that embarrassing conversation came to an end. It turned out that Dave had gone to Brad and Brad sent his limo over. I smiled and said good morning to Dennis. He waited by the limo door while we gathered our things and filed out of the house.

It’s the first time in a stretch limo for both Chaz and Helen and they were excited. I smiled at Midge and said, “Sometimes it’s more exciting than others. There’s a lot of room to play in the back of one of these things.”

Dennis drove us to Sweet Nothings, It was a very warm day already so I insisted that he come into the store with us where it’s cool and he could give us a man’s opinion about the things we picked out.

It was obvious that he was uncomfortable with that idea but I insisted. He reluctantly locked the car and followed us in.

We went through that store like locusts! We stayed in a group. The other customers must have thought that we were drunk. We were kidding around and cutting up and having a great time picking out revealing, slutty clothing of all descriptions.

The rest of us have already been acquiring a slutty wardrobe. We all selected a few things. But most of our shopping was for Chaz and Helen. Helen took a little prodding, but finally she relaxed and stopped resisting when we picked out some sexy little articles of clothing for her. We ended up more than an hour later, gathered around the changing booths that are built along one wall across the room from the cash register at the front of the store.

We noticed that the doors had been removed from the first four booths since the last time we were here. The owner, Jo, explained that business and sales have really improved since she removed those doors.

It looked like fun to me! I stepped into one of the booths and undressed so that I could try on the three outfits that I selected.

Dennis, who had his arms full of the clothes we selected for Chaz, turned his back. I called out teasingly, “Dennis! I brought you in here to get your opinion. You turn back around right this minute.”

He obstinately replied, “Mrs. Pittman, as soon as you’re ready you let me know and I’ll be happy to give you my opinion of your clothing selections.”

Midge and Madison laughed and Midge said, “Don’t be silly, Dennis. Jan isn’t shy.”

When he still refused to budge they each took one of his arms and turned him around.

As I undressed I said, “Dennis, I’ve decided to take it upon myself to loosen you up a little. You’re much too uptight. You need to enjoy life more. You like girls don’t you?”

He was red as a crayon and trying very hard to avoid looking at me. He glanced fleetingly in my direction, then averted his eyes and said, “Yes, ma’am! I like girls, women, very much. But you’re my boss. I’m trying to do what’s right here.”

I was naked now and people, other customers, were gathering nearby to watch, and listen, in amusement.

I said, “First of all, Dennis, I’m not your boss. I borrowed you from your boss. Second, I spend most of my day naked. I like being naked. From time to time you’re going to see me naked. It doesn’t bother me a bit. In fact, I like it when men see me naked. I have a long history of it. I started showing off to guys when I was fourteen.”

“Don’t you think I’m pretty, Dennis?” I asked.

“Mrs. Pittman, it goes without saying that you are very beautiful. I could look at you all day long. But I do not want to lose my job and I can’t see how this can turn out any other way.”

“Dennis!” I exclaimed, beginning to get a little bit exasperated. “My husband would only be upset if you didn’t think I was pretty. Now please, lighten up. You are just making this harder on yourself. You must realize by now that I’m going to keep after you until you start to relax and quit fighting me.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said despondently, giving up and finally raising his eyes to look at me. Now that I had his attention and the attention of everyone else in the store, I began to try on the outfits I picked out.

Midge exclaimed innocently, “Jan! I didn’t know you had such a mean streak!”

I laughed and said, “It’s for his own good.”

I pulled on the first dress, a sexy, slinky little number that really hugs my curves. I stepped out of the booth and modeled it for everyone. Then I asked Dennis what he thought. He looked it over and said, “It’s a very attractive dress. But that isn’t a good color for you.”

I did a double take and as I was gaping at him Madison laughed and said, “He’s right, girl. That is not your color. Here, let me have that and I’ll go get you one in a different color.”

I pulled it off right there in the store and handed it to Madison. She grabbed the hangar and as she walked away I asked, “Dennis, are you sure you aren’t gay?”

He smiled nervously and replied, “My wife and kids don’t seem to think so, ma’am.”

Midge said, “That’s the way, Dennis. You don’t have to take that shit from her!”

Madison came back with the dress in a different color and I tried it on. I looked in the mirror and saw that they were right. This one is a much better color on me. I turned to Dennis and said, “Well?”

Dennis blushed again and said, “Your friend has a good eye. She has chosen an excellent color, ma’am. That dress is perfect with your hair color and complexion.”

I chuckled and said, “Dennis, will you go with me whenever I buy new clothes from now on?”

He muttered, “Oh god, I hope not!”

Everyone laughed. But I could see that he was starting to loosen up, just a little anyway.

I tried on the other two outfits. He approved of one but didn’t like the other on me. He said it made my hips look too big. And he now has ample evidence that is not the case.

Midge went next. We all insisted on Dennis’s advice on every selection. He had a remarkable eye for women’s fashion. He even seemed to adjust to us being undressed after a while!

We finally made our selections, based largely on Dennis’s approval, and went to check out. I paid for my clothes and the clothes we selected for Chaz on my EPOD credit card. I put Helen’s new outfits on my personal card.

Dennis held the door for us like the perfect gentleman that he is and we walked outside to the sound of a rousing round of applause from the rest of the people in the store. If we accomplished nothing else we certainly put Jo’s customers in the mood to shop for slut clothes!

When we got home, with Dennis’s help, we carried in all of the bags of brand new slut clothes. Then I insisted that he join us for a drink. He wanted desperately to leave but I’m more curious about him now than ever.

We all undressed, except for Dennis of course, and Helen served up a pitcher of undoctored tea. We sat around the kitchen table and I asked Dennis how he came to be so knowledgeable about fashion.

He finally admitted that his twin sister is a clothing designer in New York and that he had been subjected to more “fashion sense” than any teenage male should ever have to endure when he was growing up. Some of it just naturally sank in.

I was just glad that he wasn’t gay. I don’t have anything against homosexuals. They are, after all, just people. But that would have taken a lot of the fun out of teasing him.

I finally let him leave. I saw him out and thanked him for being so helpful and putting up with my crap. I turned to rejoin my friends in the kitchen but the doorbell rang when I was half way back. I thought that Dennis must have forgotten something but when I opened the door I was face to face with a complete stranger.

He stared at me for a second and then he smiled and said, “I was about to say forgive me for not calling ahead. I am afraid, however, that if I did it would be a very insincere apology. Suddenly I’m very glad I didn’t call ahead!

“Hello. My name is Lawton. A mutual friend asked me to stop by and teach you how to use some of the accessories on your new car.”

“Oh shit! I’m sorry. I forgot all about that. Come on in. I’ll need to put something on before I go outside.”

He leered at me and said, “My pleasure!”

He followed me into the kitchen and I heard him whisper under his breath, “Jesus Christ! I’ve died and gone to heaven!”

I couldn’t help smiling. He had just spotted my naked girlfriends. I said, “Ladies, this is Lawton. I forgot that he was coming over to show me how to use all the gadgets on my car today.”

They all smiled and said hi. Lawton stood there with his mouth open while I slipped my dress back on. I took his hand and led him back outside. I unlocked the doors to my car and I got in the driver’s seat while he sat in the passenger seat. I noticed his car parked at the foot of the driveway. He’s driving the same car in a different color.

He was very patient with me. I gathered that he’s been through this before. He showed me what the car can do and how everything works. It went pretty well until we got to the navigation system. I had a problem with that at first. Finally he made me go through it enough times that it made sense and I thought that I could do it on my own. I thanked him for his help and invited him back inside for a drink.

He replied that he desperately wished that he could, and I believed him. It was obvious from the tone of his voice and the wistful look on his face that he’d like nothing better than to enjoy a nice, long, leisurely drink with me and my naked girlfriends.

But even though it broke his heart, he had to get back to work. He gave me his card and said that if I get confused again he’d be more than happy to answer any questions. I walked him to his car and saw him off. Then I went back inside.

When I got back inside Midge asked, “Who was that?”

I looked at his card and laughed. “That was Lawton Miller. From his card it appears that he owns most of the Mercedes dealerships in Vermont and Northeastern New York!”

Before long the ladies started dressing to go home. I told them that I’d be working at the plant for several hours tomorrow. I explained the project that Mr. Morris assigned me, doing what I can to improve the working conditions at the plant.

I saw everyone out. Helen and I had a chance to just kick back and relax for a few minutes. After a minute or two I became aware that Helen was staring at me. I looked over to see what was wrong. She just kept staring and finally I asked, “What?”

“You really are something special, aren’t you?” she said.

Here we go again! I shook my head and said, “No, Helen. Don’t you start that, too! I’m just working this life out, just like everyone else.”

She shook her head slowly and said, “No, Jan. You aren’t like anyone else I know. You change the lives of everyone around you for the better. You make sad people happy. You make boring lives fun. You make the most outrageous behavior acceptable.

“More people have seen my ass naked in the past week than in the entire rest of my life! Somehow you make that fun without it being sleazy. You care about everyone you meet and they can sense it. And they love you for it. I love you for it. I just met you and I love you and your wonderful husband so much already.

“In the last couple weeks of my life I’ve been happy again. Thanks to you I swear it’s all I can do to keep from crying. I’m that happy. I thought I’d never be happy again after my husband was killed. I want you to know that I love you and I appreciate what you’ve done. Not just for me, for everyone. I love watching you work. In part because you don’t even realize that you’re doing it. It just comes naturally to you.”

I got up and went over to her. I put my arms around her and pulled her close. I held her tight for a minute and then I kissed the top of her head and said, “Shut the fuck up! You’re embarrassing the hell out of me. And you’re wrong. You make me sound like … god, I don’t know. Something that I’m not! I’m just lucky about the people that my life has placed around me. Everyone around me just kind of meshes. It isn’t because of me.”

Helen shook her head. I looked in her eyes. She was crying quietly.

“Stop that! You’re going to make me cry and I don’t even have anything to cry about! Neither do you. I think you’ve had too much caffeine.”

I hugged her tight and said, “I love it that you like me so much and have such a high, if undeserved opinion of me. It really isn’t deserved, though. I’m just having a particularly good life and sharing it is half the fun. There’s nothing amazing about that. Now,” I said, and I kissed her cheek, “get to work or you’re fired.”

She laughed, dried her eyes and exclaimed, “Bitch!”

Then she kissed me and hugged me again and went to start supper.

I took my new clothes upstairs and hung them up. Then I sat in the chair by my bedroom window and wondered if what people are saying about me is true. Am I different? People, a lot of people keep saying it. I thought about the things I’ve done since Brad was promoted. I suppose that I may have taken to them a lot more enthusiastically than most of my peers. Other than that, I think people are just judging me on my smile. I’m no better or worse than any of my friends.

I resolved to just accept the way people are taking to me lately as a compliment and try not to let it worry me. After all, how can I complain about all of these people thinking I’m special and really liking me? It is embarrassing, though.

The three of us enjoyed a quiet evening. At dinner Brad said that he didn’t know what we did to his driver today. Poor Dennis couldn’t even look him in the eye when he went out to the car to come home this evening.

I told Brad what happened and how much help Dennis had been at Sweet Nothings.

He just shook his head and said, “I hope he doesn’t quit.”

Things finally started to pick up on Thursday. Mr. Grant and Mr. Newman came over in the morning. They took me upstairs and we played for a while. The first time they came to my home when I first joined EPOD Mr. Newman fucked me. Then, while I sucked his cock clean Mr. Grant fucked my ass. That was my first experience with anal sex. Thanks to how careful and how patient he had been, it hadn’t been that bad.

This time, I sucked Mr. Grant’s cock until he was hard. When he was ready he pulled me up on top of him and I started slowly fucking him. He stopped me and pulled me down against his chest and started kissing me. A moment later I felt Mr. Newman start to grease up my ass with lubricant.

When I realized what they had in mind I tried concentrating on Mr. Grant and making myself relax. After stretching me out a little, Mr. Newman shuffled up between our widespread legs and began working his cock slowly into my ass.

I guess once you’ve done it a couple of times and come to realize that it isn’t that bad it’s a little easier to relax and kind of go with it. I certainly received a lot more practice than I wanted the night that Riggs took me out.

This was different, though. This was the first time I’ve been fucked in the ass while I had a cock in my pussy. It was an amazing experience. I’ve never felt so stuffed, so full of cock before. It was a little uncomfortable at first. And it’s a clumsy arrangement. Only Mr. Newman is really free to move. But it was very exciting too. The whole idea of it turned me on.

Mr. Newman took his time and worked his cock in slowly. Once he had it all the way inside of me he leaned over me and asked, “Are you okay? Do you want me to stop?”

I took a deep breath and gasped, “I feel like I’m being fucked by a horse. But no! I don’t want you to stop. Just take it slow for the first couple of minutes. Okay?”

Mr. Grant went back to kissing me. He started pulling and squeezing on my nipples. That helped a lot. Because he was under me the poor guy could hardly move at all. I was trapped between them and I couldn’t move much either. But when Mr. Newman started fucking my ass while Mr. Grant pinched my nipples I was surprised at how good it felt.

I almost had an orgasm that way! If Mr. Newman had lasted just a little longer I could have made it. I wasn’t worried though. I knew we weren’t finished yet.

After Mr. Newman came, very quickly I might add, he got off and Mr. Grant rolled me over. He smiled down at me and said, “I’ve never been on the bottom before. I couldn’t get off. But it was incredibly erotic. I could feel his cock going in and out of you and watching the excitement on your face while he fucked your ass really turned me on. Now I’m going to fuck you about half to death!”

He did, too. He fucked me for nearly half an hour. Every time he started getting close to cumming he would stop and make me change positions. I climaxed several times before he finally did.

He rolled off of me and stretched out on his back beside me. I was a little worried at first. He looked like he was never going to be able to catch his breath. I waited a minute to make certain he was okay before I slid down and gently licked him clean. Then the three of us headed for the shower. I soaped them up and then they soaped me up and then I sucked them both off in the shower. It’s become something of a routine. But it’s a very pleasant routine.

After they both came again and I licked their cocks clean Mr. Grant said, “In the months since you became a member of EPOD I’ve been with all of the wives several times, Jan. Well, everyone except for Grace.”

When he said Grace’s name he shuddered.

“I enjoy them all,” he continued. “They are all sweet, sexy, beautiful women and I’m very fond of each of them. Why is it that you are the only one that can make me cum twice?”

I shrugged and suggested innocently, “Maybe it’s the way I hold my mouth?”

He laughed and said, “Maybe it’s the way you use your mouth! No. I don’t know what it is. But there is something about you.

“No offense, but Chaz is probably the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met. If the two of you were standing side by side, though, I’d choose you over her every time. I can’t see myself retiring and giving this up. I’m going to have to work until I die.”

I went over and pressed my body up against his. I smiled and said, “You silly man! I won’t stop fucking you just because you retire! You’ll always be welcome in my bed.”

He stared at me for a minute and then he stopped smiling, shook his head and quietly exclaimed, “You mean that don’t you?!”

“Of course I do! I like you. I like to fuck. Why would I stop?”

He looked over at Mr. Newman and said, “I’m putting her in my will.”

I stood up straight and stepped back. I stood facing him with my hands on my hips and exclaimed indignantly, “Don’t you dare! Don’t you start that, too! I swear I’ll cut you off!”

Both men laughed and Mr. Newman quickly stepped in to calm me. “Down, girl! He was just kidding. Trust me. He’s the penny-pinchingest old fart at the plant. If he leaves you anything in his will it will be the bill for his burial.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “You guys have to stop being so generous. You’re starting to take all the fun out of being a slut!”

They laughed again and Mr. Grant said, “We don’t want that, darlin’. Now calm down. I’d hate to have to spank you.”

I sidled up to him and pressed my body up against him again. I smiled, put my arms around his neck and said, “Oh yeah? A spanking? That could be fun.”

He slapped my ass playfully and gently pushed me away. He leaned down and kissed my forehead and said, “Trust me, Jan. After we saw Mr. Morris’s face the day after you had your run-in with Riggs, no one at J.A.M. would dare lay a hand on you. Not that we would anyway.”

We went back into the bedroom and all three of us got dressed. I followed them out to the driveway and followed them back to the plant in my car.

I went around to the manufacturing areas in the back again. This time I went to the last building and headed for the break area. Just like when I approached the first building last Friday, some of the people sitting around were curious and a bit skeptical when I told them why I was there.

But apparently some of them had heard about me and heard what I was doing there. This time they quickly opened up to me. And I didn’t even have to flash my underwear at them.

I talked to dozens of people as they shuffled in and out on their breaks and talked about possible improvements in their work environment. I left my number with them and then I went to the second building and spent an hour or so there.

As the afternoon went on I gathered a few more serious suggestions. Just like on Friday, most of them concerned minor irritants that could easily be corrected. I started asking people why they haven’t suggested these things and learned that many of these things have been suggested in the past. Nothing ever came of it. I thought I should mention that to Mr. Morris.

It’s getting late and I want to get away from the plant before the workers get off so that I can beat the traffic. I hurried to Heather’s office. As I was walking in Chaz was coming down the hall from Mike’s office. We stopped and spoke for a minute.

She had just spent a half hour with Tim Davis!

I grinned and exclaimed, “That hypocritical son of a bitch! How was he?”

Chaz looked around and made sure no one could hear her. She leaned closer and said, “He has a tiny dick! And I thought he’d never cum! I bet I know why he hated having his wife in EPOD. She found out what a real dick looks like!”

“You are so bad!” I exclaimed and laughed. I looked at my watch and said, “I have to hurry to beat the rush. See you tomorrow?”

She nodded and left. I continued on to Heather’s office. Heather and I talked for a few minutes and then I suggested dinner Sunday afternoon at my place.

That was fine with her. I hurried to my car and got off the property just before the plant started letting out.

I went home and got on the computer. I prepared a list of the suggestions I received from the people working in the plant and my comments for Mr. Morris. I also mentioned that the reason people no longer submit suggestions is that all of their suggestions in the past were ignored.

I went into the kitchen after I finished my report and I suddenly realized that I have company coming for dinner on Saturday and Sunday. When I invited Heather over on Sunday I forgot that Mo is coming on Saturday. I apologized to Helen but she genuinely didn’t seem to care. I told her that I promised Mr. Morris that Brad would make his world famous lasagna for him on Saturday.

She said, “Good, I’ll get a chance to watch and steal his recipe.”

Now that our plans for the weekend are taken care of I asked Helen if she would like to go to The Slave Traders with us on Friday night. A look of excitement flashed across her face for a second. But then she seemed to think of something and her expression changed.

She said, “There you go inviting the help along again. Jan, we can be great friends. I think … no, I know that you’re the nicest person I’ve ever met. But like it or not, there is a caste system in this country and some people are simply not comfortable cavorting with the help. I understand that. I was an Army wife. It was a part of my life. I accept it. Now stop teasing an old broad like that.”

I got up and went to the phone. While I was dialing Midge’s number I said, “Sometimes you make me furious you … you old broad you!

When Midge answered I asked, “Midge, is there a caste system in this country?”

In a completely deadpan voice she immediately responded, “Yes, dear. And you’re at the very bottom of it.”

I laughed and responded, “Fuck you, darling! Just between you and me, what would you think if I were to invite Helen to the club with us tomorrow night?”

I pushed the button for speakerphone and put the phone down on the counter.

Midge didn’t even hesitate. “I think that’s a great idea! Dave was asking about her after he dropped by to fuck you the other day. He’d love to have her along. I like her, too. She’s funny. I know the Bobbsey Twins love her. And there’s no question that she’d be popular at the club with that body of hers. By all means invite her! Tell her to wear that slutty little dress she bought that’s split all the way up to her ears.”

“I will. Are you coming over tomorrow? Unless I get a call from one of the men I’m free after I drop off some papers for Mr. Morris.”

“See you about ten or so,” she said and we hung up.

I turned to Helen and demanded, “Now, am I going to have to put up with any more of your shit?”

She looked like she was going to cry. She said, “Why am I feeling so grateful that you’ve just invited me to a kinky club where I’m going to spend hours getting fucked by any number of strange men?”

I smiled and said, “You better wait until we get home to thank me. You may be biting off more than you can chew.”

“Oh no! I promise not to bite.”

Brad came home at the usual time. I followed him upstairs and helped him undress. While he was taking his suit off I asked about his day. He finished undressing, took me in his arms and said, “Mike is a big help. You picked good. We get twice as much work done now that Davis got promoted. How was your day?”

I told him about the two dinners scheduled for this weekend and my afternoon at the plant. I told him that Mr. Grant and Mr. Newman came by and that I would go into more detail after we go to bed tonight. Then I asked, “You don’t have a problem with inviting Helen to the club tomorrow do you?”

He got a surprised look on his face and exclaimed, “You know me better than that!”

I sighed and apologized. Then I kissed him and told him how much I love him. By the time we got downstairs supper was ready.

After we ate we talked a little more about the club. I reminded Helen that she couldn’t say anything to Carol or Madison. After it got dark and the air cooled off a little we went out and used the pool for a while. We hardly ever use the hot tub. Some of our friends enjoy it. But we’ve found that spending a little time in the pool, especially in the evening is very relaxing.

We took a bottle of wine out with us. We put it down beside the pool and just soaked in the water, sipped wine and talked. Helen told us a little more about her husband. Afterwards she apologized and said that being able to talk about him with us now and then is like therapy. This is the first time that she’s been able to talk about him without getting angry, angry at him and the Army and Bush.

She added, “You guys are good for my mental health. I know I’m not really part of the family. But I feel loved and welcome somewhere for the first time in a very long time. I don’t feel so alone anymore.

I put my wine glass down and took her in my arms. I rested my forehead against hers and said, “You silly bitch! Of course you’re part of the family! If you weren’t part of the family I couldn’t call you a silly bitch. What do I have to do, call you sis? I always wanted a sister. Will you be my big sister?”

She looked at Brad and asked, “How could anyone not feel welcome after that?”

Brad smiled. He put his arms around her from behind and said, “Don’t take her up on that offer to be her sister. Then we’d have to deal with that whole incest thing. I’d hate that. And just to be clear, I can’t stand your ass.”

She wasn’t fooled. She grinned at me and said, “If he can’t stand me, what do you suppose that is poking me in the ass at the moment?”

When Brad turned her loose I pulled her close. I pressed my body against hers and said, “Maybe you guys are right. Maybe I’m not like other people. But you aren’t either. I loved you right away and I love you more every day. I couldn’t stand it if you left us. You’re funny and pretty and smart and I enjoy the hell out of being with you. Not to mention that you make the best Long Island iced tea I’ve ever tasted.

“And you hardly suck at all when it comes to cleaning house. I have no idea how you do it. I hardly ever see you work. But this house is immaculate! Brad had to force me to hire someone when we moved here. I am so glad it was you.”

That was about all Brad could take of the mush. He finally said, “All right, damn it! You girls need to get a room. I’m about to lose my supper here.”

Helen stepped back and smiled. But she was crying and I had tears in my eyes too. She cleared her throat and in a gruff voice she exclaimed, “Drink your damn wine, silly woman!”

We sipped our wine quietly for a while before Brad said, “Helen, Jan is right. You’re part of the family. That’s settled. The man has spoken! Now, I’m going to bed. We’re going to be up very late tomorrow night.”

I laughed and said, “Well, I guess if the man has spoken it must be so! I wonder what the man would speak if he didn’t get any pussy for a month or two?”

Brad laughed and quickly exclaimed, “Joke! It was just a joke! What happened to your sense of humor for Christ’s sake?!”

We all got out of the pool, rinsed the chlorine off and dried ourselves. We said goodnight to Helen and went to bed. In bed I asked Brad if he had enough strength remaining to hear about what happened with Mr. Grant and Mr. Newman.

He sighed and answered, “I never thought I’d say this, but no. I’m exhausted. Maybe you can slip it in on a slow day.”

We kissed and I told him how much I love him. Then I turned over and he nestled up behind me. We were asleep in about a minute.

I drove over to the plant the first thing in the morning and gave my report to Mo. I pointed out the problem with past suggestions being ignored and he said he’d look into it. Then I went straight home.

The girls started showing up around ten. Helen didn’t join us right away. She was working somewhere in The Palace. I don’t even know where. It’s a big place.

We went out on the patio and relaxed. The girls kept bugging Midge and me for details about the club that we’re taking them to tonight. The only thing that we would tell them was to tell their husbands that they’ll be very late, wear their sluttiest outfits, and no underwear.

Chaz was listening and watching. I turned to her and asked, “I suppose you’re wondering why you weren’t invited?”

She shrugged and then nodded.

I explained, “We had no idea how well you were going to take to EPOD. You’re obviously a big hit. I think that you’re an even bigger hit than I was. God knows you’re a lot sexier.”

She tried to deny it. But I cut her off. “Don’t be silly, Chaz! Of course you are. I don’t mind. I’m not jealous. Well, I wish I had your tits. But I don’t feel threatened by you. I like you, a lot. We couldn’t have picked a better girl to join our ranks. We’re all relieved that Mike is fitting in so well, too, especially Brad. He likes your husband. He told me last night that Mike is a big help at work.

“There’s still one question we need to ask you, though. How do you feel about Mike with another woman?”

“I was thinking about that yesterday. It isn’t something I’ve had to consider before. I know he would never have cheated on me. He’s a very honest and honorable man. It just isn’t something I ever had to think about. Then I saw you going upstairs with Mr. Burton and I started hearing about Brad and Midge and Brad and Helen.

“I realized that it’s going to happen and I tried to imagine it. I pictured him with you and I realized that I thought it would be pretty exciting. I want him to have just as much fun with this as you guys are having. I don’t want him to start feeling left out and resentful. I don’t want him to withdraw and act like Madison’s husband, or yours, Carol. I don’t have any reservations about it. I want him to enjoy what is probably the best perk that comes with his new job.

“Besides, he has been wonderful to me. He deserves to have a little fun.”

Midge reached for her purse and took out her cell phone. As she waited for her husband to answer his phone she said, “This is turning into quite a party.”

When Dave answered Midge said, “Sweetheart, can we make that dinner for nine? We’d like to invite Mike and Chaz.”

She listened to his response, smiled and said, “Yes, I thought you might. See you tonight, dear.”

Midge hung up the phone and said, “Chaz, you better make sure that Mike wants to go.”

“What did he say?”

Midge laughed and said, “You bet your ass I’d like that hot little babe to come. There was more after that but I can’t repeat it.”

Chaz laughed and called her husband. In a matter of minutes it was settled.

Helen returned from whichever part of the house she’d been pretending to work in and joined us. After that we sat around and fended off questions about the club. Except for Helen they all wanted to know what’s so special about it. At lunch time I suggested a heavier than normal lunch since dinner portions at the club are so small.

The problem was that nobody was very hungry. So we got nearly everything out of the refrigerator and made a huge salad.

Everyone went home around two. We’re all going to be picked up by Dave and Midge. Brad and I will be last since we live in the last house on the way out of town. The car arrived at a little after five-thirty and the three of us went out. Matt held the door for us. He smiled warmly and said “Good evening, Jan. You’re looking lovely tonight.”

I laughed and said, “I thought you didn’t love me anymore, Matt!”

“Not true, Jan. I love you just as much as always.”

I smiled, kissed him on the cheek and said, “We’ll see about that in a little while.”

“Yes ma’am.”

I climbed in and looked around for a seat. The car seemed huge when there were just four of us back there. With nine of us it’s a lot cozier. I said hello to everyone and looked around for a place to sit. Midge had her arms around Chaz and Dave was keeping Madison busy. Brad had Carol to keep his hands warm and Mike had already started getting better acquainted with Helen. I didn’t have anyone to play with!

I moved into the front corner and watched the various couples playing with each other. It would be nice if we had another man with us, a man who didn’t have to drive the car. But I didn’t feel left out. I really enjoyed being able to sit back and watch everyone having a good time. I had my own live action 3-D porn movie to keep me entertained.

We weren’t even out of our subdivision before Midge slipped Chaz’s top down and exposed her perfect breasts. She seemed to be enjoying them as much as any of the men would have as her fingers began exploring and teasing them. Chaz was enjoying it, too.

Dave had one hand under Madison’s skirt. He was happily teasing her pussy while talking to Mike, who has his hand under Helen’s slutty little dress. Brad is playing with Carol’s pussy and listening to Dave and Mike. After a while Dave turned to me and said, “I have another hand if you’re feeling left out, darlin’.”

“Thank you, Dave. I enjoy watching, though. This is pretty exciting. All these years I thought that I was merely an exhibitionist. Since I joined EPOD I’ve discovered that I’m a voyeur too!”







Chapter 15


We pulled up to the club at a little before eight-thirty. Matt let us out at the door. We had to stand around and wait for the girls to put their clothes back in order before we could go in. I squeezed Matt’s hand and said, “You should go in with us.”

He smiled and said, “No, ma’am. Remember what I told you, time and place.”

“I’ll make it up to you. And I don’t believe in time and place.”

“I know. That’s why you’re so dangerous.”

I gave Matt another little kiss and we headed for the door. It was opened by that same man looking all stiff and formal in his tuxedo. I was shocked when he remembered our names. He only saw Brad and me once for less than a minute when we came here for our first visit. But he remembered our names!

We were taken immediately to a large booth by another beautiful naked woman. Just like before, we girls undressed before sitting down. Helen knew everything that was going to happen. We discussed it before I invited her. But Carol, Madison, Mike and Chaz didn’t have a clue and it was a lot of fun watching their reactions as the evening began to unfold.

Just like last time the men sat at one end of the booth and the girls sat on the other end. It was a bit cozier this time with so many of us gathered around the table. The drinks showed up like magic again without a word being spoken. I was more aware of my surroundings this time. I noticed other female guests undressing before taking their seats. The others noticed, too. Carol was the most persistent. She continued to try to learn more about what was going to happen and why all the women have to be naked.

I kept my eyes on the walls, waiting for the lights to come up just enough for us to be able to see the naked ladies being chained up there. I couldn’t wait to see the reactions of my friends.

We sipped our drinks and talked and laughed quietly. It wasn’t long before dinner arrived. Or at least it didn’t seem like long. We were having such a wonderful time that the time seemed to fly by.

Just like the first time we spent an evening here, the food was totally unrecognizable. I couldn’t even tell if it was meat, fish or vegetable. It was beautiful to look at though, and very tasty.

We ate and talked quietly. We did our best not to disturb the hushed atmosphere that’s a part of the mystique of the club. We had to keep telling Carol to keep it down. Sometimes her volume level seems to get turned up without anyone ever touching the knob.

I just happened to be looking at Madison’s face when she finally saw what was happening around the club. She choked on a bite of food and put her hand over her mouth. Then she started laughing.

Everyone looked at her like she was crazy. She looked at me, smiled and quietly exclaimed, “You fucking pervert!”

Carol looked at her and asked, “Madison? Are you alright?”

She nodded her head and said, “Look around! Look at the walls down there on the lowest level.”

Mike, Chaz and Carol all saw it at the same time. Carol exclaimed, “Oh my god! What are they doing?”

I held my finger up to my lips and said, “Hush!”

The naked lady and her naked assistant came and cleared our table. They quickly returned with another drink for the men. As soon as they served the men and walked away twelve large men in tuxedos came to our table. The men sipped their drinks and watched as the women at the table stood and were led down the steps to ground level and an unoccupied section of the bondage wall. All of us were chained up side by side.

Carol tried again to ask what was happening and one of the men in tuxedos snapped, “No talking!” in a strong, forceful, intimidating, but still somehow quiet voice.

Carol shut up and we waited as men started coming down the line and stopping in front of each of us. They examined our bodies, toying with us, all without saying a word. Strange man after strange man stood in front of us and played with our breasts, teased our nipples and explored our already excited pussies.

It didn’t take long before we were all more than ready to be unchained and led into the back, although Chaz, Carol and Madison didn’t yet know about the back room or what’s going to happen to us next. Nor did it take long before that started happening. It came as a surprise to no one that Chaz was the first to go. She looked a little nervous. But she was ready and willing. She smiled meekly at us as she was led away. Then we were all being led away one at a time to benches in the large room in back.

I was surprised when the first person, or persons actually, to select me were the pair of very well hung black and white men from the last time I was here. I mean a black man and a white man, they weren’t zebras or anything. I’m sure that they didn’t come down the line out in the main room. I would have noticed them. They must have spotted me before they even got in line and requested me.

I recognized the young black guy instantly. He winked at me. I smiled at him while two men in tuxedos placed me on my back on a padded bench and strapped me in place.

I opened my mouth and his cock started slowly forcing my lips apart and heading for my throat. It was easier this time. I’ve had a lot more experience. This time it didn’t hurt at all when he forced that monster down my throat. I was unable to breathe. But I wasn’t in any pain. I heard him whisper to his friend, “Son of a bitch! I can’t get over that she can do that!”

His partner shushed him again, just like last time. The absence of conversation is a very large part of the experience here.

The young black man began to fuck my throat, pausing after every second or third stroke to let me catch a quick breath. His partner started sliding his long, fat cock into my very ready pussy. As his cock entered my pussy I moaned in pleasure around the cock in my throat. The black guy felt the vibrations in my throat. He groaned and then he cried out under his breath, “Shit!”

It was hardly any time at all before I felt his cock throbbing. This time he pulled back a little and I was able to enthusiastically suck a huge load of cum out of him. He finished cumming but let the head of his cock remain in my mouth.

After letting a minute or two go by so that his cock was no longer hyper sensitive I began sucking again. He moaned and then he moved a little closer. He reached down and started squeezing my tits in his large, strong hands while I nursed his cock back to another impressive erection.

Before very long his cock was hard again. It was my turn to moan in pleasure as he started fucking my throat once more. I’m sorry, but the idea of being face fucked by a beautiful, big black cock, attached to a very handsome black man turns me the fuck on. I couldn’t just lie there and submit in total silence. Not with another large cock pounding my pussy the way it was.

I was sucking like a crazy woman as he pounded in and out of my mouth and even though I was restrained on this damned bench my hips were lifting up to meet every violent stroke of his white friend’s cock.

I started cumming before the white guy was finished. I came at least three times before he tensed up and filled me with cum. After he came he leaned down over me with his large cock still buried to the hilt. He shivered intermittently and I could hear him breathing hard as he recuperated. Then he slowly pulled his cock out and they traded places.

I eagerly took his nearly soft cock into my mouth. I started sucking it enthusiastically while his black friend took up where he left off. I have no idea how many times I came before they both came again. It was a very large number. I was having a ball. I couldn’t help wondering what it would be like to spend a day with these two men. Just the thought of it would have put a smile on my face if my mouth wasn’t so full of cock.

They both finished up, finally, and put their cocks away. The black guy looked around to make sure that no one was paying attention. Then he came around the bench and bent down. He kissed my lips and whispered, “You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever met. Thanks, babe.”

I smiled and winked at him and whispered, “I think I want to marry you two guys!”

He smiled as his friend pulled him away and they left.

I lay there, still strapped down and I listened to all the moaning and groaning and cries of passion coming from all around the large room. It wasn’t until my two lovers walked away that I even noticed the sounds.

The naked lady finally came around and wiped me clean with a warm cloth. When I was presentable once more, she moved out of the way and two tuxedos unfastened my bonds and led me back to my chains. As I was led out I noticed Chaz, still tied to her bench on her stomach and being double fucked while four men with obviously fresh fucked cocks stood around watching. That was all I had time to see before I was led out.

On the way back out to the main room I passed Madison and Midge as they were about to enter the corridor for a second time. They were being led in together. Midge winked at me as she went by.

I smiled, but of course I didn’t speak. As I was being returned to my spot on the wall I looked down the wall to see that Carol was also being led away again. Helen was still inside, or was back inside. I was the only one of our group still chained up.

As soon as the guys in tuxedos walked away the parade of horny men resumed. It didn’t last long, though. I was only chained up for a few minutes before I was unchained and taken into the back. As I was led down the hall I heard moans of pleasure from one of the smaller rooms. I was sure that I recognized the sound of Midge moaning in the throes of passion. I’ve heard that sound often enough lately to be familiar with it.

I was almost certain that I knew what she and Madison were doing. I wished that I could have watched for a minute or two. I remembered vividly how exciting it was when I was chained up with Midge a couple of weeks ago. It was one of the most erotic experiences of my life. I know it would have been exciting to watch.

The two men in tuxedos gave me no time to peek into the rooms. They gripped my upper arms firmly as though they were afraid their slave would try to escape. They led me back down the corridor into the large main orgy room where I was promptly draped over a padded bench and strapped down again. I was surprised to see my dry cleaner waiting for me with his cock in his hand.

As with the two well hung young men who just fucked me so thoroughly I hadn’t even noticed him come by when I was chained up. In fact, I’m sure that he wasn’t one of the men who groped me out there on the wall. I know I would have recognized him if he stopped in front of me out there and spent some time feeling me up.

I guess he must have seen me from a distance and requested me. I smiled up at him. I consider him a friend and so I was just as happy to see him as he obviously was to see me. He stood at my side looking down at me while he squeezed my breasts gently. He looked around to make sure that no one was nearby and he bent down and whispered, “I’ve missed you.”

He bent down and nibbled on my nipple and I whispered, “I’ve missed you, too. Would you like me to make it up to you?”

He smiled, stood up and guided his hard cock to my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked him lovingly for a few minutes. A loving blowjob is nice I suppose. But that isn’t what he came here for. I quickly started getting enthusiastic. As I began taking his hard cock down my throat he moaned, twisted my tits and squeezed my nipples. Just as he started to cum I pulled my head back and sucked his cum out of his cock greedily.

He leaned over me and his hips started twitching spastically. Under his breath I heard him muttering “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” over and over as I sucked the hot cum out of him.

He pulled his cock free after he came and I just had time to kiss it before he could pull it away. He patted my face gently and smiled sweetly at me. He whispered, “Thank you” and walked away.

I didn’t get released, though. Another man moved up between my legs and I felt the thrill of his hard cock sliding across my mound. I was grateful. I was ready to get fucked again.

A pair of large, strong hands slid slowly up my thighs and fingers began to explore my pussy for a moment before my latest partner started pushing his cock into me. I groaned in pleasure and as he started fucking me I looked up to see who was causing me all of this pleasure.

I didn’t recognize him. I didn’t expect to and it didn’t really matter. I’m not supposed to recognize him. The point of this place is to enjoy an evening of anonymous sex with numerous strangers.

So many men go by when we’re chained up. They’re free to explore our bodies at will and to decide that they’ll fuck us on a whim without ever knowing who we are, without having to win our consent, without gaining our permission. Quite the opposite. We couldn’t refuse if we wanted to. The women chained to the wall are mere slaves.

But as strange as it sounds, that’s the thrill of this place for us. Everything that happens to us is out of our hands. We’re relieved of choice and so we’re relieved of conscience. We’re free to enjoy our lust. Many women, women who aren’t so lucky as to be a member of an unusual organization like EPOD, never experience that freedom. Not unless they stumble upon a place like The Slave Traders.

The anonymity is a large part of the thrill. I only looked up to see who was fucking me because I was curious to see what he looked like. He turned out to be a nice looking older gentleman with a very nice cock. But it didn’t really matter.

I probably was not his first tonight. He lasted a very long time. That was great for me. The guy really knew what he was doing and it felt wonderful.

While he was fucking me another man came over. I don’t know what the etiquette is in this situation. I don’t know if he asked or if he just came over and saw my mouth not doing anything. In any case, he stood at my head and stuffed his cock, which had only recently come from another woman’s pussy, into my mouth.

I started sucking his slimy cock the way I always suck a cock, hungrily, eagerly, lovingly. It grew hard again quickly. His cock was about the size of Brad’s so I had no trouble taking it into my throat.

The two men established a sympathetic rhythm and started slamming their cocks into me. Before long it seemed like they were trying to make their cocks meet in the middle of me they were fucking me so hard. It was a little uncomfortable. But it was exciting, too, and it wasn’t long before I started cumming again.

I came several times before they both did. They moved away without any sign from them that I was a human being, a woman, and that they had just used me, fucked me, invaded my most intimate bodily orifice and deposited semen there.

They totally ignored me. They stood and looked around the room for a moment, taking in the erotic sights and sounds. They put their cocks away and zipped their pants back up. Then they left the room without giving me another thought. That’s a large part of why this place is so unbelievably exciting. I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

It took a while for a clean-up girl to come around. I guess theirs can be a hectic job at times, cleaning cum from so many other women’s pussies. While I waited I amused myself by enjoying my upside down view of the fucking and sucking going on all around me and wondering what it would be like, cleaning other women’s freshly fucked pussies for an entire evening, or better yet as a full time job! I decided that I wouldn’t want to do it for a living. But to do it for one night, that might be interesting. I’m not going to apply for the job, though.

I was finally cleaned up and taken back out to the wall to be chained up. Like me, the girls are all beginning to tire. I can see it in their faces. Sex can be a pretty strenuous activity when it’s done right. They’re getting tired, but they all look like they’re having fun.

I had just been chained back in place when someone came by and stopped in front of Midge. I recognized him as the man from last time who seemed to know her. They smiled at each other and he walked away. It was only a minute later before the tuxedos came and she was being led away again. I wondered if I should ask her about that guy. I decided that if it’s any of my business she’ll tell me about him.

We somehow lasted until closing time, in part because as far as I can tell we have no choice. If there is a way to put a stop to this, no one has mentioned it to us. And if there is a way I don’t think I want to know about it. That would spoil the fun. But just as I was deciding that this is lasting far too long, the lights were turned up a little, though the lighting was still subdued. The men in tuxedos came down the wall and let us all go.

When they marched us down here this evening I had the presence of mind to note where our booth is located this time. As soon as all the women in our party were unchained I led the way back up to rejoin the men. I stopped before taking a seat to kiss Brad and ask, “Have fun?”

He nodded and asked, “You?”

I put my lips to his ear and whispered, “FUCK YES!”

We had one last drink before the naked waitress brought our clothes out. No one bothered to get dressed. We carried our clothes out to the limo.

I was amused once more by the way Matt held the door for us and watched us enter the back of the limo as though we were all fully dressed and had not just spent the last three or four hours having sex with strange men.

We were all exhausted. Dave and Midge and Brad and I smiled as we sat quietly listening to the animated conversation of our friends who experienced this lusty place for the first time. They talked excitedly about their experiences this evening.

I was sitting on the luxurious carpeting, leaning back between Brad’s legs and listening in amusement while Brad ran his fingers through my hair absently. I felt relaxed and totally sated.

Mike was quiet. He listened attentively as Chaz told us about her first thoughts as she was chained to the wall and men started filing by and feeling her up. She went into a lot of detail about her reaction to the idea of being helpless and totally available. She talked about how the silence, the total absence of conversation was so eerie at first. But then it just made the things that were happening that much more exciting.

I looked around at the other women who experienced The Slave Market for the first time. It’s obvious that they enjoyed themselves, too. I looked at Dave. He smiled at me affectionately. I smiled back and whispered, “I had a great time, thanks.”

Midge reached down and took my hand and we held hands for a while. I returned my attention to the reactions of my good friends. I was mildly surprised when, even though I’ve been thoroughly fucked by a lot of sexual athletes this evening, I found myself getting aroused again as I relived the evening vicariously through their eyes. I listened to their vivid descriptions of the things that happened to them and their reactions and I was reminded of how much I enjoyed myself in that strange place.

Helen was quiet. But every time our eyes met she smiled widely. Chaz and Madison were doing most of the talking. Carol looked exhausted. She just smiled and listened. But before long she stretched out beside me on the floor and rested her head in my lap. She curled up on her side, kissed my thigh, and in two minutes she was breathing softly and sleeping soundly. I put my hand on her shoulder to hold her steady as we descended the winding mountain roads back to town.

We talked about it after the girls finally started to wind down and we all agreed that we were too tired to play anymore tonight. I asked, “What about Matt? I promised him!”

Midge said, “Don’t worry. I’ll make it up to him later.”

Brad, Helen and I were dropped off first. When Matt opened the door for us I apologized for letting him down. He smiled, kissed my cheek affectionately and said, “There will be other nights.”

He was so sweet that I felt even guiltier! We went straight to bed and slept until almost eleven in the morning.

After we struggled out of bed, Brad and I took a long, pleasant shower together before we went downstairs. Helen had obviously just gotten up. She was sipping on her first cup of coffee.

We joined her at the table. She heard us stirring around and already had our coffee poured. I asked her how she felt about what we did last night now that she’s had time to think about it. She had been pretty quiet on the ride home. I wanted to make certain that she had no regrets.

She answered, “I’ve been trying to remember how many men I had sex with last night. It was incredible. I’ve never been tied up before. I guess because I felt safe I found it to be an incredibly erotic experience. To be tied up and helpless while any number of strange men have total access to my body.

“I only had one real scare the entire night. Some big, mean looking, really butch female came around while I was the only one in our group chained up. That creepy bitch started pulling on my nipples and telling me how I needed to be trained. She scared the fuck out of me.”

“Oh my god!” I exclaimed. “I remember her from last time. I thought she was going to take me into the back and I was scared! Fortunately, someone else had already requested me and I was led away right in front of her. She really looked pissed, too. Yeah, she is scary.”

Helen said, “It’s been years since I’ve been taken by two men at one time. It was hard to adjust at first. I didn’t know what to concentrate on. Once I figured out that I didn’t have to concentrate on anything, just relax and let it happen, that was when it got good. I wouldn’t want to do that very often. But I’d love to do it again someday. Thanks for inviting me.”

I reached over, squeezed her hand and said, “I’m glad you had a good time.”

Then I turned to Brad and said, “You never talk about what you do while we’re chained up in there. I’m curious.”

Brad thought about what he was going to say for a minute. I’m not sure if he was worried about upsetting me or just remembering what he did this evening. Finally he said, “We sat and talked for while, Mike, Dave and I. Then we started circulating on the far end, as far as we could get from you girls. Mike didn’t get very far at all before he found a sexy little redhead that he had to have. You better watch out, Jan. He seems to have a thing for redheads.”

I smiled and said, “Ain’t skeered!”

Brad reached out, ruffled my red hair and said, “Somehow I didn’t think you would be. Mike is a good looking guy, isn’t he?”

“Yes, he is. But he can’t hold a candle to you, dear.”

Brad rolled his eyes at my obvious attempt to reassure him. Then he continued telling us about his evening. “Dave and I took our time. We were enjoying browsing. We found something that was really amusing before long, though. We came upon two women, side by side who looked like sisters. We decided that might be entertaining. We went in and requested them. Do you remember what you did with Midge the last time, in that smaller room you told us about?”

I nodded.

“We took them into that room, or another like it, and did to them what was done to you.”

After enjoying the sister act, the men returned to our table, had another drink and watched us girls being felt up and led in and out of the back room for a while. Once they’d recovered their strength the three of them began circulating again. Each selected another helpless slave to take into the back and that was it for them.

It’s obvious to me that we girls had the best time. It might be nice if the evening didn’t last quite so long, if we could say to someone when we had all we could take that we wished to be released. But then, I suppose that being helpless, being unable to decide your own fate is a large part of the excitement of an experience like that.

We were quiet for a minute. We sipped our coffee and I think we were all remembering the events of last night. Helen suddenly seemed to come to her senses and exclaim, “Oh! I almost forgot. Your mother called just before you got up this morning. I offered to wake you. But she said it was nothing urgent. She just wants to talk. She seems really nice. She said something about her and your dad coming for a visit.”

My mother has been hinting about that for a while. But she has been bringing it up more than ever now that we’ve moved into the new house. I chuckled as I imagined my mother’s face if she had even an inkling of the kind of life I’m living now.

It isn’t that I have any regrets or any second thoughts. And I’m not ashamed of what I do. Quite the contrary, I love my life. I love my sex life and my sexy lifestyle. I wouldn’t want my parents to find out how we live, though. They would definitely not approve.

I can just imagine my parent’s reaction to one or two of the VPs dropping by for a nooner!

For a while it was just another lazy Saturday. We had a light lunch because whenever Brad makes his lasagna I always eat too much. Helen had most of the day off since Brad is cooking supper. She can be so exasperating. Making her take it easy and relax for a while is a constant struggle.

Brad started cooking around four. Mr. Morris showed up at five. It wasn’t as hot outside as it has been lately so we sat on the patio in the shade and talked quietly while the lasagna was baking.

Brad wasn’t as self conscious this time. Even Mr. Morris noticed and seemed amused. And Mr. Morris and Helen got along very well. Mo obviously enjoyed her rough sense of humor and we were having a lot of fun.

I told Mo that I have a problem looming on the horizon. My parents want to come and visit for a week and I’ll need to act like a normal, everyday housewife for that week if possible.

He said that it would be no problem at all. In fact, he offered me the use of the company’s brand new jet to go and pick them up.

My first impulse was to turn down his extravagant offer. But the idea of flying my parents to my new palace and transporting them in a stretch limo after they made all of those comments about how Brad and I are doomed to a life of poverty, a constant struggle to exist because we married so young; that was just irresistible.

I told Mo about my parents and their dire predictions and I told him that I couldn’t resist. I’m going to have to take him up on his generous offer. He told me to work out the dates with my parents and make the necessary arrangements with Heather. I couldn’t stop grinning the rest of the evening as I imagined their reactions to my new life.

We went inside at dinner time and the smell of garlic made my mouth begin to water instantly. We ate in the dining room. It was an excellent meal. Brad’s lasagna lived up to expectations. Mo joked that he was tempted to fire Brad and rehire him as his cook.

That would have been a big mistake. Brad is not much of a cook except that he can grill a mean steak and he makes the best lasagna in the world.

I told Mo that he would regret it if he did, because then I would no longer be eligible for EPOD. He instantly lost interest in Brad’s cooking.

We sat at the table and enjoyed a pleasant, comfortable conversation while we finished off the wine after dinner. When Mo was able to move again I took his hand and led him upstairs. As we climbed the stairs I told him that he’s going to have to give Chaz a call soon. Not only is she beautiful and sexy, but she’s sweet as sugar and has an air of innocence about her that I know he’ll enjoy.

Mo put his arm around me and said, “Yes, she is beautiful. And I’ve heard that she’s a very sensual and sexual young woman, just like you. Don’t get nervous. It isn’t that I’d feel like I’m cheating on you. I’m not at the stalker stage yet. And it isn’t that I don’t find her attractive. However, I find that I don’t get that warm feeling that I get from thinking of you when I think about any other woman.

“Don’t misunderstand. I have no desire to come between you and Brad. I think that you two are the perfect couple. But I treasure the time I spend with you. I hope this doesn’t strike you as being too ghoulish. But in many ways you remind me of my wife. She wasn’t nearly as beautiful as you are. But she possessed a quality similar to yours of being able to touch the people around her, being able to have a positive effect on their lives without even trying. You’re special and I treasure our time together because being with you feels like being with her.”

I was already naked, of course. I helped Mo get undressed and we lay together on the bed. We cuddled and talked quietly for a long time. After nearly half an hour of just being close I began to move my hand gently over his body. If I didn’t look at his gray hair and his ruggedly handsome face which is beginning to show his age now, I would have sworn that he was a much younger man.

His cock is certainly getting younger. As soon as my hand began to glide up his thigh and around his stomach, teasing him and silently drawing the subject to sex, his cock began to react.

I thought back to our first time in his office and I couldn’t help being happy that I had something to do with bringing about the return of his virility. It took hardly any time at all for his cock to reach full erection. I never cease to be impressed by it, either. I’ve been exposed to a lot of male sex organs lately. Not one of them was nicer than Mo’s.

There have been a couple of cocks that were larger, but none that were nicer. Something about Mo’s cock is special. Or maybe it’s just that Mo is special.

I moved down and rested my head on Mo’s stomach. I teased his cock with my tongue for a few minutes. I could feel him getting more excited and I reveled in the power I have to affect such a strong man this way. I placed my lips around the head of his cock and I was just starting to slide my mouth down over it when he stopped me.

He slid down so that the lower half of his legs hung over the foot of the bed. He easily picked me up and lifted me over him so that my knees were on either side of his head and my face was near his cock.

Once I was positioned where he wanted me he said, “I’ve never tried this. But I’ve heard it described and it has always sounded like fun.”

He reached up and his hands each grabbed a handful of my butt cheeks. He pulled my pussy down to his lips and he began to eat my pussy eagerly. I took his cock back into my mouth and tried hard to concentrate on sucking him off. It wasn’t easy. He turned out to be very good at what he was doing. I had to stop several times for some major orgasms before I finally was able to concentrate enough on what I was doing to get him off.

We stayed in that position and kissed each other lightly while our heart rates returned to normal. Mo continued to move his hands lightly over my body. I suppose that I’m a heavy weight on his chest. But he didn’t seem to mind and I was comfortable.

Nothing lasts forever, though. After my body recuperated from the excitement I got to my knees and turned around. I nestled comfortably in his arms and he held me close. We stayed like that and held each other for a long time without speaking.

I have no idea how much time passed before we finally got up and took a quick shower. Well, not all that quick. We washed each other with a lot of touching and teasing and then dried each other off. I helped Mo dress after our shower and we went downstairs.

When we joined Brad and Helen on the patio I saw the way that they were looking at each other and I realized that they had been busy while we were upstairs. They looked a little embarrassed. I thought it was so cute.

I put my hands on my hips and stood in front of Helen. I looked at her sternly and said, “You slut! You brazen hussy! Have you seduced my husband?”

She smiled innocently and replied, “No, dear. We were just fucking.”

I laughed and said, “Oh, well, okay then.”

Mo laughed and said, “This sure beats spending the day with normal people.”

I sat down beside him and said, “Then why don’t you come over more often? I don’t like it that you’re home alone all the time. We really enjoy your company and you could help me keep my eyes on that home wrecker over there.”

Mo said, “That certainly is an incentive. She’s definitely easy on the eyes.”

I said, “Yeah, she is pretty. And I hear she’s a pretty good fuck. Maybe you should try her out. It wouldn’t be a problem. She’s really easy. She told me so herself.”

It was an amusing conversation. But the funniest part was how much we embarrassed Helen.

Mo smiled and said, “I just might do that. She’s no Jan, of course. No one can ever take your place in my heart, dear. But she’s an appealing little slut.”

I tried to get him to stay a little longer. But he left not long after that. When he was gone I said to Helen, “I think he likes you.”

She laughed at the very suggestion. She was still very embarrassed. But I swear she looked a little hopeful at the suggestion. She wouldn’t admit to it, though. She shook her head and said, “Don’t be silly! Why would he be interested in me when he has a sweet young thing like you?”

“Oh I don’t know,” I responded. “Maybe because you’re pretty and sexy and intelligent and he really enjoys your weird sense of humor. You really tickle him. You dumb broad!”

Helen shook her head and said, “No. I don’t have anything to offer a man like that.”

I just rolled my eyes.

We sat and talked quietly for a little longer, but not much longer. We all went to bed a little early. I think that we were still a little tired from yesterday.

The next day we planned on dinner with Heather and her husband. We didn’t have anything else planned for the day so I called her and suggested that they come over early and use the pool. We could work on a pitcher of Long Island iced tea and make a day of it.

She spoke with her husband and they had no plans so they came over right after lunch.

The hard part for us was getting dressed. We aren’t comfortable wearing clothing around the house. We didn’t wear much, though. We just put on bathing suits.

I let them in when they arrived. Helen was making a pitcher of her wonderful Long Island iced tea. I took Heather and her very handsome husband Kevin on a tour of the house. They were both impressed. Hell, every time I take someone new on the tour I’m impressed all over again!

Heather and I were walking arm in arm as we went through the house. Not long after we started the tour she said, “I’m disappointed. I’ve heard that you never wear clothing around the house. I pretty much promised Kevin!”

I laughed and looked at her, wondering who had ratted me out. She smiled and said, “I know everything that goes on around that place, Jan. You should know that by now.”

I shook my head and said, “We only got dressed so that you wouldn’t be offended. You have no idea how hard it was for us, either.”

She shrugged and said, “You shouldn’t have. I want you to be you. Everyone should have the chance to get to know the real Jan.”

I’ll admit that I was a more than a little surprised. I don’t think I expected that kind of attitude from Heather. But I certainly don’t want to disappoint anyone. So, when we reached my bedroom on the tour I took my suit off and we continued the tour.

I watch them both as I removed my suit. Heather was grinning, obviously not upset by my nudity. Kevin blushed, but his eyes never left my body as I removed my little bikini.

When I was naked, Heather turned to her husband and said, “Didn’t I tell you? Isn’t she the most gorgeous woman you’ve ever seen?!”

I chuckled and said, “I’m sorry. I thought you met Chaz.”

Heather laughed and said, “Oh yeah, Chaz. I don’t know if I want him to meet her. I feel like a man standing next to her.”

We ended up back in the kitchen. After all the neat things about my house that I just showed her, it was the kitchen that impressed Heather the most. I showed her all of the great little features and hidden appliances. She really loved it.

Brad wasn’t expecting them to arrive quite this early. He was next door returning a book he borrowed from Bill. When he returned he was surprised to see me naked again. Well, maybe not all that surprised.

I introduced him to Kevin. He already knows Heather, of course.

We went out by the pool and Helen brought out the iced tea. She took her suit off and joined us. She grinned at Heather and Kevin and said, “Thank god! You get accustomed to being naked all the time and these damned things are so uncomfortable.”

While Helen was filling our glasses Heather stood up, glanced at her husband and took her suit off. She has a very nice body. It may sound silly, but as soon as I saw that her breasts are no larger than mine I felt more comfortable. It sometimes seems like every woman in the world has larger breasts than I do. A girl starts to get a complex after a while.

We enjoyed a very pleasant afternoon talking and swimming and eating. Brad took Kevin off to his library for a while to show him some of his prized possessions. While he was gone I told Heather that Mo offered me the use of the company’s new jet to fly out and pick up my parents.

She said that was a great idea. The pilots need to log some hours in it and the company has nothing scheduled for them. She informed me that they have nothing planned for the aircraft for the next three weeks.

I told her why I was looking forward to gently rubbing their noses in their dire predictions and she immediately got into the spirit of it with me. She said that she’d make arrangements to have a limo pick me up at the airport and drive me to my parent’s home to pick them up. She’ll schedule Brad’s limo to pick us up when we land back at the local airport and take us to the house.

I was so excited by the whole plan that I called my mother right then and asked if they could come up on Monday. I told her that I have everything all arranged.

Mom talked to dad and then she came back on the line and said, “We can make it dear. But what do you mean you have it arranged? What do you have arranged?”

I said, “Just leave it all to me mom. I’ll pick you and dad up at your house tomorrow around mid-morning.”

I told her I had guests and couldn’t talk now. I said goodbye and hung up before she could wheedle any of the details out of me. Now I just have to break it to Brad.

It isn’t that he doesn’t get along with my folks. My parents have always liked him. Even though they thought we were crazy to get married so young they’ve always gotten along with him. It’s just that he doesn’t know they’re coming and it’s going to come as a shock.

Helen smiled and said, “You are evil, aren’t you?”

I laughed and replied, “I am merely a product of my environment. You know we’re going to have to wear clothes for a whole damn week, though.”

“Okay, I’ll try.”

She excused herself then to go in and start dinner. She promised us a special dinner from a secret family recipe handed down for generations. From that moment on the kitchen is off limits to us and we are not allowed to peek.

She went inside leaving Heather and me alone. Heather suddenly looked slightly uncomfortable and I asked her what was wrong. She actually blushed! I didn’t get it. I haven’t even said anything.

She hesitated for a few minutes and then she said, “There is something that I want to ask you, but I don’t know how to say it.”

“Heather! You don’t have to worry about anything around me. Please don’t be embarrassed. You know all about me. I know that you do. What could possibly embarrass you?”

She looked up at me, then quickly back down at her hands. She was too embarrassed about something to look me in the eye! She looked around as if to make sure that we were alone and said, “I … oh god! I can’t believe I’m actually going to say this! I have a fantasy, something that I’ve always wanted to try. I’ve heard enough and seen enough to know that you’re the woman that I need to discuss this with.

“I’m not gay or bi or anything. At least I don’t think I’m bi, not really. I’ve just always wanted to have another woman make love to me. I think you’re so beautiful and so sweet. I wanted to ask you if…”

She suddenly stopped talking and put her hands over her face. She was so embarrassed that I felt sorry for her.

I got up and rushed around the table. I put my arms around her and said, “Heather! Don’t be embarrassed! It’s okay. I think you’re beautiful, too. Gosh! When I first saw you I was so intimidated! You’re so sophisticated and so beautiful. When I went into your office that first day and saw you for the first time I really felt like a bumpkin.

“But you were so sweet to me. You’ve always been sweet to me. I was scared to death and you made me feel almost comfortable. And when Riggs roughed me up and you magically appeared to give me that loose dress and some shoes. It was so unnecessary, and so thoughtful.

“You’ve never asked a single embarrassing question. You’ve made no accusations. I’ve never gotten the impression that you look down on me because of EPOD. Sweetheart, you don’t ever have to be embarrassed around me. I love you, and I would love to make love to you.”

I pulled her hands away from her face and put my hands on her cheeks. I asked, “You don’t want your husband to know, do you?”

She blushed even more and shook her head violently. “No! At least not right away. After … maybe. Is that awful? I know it is.”

I hugged her and said, “Heather, as soon as my parents are gone, you’re going to take a day off and we’re going to spend the day together. Trust me. When that day is done there will be no questions in your mind.”

She glanced at me nervously and said, “I talked to my ‘secret friend’ about this. She offered to indulge my fantasies with me. But she said that if I want to do it right I should talk to you. She said that you’re special. I already knew that, of course. I didn’t want to admit to her that it was you I often fantasize about. Everyone knows you’re special.”

“Oh god! People keep saying that! Honey, I’m not!”

She looked up at me then and with a sudden intensity that was startling she said, “Yes! You are! Everyone sees it. Everyone who knows you sees it. We don’t have a name for it. But we see it. Everyone that meets you wants to hug you and hold you and just be nice to you. There is something about you that makes people smile when they see you. Look what you did for Mo! That was so wonderful. He is such a happy man now. Sometimes I see him walking around smiling and I cry I’m so happy for him.”

“Okay. Now I’m embarrassed.”

I thought I might catch her off guard so as if it didn’t matter I calmly asked, “Who is your ‘secret friend’?”

She grinned and said, “I’ll never tell. Heather sees all. Heather knows all.”

The men came back to the table then and the conversation became more normal. I went to the door and asked Helen for permission to come in and make another pitcher of Long Island iced tea. Permission was denied but she whipped up another pitcher and brought it out.

Kevin seemed to gradually adjust to all the naked women running around and slowly grow more comfortable. Not comfortable enough to take his trunks off. But he didn’t seem to mind watching us.

Helen served dinner around five. It was sort of like stroganoff, but not quite. It was lighter with a more noticeable wine flavor, and it was wonderful. I called it Helen stroking off. Everyone loved it; the meal I mean. She promised that if she ever left me she would let me have the recipe.

We had wine with dinner. But after dinner we sat around and talked for a long time. We drank ice water or coffee and sobered up a little. I didn’t let them leave until I was satisfied that they were okay to drive home.

Heather got dressed again when it was time for them to leave. She seemed pretty reluctant, though. I think she likes being naked after she tried it for a while and realized how comfortable it is.

I put my suit back on to see them out to their car. I hugged Heather before she got in the car and thanked her in advance for making my travel arrangements in the morning.

Before I let her go I discreetly kissed her lightly on the lips. She smiled and blushed. She looked so cute, so virginal. I think I’m looking forward to making her fantasy come true as much as she is. I’ve never thought of her as a sexual partner before. But there’s no question that she is very sexy and I’ve been extremely fond of her since the first day we met.

Brad and I went back inside and undressed after watching Heather and Kevin drive off. Helen wouldn’t let me help her clean up. Stubborn bitch! But I sat at the kitchen island and kept her company while she cleaned up the kitchen. That dish she made must be pretty complicated. Half the pots and pans we own were dirty.

We talked for a while before I went to bed. She wanted some suggestions on meals for my parents. I told her that as long as she didn’t give my father broccoli or squid they were willing to eat just about anything.

I said goodnight to Helen when she was finished cleaning up and went upstairs. Brad was already in bed reading.

Now that my parent’s visit is in the works I’m pretty excited. I haven’t seen them in more than a year. My father retired early. They have plenty of time and plenty of money. But they don’t do anything! They don’t travel. They don’t seem to have any interests. Mom cooks and keeps the house just like she’s done all of her life. Dad putters around the house and works in his little garden in the back yard. They go to church on Sunday and they go bowling on Thursday. That’s their life. They seem happy, though. I guess that’s all that really matters.

In the morning I got a call from Heather informing me that Dennis will pick me up in half an hour and drive me to the hangar. The jet is being prepped and will be ready to fly me to Ohio. A limo will pick me up at the business airport and drive me to my parent’s house. I’ll have enough time to get them loaded up, go next door and speak to Brad’s family for a few minutes and then whisk my parents out of town. The weather today is perfect for flying and we should be home in time for a mid-afternoon snack.

I thanked her again for making all the arrangements and told her I how much I’m looking forward to seeing her again. She knew what I meant.

I rushed upstairs, took a shower and dressed. When I got downstairs Dennis was standing in the foyer waiting for me.

I walked over and exclaimed, “Dennis! What are you doing standing there? Have you been here long?”

“No, ma’am. I just arrived.”

I shook my head in exasperation and said, “Dennis, you’ve got to learn to relax. I’m ready if you are. Let me grab my purse.”







Chapter 16


I called out to Helen and told her I’d be home soon. Then I left with Dennis. It’s only a short drive to the small, local airport. He dropped me off right at the steps of a sleek jet sitting outside a hangar. Dennis held the door for me and told me that he’ll be waiting right here when I return. Then he escorted me to the steps of the plane.

As we approached the jet a young man in a pilot’s uniform came out and introduced himself as the copilot. He very graciously welcomed me on board. He helped me inside, showed me around and told me that pre-flight is complete. We’ll take off as soon as I’m ready. He told me that the flight will be smooth, the flying weather is perfect. He told me how long the flight would take and pointed out the aircraft’s important features, such as the bathroom and the refrigerator. Then he made sure I was comfortable and strapped in.

The jet’s interior is rich and luxurious and extremely comfortable. I’ve only flown once before. This was nothing like being crowded into a smelly commercial jet with a whole herd of people. Without question this is the way to travel!

The copilot disappeared into the cockpit and we took off in just minutes. The jet was quiet, powerful, smooth and exciting.

I watched out the window as the world got smaller rapidly. Once we leveled off at our cruising altitude the plane became almost silent as they throttled back. A few minutes later the pilot came back, introduced himself and said hello. He invited me up to see the cockpit and I eagerly went to look.

I looked around at all of the dials and switches. It was enough to make me dizzy. But the view out of the front windows was amazing. I wished that I had brought my camera.

We spoke only briefly. He told me that we’ll begin descending slowly in less than thirty-five minutes and we’ll be landing in forty-five minutes. I went back to my seat and opened a magazine. We landed before I finished the article I was reading. Just like the take off, the landing was smooth and quiet. There wasn’t even a bump when the landing gear touched down.

The copilot came out and opened the outer door when we came to a stop. He stepped out and helped me down the short ladder. I thanked him for the wonderful flight, took a dozen steps and got into another stretch limo. The driver already knew where I want to go. I just sat back and enjoyed the short ride.

We pulled up into my parent’s driveway not long after leaving the airport. I went inside and said hello. They were ready to go but I wanted to go next door and see Brad’s parents first. I can’t stay long but I need to say hello and invite them to come up and visit us soon.

I spoke to Brad’s mother for five minutes. I told her that we were doing very well and we look forward to having her and her husband come up for a visit. Then I went back and herded my parents outside. I haven’t told them any of the travel arrangements. They had no idea that they would be riding in limos and private jets. I’m looking forward to their reactions all the way up to when they get their first look at our new home.

The minor rift between my parents and I has been glossed over in the last few years. But I can’t deny that there’s still a little rancor lurking in the back of my mind. For the two years that I lived at home and finished high school while Brad was away at college and the two years at college that I lived on my own while Brad finished school, my parents, especially my dad, never missed an opportunity to point out what a huge mistake our marriage is and that it’s doomed to failure.

It took all of my self control as we rode in the stretch limo and then as he watched, open mouthed while their bags were stowed in the belly of the sleek private jet, to keep from rubbing his nose in it.

In the back of my mind, though, I couldn’t help gloating quietly to myself as each new indicator of my new lifestyle was revealed to him.

We sat in luxurious leather easy chairs facing each other and spoke quietly on the short flight back to Middlebury. The pilot came out after we landed and the aircraft came to a stop. He welcomed us to Middlebury. He said that he hoped that we enjoyed the flight. By the time we stepped off the plane my parent’s bags were already loaded into Dennis’s limo.

I said hello to Dennis and introduced him to my parents. I suppose that wasn’t the Republican thing to do. But that’s okay. I’m a Democrat.

I pointed out that Dennis drives Brad back and forth to work every day. My parent’s inability to comment was very rewarding.

Don’t get me wrong. I love my parents. But I’ve always resented the way they treated Brad and the way they talked about him after he went off to college. And they’ve never apologized.

Dennis held the door for us. After we were seated he drove us to our new home. As we neared our new house and my mother saw the houses in the neighborhood she looked around wide-eyed. I heard her murmur, “Oh my,” under her breath and it pleased me enormously.

Dennis parked in our wide, sweeping, circular driveway. Helen came out and helped with the bags. I introduced her as my friend and my housekeeper.

She looked at me when I told my parents that she was my friend and it looked like she wanted to hug me. In a quiet but emotional voice she said, “That was a wonderful thing to say!”

I winked and asked innocently, “Did I sound like I mean it?”

She rolled her eyes, chuckled and then said hello to my parents. She grabbed one of the bags and led the way to the large guest suite that she has all ready for them. I carried another bag. Dad turned down Dennis’s offer to carry the remaining two bags and took them himself. That left my mother free to gape, open mouthed, at the front of my house.

I thought to myself, “You ain’t seen nothing yet!”

We went right upstairs and I showed them where they were staying before we started the tour of the house. When I showed them to their room mom said, “Oh dear, we don’t want to put you out. We’ll be perfectly happy in the guest room.

I innocently replied, “This is one of the guest rooms, mom.”

When they saw our bedroom and the huge bathroom and my closet that’s larger than their bedroom back home my mother went crazy. Dad just shook his head. I don’t think I’ve ever seen my dad speechless before. I should probably feel guilty about how happy it makes me. But I don’t.

After touring the upstairs I led them downstairs. I showed them the entertainment room with the huge plasma TV and the home theater sound system. We toured the large family room with the walk-in fireplace. I showed them the game room with the antique pool table. We went through Dave’s den with his growing collection of World War II books in which he takes so much pride. Finally we ended the tour in the kitchen. Even dad, who probably isn’t even entirely sure what happens in a kitchen, was impressed.

For the final stop on our tour I took them through the kitchen and out to the tropical paradise in our backyard. Helen came out with lunch while we were looking around and served us on the patio. Helen joined us for lunch but she behaved herself.

You never know about her and that strange sense of humor that I love so much.

After lunch I took them out to the plant in my fancy Mercedes. Dad thought that my one point five million dollar house was nice. But the car floored him! He sat beside me drooling all the way to the plant. The guard saluted me on the way in as usual and I parked in my space. Well, Brad’s space. We went in and I guided them to Brad’s office. I had called ahead to let him know that I was coming. He was in his office when I got there.

We talked for a few minutes and I was just about to let him get back to work when Mo came in. I introduced him to my parents and he was so gracious. He put his arm around me affectionately and told them how highly he thinks of Brad and me. You could tell that he was being sincere. He wasn’t just saying nice things to impress my parents.

After a brief conversation I told Mo and Brad that I’d get out of their hair. On the way out I kissed Mo on the cheek and thanked him.

He winked at me and whispered, “I had a mother-in-law once. I’m getting a kick out of this.”

I laughed and then I herded my parents back to the car. The trip from Ohio had been so quick and painless there was really no recovery needed. So I drove them around town for a while. I showed them where I went to college. It’s the first time they ever visited the campus. They didn’t even bother to come up for my graduation!

We drove through a couple of the covered bridges in the area. Then we went home and relaxed in the pool.

I floated around in the pool with them and told them what I know about the plant and what Brad does there. Dad kept trying to find out how much the house and car cost and how deep in debt we are. I finally told him that not only are we not in debt; we gave our first house and a car to Brad’s secretary when she was having financial difficulties.

I didn’t out and out lie. But I found his snide questions objectionable and I felt a real need to shut him up. I gave them the impression that Brad is making so much money that money means nothing to us.

I was finding it increasingly difficult to be gracious. I desperately wanted to rub their noses in the things that they’ve said about Brad and demand an apology. I managed with a great deal of difficulty to control the impulse. I knew I’d regret it if I said anything.

We got dressed later and I was in the garage showing Brad’s motorcycles to my dad when Dennis drove up and dropped Brad off. Brad waved at Dennis as he left and came over to say hello. He ended up talking with my father about the bikes, something that I never realized my dad had any interest in. I was surprised to find out that he had one when he was in his twenties.

The bigger surprise, though, came when I was following them back into the house and my father apologized for the things he thought, and the things that he said when we first got married. All of a sudden I felt guilty. Pleased, but guilty.

Helen had supper almost ready. We ate in the dining room. All through supper my parents doted on Brad. It was almost like he was the son and I was the daughter-in-law!

Helen started acting more normal. I held my breath for a few minutes and watched my parents. I was quickly relieved when my parents got her humor. Soon the banter around the table was pretty much like it is when it’s just the three of us. If we’d been naked it would have been almost like a normal supper.

Mo had ordered Brad to take the next day off. He got to drive our new car for the first time. We took my parents up into the mountains and showed them how beautiful Vermont is.

I got a little nervous when they talked about how nice it must be to live here. But I forced myself to take a deep breath and relax. I know that they’ll never move.

The rest of the week flew by. I dropped them off at the airport on Friday morning. They flew back alone on the company jet. Heather had arranged for a limo to pick them up when they arrived back home.

They called just after noon to tell me they were home and I finally drew a deep breath and enjoyed sitting around naked with Helen and relaxing. I thanked her profusely for all her hard work and I promised her that I would find a way to make it up to her.

She insisted that she enjoyed my parents visit very much and that there was no need to make anything up to her.

That was nice of her to say and she sounded sincere. But I was fully aware that she went to a lot of trouble for me. She did a lot of extra work while my parents were here and I appreciate it. I intend to make it up to her.

We sat around the pool Saturday morning and enjoyed the peace and quiet for a while. Midge called around eleven and asked if we wanted a little company after lunch.

I’ve missed her and my other friends. In fact, I’m surprised by how much I missed them while spending a week entertaining my parents. I’m anxious to see them again. I quickly invited her and Dave over.

They showed up after lunch and I told them all about my parent’s reaction to flying in a private jet and staying in a palace. It was an interesting week. And I’m so glad it’s over.

We sat and enjoyed a pleasant afternoon, no sex or anything. That was fine. We really enjoy their company. If Madison and Carol weren’t married to such stuffed shirts I would have invited them over as well.

On Monday I got up early and drove to the plant. I visited the break areas and met with the worker bees again. I saw a lot of the same people and found out that a lot of their suggestions are being implemented. Everyone is very happy with the changes.

I managed to corral a handful of people I haven’t spoken with before. They must have been expecting to run into me eventually. Several of them offered a few more suggestions to pass on to Mo.

After collecting the new suggestions I stopped by Heather’s office. She seemed uncomfortable when she looked up and saw me enter her office. She’s obviously very self conscious after opening herself up to me the way she did. It’s totally out of character for her. She’s one of the most confident women I know. But I knew that she’d get over it as soon as we could spend a little time together. She told me that she had arranged for someone to work for her tomorrow if I’m free.

I smiled and told her that I’m looking forward to it as much as she is.

We talked for a minute or two and then I had to leave. I was on my way out when Mo came out of his office to give some papers to Heather. He smiled when he saw me and I hurried over and hugged him. I thanked him for being so nice and making it a perfect trip for my folks. I also let him know that I just left the plant area and the people there are really happy with the way things are going in that part of the plant where the actual work gets done.

He took me in his arms and held on tight while we talked. He no longer seemed to care that Heather was there. He’s well aware that she already knows everything about us.

He told me that he put Mike in charge of motivating some of the supervisors and providing whatever attitude adjustments were necessary. He’s glad to hear that it’s already having an effect. Before he turned me loose I kissed him again and asked him to come by the house sometime this week for a little more personal thank you.

He patted my ass right there in front of Heather and said, “You know, I think I will.”

I left then. When I got home I told Helen that Heather is coming over tomorrow and I told her why. I explained that she’s very nervous and that she might be uncomfortable with Helen there. I offered her the day off. I thought Heather would feel more comfortable if we were alone, at least the first time.

Helen said that she has some friends that she hasn’t seen in a while and might just go visiting. I reminded her that she’s more than welcome to have friends over. I even offered to wear clothes while they’re here.

She nodded and said she would keep that in mind. But she said that if they’re close enough friends to come over for a visit then they’ll have to learn to deal with the nudity.

I called my friends and told them that I’m going to be busy the next day. But I suggested that we get together on Wednesday and make sure that Helen hasn’t forgotten how to make her most excellent tea.

I still had a little time before Brad came home. I got dressed and went over to visit with Karen for a while. I told her how much fun I had while politely making my parents eat their words. I couldn’t stay long. But I don’t want her to think that I’m ignoring her. I haven’t seen her all week.

Now that the time for her visit is getting close I’m a little surprised to discover that I’m getting nervous. I want Heather to enjoy herself. I want the experience to rival the fantasies she spoke of. After the way she phrased her request when she first spoke to me about getting together I feel such a huge responsibility to make it good for her. She seems to have bought into the malicious rumor that there is something magical about me. That’s silly, of course. But even so I feel like I’m under a lot of pressure.

When she arrived in the morning we were both a little uncomfortable. We were alone. Helen had already gone out. Before she arrived I went back and forth about greeting her in the nude and decided that she knows that I’m always nude when I’m home. It would be silly to wear something. Then, at the last minute, I put on a bikini just before she arrived.

When I let her in she glanced down at my bikini and cocked her eyebrow. I grinned in embarrassment, shrugged and said, “I didn’t want to make you nervous. Why don’t we go for a swim?”

She smiled and nodded. We went out on the patio. She pulled her suit out of her bag and stood there holding it, looking at it skeptically. Finally she said, “Seeing how nervous you are actually makes me feel better. I’m glad it isn’t just me.”

She held her suit up and said, “And this is silly.”

She tossed her suit on the table and undressed quickly, if not exactly calmly. I smiled at her and slipped my bikini off, too. Just a little sheepishly I said, “You’ve made me out to be some kind of sexual superhero and I’m not. I think I’m more nervous now than you are.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you nervous. Do you want me to go?”

“No!” I answered quickly, and much too loudly.

“No,” I said again, in a more normal voice. “I’m sorry. I’m looking forward to this as much as you are. It’s just that I’ve always thought you were so special. You look so young and beautiful but you are so much in charge, of yourself and everything around you. I don’t think I’ve ever met a more self assured and quietly confident woman in my life. You impress the hell out of me. You have since the first moment we met.

“If one of us is at all special it’s you. I have so much respect for you and I admire you so much. What you came here for, I want that, too. I just don’t want to screw it up.”

I reached out and took her hand. She smiled and squeezed my hand as if to reassure me. I led her to the pool steps and said, “I’m sorry. For some reason I feel a lot of responsibility to make sure that you enjoy what we do here today. It isn’t like when I’m with one of the guys. I know guys. As long as I can fog a mirror the men at J.A.M. will have fun. I care about you.”

We waded in up to our necks and leaned up against the side of the pool. Neither of us spoke for a minute or so. I couldn’t think of anything to say. So I moved closer, and then worked around behind her and pressed my body against hers.

She shivered as I reached around her and held her close. I spoke softly, my lips near her ear. “I’m kind of new at this, too. You wouldn’t believe the first time. I’ll tell you about it sometime. It was really weird. It happened with a close friend but we did it at a strange club I’ve been to a couple of times.

“The next few times were when Midge, Madison and Carol came over every day and rubbed some mysterious cream into my skin when I was home that week recovering from the beating Riggs gave me. Nearly every time they came over it ended up with me lying there and one of them kissing me while the other one licked my pussy until I had several orgasms.

“It really took my mind off of the pain. I couldn’t wait until I was well enough to return the favor. I knew I was going to enjoy it. I was right. I did. I still do.

“Nothing can take the place of sex with a good man. I love to see a guy get all excited from looking at me and touching me and I love the feel of a big hard cock. There is something in me that loves being taken by a big, strong man.

“Making love to a woman, though, that’s something else altogether. The first time you feel another woman’s breasts, the sensual feel of her smooth skin, the taste and smell of her arousal. It’s just as exciting as being with a man. But very, very different.”

I kissed Heather’s neck, soft, gentle, teasing little kisses. I couldn’t help but smile when she shuddered. I felt my confidence begin to return when I saw the effect I was having on her.

I continued, kissing her neck and her shoulders. I gently slid my fingers up over her soft but firm body to cup her sexy breasts. She leaned her head back and rested it on my shoulder. She sighed and whispered, “That feels so nice. Your hands are so soft.”

I turned my head and softly kissed her cheek. She sighed again. It was almost a moan. I decided in that moment that I didn’t want to do this here in the backyard. Our first time should be more intimate. I said, “Let’s go upstairs and get comfortable.”

Heather covered my hands with hers and whispered, “Yes, let’s get comfortable.”

We stepped out of the pool and dried off quickly. I took her hand and led her upstairs to my room. I pulled down the covers, lit some candles and put on some soft music. Then I stood at the side of the bed, smiled and said, “The mood is set. Now it’s time to take advantage of the beautiful virgin.”

I stretched out on my side beside her and propped my head up on my hand. I looked at her beautiful, naked body and gently traced her curves with my fingertips. Her eyes closed. Her only reaction was to quietly murmur in pleasure occasionally.

“You are so very beautiful,” I said. “Your skin is so soft. I love touching you.”

She whispered, “Oh god, Jan! What are you doing to me? It feels so good!”

“You aren’t still nervous are you?”

She smiled and shook her head.

We started kissing. But this time it was not me kissing her, it was not me seducing her. This time it was mutual and pleasurable and very erotic. I was lying on my left side and I rolled over slightly. My right breast came into contact with hers and as we kissed our breasts rubbed gently against each other. I’ve become familiar with that pleasant sensation but it was new for her. I’m well aware of what she’s experiencing. I know how erotic it is. I think it’s probably more mental than physical. But it’s real.

I placed my knee between her thighs and rose up over her. She put her arms around me and we kissed, both of us growing more aroused as time passed unnoticed.

I began kissing my way down her body. She had no more misgivings now. Her embarrassment had dissolved as her passion grew. She reached her hands up over her head, grabbed the headboard and held on, gasping with pleasure as I teased her breasts.

I had a sudden inspiration. I moved up and straddled her stomach. I reached down and pulled up the thin chains which are permanently attached to the corners of our headboard. I gently placed the cuffs on Heather’s wrists, giving her plenty of time to object if she was of a mind to. Somehow, though, I knew that she’d love what I was doing.

When she was helpless I smiled down and asked, “Are you comfortable?”

She finally opened her eyes and looked at the black leather cuffs on her wrists. She grinned and it was plain to see how aroused she is. She loves being restrained!

She pulled at the cuffs gently and then she relaxed and whispered, “Yes. I am. I’m very comfortable.”

I changed positions, stretching out on top of her. I started kissing her all over again, starting with her lips. She was on fire! She groaned and moaned. At times her sexy body thrashed about so that I could barely hang on. She ground her lips against mine with total abandon.

I finally moved down so that I could work my lips down her neck and then down farther. I began kissing and nibbling her breasts again. This time I began to bite down on her nipples. I clamped down on them harder and harder. She started swearing under her breath, lifting her hips off the bed and pressing her pussy up, rubbing her mound against my stomach.

I continued biting one of her hard little nipples. I brought my thumb and forefinger up and began squeezing the other. I slowly increased the pressure until she groaned loudly and then she screamed so loud that it hurt my ears.

I felt her tense up and I knew that she was having her first orgasm. Helen Keller would have known! There was no doubt in my mind that it was going to be the first of many this afternoon.

I switched off and did it again, squeezing down on her other nipple until she came again. Then I returned to kissing my way down her sexy body. While I know that everyone is different and they enjoy different things, I have begun to find that, so far at least, everyone seems to like the routine I’ve begun to develop incorporating those things that I’ve learned from Midge, Madison, Carol and Brad, and of course, the little trick I picked up from Cosmo.

I worked my way down Heather’s body, skipping quickly over her pubic mound, moving more slowly down her legs to her feet. I teased my way down her right leg, licked and sucked at her feet and her toes for a while and then kissed my way up her left leg.

When I got to her very moist pussy I kissed it lightly for a moment. Then I lifted her legs and began to explore what I have only just recently learned is such a fantastic erogenous zone; her sensitive, pinkish brown, wrinkled little asshole. It became immediately clear that until that moment she wasn’t aware of the erotic possibilities of that area either.

When I first touched my tongue to the sensitive area between her nether cheeks she gasped, “What?! What are you doing?!! NO! OH! OH MY GOD!!”

After that nothing she said was entirely intelligible. She climaxed again, crying out and shuddering violently as I worked my tongue around and into her butt. Then I slowly lowered her legs. She kept muttering, “Oh Jan!” over and over.

Now for the pièce de résistance! I began to kiss and lick all around her pubic mound. Her hair is neatly trimmed and very soft. When it was obvious that she couldn’t take much more I began to eat her sweet pussy enthusiastically. I ate her to several violent orgasms before I worked a couple of fingers inside of her sopping wet opening. As I fucked her gently with my fingers I began to lick and suck on her clit.

She screamed through one massive orgasm after another. Her body thrashed around, totally out of control. Finally, after several long minutes of experiencing a chain of earth shaking orgasms she began to whimper and beg me to stop.

I removed my fingers from her very juicy pussy and confined my kisses to her trembling stomach. I let her come down slowly from her sexual high. Once she had relaxed a little and her breathing returned to more or less normal I moved up and unfastened her cuffs.

She immediately put her arms around me and squeezed me half to death as she kissed me passionately, much like I would imagine she must have kissed her husband on the first night of their honeymoon. She’s drained; totally exhausted. But she’s still a little wild.

I lay down beside her and held her close while she calmed down and started, finally, to relax. She continued to mutter, “Oh my god!” over and over. She couldn’t seem to control her quiet laughter and all the while her body was racked with sudden tremors that seemed to be slowly fading away.

I was aware of an incredible sense of pride that I’d been able to make her feel so good. I think the experience may even have lived up to her expectations! I know exactly how she feels from my own recent experiences. There’s no way she won’t want to do this again.

Once she calmed down and had been quiet for a few minutes I asked, “How did you like those cuffs? Aren’t they great?! Brad bought them for me. We don’t use them all the time, of course. But once a week or so they really add a little spice to our lovemaking. I love the feeling of being helpless.”

“Fuck! I loved everything! Thank you, Jan. Thank you for living up to your reputation.”

I laughed and said, “I’m not sure how to take that!”

She smiled and replied, “Yes you are.”

She released me and wriggled out of my arms. She moved down and rested her head on my stomach. Her face was only inches from my pussy.

She kissed my belly and said, “I’m a little disappointed. It was only about ten times better than I dreamed it would be.”

I chuckled and responded, “I knew you were going to turn out to be a cold bitch!”

She was looking up between my breasts at me and lightly kissing my stomach. She reached up and gently touched my breasts for the first time. She seemed fascinated as she touched me lightly with her fingers and then cupped my breasts with her soft hands.

I watched her. It’s obvious that she’s fascinated by the feel of another woman’s breasts. I didn’t stop her. But I said, “This time is all about you, Heather. I want you to just relax now. The next time we can expand your horizons a little more. I want this time to be pure pleasure.”

“Oh Jan! It was! It is! It’s early, though. I want more. I want much more.”

She got more, a lot more. When she had recovered enough that she could move she put me in the cuffs and did all of those things to me that I just did to her. She did them well and she did them enthusiastically. If I didn’t know for a fact it was her first time I couldn’t have guessed from the way she threw herself into reciprocating. It’s obvious that she enjoys giving pleasure every bit as much as she enjoys receiving pleasure.

She even did the toe thing and tried analingus for the first time. And when she had me popping like a string of firecrackers going off on the tip of her tongue, she enjoyed that too.

We paused for a light lunch and a cold drink and then we tried a leisurely sixty-nine. By the time we went back downstairs, made ourselves another drink and floated around in the pool relaxing for a while we were done for the day. There will be other days, though. We’re already looking forward to the next time.

We were still in the pool when Helen came home. She came out on the deck and asked, “Is the coast clear?”

Heather was over her shyness by then. She and Helen joked back and forth for a while about how horrible it is that I molest and corrupt everyone that comes into my home.

I said, “Yeah, poor Helen has been trying to call 911 since she moved in. I think the reason they ignore her is that she keeps giggling.”

Helen asked if we wanted anything and then she went in to start supper. Once we were alone again Heather shook her head and said, “She is perfect isn’t she? She’s really one of a kind.”

I smiled and said, “Yes. I truly love her. She became an instant part of our family. I couldn’t stand it if she left. There cannot be another like her out there.”

That’s what makes what I did the next day so incomprehensible.

Mo took me up on my offer to drop by in the middle of the morning. I escorted him to the foot of the stairs and then I stopped and told him to go on up. I told him I’d be right there.

I went into the kitchen and walked up behind Helen as she sat on a stool at the kitchen island. I said, “Helen, I’ve been wondering how you feel about older guys.”

“You mean Mr. Morris? Isn’t he great? I’d like one of my own just like him.”

“How would you like that one?”

“What do you mean?” she asked incredulously.

“He likes you. He thinks you’re pretty, which of course you are. He likes your awful sense of humor. I think you two would be great together. Why don’t you come upstairs and let’s find out.”

She looked at me curiously, trying to figure out why I would even suggest such a thing I suppose.

I said, “I love him, Helen. It really bothers me that he’s alone so much. I know he loves me. But that isn’t the same as having someone to love and to hold and talk to at night. I know he’s a little old for you. But he’s so wonderful. I think you two are just perfect for each other.”

“Have you talked to him about this?”

“Not yet. Come on up. Let’s just see what happens.”

She was reluctant, and more nervous than I’ve ever seen her. She let me drag her up there, though. I pulled her into my room and closed the door. I turned to Mo and said, “How would you like a little company?”

I guess he had built up enough self confidence since we started having sex fairly regularly that he was willing to try. The three of us had a lot of fun for the next couple of hours. I taught Helen all of the little things that I know he loves and the three of us had a great time.

When we were all sated and our breathing was returning to normal I crawled up and sat on Mo’s hard stomach. I smiled down at him lovingly and said, “Mo, I want you to do me a favor.”

He reached up and put his hands on my shoulders. He slid them down, caressing me with his loving touch; slowly letting his hands fall to my hips. He held me gently and said, “Sweetheart, you know I’ll do anything for you.”

I leaned down and kissed him. Then I sat back up and said, “I know. You’re the second sweetest man in the world. I want you to ask Helen out to dinner.”

He looked at me like I was crazy. Then he said, “I think the world of Helen. I love her sense of humor and god knows she’s beautiful. I’m much too old for her, though. I’m probably twice her age.”

I smiled and said, “Yeah, almost. But you’re also twice the man that most men half your age are. I’ve watched you two together. I don’t mean here, now. I watch you talk to each other and I see the way you look at her. You two have a lot of fun. You’re right for each other, I just know it.

“I could be giving up a lot here. So you know I’m doing it for the right reasons. I’ll never be able to replace Helen. And if it should work out between you I’d become your number two girl. I’m not too happy about that, either. But I hate it that you’re alone every night and I hate it that Helen is alone every night. I love you both and I would like to see you two give it a shot. I think you could make each other happy.”

Mo looked at Helen and said, “We could humor her, if you think you can stand the idea of being seen in public with an old fart like me.”

She grinned and said, “Well, it wouldn’t be that bad. You are a handsome old fart.”

Then she wrapped her hand around his soft, but still very impressive cock and said, “You certainly come well equipped.”

Mo chuckled and said, “I guess we could give it a try, just to make her happy of course.”

“I suppose. She’s a nice enough little slut. It wouldn’t hurt to humor her just this once.”

I tried to fake indignation and replied, “Maybe it wouldn’t be that hard to replace your lazy ass after all.”

“Don’t throw my stuff out yet girl. He may turn out to be a bore out of bed.”

I leaned down, hugged Mo and said, “He isn’t. I love him and I love being with him. And I want you to know that no matter what happens,” I reached down and took his cock away from Helen, “I’m never going to give this up completely.”

As is turned out, I did, indeed, shoot myself in the foot. Helen is living with Mo now and they’re engaged. The wedding is going to be in my backyard in three months.

Helen is helping me look for her replacement. But I remain convinced that there isn’t another Helen out there.

Heather has been back several times. Each time is as good and as exciting as our first time together. We’ve talked about involving our husbands. But she wants to take it slow. Her husband doesn’t work at J.A.M. and doesn’t know about EPOD. They’ve never talked about involving others in their sex life. She has started dropping hints to Kevin about maybe becoming a little more adventurous in the bedroom. If it happens, fine. If not, we enjoy what we have together.

Midge, Madison, Carol, Chaz and Helen spend an average of three days a week at our house. I have to keep reminding Helen that she no longer lives or works here. We still rely on her for the best Long Island iced tea, though.

I’ve been seeing more of Laura Newman and even Liz Kennedy. In fact, between all of my girlfriends and the senior VPs I’m hardly ever alone.







BOOK THREE: MOUSE

Chapter 17


I recently broke up with my on again, off again girlfriend and moved into an apartment. Well, not all that recently. It’s been a while now I guess. I was renting a nice little house on the other side of town when I met her. She moved in with me for the third time when we got back together. But we could only stand to live together for four months before we started getting on each other’s nerves, again.

She’s a beautiful young woman with a warm personality and a lot to offer. We had a few things in common and we were perfect for each other in bed. But we were not perfect for each other out of bed.

For one thing she drinks too much. She loves to go out and party. She’d go out drinking and dancing every night if she could. And she isn’t real careful about what kind of drugs she puts into her almost perfect body.

I don’t mind smoking a little pot now and then. Not too often. I seem to be particularly susceptible to its effects unlike some of my friends who insist they can drive even better after smoking a joint. Two or three good hits and I’m wasted. My drug of choice is Michelob or a nice glass of red wine. My ex would just as soon snort a little white powder or swallow any pill some guy hands her.

I like to go out now and then. But to be honest, I’d rather go out for a nice meal in a quiet restaurant. It isn’t that I don’t like to have fun and dance now and then. I just don’t like loud, smoky places. I enjoy conversation and breathable air.

We tried to accommodate each other. But finally we both came to realize that no matter how hot the sex is we were never going to be right for each other.

We’re still friends. I let her have the house and furniture. I even let her keep the large flat screen television I just bought. All I took with me when I moved out was my clothes, my books and my music. There weren’t any hard feelings when I left. We parted by mutual agreement. She even kissed me goodbye when I left.

I found a nice enough furnished apartment that’s nearer where I work. To make the place a little more comfortable I picked up a few pieces of decent furniture at a good price from a furniture store that was going out of business and I bought another television. For the next couple of months I enjoyed the peace and quiet of being alone and the absence of yard work.

I frequent one of the apartment’s two pools on nice evenings and weekends. They have one pool that’s designated for adults only. There are no screaming kids running around like crazy and the girls wear skimpier bikinis. That’s always a good thing.

Over time I met a few of my neighbors. There are a couple of young guys living across the hall and couple doors down from me. We sometimes watch a game together on the weekend. I’ve always suspected that they’re gay. But I don’t give a damn about that. It isn’t any of my business.

They’re friendly and intelligent and I enjoy their company. I think it’s too bad that we live in a repressed, intolerant society that forces them to hide it. That’s just another of the many harmful side effects of religion. But man has been superstitious since he crawled out of the primordial slime. I suppose he always will be.

The only real drawback to my new, quieter lifestyle is that while living with my ex I became accustomed to a steady diet of very hot sex. Masturbation is fine. But it goes without saying that it’s no substitute for the real thing. Or at least it would have gone without saying if I hadn’t said it.

There are a few girls at work who have caught my eye. I’d like to ask them out. And the company doesn’t seem to have any rules against fraternization. But I’m not unaware of the pitfalls that make office romances so dangerous and I have every intention of avoiding them.

They pay me very well where I work and I seem to be advancing rapidly. I don’t want to jeopardize the very generous paycheck they seem perfectly happy to give me.

But it isn’t just about the money. I did a lot of research on the companies that were showing an interest in me before I graduated from college. I chose the company I went to work for over many far more lucrative offers for a reason. They didn’t just offer me a paycheck and benefits. They were offering me a chance to use my mind, to be innovative, to think outside the box.

It has been a good choice. I don’t want to blow it by engaging in disruptive affairs with co-workers. I have quickly earned a good reputation and I intend to maintain it.

That’s why I decided to attend the lame mixer that the apartment complex hosted at the pool. There are more than a few hot single girls living in this apartment complex. I figured it was time to meet some of them and see if I could get a phone number or two in the process.

It turned out to be exactly as I described it, lame. As you might expect, it was attended by twice as many guys as girls. I did manage to meet a few girls. I even got a couple of numbers.

But I couldn’t help noticing this quiet little chick who kept to herself, blushed furiously whenever anyone so much as looked in her direction, and rebuffed every guy who approached her.

She was obviously very shy and very uptight. She wore a modest two piece bathing suit that looked like it must be a hand-me-down from her mother. Over that she wore the ultimate cover up. She might as well have come fully dressed.

It was obvious that she was very conflicted. She screwed up her courage enough to attend the mixer. She wants to meet someone. But she’s so painfully shy that she can’t bring herself to even talk to anyone.

She looked like a real mouse. But if you look closer you can see that she looks that way on purpose. It was obvious that she could have been very attractive with a little work on her wardrobe and her self esteem.

She only stayed for about thirty or forty minutes before she retreated to her apartment. I watched her go. I was surprised to note that she lives in my building. I couldn’t recall seeing her before.

I had been watching her in fascination since she showed up at the mixer. I didn’t even start talking to others until she left. I almost went over and tried to talk to her. I was very curious about her. But I knew it wouldn’t do any good. She had to be the shiest girl I’ve ever seen.

There was something about her, though. Damned if I know what it was.

I stayed around for some weak punch and some weak conversation. I met a few girls and I talked sports, cars, and girls with a few guys. I stayed for about an hour after shy girl left and then I went back to my place.

It would have been an unremarkable afternoon, except for what happened next.

When I got back to my building it was quiet. Most of the people who live there are single. Most of them were still out at the pool. The thing that changed two lives that afternoon was that when I entered my building the mail carrier was in the vestibule, stuffing mail in the boxes.

I waited around for him to finish putting the mail out. We talked a little while I was waiting. He’s not the most discreet mail carrier I’ve ever met. He was putting a small parcel in one of the boxes. He chuckled, looked at me and said, “This gal gets more mail from distributers of sexual paraphernalia than anyone else on my route. She must be some kind of sex maniac.”

He rolled the small, padded envelope up to show me that it contained a vibrator. In that moment I lost a lot of respect for him. But I thought I should keep my eye out to see who picks mail up from that box. She and I seem to have something in common. We’re both supplying our own orgasms. Granted, that isn’t something upon which to base a relationship. I couldn’t just go up to her and say, “I’m horny, too. Ya wanna?”

But it wouldn’t hurt to keep it in mind.

Before he closed the boxes the carrier said, “She got a pair of handcuffs last week. I keep hoping she’ll get a parcel that has to be signed for so I can take it to her door and see what she looks like.”

The jerk finally left and I checked my mail. I was standing there sorting out the junk mail at the recycle bin that management is kind enough to supply when the mousy girl from the pool came down and checked her mail. She blushed when she saw me. I didn’t speak but I smiled and nodded.

She looked away. I realized that she didn’t mean to be rude. She was just so painfully shy that she couldn’t even look me in the eyes.

I was shocked to discover that she was the recipient of the vibrator. I watched her open her mailbox. She saw the parcel and her face went from pink to dark red instantly. It was amusing to watch.

I finished throwing my junk mail into the bin and I followed her to the elevator. We rode up together without speaking. I got off on the second floor. She continued up to her apartment on the third floor.

That should have been the end of it. But I couldn’t stop thinking about her. Over the next couple of weeks I seemed to see her all the time. I suppose I must have seen her coming and going before and never paid any attention to her. Now I couldn’t help noticing her. She was always dressed more conservatively than my grandmother. She never spoke to anyone. She never looked anyone in the eye.

She isn’t my type. That’s for sure. But for some reason I couldn’t get her out of my mind. One day I was on the phone with my brother. He’s a psychologist working at a hospital in D.C.

We don’t see each other very often. But we talk on the phone about once a month or so. I don’t know what caused me to mention her. But for some reason I told him about her. I mentioned the things I learned about her from the mail carrier and he suggested that she was probably raised by strict, verbally abusive parents and had no self esteem.

I mentioned how she wouldn’t let anyone near her and described her behavior at the mixer. My brother said that girls like her are in danger.

When I asked why he explained that because of the way they’re raised they’re very vulnerable. They’re susceptible to abusive people like her father probably was. She’s vulnerable to men who’ll tell her what to do. She probably lives in a fantasy world in which men abuse and humiliate her. Abuse and love are all mixed up in her mind. She craves that kind of treatment. But she’s too shy to go out and find someone to treat her that way.

It was his off the cuff opinion, admittedly based on almost no information, that it’s unlikely she’ll ever change without some serious counseling.

I’m embarrassed to admit it. But when my brother was giving me his impromptu diagnosis of my mousy neighbor I started to get … I don’t know. Not aroused exactly. Maybe interested in the possibilities is the best way of putting it. That doesn’t speak well of me I know. But I couldn’t help letting my mind wander to where my brother’s off the cuff analysis of my neighbor just naturally led.

I’ve never treated any member of the opposite sex with anything but respect. I’ve never even considered it. I wasn’t raised that way. But I sometimes read stories on the internet when I’m bored. Stories that have turned me on, much to my surprise. Many of them are stories about females being victimized by men who found themselves with some sort of contrived opportunity to take advantage of a situation that put them in a position of authority over the women.

These weren’t the hard corps rape stories. The women weren’t tortured in the stories that turned me on. And they usually came to enjoy their abuse. What the hell, it’s just fantasy. What does it hurt? Right?

I’ve masturbated to these fantasies on occasion. I never considered living out one of those fantasies. But now I began to wonder.

I thought about waiting for her downstairs after work some day and seeing what would happen if I tried to order her around. One afternoon, not long after that conversation with my brother, we met at the mailboxes again. I almost ordered her to follow me to my apartment. But I didn’t. I wanted to. But I didn’t have the balls.

Later that day I was eating my supper and listening to some quiet music. This was almost a month after the mixer. In that time I’d gone out to dinner with one of the girls I met there that day. She was cute. But she was a total airhead.

I got together with another of the girls I met at the mixer for drinks after work. As soon as I found out she loves Rush Limbaugh I knew we had nothing in common. So my sex life still consisted of quick dates with mother thumb and her four daughters.

I began thinking about the mouse again. I think that I was becoming fixated. I don’t even know her name! I just know that I spend a lot of time thinking about what it seems are our shared fantasies. I imagined the blush on her face as she undressed in front of me. I wondered if she has ever had sex with a real live man. I even began to wonder what she’s like as a person!

I may not know her name. But thanks to the mail carrier I know what apartment she lives in. I decided on a test. I wrote a short note on an index card. It said, “I will be at your apartment at ten o’clock Saturday morning. Be standing in your foyer. You are to be fully dressed. Stand with your back to the door. Be prepared to obey my every command. Wear a blindfold and have handcuffs attached to your left wrist. Leave your door open exactly one inch.”

I put the card in an envelope and dropped it in the mail on the way to work the next morning. That was Tuesday. I didn’t see her again until we met at the mailboxes on Friday after work. I avoided giving her more than a casual glance. I didn’t want to give her any reason to suspect that I mailed that card to her.

I stood at the recycle can going through my mail and weeding out the junk. As I did I watched her out of the corner of my eye. I wondered where she worked. She looks like she must be either a librarian or a school teacher. Her wardrobe and her manner just scream spinster school teacher.

She blushed when she saw me. She still wouldn’t meet my gaze. I wondered for a moment if she has ever in her life looked anyone in the eyes. I had the impression that afternoon that she seemed more skittish than normal. But it may have been just my imagination.

She grabbed her mail and rushed to the elevator while I was still disposing of junk mail. I watched her as the elevator doors closed and wondered what was going through her mind. And I wondered the same thing I’ve been wondering all week. Will her door be open an inch tomorrow morning?

I couldn’t stop thinking about her that evening. I knew that the chances were just about slim and none that she’d be waiting for me as I ordered in my note. But even so I couldn’t keep my mind from exploring the possibilities for pleasure if I found her waiting there tomorrow morning with her door open.

I watched a little news and ate my supper. I checked my email and read a few more stories. There are a couple of authors whose stories I particularly enjoy. The idea that I might actually be living out some of the fantasies they post kept me awake late into the night that night.

I awoke Saturday morning and took a shower. I dressed and had coffee. I tried to read the paper but I couldn’t concentrate. I sipped my coffee and stared blankly at my patio doors. I wondered what she was thinking at that moment and how well she slept last night.

I spent the next couple of hours doing what I always do on Saturday morning. I cleaned up my apartment and did a few loads of laundry. I don’t like doing housework. Who does? But I was glad for the distraction this morning. It took my mind off of how slowly the clock was moving.

It began to seem like time was standing still. I chuckled to myself when I realized that I’ve never been this anxious before a date before. And this is a date that’s quite likely all in my mind!

I was all but certain that I’d get to her apartment at the appointed time and the door would be tightly closed. That will be the end of that. But at least I’ll be able to get on with my real life then. My fascination with the mouse upstairs is probably very unhealthy.

I forced myself to wait until two minutes before the hour. I wore a pair of tennis shoes and walked softly so that she couldn’t hear me coming down the carpeted hallway.

I arrived at the door to her apartment at exactly ten o’clock and a sudden furious rush of adrenalin raced through my body. Her door was open exactly one inch!

I didn’t even hesitate. I had to assume that she was a lot more nervous than I am. I have a pretty good idea how much nerve it must have taken for that painfully shy woman to leave her door open for me.

I knew, too, that if I dawdled she would quickly come to her senses. Sanity would return and she would close her door. That would be the end of it.

I pushed her door open quietly. She was standing three feet away with her back to me. I heard her sudden intake of breath when I opened her door. I could sense that she’s as excited as I am. I could also sense her fear. I wanted to assure her that I wouldn’t hurt her. But somehow I knew that would be a mistake. She needs that fear.

I closed her door firmly. She flinched slightly at the sound of her door closing. But she remained in place. She didn’t move. She didn’t speak.

She’s dressed the way she always dresses except that she’s wearing a blindfold and has a pair of handcuffs dangling from her wrist. She’s wearing a dowdy dress that extends halfway down her calves.

Her shoes are a pair of nondescript flats. That’s probably all she owns. She’s wearing stockings, probably pantyhose.

Her dark blonde hair is cut short. I think that most men have a preference for long hair on a woman. I always have. But the style suits her. It looks good on her. It compliments her face. She has a pretty face and a very nice figure. It’s hard to believe that a young woman this attractive can suffer from such low self esteem. She must have really been beaten down when she was growing up. It’s a shame.

I suddenly found myself wondering what her voice sounds like. I can’t remember ever hearing her speak.

I walked around her slowly. I stopped in front of her and looked at her face. Her quick, nervous breathing was loud in the small entryway. I could almost taste her fear.

In a firm but quiet voice I said, “Don’t move.”

I wondered for a moment if she might recognize my voice. But then I remembered that she has never heard me speak, either.

She startled noticeably when I spoke. But she didn’t move. I reached out my hand and traced the line of her cheek below the blindfold. She gasped when my finger touched her. But still she didn’t move.

In a quiet voice, with more confidence than I really felt I said, “I’ve been watching you. I’m going to change you.”

I went around behind her again. She still held her wrists together as if both cuffs were already attached. I placed the dangling cuff around her right wrist and fastened it, careful not to make it too tight.

When she felt the other handcuff close over her wrist to render her helpless her entire body shuddered. I’m not sure if it was fear, excitement, or some combination. I imagine that it was equal parts of both.

I placed my fingers around the back of her neck and guided her through the tiny foyer into her living room. The room was clean and neat. It was furnished just like all the other apartments I’ve visited in this building. Management obviously buys the furniture in bulk.

Her balcony looks slightly larger than mine and has a better view of the pool. I thought that she must spend a lot of time looking out there, watching everyone having a good time, everyone but her.

I left her standing in the middle of the room and went down the hallway to her bedroom. I remembered what the mail carrier said. I’m curious to see what kind of toy collection she has accumulated.

I opened the drawers in her nightstand. They were both full of vibrators, fake cocks, butt plugs, and various other toys, including a selection of restraints and several styles of nipple clamps. It’s an impressive collection and it told me a lot about her fantasies. I’ll have to spend more time going through it later.

I looked in her closet. It contained only more of the same ultraconservative outfits that she always wears, a pair of tennis shoes and two pairs of plain, black flats. I looked through her dresser. In the third drawer I opened I was surprised to find a selection of very sexy underwear. But everything else was more typical of her mouse persona.

I went back out to the living room. I stood in front of her and said, “I was going to tear your clothes off. But on second thought, I think I’d like to watch you undress for me. Where is the handcuff key? I’ll be in charge of that from now on.”

Before she could respond I said, “You realize that you belong to me now, don’t you? This isn’t going to be just a casual sexual encounter. I’m taking possession of you. You’re going to become my hobby.”

She didn’t answer. It looked like she was about to lose her balance. I could actually see her knees shaking even though they were covered by that god-awful dress.

She turned an even darker shade of red and finally managed to nod her head. Then she tried to tell me where to look for the key. Her voice broke. She had to clear her throat and finally she whispered, “The key is on the counter by the phone.”

I picked up the key and moved around behind her. Before I unlocked the handcuffs I said, “I’m going to take these off until you’ve finished undressing. Leave the blindfold in place. I’ll take it off when I’m ready.”

She trembled and whispered, “Yes, sir.”

I unlocked the cuffs and placed them on the counter. She rubbed her wrists for a moment and then stood still with her arms at her sides.

I sat down on the couch in front of her and made myself comfortable. In a firm voice I demanded, “Take your clothes off now. Take your time. I want to enjoy this.”

She reached behind her back and struggled with the zipper on her dress. She had a hell of a time pulling it down. Her hands are shaking like crazy.

While she was struggling with her zipper I asked, “How many men have you had sex with?”

She stopped what she was doing for a moment and stuttered, “N-n-none! I’ve never… ! I mean…”

She couldn’t finish the sentence. I know that she doesn’t have a hymen. Not with all of those sex toys in her bedroom. But it’s still hard to believe in this day and age that a heterosexual woman in her twenties has never been with a man.

I asked, “How old are you?”

She whispered, “Twenty-three, sir.”

Now I know her age and her sexual history. But I still don’t know her name!

I watched as she finally managed to lower the zipper and stood there in front of me looking like she was going to pass out from fright. I would have loved to remove that blindfold so that I could see her eyes. But I didn’t. I don’t know how I knew it. But I’m certain that she needs that blindfold right now.

I almost snapped at her to hurry up. I was uncharacteristically impatient to see her body. But only two minutes ago I told her to take her time. And I have to admit that it’s fascinating to watch her, to watch her and imagine what’s going through her mind.

More than the fact that she’s undressing in front of me and that it’s the first time she has ever undressed in front of anyone of the opposite sex, the things that are making my cock so hard are her vulnerability, her innocence, and her fear.

I’ve always gravitated toward headstrong, self assured, confident women. This is a first for me, too. I’m not sure why this woman turns me on as much as she does. But she does. Something about her has been drawing me to her from the very first moment I saw her at the mixer.

I may never know why. Maybe I’ll ask my brother someday. But probably not. If I do I’ll have to admit to him what I did here today. I know he wouldn’t approve. Hell! If some man were to tell me that he had treated a helpless, emotionally crippled woman the way I’m treating this woman I wouldn’t approve!

She finally gathered her courage and allowed her dress to slip off of her shoulders. I half expected that she might be wearing some of those sexy undergarments that she obviously ordered from catalogs. I know she doesn’t have the nerve to go into a store and purchase any of those things.

But she isn’t. Her underwear is just what you might expect a woman who dresses the way she does to wear under her unflattering dress. Her bra is a big, thick, over engineered garment designed not to flatter her figure but to conceal it.

She paused again, gathering the courage to slide her dress the rest of the way off. I heard an almost imperceptible moan and finally she let her dress fall to the floor at her feet. She stepped out of it and kicked it out of the way.

She stood before me now in her industrial strength underwear and pantyhose. It surprised me that she wasn’t wearing a slip.

She paused once more. This is undoubtedly the hardest thing she has ever done. I have to admire her courage, though. There can’t be many women in the world who have the nerve to do what she’s doing now. She’s undressing for a strange man. And she has no idea who she’s undressing to please. I could be a murderer. I could be sixty-five years old and as fat as a Volkswagen. She doesn’t have a clue as to my identity.

I’m well aware that this is her fantasy, too. But still, it has to be incredibly difficult for her to actually go through with it. This is real life. She isn’t lying in her bed in the dark, imagining this while she stimulates herself with a vibrator.

She kicked her shoes off and began to roll her pantyhose down. She nearly lost her balance. But she quickly recovered. She managed to stay on her feet and remove them.

I plan on saving her some trouble in the future. I’m going to order her not to wear those again. I hate them. And anyway, she doesn’t need them. She has perfect legs. They are long and slender; toned and lightly tanned. I guess she spends a lot of time sunning on her balcony because except for that day at the mixer I’ve never seen her at the pool.

She stood before me in just her bra and panties for a moment. The garments themselves are not sexy. But the vivid aura of embarrassment emanating from her is really turning me on. She reached back and struggled with the catch on her bra. While her shaking fingers fought with the clasp I asked, “No other man has ever seen your tits?”

She recoiled as if struck when I used the word tits. But she shook her head and replied quietly, “No, sir.”

She finally got the bra unhooked and released the ends of the straps. It hung loosely in front of her, still covering her breasts. The mixed emotions she’s experiencing are obvious even with her eyes covered. I know she’s terrified. But terror is not her primary response to what’s happening here. The signs are there. She’s just as excited as I am.

That assessment was confirmed when she slowly slid her bra down off of her shoulders and uncovered her impossibly hard nipples.

The red flush that highlighted her embarrassment spread down from her forehead, down her neck and her upper chest and faded away when it reached her perfect breasts. It’s a sin that she’s kept those beautiful things so well covered for so long. They’re breathtaking!

I’m no expert. But I estimate that she was wearing a C cup bra. Her breasts are perfectly formed. Her areolae are small and pink. I don’t have to touch them to know that her nipples are very, very hard. While they’re not very big around, they seem unusually long. They appear to be more than half an inch long, possibly even three quarters of an inch. They struck me as extremely erotic. I can’t wait to taste them.

I stared for a long moment. After staring at her tits for a minute or two I said, “Very nice! Those are probably the prettiest tits I’ve ever seen!”

I figure it won’t hurt to start working on her self esteem. And I’m only being honest.

I leaned forward and picked up her bra. She had dropped it on the floor near my feet. I checked the label. I was right, C cup. They stick straight out from her chest as if she exercises them regularly. I can’t wait to get my hands on them. But that will have to wait. I want to make this last a little longer. The anticipation is exciting for both of us.

Her skin is snow white all over her body. Except for her lightly tanned legs it doesn’t look like she ever goes outside. I looked at all of that snow white flesh, untouched by any male, and I thought that she looks just like what she is, a virgin.

She’s probably about five feet, one or two inches tall. I’d guess that she doesn’t weigh much more than a hundred pounds, if that. She’s very slender. But she certainly isn’t skinny. She has all the right curves in all the right places.

I caught glimpses of her legs under the cover-up she wore to the mixer. But looking at them close-up now I see that they’re long and slender and flawless. I look forward to having them wrapped around me.

She began sliding her panties off. It’s obvious with every move she makes how difficult this is for her. Her granny panties and her armored bra are two more garments that she won’t be wearing again. I’m pretty certain that even my grandmother would have laughed at them if she were here.

While she was slowly lowering her underwear I asked, “Since you’ve never been with a man, I assume that you’ve never seen a man naked except in pictures?”

Her blush deepened again. I smiled at the idea that she’s probably embarrassed because someone knows she has looked at pictures of naked men.

She nodded almost imperceptibly.

I’m glad she’s wearing the blindfold. I found it difficult to keep from smiling in anticipation of her shock and embarrassment when I asked, “Tell me, what do you think of cocks?”

She suddenly stopped working her panties down off of her hips. They were just below her neatly trimmed pubic hair; the crotch still caught in that tight little V where her legs join her body. I was a little surprised by the close trim. I expected her to be hiding her lovely pussy behind a full bush of pubic hair.

She stood there for a moment without moving. She’s obviously trying to decide how to answer my question. I’m in no hurry. I stared at her nearly naked body and gave her time to think.

She finally answered in a quivering, almost childlike but obviously stressed voice, “I think they’re exciting … and scary.”

That sounded like an honest answer. I waited for her to finish removing her underwear. After she stepped out of them and kicked them away I ordered her to spread her legs a little farther apart.

She swallowed nervously. I thought I heard a faint moan again. But she obeyed.

I sat in silence and admired her beauty for a long moment. And there’s no longer any doubt about it. Seeing her close-up, with her guard down and vulnerable I see how truly beautiful she really is. Her face, her body, she’s flawless. Now if I can do something with her mind.

She stood about three feet away from me, surrounded by her ugly duckling clothing. I reached out, gripped her wrist and gently but firmly pulled her to me. I guided her around the small coffee table and pulled her down onto it. I sat back down on the couch. Now she’s sitting right in front of me, our knees almost touching. I gently spread her knees, encountering absolutely no resistance as I splayed her open, leaving her with no secrets. I sat back in my seat then to enjoy the view.

The silence long silence that followed seemed to be getting to her. I’m sure that she could feel my eyes on her. She hasn’t stopped blushing since I entered her apartment. I wondered about her fantasies and if this, what we’re doing now, is one of them. I suspect that something very much like what we’re doing is exactly what she fantasizes about.

I enjoyed my view of her beautiful body for a moment longer. Then I sat up and rested my fingertips on her cheek. She sat still and I slowly traced a path down her cheek, slowly down her long, slender neck and onto her upper chest.

I heard her breathing becoming slightly more labored. She shivered almost continuously as my fingers neared her breasts. When my fingertips began to slowly circle the base of first one perfect breast and then the other she moaned loudly. She bit her lip in an effort to hide her excitement but she couldn’t control her reactions.

And I couldn’t help smiling. Beyond a shadow of a doubt she is more turned on than any other woman I’ve ever been with. She’s nearly panting with need. And I’m enjoying this as much as she is. In fact, I can’t remember a first time with a woman or girl in my past that was anywhere near this exciting. When the time is right I’ll have to remember to tell her that.

My fingers moved over her sensitive flesh, carefully avoiding her nipples for now. I can feel her excitement and the heat her sexy body is exuding. It’s getting to me. My cock has been almost painfully erect from the moment I entered her apartment.

I slowly worked my fingers toward the tips of her pert breasts. While my fingertips lightly grazed over her soft, sensitive flesh I said, “I don’t want to ever catch you wearing underwear like this again. I found some in your dresser that’s much more appropriate for a woman as beautiful and as sexy as you. You can model them for me later … after I fuck you.”

She gasped again when she heard the word fuck. Then she groaned and I wondered for a moment if she was having her first orgasm of the day.

“Later we’re going to get you a new wardrobe. You’re much too sexy to be dressing like my grandmother.”

She moaned again. But she didn’t speak. It hasn’t escaped my noticed that she has yet to say no to a single one of my demands.

My fingertips are circling her areolae now, not quite touching the delicate pink flesh. She’s almost panting. I stopped suddenly. I realized that I forgot to put the cuffs back on her.

I considered leaving them off. But I thought that she’d enjoy having them on. She did, after all, buy them for herself.

She groaned in dismay when I took my hand away. I stood up. She’d have really been embarrassed if she’d been able to see the erection in my pants. It was only inches from the tip of her nose.

I took two steps and picked up the handcuffs. She heard them. She knew what I was going to do and she moaned again. It was probably more of a whimper, actually.

I went behind her. Without being asked she put her arms behind her back. I placed the cuffs back on her wrists and returned to my seat. I resumed my exploration of her beautiful breasts, with both hands now. I cupped them from underneath, still being careful to avoid touching those incredible nipples.

I’ve never seen nipples quite like them. The sexy little nubs are thicker than I first thought. They’re about twice as thick as a pencil eraser and looking at them closer I can see that my second estimation was more correct. They have to be three quarters of an inch long, possibly even a little longer than that. And they’re still as hard as steel.

I think that I’m nearly as excited as she is by the thought that until this moment no one but her has ever touched her nipples. She’s incredibly anxious for that first time. I can sense her frustration building as my fingers slowly tease the sensitive flesh around those pretty pink tips.

I thought about waiting, putting it off. I wondered if the frustration of being teased like this would be too much. It would be exciting to hear her beg me to touch her. But I can’t wait any longer. Those incredible nipples are drawing my fingers to them like magnets. Maybe next time I’ll hold off until she begs.

I began running one finger of each hand around her nipples, just barely touching them. Her entire body stiffened suddenly and under her breath she exclaimed, “Oh! Oh my god!”

Then she bit her lip again and struggled to remain passive, trying desperately not to seem too needy. It’s obvious that she’s losing the battle. There’s no doubt in my mind that she has dreamed of this moment for years. And I have the impression that the reality is just as exciting for her as the fantasy has no doubt been.

I teased her nipples for a minute or two before I leaned forward and circled one of them with the tip of my tongue. She gasped loudly then as I closed my lips around it. She sighed and then cried out as my teeth closed down gently. There was no question this time. She experienced a violent orgasm as my teeth nipped at her super hard nipple.

I didn’t release her, though. Not right away. I continued to apply pressure and she began to whisper urgently, “Yes! Yes! Like that! Oh yes!”

I moved to her other nipple and repeated the process with the same exciting results. I suspect that in a very short time she enjoyed half a dozen small orgasms just from what I’m doing to her nipples. It seemed like a crime to me that a woman this beautiful and this responsive should be hiding under all of those clothes and avoiding the excitement she obviously craves.

This encounter isn’t going the way I planned, on several levels. First, she is much more malleable than I anticipated. I’ve been surprised by how completely she’s surrendering to me.

But aside from that, my plan was to come in here, strip her and use her for my own pleasure. That isn’t as cold as it sounds. I thought I’d enjoy it and I assumed that a scenario like that is pretty close to what her fantasies are.

We’ll get to that part of the program soon enough. But my plans are evolving as I spend time in her presence and this, what we’re doing now, is too exciting. I have to continue this. I’ll get mine later. This is something to savor.

I stood up again and helped her to her feet. She required my support at first. Her legs were so weak she almost collapsed to the floor. With my hand under her arm I held her up until she seemed able to stand on her own. I grabbed the key to the cuffs and guided her down the narrow hallway to her bedroom. I pulled back the covers on her bed and removed her handcuffs.

I left her standing beside her bed and dug through her nightstand. I remembered seeing just what I needed in there earlier. She heard me digging through her collection of sex toys and groaned in embarrassment.

I found the padded leather cuffs with the thin leather straps attached. She must have experimented with tying herself to the bed for excitement. That couldn’t have been easy. But I’m happy that this is a part of her fantasy life, because I’m enjoying the hell out of it.

I’ve never experimented with bondage before. I’ve enjoyed reading about it. It sounds exciting. But I very much doubt that any of the women I’ve dated in the past would have consented to it. Mouse seems to be made for this.

I attached the leather cuffs to her wrists. Shivers of excitement ran through her body as I worked. She gasped when I picked her up easily and dropped her on the bed on her back. I stretched her arms up and tied the leather straps to her headboard. As soon as she was helpless I stood beside the bed and stared down at her beautiful body while I slowly got undressed.

When she realized what I was doing I heard her breath catch. It’s amazing to think that she has never been in a room with a naked man. I can’t even imagine what must be going through her mind right now.

I dropped my clothes in a pile on the floor. I peeled my jockey shorts off. The size of the wet spot in them where they came into contact with the head of my seriously hard cock was amazing! I haven’t excreted that much lubricant since I was a horny teenager! This pretty little Mouse is really turning me on!

As soon as I was naked I sat down on the bed beside her. My hip came into contact with her thigh. When she felt the touch of flesh against flesh she gasped again. It’s amazing to me that except when I was biting down on her nipple a couple of minutes ago the only words she has uttered since I came into her apartment have been in response to direct questions. And even then she used only the barest minimum to convey her responses.

She never once asked for an assurance that she wouldn’t be harmed. She never expressed any of her own personal feelings, her doubts, her fears. She proffered no request that I do anything other than whatever I want to do.

I can’t help but wonder where she’s getting all of her courage from all of a sudden. She has certainly lived a life of cowardice up until now. I have to give her credit. I couldn’t have done what she’s doing, certainly not in this day and age of senseless murders and serial killers. I can’t imagine any woman I’ve ever met doing what Mouse did this morning.

I began to gently explore her body again. I moved my hand over her breasts. They’re truly amazing. Even lying on her back they stand straight up from her chest, as firm as a teenage girl’s.

I teased those beautiful twin peaks for a few minutes longer. Then I began to trail my fingers down over the snow white flesh of her surprisingly taut stomach. I thought it unlikely that she goes to a gym. She’s too shy for that. But she must surely exercise. There’s a lot of good muscle tone in her body.

My fingers moved down, skirting her pubic area. I touched the soft flesh of her slender thighs and I could actually see her fighting her natural inclination to bring her legs together. After a brief inner struggle she slowly spread her legs a little farther apart to give me better access.

I smiled to myself. I’m incredibly excited by the idea of how very much she wants me to touch the super sensitive feminine flesh between her legs. She craves that first touch of a man’s fingers on the most sensitive area of her sexy body. She has undoubtedly thought of it constantly for a long time now. It has been in her mind night after night while she attempted to satisfy those cravings with plastic and rubber.

But I’m not ready to touch her there. Not yet. I’m not through driving her crazy.

I stood up and went around to the other side of the bed so that I could lie on my left side and use my right hand to continue teasing her. I stretched out beside her. My hard, wet cock came into contact with the soft, white skin of her hip and she gasped. She knew instantly what she was feeling. It was the very first cock to touch her sensitive flesh.

I leaned closer and turned her face to mine. I kissed her. It was my intention to kiss her gently at first. But as soon as she felt my lips touch hers she lifted her head and ground her lips against mine, moaning loudly, almost out of control.

God she’s exciting!!

I gripped her soft hair with one hand and held her head firmly. I returned her kiss with all of the fervor she needed right then. Our tongues dueled back and forth passionately. My free hand came to rest on her breast and began to squeeze and pull.

She totally lost control. Her entire body stiffened and she cried out in ecstasy. Her response was far and away the most exciting thing that I’ve ever seen. She muttered under her breath quietly, “Oh god! Fuck me! Please, sir! I need to be fucked! I’m begging you!”

I silenced her for a moment with my lips and then I responded, “You’re going to get fucked, little girl. You’re going to get fucked all day long. You’re going to suck my cock and you’re going to swallow my cum.”

She was panting uncontrollably now. She nodded her head despite my firm grip on her hair. She answered breathlessly, “Yes! Make me do those things. Fuck me! Rape me! Rape my pussy and my mouth! I’m yours!”

I couldn’t control my grin. I’m glad she can’t see how excited she’s making me, how close I am to losing control. I think that it might have ruined the mood for her if she realized that I’m not nearly as in control as she imagines.

I kissed her again and in a taunting voice I said, “But not yet, little girl. I’m not finished yet. There are things that we have to do first. Women need a lot of foreplay. They need to be turned on so that they can fully enjoy the sex act. Don’t you read Cosmopolitan?”

She groaned and exclaimed, “No! Please! I’m ready!”

She sounded like she was on the verge of crying in frustration.

I leaned down and sucked on one of her nipples for a moment. Then I said, “No. You aren’t ready yet. Almost. But first I want to eat that juicy cunt of yours. I want to drink your juices and watch you go crazy as I explore your cunt with my lips and my tongue.”

Despite the pain she must have experienced she nodded her head excitedly. I finally released my firm grip on her hair. I don’t want to give the poor girl a headache.

Her breathing was ragged and uneven. It sounded almost like she was crying. I started kissing my way down her body. She could no longer lie still as my lips and tongue explored every inch of flesh along the way; every enticing inch of soft, feminine flesh except for the sensitive, needy flesh around her pussy. I passed that by for the moment and worked my way down her sexy legs to her feet.

I licked her toes and sucked them like little lollipops. She gasped, not expecting that such a simple thing could cause her so much pleasure. I spread her legs and began to slowly kiss and lick my way back up to her pussy.

This isn’t the whips and chains kind of day she was probably expecting when she stood just inside her door wearing a blindfold and handcuffs. There’s no pain involved, only pleasure. But I don’t think she has any complaints.

As I neared her core I was surprised to the large volume of fluid oozing from her tight little opening. I swear to you that I love foreplay as much as any woman ever has. I love the touching and the teasing and the kissing. I’ve never been interested in a quick fuck. Not even when I was a horny teenager! I love this and I feel sorry for those men who are so selfish, so impatient that their only goal is to get a woman’s clothes off and mount her. They don’t realize what they’re missing. I feel even sorrier for their partners.

But as often as I’ve teased and tormented young women the way I’m tormenting my little Mouse, I don’t believe that I’ve ever seen that much moisture come from a woman’s body before. God this sexy bitch is turning me on!

The sweet, musky aroma of a woman who is excited beyond her ability to control it filled my senses. It’s the most exciting scent in the world. I gently touched my lips and my tongue to her sopping wet opening and kissed her lightly. But I’m as turned on as she is. My cock is so hard I’m afraid it’s going to burst. I have to be careful or I’m going to lose control, too.

Her little pussy is no longer pink. It’s red and swollen with lust. The opening is actually throbbing! I eased my hands under her knees. I gently lifted and spread her legs. Her juices were collecting under her cute little butt leaving a large wet spot on her sheet.

Her entire body quivered violently and she cried out when my tongue finally touched the sensitive flesh of her sweet pussy. Her ass came right up off of the bed and she tried to grind her pussy against my lips. But it’s still too early for that. I’m not done tormenting her. I’m not even close.

I moved my tongue up, skimming lightly over the outside of her opening, tasting her delicious fluids and inhaling her pheromones. I cleaned her opening without exploring inside yet. I know I’m driving her crazy but that’s half the fun!

I lifted her legs a little higher and lapped up the juices running down between her legs. I pressed her knees against her breasts and began exploring her puckered anal opening. As soon as she realized what I was going to do she whispered, “No!”

But when the tip of my tongue touched her sensitive opening she screamed in an interesting combination of disbelief and pleasure. She pulled against the straps holding her arms in place, but with no intention of getting free. Her sexy ass came up off of the bed and every muscle in her body tensed. She screamed once, then again and then she shivered through another orgasm. One she never expected. She never realized how exciting it can be to be touched there. I know she won’t soon forget it.

I continued to tease her opening with my tongue until she managed to get her body a little more under control. When the shivering and shuddering stopped, I gently lowered her legs and turned my attention back to her juicy little pussy.

It looked just like it did before I licked it clean the first time. She’s running like a faucet! I licked her clean again. Then I gently spread her open with my thumbs and lightly kissed her sensitive inner flesh.

Her body quivered again. She began to mutter something. But it was totally unintelligible. It sounded like she was crying and begging and climaxing all at the same time.

I blew gently into her opening and lightly kissed her swollen clitoris. She gasped at each new sensation. I told her how beautiful she is and how gorgeous her cunt is and she moaned as if I was touching her with my words. Finally I took pity on her and began to eat her out.

Her earlier cries were silence compared to the noises she made when I began to eat her boiling hot pussy. She screamed and quivered like those characters in the cartoons that grab hold of a live wire and can’t let go. At times it required all of my strength to hold her down on the bed while I ate her to one mind shattering orgasm after another.

I kept it up until something that I’ve read about but never before experienced firsthand occurred. Now I know that it isn’t just fiction. My little Mouse screamed through one last massive orgasm and passed out!

I watched her closely as she slowly came back around. I continued lightly kissing her vulva while she came to her senses. She began to moan again and utter words with no meaning. She finally started to form words. She begged me again. She begged me to fuck her. She pleaded.

I enjoy the hell out of what I’ve been doing. But she’s finally going to get her wish. I can’t wait any longer.

I moved up over her, supporting my weight on my arms and my knees. I looked down at her pretty face. Thin trails of drool had leaked from the corners of her mouth during that brief moment of unconsciousness.

I lowered my hips until the head of my cock came into contact with her stomach. I raised my hips and let the sensitive head of my cock slide down through her wet, throbbing opening, still restraining the impulse to drive it into her. But not for much longer. I’m so incredibly turned on by the thought that no man has touched her there before.

I’m actually surprised at my own reaction. I’ve never been someone who was all that interested in taking some innocent young girl’s virginity. Quite the opposite, in fact. I’ve always thought of it as something to avoid. So I can’t explain why the concept that I’m going to be the first man to make love to this sexy woman is so exciting. But it is.

I leaned down and placed my lips against hers. She hesitated for a split second, possibly tasting herself for the first time. But then she began to kiss me more passionately than any woman ever has before. Once more our tongues began to thrust and parry.

I was growing concerned that I may be about to have my first orgasm of the day all over this girl’s stomach before I even put my cock inside of her! I’m that turned on!

I moved my hips around until I felt the head of my cock nestling in her tight opening. I slowly applied pressure until the head slipped inside of her. My first thought was to wonder how often she uses those toys she has collected. It can’t be very often. Her pussy clamped down on the head of my cock like a vise!

Our kiss was interrupted when both of us moaned in pleasure. I pressed down a little more and cried out, “JESUS YOU HAVE A TIGHT CUNT! YOU SWEET BITCH!”

She pulled frantically at the bindings holding her arms over her head and swore softly. I know what she wants and it isn’t to escape from me. She wants to put her arms around me. She wants to pull me down on top of her and crush me in her passionate grip. I can almost feel her frustration.

But not this time. There will be time for more normal lovemaking later. Our relationship is just beginning unless I have severely mistaken how she feels about what we’re doing. I have to accept that I feel something for this girl and I may be wrong, but I thing she feels it, too. Granted she has no idea who I am. She has been blindfolded since I arrived. But in some mysterious way we seem to have connected. It’s strange, I know. There’s no way I can ever explain it to a normal person. But I know what I feel.

I slowly forced another inch of my cock into her and she cried out again. She lifted her head and when her face came into contact with my chest she started lapping at my flesh like an animal. No one has ever done that to me before and that, combined with her total abandon were incredibly erotic.

I lowered myself onto my elbows and lowered my body over her until I could feel her hard nipples against my chest. When I lowered myself onto her she moaned, enjoying sensations she has never experienced before. She pressed her body up against mine, eagerly taking more of my hard shaft into her incredibly hot opening.

Her pussy gripped my cock unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before. The muscle control she’s exhibiting is incredible! I can hardly move! But as exciting, as irresistible as that sensation is, I have to keep stopping or I’m going to cum before I get my cock all the way inside of her!

I’ve never made love to a woman quite like this one before. There’s a lot of heat and a lot of passion built up in her just waiting to be unleashed. I’m well aware of how fortunate I am to be on the receiving end of her first fuck.

I finally had all seven inches of my cock buried in her desperately clasping pussy. I stayed inside of her, gently grinding against her for several minutes until I thought I had my rapidly approaching orgasm under control.

I licked and kissed her face and her mouth. In response she struggled to press her breasts and her groin against me and all the while she was panting loudly and pleading with me to fuck her, to rape her.

It isn’t rape. But there were times in the next fifteen minutes or so that it got pretty violent. I began to pound into her as if it were a rape. Toward the end I wrapped my arms around her body and held her tight as I slammed into her. The sounds of wet flesh slapping wet flesh filled the room. It’s easily the most erotic music I’ve ever heard.

I don’t even know this girl. I don’t even know her name yet! But long before I finally climaxed with her for the first time I resolved that I’m keeping my little Mouse. I can’t begin to guess how much time has passed since I entered her apartment. But even before I enjoyed my first orgasm with this unexpectedly exciting woman I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that this has been the most erotic encounter of my life.

My little Mouse shivered and screamed through several more violent orgasms before I finally reached the point of no return. I was unable to delay my own orgasm any longer and I totally lost it. I took control of her lips again and as I filled her hot, clasping pussy with semen my body quivered the way hers did earlier. As we climaxed together we kissed with a passion that neither of us has ever experienced before.

I lay over her for a long time, supporting most of my weight on my elbows and my knees, our sweaty bodies welded together. I kissed her face and licked the sweat from her neck.

Finally she whispered, “Please, I want to hold you. I need to hold you in my arms.”

I reached up with one hand and unbuckled the leather cuffs on her wrists. As soon as her arms were free she held me in a death grip. I rolled off of her and she rolled over on top of me, still holding me with all of her strength. We kissed for a few more minutes. Then we just held each other.

As incredible as it must seem I found myself fighting the urge to tell her that I love her! Because of course I can’t possibly love her. I just met her. I still don’t know her name!

Even as I fought that strange urge, it could have been wishful thinking but I sensed that she was fighting the same almost irresistible desire to express feelings that we can’t possibly share. And she has yet to see my face!

I moved my hands down over her damp hair and across the soft skin of her back. We kissed a few more times and then I asked, “Are you ready to have the blindfold removed? Or do you want to leave it on?”

She was quiet for a long time. I think I understand her dilemma. She’s afraid that when she can see again she’ll find out that she just made love to a troll. And besides, the suspense must be so delicious. Once the blindfold comes off it becomes an entirely new game. She’s still enjoying the game we’re playing now as much as I am. And I’m suffering from my own insecurities at the moment. I’m afraid of what I’ll see in her eyes when that blindfold comes off and she discovers my identity.

As if reading my mind she finally said, “I can’t decide. I’m dying to see your face. But this, the things you’ve done … it’s like you can read my mind! I don’t want it to end! I’ll leave it up to you.”

And then she whispered, “I trust you.”

She has certainly placed a lot of trust in me up until now. More than any other woman I’ve ever met. I understand why she did it. This poor woman was so desperate to experience her fantasy and to share her feelings with someone that she served herself up to a complete stranger in total helplessness. She even provided her own handcuffs! That took a hell of a lot of nerve.

I have every intention of making that the smartest dumb thing she has ever done.







Chapter 18


We were a terrible mess. We were both covered in sweat and I must have cum more than I ever have before. It’s running out of her, coating my deflated cock and my balls, running down and pooling on the sheets between us. I’m not normally very fastidious when it comes to sex. I like it a little dirty and sweaty. But I’m about to make my little Mouse suck a cock for the first time. Given what I know of her sexual fantasies I suspect that there’s a better than even chance she might get turned on by the idea of sucking a nasty, slimy, freshly fucked cock. But I think the first time might be just as exciting and a lot more palatable if we were to take a quick shower first.

I got up and helped Mouse to her feet. I led her across the hallway to the bathroom and started the water running in the shower. While we were waiting for the water to heat up she looked embarrassed all over again. She whispered, “I need to use the toilet.”

I guided her over in front of the toilet and helped her to sit down on the seat. She blushed when she realized that I wasn’t leaving the room. I was standing over her watching. But she didn’t protest. She never said a word.

She moaned. I’m not quite sure if she was moaning from embarrassment or excitement. And then the urine began to flow. It started with a few weak spurts and then began to stream out of her, splashing loudly into the bowl.

She moaned again, and then she hung her head as if to hide her face. I chuckled and ran my hands down over her hair affectionately. I was surprised when she reached up, took my hand in hers and brought it to her lips. She kissed my hand and then pressed her cheek against it tenderly.

What a strange relationship we seem to be developing! I hope it doesn’t fall apart when the blindfold comes off and she recognizes me as her downstairs neighbor.

When her bladder was empty I surprised and embarrassed her again by tearing off some toilet tissue and gently patting her pussy dry. I helped her to her feet, flushed the toilet and guided her to the tub. I checked the water temperature. Then I stood behind her and said, “I’m going to remove your blindfold so that we can get cleaned up. I’m going to put it back on after we shower. I want you to keep your eyes tightly closed. If you open them I will punish you.”

I watched her struggle to suppress a grin. She didn’t give me the impression she’s terrified. She quickly responded, “Yes, sir.”

She stood still while I removed her blindfold. I put it on the counter and helped her into the tub. I joined her and spent an enjoyable fifteen or twenty minutes washing her hair and bathing her soft skin.

She moaned contentedly or sighed almost constantly as my hands bathed the more sensitive areas of her body. Her nipples rapidly returned to full erection. She’s quickly becoming aroused. I like that about her. I like that a lot.

After thoroughly cleaning her sexy body I washed my hair and then cleaned my body. That part went pretty fast and wasn’t nearly as much fun. I rinsed and turned the water off. I helped her dry off and put the blindfold back in place. Then I dried myself.

I grabbed a clean towel and started back to her bedroom. But on the way I had a better idea. I turned around and led her back to the living room. I guided her to the sliding glass doors that open out onto the small balcony. I looked out and saw that although there are people out and about, no one seems to be paying any attention to us.

Her balcony is visible from the pool and from the road out front. She will, of course, be aware of that fact. But I’ve noticed that people walking by seldom look up at the balconies.

I felt her muscles stiffen and she tensed up when I opened the sliding glass door. But she didn’t say a word when I pulled her out onto the balcony in the nude. I doubt if little Mouse has ever been naked outside of her bathroom or bedroom before today. Once again I find myself wondering about her ability to exhibit such courage. To allow a strange man to drag her outside in broad daylight must require an enormous amount of nerve.

I took the cushion from one of the lawn chairs she keeps out on the balcony. I turned the other chair so that there would be room for her between my legs when I sat down. I put the towel down over the cushion and sat down. I dropped the seat cushion from the other chair onto the floor at my feet. Then I guided her to her knees.

When she was in position I said in a stern but quiet voice in case anyone was sitting out on any of the balconies around us, “You’re going to suck my cock now. First you’re going to kiss my cock and my balls. Then you will lick them. When I’m ready I’ll tell you to suck my cock. You will take my cock into your mouth and suck it.

“I know that you’ve never sucked a cock before. But I’m going to assume that you have some idea of what will be required of you. Is that correct?”

She nodded. But her attention is obviously divided. She’s listening to me. But her senses are turned outwards. She’s also listening for some indication that someone in the street or at the pool has spotted her kneeling here naked.

I have to give her credit, though. Even as nervous as she must be she didn’t complain. I noticed that her nipples are hard as rocks and sticking out the way they were earlier. If that’s any indication then she must be very turned on by the situation in which she now finds herself.

I leaned down and kissed her. It took only a moment for her to surrender. She quickly started returning my kiss. When I reached out and cupped her breasts she moaned and began exploring my mouth with her tongue.

We kissed for a few minutes before I sat back and placed her hands on my thighs. She slowly slid her hands up until her fingertips came into contact with my already erect sex organ. A huge shudder ran through her as she touched a real flesh and blood cock with her fingers for the first time. She gingerly wrapped her fingers around my cock and held it carefully as it throbbed in her hand. She seemed fascinated by my body’s violent response to her touch.

She seemed to gain confidence after a few long pleasurable moments. She began to explore my cock and my balls with her fingertips. She has still never seen a male sex organ in person. But she has seen pictures and she owns a couple of very lifelike replicas made from rubber. She has some idea what to expect.

After teasing my flesh with her fingers for a moment she leaned forward and began to kiss my balls. I watched her, mesmerized by the concept of a young woman eagerly experiencing a man’s sex organs for the first time. She exhibited absolutely none of the reluctance you might expect from a woman who thinks a cock is exciting but scary.

It’s impossible not to notice that I’m not the only one enjoying this. Her nipples are still sticking out so far I could hang my hat on them if I wore hats and when I looked down I saw that once again her own fluids were beginning to seep out of her pink, damp, throbbing opening as her arousal increased.

I’m still tempted to remove the blindfold. I know that this would be so much more exciting for me if I could see her eyes. But now isn’t the time for that. Although my original intention when I came to her apartment this morning was to use her for my own pleasure, something happened between us. This quickly become about her, about pleasing her and helping her live out her fantasies.

So the blindfold stays on. I know that this is what she needs at this moment. The blindfold is making possible the things that I’m making her do. Later I’ll require more of her, without the blindfold. But the blindfold will always be a part of our relationship. We both enjoy it.

She finished showering my cock and balls with light kisses. Several times she heard cars passing slowly by on the street below us and she tensed up. But she never stopped what she was doing. Once, just before she started using her tongue, two couples walked by on the sidewalk in front of our building on their way back from the pool. They were talking quietly among themselves. She didn’t know if they could see her or not. She tensed up again. But she held her fear in check and continued to work hard to please me.

She began licking. It was obvious that she isn’t just doing this because she’s been given an order. It’s turning her on, too. I caressed her hair in a show of genuine affection and I told her how exciting what she’s doing is. I told her how pretty she looks with a cock in her face. She shuddered when I said it; excited both by what I said and by the way I said it. From the way her entire body seemed to vibrate I’m almost positive she was having a mild orgasm.

In far too short a time I groaned and said, “You turn me the fuck on! I can’t take much more of this. I wanted it to last a lot longer. I guess we’ll have to do it again in a little while. Because I’m afraid I’m going to cum soon. You’re just too damn good!

“I want you to stop licking. I want you to suck my cock now. I’m extremely turned on and I’m going to climax very quickly. When I start to cum I want you to wrap your lips around my cock just below the head. Use your hand to finish me off. Don’t swallow until I tell you to. I want you to get accustomed to the taste of cum. You’re going to have it in your mouth regularly from now on.”

She didn’t speak. She moaned loudly and took my cock into her mouth with obvious enthusiasm for the task at hand. She was careful with her teeth without me having to remind her. She’s actually doing very well for a first time blowjob. She moved her mouth up and down my shaft and caressed me with her tongue without even being asked. I found it hard to believe that she has never done this before. But the thing that’s really getting to me is that she seems to be nearly as excited as I am! She’s scared … or maybe nervous is a better word. But I’m positive that she wants me to cum in her mouth!

Even though we just shared a fantastic fuck, and even though I normally take a lot of pride in my sexual endurance, this girl is really getting to me. I tensed up and I was just about to cum when we heard someone coming out onto the adjoining balcony from the apartment next door.

They aren’t able to see us. Not unless they lean on the railing and look around the opaque fiberglass divider between the balconies. But they’ll be able to hear every sound we made.

I expected my little Mouse to stop in a panic. She really impressed me when her only reaction was to tense up again. She didn’t stop what she was doing. She didn’t even pause. She continued to suck my cock as if the two of us were all alone in the world.

I smiled at her and whispered, “Now!”

She instantly wrapped her lips around the top of my cock shaft and finished me off with her hand like a pro! I tensed up, gripped the arms of my chair and my cock exploded in her mouth.

I struggled to keep silent as I shot one thick strand of cum after another into her mouth.

For just a second she started to choke. I thought for a moment that we were going to have a mess and get caught, too. But she got a quick grip on her involuntary reactions and managed to hold what must have been another huge load of semen in her mouth until I finally went limp and slowly collapsed back into my chair.

She sat up with her cheeks bulging. She looked like she was struggling not to laugh and that almost got me going. I bit my tongue and waited a few seconds until I was breathing more or less normally.

I sat up, leaned close to her and whispered, “Swallow.”

She swallowed as if she were swallowing the nectar of the gods. She actually seemed to be savoring my cum! She didn’t gag or choke. Not once! This beautiful young woman impresses me more each second.

After she swallowed she licked her lips and smiled up at me. I leaned down and kissed her. Then I whispered, “You’re a magnificent cocksucker!”

She smiled proudly and whispered, “Thank you, sir.”

I stood up and helped her to her feet. I guided her inside and closed the sliding glass door. I took her in my arms and said, “Keep your eyes closed. I’m going to remove your blindfold. I’ll tell you when you can open them.”

She seemed to get nervous all over again. But she stood still while I slowly removed the blindfold. I kissed her again. Then I straightened up and took a couple of steps back.

There was a long pause. The moment of truth! Now I’m the one who’s nervous. I’m afraid to tell her to open her eyes. I’m afraid of what I might see in them. But it’s going to have to come to this eventually. I tried to sound calm. I wasn’t. After only the short time we just spent together I felt fear in the pit of my stomach. I don’t want this to be over!

I said, “Open your eyes.”

She didn’t, not right away. I guess she’s as nervous as I am. But I watched as her eyes finally began to slowly open. I glanced at the clock on the television and was shocked to see that it’s almost one o’clock in the afternoon! I’ve been in her apartment, and she has been blindfolded, for nearly three hours!

Her eyes opened. She blinked as I came into focus. I watched her face closely; still afraid of what I’m going to see when she realizes with whom she just spent all this time having sex.

She suddenly covered her face with her hands. It took a moment for me to realize that she was crying! It’s even worse than I feared! That definitely isn’t the reaction I was hoping for.

I started to turn toward the bedroom, intending to get my clothes and get dressed. I know when I’m not wanted.

But before I took two steps she dropped her arms and grabbed my hand. She pulled my hand to her face and kissed it before she took a deep breath and exclaimed, “I wanted it to be you! Of all the people I imagined that it could have been, I prayed it was you!”

She dropped my hand and threw her arms around me. She sobbed loudly with her face buried in my chest.

I put my arms around her and held her close. I’m more than a little surprised by her reaction. All this time I thought that she was all but unaware of my existence! I hoped that she would be happy when she realized that it was me and not some ugly old fart. But I don’t think that I expected her to be so happy it was me that it would bring tears to her eyes.

I chuckled and asked, “Aren’t you going to thank me for not being an axe murderer?”

She shivered and blushed a little. She was embarrassed again. It took her moment to look me in the eye. When she did she quietly said, “It crossed my mind. But I had reached a point in my dismal life that … I don’t know. I guess I thought it was worth the gamble. I don’t know how you knew, but that note was perfect. If you stopped me in the hallway and told me to do the things you ordered me to do in that note I couldn’t have. But that note … I don’t know why. But I couldn’t resist.”

I hugged her again. Once again I had to admire her bravery. Then I started laughing.

She looked up, not quite sure how to take that.

I explained, “I thought you were going to stop when your neighbor came out onto the balcony next door. I almost had to bite my tongue off to keep from yelling at you not to stop.”

She started laughing, too. She replied, “I was afraid you were going to stop me!”

She blushed and looked down. Then she whispered, “I would have been very disappointed.”

I can’t help being thoroughly astonished by the change in her. Even her posture seems different now! And her voice! Now that her lust is satisfied, and now that she feels safe, her voice is calm and beautiful, almost melodic. It fits her perfectly.

For a long time we just stared at each other and smiled. Finally I said, “I’m reluctant to bring this up but…”

She looked suddenly worried. When I finished my sentence with, “I don’t even know your name,” she started laughing.

We both laughed for a moment. Then she said, “I can’t believe what I just did! My name is Amanda Dorn. I’m very, very pleased to meet you.”

“Hello Amanda. My name is Gregg Collins. And I’m incredibly pleased to make your acquaintance.”

We held each other for a moment until, with her face still resting against my chest she asked, “Did you mean what you said? When you said that you were going to change me … did you mean that?”

“I meant it. And I meant it when I said that you’re too beautiful for the clothes that you wear.”

She looked at my face, trying hard to read my mind. I’m not sure how successful she was, but I can read her mind. She’s trying to decide if I’m teasing her. She finds it hard to believe that someone thinks she’s beautiful.

I gently lifted her chin with my fingertips and lightly kissed her lips. She returned my kiss. Then we stared into each other’s eyes. After a moment she blushed and kind of shook herself. She smiled a self-conscious smile and said, “Forgive me. I’m not accustomed to having company. You’re the only other person who has been in my apartment since I moved in. Would you like some lunch? You must be thirsty! Please, tell me what you want!”

I smiled and said, “Calm down. I could use a drink. Ice water will be just fine. How about a sandwich and some conversation before we go out?”

She looks like she can’t believe that I’m not going to just leave her now that I’ve spent the morning having sex with her. She’s so anxious to please that it’s painful to watch.

I sat at the small counter in her kitchen and watched her as she drew two glasses of ice water and made us each a sandwich. While she worked we talked about ourselves and I found out more about her.

I was right. She’s a school teacher. My brother was right too. She was born as a result of a violent rape shortly after her parents married. Her parents wanted to give her up for adoption after her birth but her grandparents convinced them not to.

That had been a mistake. She was raised in a loveless home by resentful parents. They didn’t physically abuse her. But they never missed an opportunity to put her down and blame her for everything that went wrong in their shattered lives. And they never recovered from that one traumatic event. It ended up being the defining moment in their lives.

She became a good student because she threw herself into her studies. School work was her only refuge from the unhappy home in which she was raised. She attended private, single-sex schools all the way through college and any interaction with anyone outside of her home was discouraged. Not just males, anyone!

She was raised to dress the way that she does in order to hide her abundant charms. And she was raised to fear everyone.

I watched her face as she described her life. I listened to the way she referred to herself, the ways that she described herself. As hard as it is to believe, she honestly has no idea how beautiful she is!

We ate and talked, mostly about her. But I told her a little about me. I told her that I’m twenty-six years old and never married. I told her where I work and that I love my job but that I would probably work there even if I didn’t. I’m being paid too much to quit and the people I work with are great.

After we ate she put the dishes in the sink and stood there for a long moment with her back to me.

She seemed to be holding her breath, suddenly afraid to turn around. I asked, “What’s the matter, Mouse?”

Without turning around she quietly said, “I had the strangest feeling. For just a minute I was afraid that if I turned around you wouldn’t be there. This would all have been another one of my fantasies.”

I smiled and said, “Fantasies are just daydreams. Dreams sometimes come true.”

She shook her head and said, “Not mine. Never mine.”

I got up and went around the counter. I put my arms around her and said, “I think it’s your turn … and mine.”

She turned around in my arms. Her eyes were moist but she wasn’t crying. She asked, “Mouse? You think I’m mousy?”

“We’re going to have to work on your self esteem. You’re beautiful, very beautiful, and incredibly sexy. You’re probably the prettiest woman around. But the first time I ever remember seeing you was at the mixer out at the pool. You were all covered up and as nervous as a mouse. You looked as if you wanted to run for your life whenever anyone tried to speak to you.

“I didn’t know your name. So whenever I’ve thought of you since that day, and I’ve thought about you often, I’ve been calling you Mouse in my mind. It has become sort of my pet name for you. But you are definitely not mousy!”

She looked into my eyes, trying to decide whether or not I really think she’s pretty. No one has ever told her that she was pretty before. Her parents should be arrested and beaten.

I stepped back and said, “Before we leave I want to watch you try on some of that sexy underwear I found in your dresser.”

She blushed again. I’m getting fond of that color. But I could sense that she wants me to see her in those things. She has probably been wearing those little lacy bits of cloth under her robe in the evening and dreaming that someday someone will see her in them and think she’s sexy. Today is the day.

She led the way back to her bedroom. As I followed her down the hall she asked, “You keep saying that we’re going out. Where are we going?”

I followed her into her bedroom and opened the drawer containing her small collection of sexy lingerie. I reached in with both hands, lifted it out and put it all on the dresser. Then I said, “We’re going to buy you some new outfits that are appropriate to wear with these. You’ll be giving all of your old clothes to charity.”

The mixture of excitement and panic on her face made me smile. I sat on the side of the bed while she prepared to try on her sexy underclothes for me. She glanced at the messy bed and thought of what just happened there. She blushed again and said, “Let me change the sheets and make the bed. I don’t…”

I chuckled and said, “Don’t worry about it now. We’ll probably sleep in my apartment tonight anyway. You might as well let these sheets air out. Besides, I like that smell. It reminds me of your sweet pussy.”

Her breath caught in her chest. It’s finally starting to sink in that her adventure hasn’t ended. She’s going to sleep with a man for the first time tonight. She’s still naked in a room with a naked man who just made very passionate love to her; a man who made her kneel naked on her balcony and suck his cock. She’s displaying her charms for the first time to a man who put her in leather restraints and gave her orgasm after orgasm until she passed out. A man who is going to take her out and shop for new clothes for her, the kinds of clothes she sees on other women everywhere she goes but doesn’t have the nerve to wear.

She’s going to change! It isn’t just a fantasy anymore.

I watched her as her new reality began to sink in. She turned her back to me suddenly and began to sort through the pile of underwear I placed on the dresser. There isn’t really that much of a selection. There are four sexy little bra and panty sets with a good bit of sheer material and a lot of decorative lace. There are several slutty little panties that look interesting.

As I watched her separating her collection of sexy lingerie I got the impression that it’s harder for her to model those things for me than to stand there in the nude.

She muttered something under her breath that I didn’t quite catch. I asked, “What was that?”

She straightened up and quietly repeated, “It’s what you said. Sometimes dreams do come true.”

She picked up a tiny little panty and stepped into it. She pulled it up her long, sexy legs and snuggly into place. Then she slipped her arms into the straps of the matching bra, pulled it up and fitted the lacy cups over her perfect breasts. She reached behind her back, fastened it in place and slowly turned around.

She looks sexy as hell; like a picture in a Victoria’s Secret catalog. Those little bits of lace are very attractive. They look great on her, adding just a bit of decoration to her perfect body. But the thing that’s such a huge turn on for me is that she’s more embarrassed now than a few minutes ago when she was naked!

She stood before me with an expectant look on her face, waiting nervously to hear my reaction. She wants desperately to please me. She wants to look at my face see that I think she’s sexy.

I smiled and exclaimed, “Beautiful! I love it!”

She smiled timidly and struck a pose. She was a little awkward. But that’s part of her charm. I reached out and pulled her closer. I kissed her belly and then leaned down and placed my mouth over the sheer material covering her pussy. I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

She wasn’t prepared for the sensation of superheated air wafting over the most sensitive area of her body. She gasped and grabbed onto my shoulders to keep from falling when the pleasurable sensations coursed through her body. She cried out, “Oh my god!”

She was quickly getting back into the mood she had been in when we were in this room earlier. She wrapped her arms around my head, pulled my face tighter against her sexy body and shuddered. Then she said, “I can’t believe what you make me feel! I can’t believe this is real!”

“I understand perfectly. I’m beginning to wonder if I’m having a wet dream.”

She tried on and modeled for me each of her little lingerie sets, winding up the show with a thong and then a sheer, crotchless panty. With each change she became slightly less self-conscious.

In a very short time she has already begun to change. I must admit to having mixed emotions about that. I wouldn’t want her to remain the same emotionally crippled young woman she was when I entered her apartment a few hours ago. But I’ve started to become very fond of my shy little Mouse. I hope that she doesn’t disappear completely.

She removed the last pair of panties. As soon as she was naked I asked her to show me her most revealing outfit. I wasn’t expecting much and I wasn’t disappointed. She stood still, looking down at the floor in embarrassment and said, “I don’t have one.”

There was a slight possibility she had a sexy little dress stashed somewhere that she only wears around the apartment. But I didn’t really think that she would. I was just about to let her put one of her normal, dowdy outfits on when I suddenly remembered a box in my closet containing some of my old girlfriend’s things. They had somehow gotten mixed in with a bag of my laundry when I moved out. She asked me to hold onto them until she could pick them up. But the last time I called her she got all impatient with me and said, “Fuck it! I don’t have the time right now. Give them to charity.”

I said that we were still friends. I didn’t say we were close.

I ordered Mouse to put a t-shirt on. She dug one out of her dresser and put it on. It didn’t quite cover her cute little ass. It was perfect!

I ordered her to put some sandals on and while she was doing that I selected one of the less revealing panties from her sexy pile. She came out of her closet with sandals on and I handed her the panties.

She must have seen something in my eyes. She was starting to suspect something. But she slipped the panties on and pulled them into place over her sweet, eminently bitable ass. I dressed quickly and led her out of the room. On the way out I told her to grab her purse.

She turned that pretty shade of bright red again. But she picked up her purse and followed without comment when I pulled her out into the hallway.

I checked to make sure she had her keys. She nodded and I let her door close and lock. Then I took her hand and walked slowly down the corridor to the elevators. Her hand was gripping mine so hard that it almost hurt. Her breath was unusually loud and that vivid red color remained on her face and neck. She looked beautiful!

One of her neighbors was waiting for the elevator as we approached. The elevator arrived and the door opened just as we walked up. He stepped in and held the door for us. He didn’t realize that his neighbor was only wearing a t-shirt and panties until the doors closed and he turned to ask if we were going to the first floor.

His eyes suddenly focused on Amanda’s mound, only nominally covered in those semi-sheer panties and his jaw dropped half way to the floor. There could be no question that the garment she’s wearing under her t-shirt is a sexy little panty and not the bottom half of a bikini. The man gaped at her sexy mound, all else forgotten. If I’d asked him where he was going right at that moment he probably couldn’t have told me.

I smiled and said, “Two please.”

He didn’t move. I had to lean over and push the button for my floor. The young man stared until we were off the elevator on the second floor. As we walked away, just as the door was closing I heard him exclaim under his breath, “I’ll be a son of a bitch!!”

I led my new Mouse down the hall to my apartment. We passed a woman who lives down the hall from me. She was reading a brochure and didn’t look up until just before we passed each other in the hall.

She smiled and said, “Hi Gre … gg!”

I smiled and wished her a good afternoon. Then we were at my door. I unlocked it and held it for Mouse. She hadn’t spoken a word since we left her apartment. She waited until I closed my door and dropped my keys on the hall tree. As soon as I turned to face her she threw her arms around me and began to grind her crotch against me while kissing me as if her life depended upon it.

I put my arms around her and held her tight. We kissed for a few moments and then she pulled back and in a very husky voice she said, “I could really use a good fuck right now!”

I laughed and said, “Good. I love the look on your face when you get horny. But you should know what a tease I am by now. We’re going out first. Then we’re coming back here and I’m going to fuck you half to death. I’m going to rape you over and over.”

She groaned in frustration and continued to rub her vulva against my hard cock. She smiled and said, “Half to death? Don’t stop half way on my account.”

She is without a doubt the most unusual woman that I’ve ever met. I love the way she switches back and forth between Mouse and horny slut. But more than that, I love the things that turn her on and I love that she so freely admits to those feelings.

I watched her when her neighbor was staring at her in the elevator. She was positively mortified. And yet she almost had an orgasm before the doors opened on the second floor. She almost climaxed from feeling his eyes staring at her prominent pubic mound displayed so deliciously in only a pair of sexy panties. I think that I’ve found the girl of my dreams!

I gently, and very reluctantly, peeled Mouse off of me and led her to my bedroom. She looked around as I led her through my apartment. When we got to my bedroom she exclaimed, “I never would have guessed that you were gay!”

I looked at her in shock. After what we just did in her apartment I didn’t have a clue where that idea came from.

She grinned and said, “You’re so neat!”

I laughed and explained, “I’m only neat one day a week. I clean house on Saturday mornings. By next Friday night it will look much more like a bachelor’s apartment. I promise.”

I pulled the box out of my closet and placed it on the bed. I don’t remember everything that’s in it. But I recall that there are several outfits and a few items of underclothing. She and Mouse are almost the same size. I guess Mouse is a little smaller. But even so, anything in this box has got to look better on her than anything she owns.

I explained the contents of the box to Mouse and told her why it’s still in my closet. She didn’t seem upset that I have another woman’s clothes in my closet. That had been a concern. Some women see hidden meanings in everything a man does. They don’t seem to realize how simple we really are.

I opened the box and laid out two sundresses, a pair of shorts and two tops. One of the tops is a sexy little crop top and the other a simple but attractive tank top.

I assured Mouse that everything has been laundered and asked her, I mean ordered her, to try them on.

She looked down at the clothing I laid out and said, “I’ve never had the nerve to wear anything like any of these.”

She held up one of the dresses and checked the size. It’s one size larger than she normally wears. But it’s still sexier than anything in her closet.

She took off her t-shirt and dropped it on the bed. Before she could put anything on I pulled her closer and went to work on her sexy nipples with my lips and tongue.

She sighed loudly and put her arms around my neck. She leaned down slightly, rested her cheek on the top of my head and said, “I love the way you make me feel!”

I clamped down on one of her nipples with my teeth, just hard enough to send electric shockwaves through her body to her clit.

I straightened up and said, “I love the way I make you feel, too.”

She started to reach for the crop top. It amused me that she chose that to start with. But before she put it on, something in the box caught her eye. She reached in and pulled out a sheer, lacy little thong. She reached in and pulled out a couple more and held them up. She commented a little self-consciously, “I’ll bet she looked nice in these.”

She’s jealous! That realization made me feel a lot better than it should have. I smiled and said, “Yes, she’s very sexy. But we split up a long time ago. And believe me; she didn’t look nearly as hot in those as you look in yours.”

She looked at me, trying to decide if she could believe me.

I pulled her close again and said, “My sweet little Mouse! Believe me. There is something special about you.

“You’re sweet and sexy and beautiful. I find you irresistible. But all those wonderful attributes aside, there is something special about you, something that I can’t even really define. It’s something that grabs at my heart in a way that I can’t explain. And I’m not just saying that to get laid, although, to be honest, I would if I had to. Sweetheart, you don’t have to fear competition from any woman.”

Her face softened and her doubts seemed to dissolve. She may not believe my words. But she seems to think that I believe them and that touched her. She placed her soft hands lightly on my cheeks and looked down at me with misty eyes. She smiled and asked, “Are you sure we have to go out right away?”

I slid my hands down her back and gripped the cheeks of her sexy ass. I kissed her stomach and then pulled her against me and held her. After a moment I said, “You’re going to have to pace yourself, Mouse. I’m just a man. I need time to recuperate. We’re going out for a while. When we come back I expect to spend the rest of today and most of tomorrow in bed.”

I had a sudden thought. I looked up at her and asked, “Are you religious? Do you go to church?”

Her face clouded over and she replied, “Religion was used on me like a weapon. I consider myself lucky to have survived it. I abhor the entire concept. No, Gregg. I’m not superstitious.”

She could tell by my smile that we have that in common.

I let her go and she took a step back. She pulled the crop top on and looked down. We were both surprised with the way it fit. My ex is a larger woman than Mouse, except in the bust. The top stretched across her chest and it looks very sexy. Her prominent nipples are obvious through the thin material. If they get hard she’ll really be putting on a show!

My original intention when I brought her down here was to have her wear one of the sundresses this afternoon. But after seeing her in this top I’m having second thoughts. I hope she’ll be able to make the shorts work. If they aren’t too large, if they’ll stay up on her, I know what she’s going to be wearing when we go shopping.

I saw the look in Mouse’s eyes. She likes the way she looks, too. I suspect, though, that she might be a little less enthusiastic about the idea of wearing something so revealing in public.

But then I remembered how excited she became when I made her leave her apartment in only a t-shirt and panties. She may be embarrassed. But I’m pretty certain it’ll excite her to be compelled to parade around town in that top.

She picked up the little pair of bright white, denim short shorts and looked at them. I remembered how hot my ex girlfriend looked in those shorts. I had no trouble picturing her in them. They were so tight that I was amazed that she could breathe while wearing them. I have every reason to believe that they’ll look very good on Mouse.

She checked the little tag inside and shook her head. She muttered, “That must have been how many ounces of material they used to make these. There’s no way that’s the size!”

She stepped into the tiny shorts and pulled them up. We were both surprised. I was surprised that they didn’t look too big on her. She was surprised that she could actually button them. She sucked her already flat stomach in, buttoned them and pulled the zipper up. Then she stood up straight and turned around slowly for me.

I exclaimed in total awe, “Jesus Christ, Mouse! Fuck you look hot!”

She did, too. She looked hotter than hell! I watched her check herself out in the mirror on my closet door. From the look on her face I knew that she’s nearly as impressed by how good she looks as I am. The very bottoms of the cheeks of her ass are peeking out in back. And there’s what must be a very uncomfortable camel toe in the front that’s so pronounced that I can’t stop looking at it.

She stared at her reflection for a long moment before she whispered, “Is this a trick mirror? Who is that woman?! That can’t be me!!”

She tore her eyes away from the mirror and came back over to where I was sitting on the side of the bed, staring at her in awe with my tongue hanging out. She stood between my legs and said, “I look like a slut.”

The way she said it wasn’t what you might expect. It almost made me laugh. She sounded proud.

I reached down, adjusted my quickly growing cock and said, “You can try the rest of this stuff on later. That’s what you’re wearing when we go out.”

She obviously loves the outfit. Maybe she can’t do it on her own. Not yet anyway. But she likes being sexy. She just never realized until now that she could. But the prospect of wearing that outfit in public took her aback. She looked at me, hoping, I think, that I was teasing. Or maybe not. Maybe she wants to dress like this in public but needs me to make it happen. I can’t really be certain.

I stood up and took her by the hand. I pulled her toward the front door. She didn’t struggle or attempt to talk me out of it even though it’s obvious that she’s embarrassed by the prospect of being seen like this by strangers out in public.

I think that she doesn’t quite understand yet that her embarrassment is one of the qualities that I find so endearing. It’s by no means the only thing that I find attractive about her. But it was that quality that first caught my eye and drew me to her.

I’m not sure what that says about me. Probably nothing good. I have every intention of making sure that she’s kept safe. But I’m looking forward to expanding her boundaries. I already have and there can be no question that she’s enjoying it as much as I am.







Chapter 19


I grabbed my keys and escorted her to the elevator. While we were waiting for the elevator I turned and took her in my arms. I grabbed a handful of her partially exposed butt cheek in each hand and said, “You are so fucking beautiful! I knew you were pretty the first time I saw you out at the pool. You were all covered up. You were standing there as skittish as a rabbit in a kennel full of dogs. Even then I saw something special in you. But Christ! I had no idea how hot you are!”

She shook her head and said, “I wasn’t. I’ve never been hot. I didn’t even know how to be hot. And I didn’t have the nerve to try. You’re making me hot. God! Are you ever making me hot!! If you want to strip me and fuck me right here in the hallway, I’ll let you. I want you so bad!”

I kissed her and said, “That’s very tempting. Maybe I’ll take you up on that later.”

The doors opened and two guys got off. I maintained my grip on the cheeks of Mouse’s sweet ass. They looked at us and grinned. As they squeezed past us one of them said, “Way to go, man!”

Mouse blushed and pressed her face against my chest. But she moaned and said, “I can’t believe how hot you make me!”

I glanced at my watch as we stepped into the elevator. It’s a little late to be going shopping. But I only have two stops in mind. The first is a store called Sweet Nothings that my ex girlfriend made me take her to a couple of times. It turned out to be one of the very few times I ever enjoyed shopping with a woman. This place is full of hot clothes. It’s like a combination of Victoria’s Secret, Fredrick’s, and a porn shop. They have aisle after aisle of sexy lingerie, and a huge selection of sexy outer garments. And they sell the sexiest swimming suits that I’ve ever seen.

But the big surprise for Mouse is going to be the changing rooms.

There are about a dozen changing booths along one wall of the store. The last time I went there with my ex, the owner had removed the doors on the last four booths. And women were actually using them! It was better than a strip show!

I couldn’t talk my girlfriend into using one of the booths with no door. But while she was using a booth with a door to try on clothes I went over and stood with half a dozen couples and a few other guys. Together we watched two women change clothes in front of us. They were with their boyfriends or husbands and these guys seemed to be enjoying having their ladies put on a show as much as we enjoyed watching them.

The women who were brave enough to disrobe for our viewing pleasure were obviously embarrassed. But it was easy to see that they were getting turned on, too. I suppose it takes a special kind of woman to get off on doing something like that. She must enjoy exhibitionism. On the other hand, how many opportunities does a woman have to practice being an exhibitionist without going somewhere sleazy like a strip club?

I’ve been looking forward to having an excuse to return to that store. Now I have one. Not only is Mouse going to get a sexy new wardrobe, she’s going try it on in front of anyone who wants to watch. I know that she’s going to be more embarrassed than she has ever been before in her life. I also know how turned on she’s going to get when I order her to do it.

I held the door of my Jaguar XJ8 open for Mouse. She stood there for a moment before she whispered, “This is yours?! I wondered who was driving this. I love this car!”

I understood completely. This car has been my one extravagance. It isn’t that I’m cheap. I just don’t seem to want as many things as most people do. But if I want something I get it.

The biggest difference between me and most guys my age is that I can afford to buy what I want. People tend to want most those things which they cannot have. I noticed the change in me when I turned twenty-one and took control of the trust fund that my grandfather set up for me. All of a sudden ‘things’ weren’t all that important.

I watched Mouse struggle to sit down in those tight shorts. She looked down at the way her tits pressed against the crop top and the way her shorts were trying to climb up into her pussy and sighed. She looked up at me and said, “I don’t understand. I thought you said your ex is bigger than me.”

I shrugged and said, “You saw the sizes. I can’t explain it. Except for your tits, of course. Your tits are bigger than hers.”

I reached down and teased one of her nipples. It instantly started to grow and push out against the thin fabric of her top. As soon as it was hard I did the same with its mate. When both nipples were hard I looked down to admire my handiwork. They won’t stay that way of course. But damn she looks hot!

I bent down and kissed her and then I closed her door. I went around and got in behind the wheel. I didn’t put the top down. It has turned out to be a pretty warm day. Maybe on the way home this evening I’ll drop the top. For now I thought we’d get more benefit from the air conditioner.

I turned off the stereo. I prefer listening to Mouse’s sexy voice. As I drove through town I rested one hand on her thigh. She placed her hand over mine and squeezed gently. Then she eased my hand up higher until my fingers were pressing against that prominent camel toe in her shorts.

She didn’t ask where we were going. She’s leaving everything up to me. She has put herself in my hands and she seems happy to be there.

She seemed a little nervous. That’s understandable. This is the first time in her life she has worn anything sexy outside of her own bedroom. It’s going to require an adjustment on her part. But she has placed her trust in a man she just met. She put herself in my hands, giving herself to me completely and without reservation. I can’t begin to explain how touched I am by just how much she’s willing to trust me.

She might offer an argument when I direct her to a changing booth in a little while. But I’m confident that in the end she’ll stand there and undress in front of as many men as happen to be there because she realizes that she’s doing it to turn us on. Not just me, both of us. After all, she volunteered to let me fuck her in the hallway a few minutes ago. I think she would have, too!

If it was any other woman but Mouse I might have moved a little slower … or a lot slower. But after what happened between us this morning and early afternoon, and after learning as much about her as I have, I’m convinced that this is the best plan, for both of us. What I have in mind for her at Sweet Nothings is just the sort of thing that brought us together. I just wish my damned cock would settle down!

I pulled into the parking lot and parked in front of the store. It’s the only store around. There’s no question where we’re going. I looked around and counted about a dozen cars. There will definitely be an audience for the show that Mouse doesn’t yet realize she’ll be putting on.

I asked her if she knew anything about this place. She told me that she has seen their small ads in the paper every week. They sell sexy lingerie. That’s all she knows. She smiled nervously and added, “The ads were often enticing. But I’ve never been able to work up the nerve to come here. I bought the few things I have through the mail.”

I grinned and asked, “Want to make a small wager?”

She could tell that something was up. But she seemed game. She returned my smile and asked me what I had in mind.

I squeezed her thigh and said, “I’ll bet you a blowjob that you have an orgasm before we leave this store.”

She lifted my hand off of her thigh and kissed it. Then she smiled and said with total sincerity, “That’s not a very good bet. Either way I can’t lose!”

Once more I found myself fighting the strong urge to tell this beautiful young woman that I love her. I know better. I’m an intelligent, well educated young man. I can’t possibly love her. I only talked to her for the first time this morning. Most of our time together has been spent having sex. I don’t mean to suggest that’s a bad thing. But that’s lust, not love.

Still, there is something so compelling about this girl. She’s so fucking irresistible. There has been hardly a minute since I entered her apartment this morning that I haven’t felt the strong desire to take her in my arms and hold her. But if there really is such a thing as love at first sight; even if, as impossible as it seems, what I’m feeling really is love I don’t dare say it out loud. I don’t want to scare her away. Normal, well adjusted, sane people don’t tell someone they met four hours ago that they love them. That’s the sort of behavior you expect from a stalker, not a suitor.

I went around and opened her door. I helped her out like a gentleman should. With those tight shorts cutting into her she needs the help. I locked the car but stood behind her for a moment, enjoying the view. I had the strangest feeling that it isn’t just her beautiful ass that’s capturing my attention. There is something about her that I can’t describe, something intangible. There’s an aura around her that I guess only I can see.

I’ve been with some wonderful women over the years. I thought that I was in love with a couple of them. But never like this. And never on the first day!

I stood there looking at her for so long that she turned to see what was wrong. She saw the look on my face and her expression changed. I wasn’t sure what she was thinking. It looked like she was upset.

We didn’t speak. But as I stepped up, put my arm around her shoulder and began to guide her toward the entrance I thought to myself, “Don’t blow this, Gregg. This girl is special.”

Mouse came to a stop as soon as we stepped inside. Her jaw dropped as she looked around at all of the sexy clothing on display. It was a moment or two before she noticed the people gathered around the changing booths. Her hand came up to cover her mouth. She gasped so loudly that some of the people in the back of the small crowd turned to see what caused the noise.

The store owner, a beautiful redhead named Jo, greeted us with a big smile and invited us to look around. I took a shopping cart and slowly guided Mouse past the changing rooms. Mouse came to a stop and stared at the woman changing clothes.

Her face and neck turned a deep shade of red once more. But she stared in awe at the cute blonde wearing only a pair of panties in the first booth. The woman was blushing furiously. She was focusing her attention on one of the men in the crowd. She smiled nervously as she pulled a sexy top on over her very large breasts and waited to see if her companion approved.

We watched for only a moment before I reluctantly guided Mouse past the crowd consisting predominantly of young couples who were watching the blonde instead of trying on clothes. I guided her over to the first aisle. Mouse’s head turned slowly as we walked. Her eyes never left the girl getting dressed in front of her husband and eight or nine couples that I’m reasonably sure she did not know from Adam.

I don’t think Mouse drew a breath until we were standing in front of the first rack of clothing. She turned to me suddenly, wrapped her small fingers around my hard cock and asked, “Is that why you brought me here?”

I smiled and replied, “I brought you here because I like the clothes. But I won’t deny that those last four changing booths are quite an attraction.”

I glanced down and smiled. She followed my gaze and saw her nipples standing tall once more. But she was already as red as she could get.

She glanced back at the crowd again. From where we’re standing we’re unable to see the blonde in the fitting room. We can only see the faces of the men and women standing around watching her.

Mouse turned back to me, her hand still gripping my hard cock, and she asked, “Are you going to make me do that?”

She’s excited. And she’s terrified. But there isn’t any question that if I tell her to try on clothes in one of the booths with no door she’s going to obey. I can see the determination in her face. I can hear it in her voice. I can also see the anticipation as she imagines undressing in front of all those people. She could never do that of her own accord. But there’s no question in my mind that she wants me to make her do it.

She didn’t need to hear my answer. She saw the answer to her question in my teasing smile. Her fingers tightened down on my cock and she pressed her body against mine. She reached her hand up, pulled my shirt open at the top and kissed my chest a couple of times. She shivered violently and then said breathlessly, “I owe you a blowjob.”

Once again I find myself fighting the urge to tell this girl that I’m falling in love with her. I want to. The urge is almost irresistible. The only thing stopping me is that I’m terrified of scaring her off, or of altering the fledgling dynamic that’s developing between us.

She looked up and saw that look on my face again. She released her grip on my cock and put her arms around my waist. She pressed her face into my shirt and whispered, “I’ve never seen that look on anyone’s face before. Not when they were looking at me. I’ve dreamed about it. But I never thought I would actually see it.”

She looked up at me through moist eyes and said, “I’m scared.”

I put my arms around her and held her close. Although I have a good idea that I already know the answer I asked, “Why are you scared, Mouse?”

The tears started to trickle down her cheeks as she answered, “Because it’s too soon. Because you don’t know me. Because good things don’t happen to me. But mostly because I feel it too. But I don’t dare say it out loud.”

I leaned down and licked the tears from her cheeks. I squeezed her and said, “I know. I thought all those same thoughts. I’ve been fighting the urge to say it out loud for hours now. My mind tells me it isn’t possible. But since I met you, not much of my blood has been going to my brain. It’s all been diverted to another area of my body. So I can’t trust my judgment.”

She moaned and said, “I’m going to make a fool of myself, Gregg. I need you to throw cold water on me or spank me or something. If you don’t do something soon I’m going to go all female on you.”

I laughed and kissed her. She took her arms from around my waist and wrapped them around my neck. She kissed me so hard she hurt my gums! I finally pushed her away and said as firmly as possible, “That’s enough of that shit! If we keep this up I’m going to be crying like a little girl!”

She chuckled and said, “That’s okay. I’ll loan you a tampon if you need one.”

I noticed that people were looking up from the blonde who’s apparently still in the booth trying on clothes. But a few of the people in her audience are now glancing curiously in our direction. And I don’t fucking care.

I smiled and said, “You’ll pay for that later, smart ass.”

I was just about to start paying attention to the clothing that we’re supposed to be shopping for when it occurred to me that there’s something that needs to be brought out in the open.

I placed my hands on her shoulders and became suddenly serious. I looked her in the eyes and said, “You know, the things we did today, the things that we’re doing now, they excite me. I’m not ever going to be Ward Cleaver. Your life will be exciting with me. But it will never be comfortable.”

She sighed loudly and exclaimed, “Oh thank you! I was afraid to ask. That’s such a relief.”

I shook my head and said, “Well kiss my ass! I’m in love with a Mouse!”

She smiled and said, “I’ll kiss your ass any time and any place you like, Gregg. Just say the word. Turn around and drop your pants. I’ll happily do it here and now.”

We made an effort to get our libidos under control. We finally turned our attention to some serious clothes shopping. We went a little crazy. Well, I went a little crazy. I selected most of the clothing that we threw in the cart. As Mouse followed me around the store and watched the pile beginning to grow in the shopping cart she started getting increasingly uncomfortable. She finally said, “Gregg, I teach third grade. I don’t know what you’ve heard, but teachers don’t get paid all that much.”

I grinned and said, “These aren’t for you. These are for me. And you already know that I have more money than sense. Don’t worry about it.”

She still seemed uncomfortable. She obviously doesn’t like having me spend so much money on her. She isn’t accustomed to people giving her things.

I assured her that I have more money than I can spend. That’s pretty much the case. My job pays me far more than I think I’m worth. But even if it didn’t, I came into control of my obscenely large trust fund when I turned twenty-one. I don’t use it. I haven’t needed it. I invested it carefully and it’s sitting around growing like crazy.

Meanwhile, despite my comparative youth, it looks like I’m about to be made a junior vice president at J.A.M. Aluminum. It hasn’t been offered yet. But there have been overtures. It seems that I’ve acquired a reputation as something of a wunderkind when it comes to mechanical engineering. Rumor has it that the only reason I haven’t already been promoted has something to do with my marital status.

For some reason my employers have seemed reluctant to promote me because I’m single. I think that’s illegal. But to be honest, I’m happy where I am and doing what I do. If I don’t get the promotion I’ll be a little disappointed. But it won’t break my heart.

It looks now, though, as if there might soon be a change in my marital situation. I’m not going to do it right away. I still don’t want to scare my little Mouse off. But I can’t wait to see her face when she sees the engagement ring she’s going to get before very long.

I wondered for just a second if my feelings for Mouse had anything to do with a subconscious desire to satisfy the people at J.A.M. But that thought died as soon as it was born. I knew that wasn’t even a consideration. I honestly don’t give that much of a damn about getting the promotion.

We went up and down the aisles picking out dozens of sexy outfits. I helped her select a few relatively modest but stylish outfits that she can wear to work. But everything else was revealing, sexy, slutty or all of the above.

She blushed frequently when I tossed those garments into our cart and she imagined what she’s going to look like in them. She began to blush constantly when we got to the corner of the store that displayed crop tops and tank tops.

Every once in a while she tried to stop me, or at least slow me down. The poor kid didn’t stand a chance.

One of the more amusing moments for me occurred when we got to the farthest corner of the store where the racks were full of the most revealing bathing suits you can possibly imagine. I started going through them and picking out tiny, sheer patches of cloth. Most of the suits I selected were more string than anything else.

The look on her face as I chose half a dozen suits that all together didn’t contain enough material for one modest garment was priceless. Mouse stood back and shook her head from time to time and whispered, “Oh god! Gregg! I’ll get arrested when I wear those!”

She didn’t say ‘if I wear those.’ She said, ” … when I wear those!”

I finished filling up the cart. I had to stop. The clothes were piled so high that we had to hold them in place every time I moved the cart. With Mouse’s help I pushed the cart over to the changing booths.

The sexy blonde that was trying on clothes when we came in had apparently made her selections and left with her significant other. The crowd seemed to have grown slightly larger, though, and an attractive brunette was now putting on a sexy show. I couldn’t tell if the audience consisted of all the same people that were here when we came in almost an hour ago. But it really doesn’t matter.

It looked like the brunette was nearly finished. The crowd seemed pleased when they realized that a new act was about to take the stage. The only thing missing is tables, chairs, music and a topless waitress pushing overpriced drinks.

On second thought, this is much better than a strip club. The women here are embarrassed. They blush. They aren’t hardened, inured to the act of undressing in front of an audience. This is much sexier.

A pretty young woman came over pushing an empty clothing rack and introduced herself. She smiled and told us her name is Kara. She helped us hang up the clothing that we, or actually I, selected. Mouse offered suggestions and a couple of times she talked me into selecting something in a different color. But for the most part I selected everything in the cart.

I picked out very little in the way of lingerie. She already has a good start in that area and if it’s up to me, and it is, she won’t wear a bra except when she goes to school. But I did select a handful of sexy panties.

We lined everything up on the rack Kara provided, starting with the more conservative work outfits and saving the bathing suits and lingerie for last. Between the bathing suits and the dresses would come the crop tops and tank tops. Many of the sexy tops were decorated with suggestive writing. Then came the sheer tops and the micro miniskirts. Next were the sundresses.

But her ordeal in the changing booth will begin with the most conservative outfits we selected, the clothes that she’ll wear to school. They’re much sexier than anything she presently owns. But they’re modest enough that she can wear them to school and teach a room full of third graders without pissing off anyone’s mommy or the principal.

I estimate that we selected close to fifty different articles of clothing, probably more. This is going to take a while. I asked Kara how late they’re open.

She smiled and said, “We usually close at four. But we’re in the middle of performing an inventory so for the next couple of days we’re working until nine o’clock. Since we have to be here we decided that we might as well stay open as long as there are customers. If you can’t last that long we can put some of these aside for you and you can finish up tomorrow.”

“That might be best. We haven’t eaten dinner yet.”

There was total silence in the store. There were a few other customers moving through the racks. But most of the other customers in the store were standing around waiting for Mouse to start changing. They had apparently already finished their shopping. Most of them were holding one or two plastic bags emblazoned with the name of the store. They had each bought a few items. We were the only couple buying an entire wardrobe.

Mouse picked up the first dress. Her cute face and her neck are bright red again. She looked at me for a few seconds, obviously very nervous. But she smiled and whispered, “This would have been easier with the blindfold. Here goes nothing!”

Kara chuckled and said, “Oh, sweetheart! Take my word for it. ‘Nothing’ does not apply in your case. You’re beautiful!”

The only reason that Mouse didn’t get any redder was that she was already as red a woman can get.

She stepped into the booth and placed her first new dress on a hook. I expected her to turn her back to the crowd while she undressed. But instead, she turned to face me. She stared right into my eyes and smiled nervously. She took a deep breath and pulled that tight crop top up off of her breasts and over her head.

I heard several members of the audience draw a deep breath. Kara whispered, “Damn! She is hot! Look at her face!”

I’m already well aware of how beautiful her breasts are. But I held my breath in anticipation as she bared them in front of all these people. Like Kara, though, my attention was drawn to her face. I couldn’t help it. She couldn’t hide the sexual excitement that was written all over her. To add to her embarrassment, her sexy nipples are standing tall.

She struggled with the button on those tight shorts and finally peeled them off. In the process her panties were pulled half way off and she exposed almost half of her pubic hair. She dropped the shorts on the bench behind her and then, faking casualness that I’m sure no one believes she actually feels, she slowly pulled her panties back into place.

I can’t be certain. The light in the booth isn’t that bright. But it looks very much like the crotch panel of her underwear is already soaked through.

She tried to control her shaking fingers as she unzipped the first dress and pulled it down over her head. Watching her sexy tits being pulled taut against her chest when she raised her arms was almost enough to make a mess in my shorts.

I glanced around at the people who were gathered close to watch the show. The sexy brunette who preceded Mouse in the changing booth is standing with her back to her husband. He’s holding her in his arms but watching Mouse over his wife’s shoulder. She’s still blushing from her time in the booth. Her eyes glowed as she watched Mouse and probably relived the excitement of her own recent experience of undressing in public.

Mouse didn’t bother to zip her dress up in the back. She made sure that it fit and then she stepped out of the booth and asked for my opinion.

“It looks very nice. I’m sure the people at work will be impressed.”

She examined her sexy reflection in the mirror and then turned back to me. She moved closer and kissed me. Then she whispered, “Thank you for making me pretty.”

I shook my head and said, “I only saw what was there. I didn’t make you anything.”

She looked up at me with moist eyes once more and said, “You made me love you.”

She picked another dress up off of the rack then and hurried back into the booth. Kara was standing beside me still. She sniffed and whispered, “I think I’m going to cry!”

I looked at her curiously. She added, “I can’t help it. When I see two people so much in love I get all emotional. You’re very lucky. She’s beautiful … and she adores you.”

I turned back and watched as Mouse took her dress off and tried on the next one. As she worked her way through those first few dresses she was slowly beginning to lose a little of the terror, but not the excitement. The large wet spot on the crotch of her underwear is plainly visible now. I was tempted to put a temporary end to this. It was becoming almost impossible to resist the urge to take her somewhere and rape her. It isn’t just me, either. It’s obvious that she’s ready and willing.

But I held my raging hormones in check and let her work her way halfway through the rack. We kept all but one of the sundresses she tried on. Kara took that one away and came back with a similar one that looked much better on her. After a little more than an hour I ordered her not to remove the last outfit that she tried on, a very sexy miniskirt and a sheer top. It’s getting late and I want to take my Mouse to dinner.

Kara wheeled the rack away and we followed her to the cash register. We, or rather Mouse was rewarded with a quiet but heartfelt round of applause. She finally found the nerve to raise her eyes and look around at all the people who have been watching her try on clothes. She smiled nervously and nodded to acknowledge her audience and show her gratitude for their appreciation.

We waited patiently while Kara rang up the first half of our purchases. I paid the large bill gladly. Mouse looked great in everything we selected. But before Kara started to ring it all up I asked, “Is there anything there that you really didn’t like?”

Mouse wrapped her fingers around my upper arm in a death grip and said, “I love them all! And I love you!”

It was obvious from the look on her face that she didn’t mean to say that. It slipped out. There was a short pause and she asked quietly, “Is that okay? Can I say that?”

I put my arms around her and said, “If you can find some way to put that in every sentence it will be just fine with me.”

She leaned her body against mine and sighed loudly. I guess it’s out in the open now. As impossible as it seems, even though we met only this morning, we’re in love!!

Mouse watched as I paid for the clothes that she just tried on. She was aghast at the total. It made her very uncomfortable that I’m spending so much on her. I guess I’m going to have to explain the state of my finances to her.

We promised Kara and Jo that we’ll be back tomorrow. One of the half dozen men in the audience was kind enough to help me carry out the bags of clothing. We tossed them in the trunk and I thanked him.

He grinned and thanked us. It wasn’t necessary for him to explain what he was thanking us for.

I helped Mouse into the car. She sat down and the tiny skirt she was wearing rode up. It was all but impossible to cover the damp crotch of her panties. When she pointed that out I suggested a possible solution.

She grinned and said, “I’ll take them off if you want me to.”

I leaned over and kissed her and said, “Maybe later, if you’re good.”

Her arms went around my neck and she said, “I’ll be as good or as bad as you want me to be.”

I need to make love to her a lot more than I need a drink and a good meal. But I thought it better to build up my strength. Besides, I don’t want her to get the idea that what we have is all about the sex. The sex is certainly important. It’s what brought us together and it’s been the best sex I’ve ever had. But it’s just as important that she know that there’s something else about her that attracted me to her. She certainly didn’t exude sex at the swimming pool the day that she first caught my eye.

I drove to a nice steakhouse that I enjoy. It isn’t in the best part of town. But the food is fantastic. The rib eyes there are nearly as big as the plate and as thick as the table. They’re expensive. But you get what you pay for.

I’ve been so distracted by the strange realization that I’ve fallen very much in love with someone I spoke to for the first time only hours ago that I’ve almost forgotten the sexy outfit Mouse is wearing. I was reminded when I helped her out of the car at the restaurant. The sight of her took my breath away. I was reminded once again when I saw the face of the hostess when we entered. Mouse spent so much time naked in her apartment this morning and nearly naked at Sweet Nothings that to me she seemed fully dressed; extremely sexy, but fully dressed.

There was a sudden silence when we entered and everyone near us looked up and spotted Mouse. The silence lasted while we waited for the hostess to decide where to seat us. She kept glancing at Mouse’s tits through the sheer blouse. I almost laughed out loud when I realized that she’s blushing even more than Mouse is.

It seemed as if no one moved or spoke until the hostess escorted us through the restaurant to an out of the way booth. Everyone who was lucky enough to catch a glimpse of Mouse as we followed the hostess through the restaurant stopped what they were doing to stare at Mouse’s tits. As soon as we were seated and the hostess walked away, Mouse leaned closer and said, “I have never been so horny in my fucking life!”

I chuckled and asked, “Is that any way for a third grade teacher to talk?”

She leaned closer and bit my bicep playfully. Then she answered, “It sure as hell is now!”

A young waiter came and stared at Mouse’s tits while he took our drink orders and told us all about the specials. I ordered a bottle of good wine. I wasn’t surprised when Mouse told me that she has never had alcohol. I convinced her to at least try a glass before she ordered a soft drink.

After the waiter left she said, “Thank you, Gregg. Thank you for everything. Thank you for making my fantasies come true. Thank you for being so nice, and so understanding. And thank you for all of those beautiful clothes. Most of all, thank you for changing my life.

“I don’t know how this happened. I don’t know how you could have looked at me at the mixer and decided that you want to get to know me. I don’t understand how my life could turn around so completely in just one day. But I swear to you I will make it up to you somehow.”

I looked into her eyes and as sincerely and emphatically as I possibly could I insisted, “You have nothing to make up to me. Get that idea out of your head. But I do have a request.”

“I think it should be clear by now, I will refuse you nothing.”

I kissed her and said, “Do you remember when I said, ‘I’m going to change you’ this morning?”

She nodded.

“Please don’t change too much. I love who you are. I love the way you blush. I love your sweetness. I’m pretty fond of your dirty mind, too.”

“You have my word.”

The wine arrived and we slowly sipped it while waiting for our appetizers. It wasn’t long before Mouse smiled and said, “I like this!”

“Sip it slowly. It can fuck you up, especially on an empty stomach.”

She followed my advice and paced herself. But I started to wonder if I should cut her off when she suddenly burst out laughing.

I looked at her curiously. Our eyes met and she said, “Do you know what I’d like to do? I’d like to take you home to meet my parents. They’re so certain that I’m going to die a bitter old spinster school teacher. I’d like to take you up to my old bedroom and make mad, passionate love until the bed collapses and the plaster falls off of the ceiling onto their heads in the living room.”

I sympathized with the sentiment. At first, when she described her abusive childhood to me, I was furious with her parents for what they’ve done to her. But after thinking about it I just feel sorry for them. What they did to Mouse is inexcusable. But I guess it’s understandable. They weren’t able to cope with a horrible event in their lives. Mouse was just another innocent victim of the night her mother was raped and impregnated.

But this isn’t the time to have that conversation with Mouse. If that little fantasy amuses her what’s the harm?

We sat and talked quietly. It was a little embarrassing to realize how little we know about each other considering the way we feel. We talked about our likes and dislikes. We talked about our beliefs and our politics. While we talked we sat close together. My arm was around her and her hand rested on my thigh.

Other diners passed by our booth from time to time. Some noticed Mouse’s tits and did a double take. But most didn’t notice. Each time it happened, each time she saw someone’s head whip around because they realized that they could see her tits, Mouse would blush. But she acted as if she was unaware of them.

Throughout the meal our waiter checked constantly to make certain that we wanted for nothing. I joked with Mouse that the service was so good I should make her give the waiter that blowjob she owes me for a tip.

She squeezed my thigh and said, “I’ll suck his cock if you tell me to. But that other blowjob is reserved for you.”

She felt my cock twitch when she said that and she looked up at me curiously. She asked, “Would that turn you on?”

Now it’s my turn to be embarrassed. I took a sip of wine and tried to think about my response. Inasmuch as I’m contemplating a permanent relationship with her I thought it only right that she know as much about what turns me on as I know about her fantasies. I told her about some of the stories I’ve read on the internet and how much they turn me on. I mentioned some of the stories in particular, going into a little detail about the sorts of things that have excited me. I think that she was as excited by them as I am. I was relieved, but I wasn’t really surprised given what I know of her fantasies. I knew when I mailed her that card that we have similar tastes.

After a few minutes she asked, “Wouldn’t you be jealous if you saw me doing things like that with another man? Could you see something like that and not resent me for it later?”

I admitted that I wasn’t sure. I’ve never actually thought about moving something like that from the realm of fantasy into my real life. We talked about how excited I was when her neighbors almost caught us when she was sucking my cock for the first time on her balcony. And I told her how I almost came in my pants when she was trying on clothes in the store a little while ago.

She admitted that she felt the same way, both times. And every time the waiter comes around and stares at her tits she gets excited all over again.

I took my arm from around her shoulders and rested my hand on her upper thigh. I saw the look of pleasure on her face when I touched her and I got an instant hard on. My fingers began to trace her sex through the damp crotch of her panties. I watched as her head fell back against the back of the seat and her eyes closed.

The look of erotic pleasure on her face was irresistible. I was tempted to give her an orgasm right there with my fingers. But I thought it would be better to let the tension continue to build.

However, that decision was taken from me when the waiter showed up again and asked if we wanted anything else. I smiled at his shocked face when he realized what I was doing.

Mouse never even opened her eyes. Her breathing became louder and then she gasped, tensed up, and had an obvious orgasm right in front of the young man who was standing there staring in disbelief.

She slowly opened her eyes, smiled at the waiter, turned to me and said, “That was wonderful. Thank you.”

She was blushing like crazy. But she was obviously as turned on as I was.

As soon as the waiter walked away, with his cock tenting his pants so obviously that he had to hold a towel in front of his bulging erection, Mouse turned her head, buried her face in my chest and laughed nervously. Then she whispered, “I can’t fucking believe what a slut I’m turning into!”

I held her in my arms and kissed the top of her head. I have to admit I was shocked. Not by what she did but by her reaction when she opened her eyes and saw the waiter watching. And I’m just as aroused as she obviously is. I exclaimed, “Fuck me! I can’t believe you did that!”

She quietly asked, “Does that change the way that you feel about me. I think that I’m not such a mouse anymore.”

I smiled and said, “No. I already love you more than I thought it possible to love a woman. I couldn’t possibly love you any more than I already do. And I’ve given up trying to tell myself that it isn’t possible to feel this way after just one day.”

She nestled in my arms until the waiter finally returned with our meals. While he was serving us she asked, “Are you going to make me suck his cock?”

He almost dropped my steak when she said that. I grinned and asked her, “Do you want me to make you suck his cock?”

She looked me in the eyes for a moment before finally responding, “I’m not sure. Can we talk about it some more first?”

I had to attribute some of her actions to the wine. She only drank one and one half small glasses. But we’re drinking on empty stomachs and she has never consumed alcohol before.

I know that if I tell her to, she’ll offer our young waiter a blowjob. The idea appeals to me. But I’m concerned with how she might feel about it later. And to be honest, I’m not entirely certain how I’d feel about it. To be brutally frank, though, the idea of it is really turning me on.

We ate and talked quietly. Most of our conversation was about sex. The more I learned about her dirty little mind and her fantasies, and she was startling candid with her admissions about the kinky things that excite her, the more she turned me on. We were both completely honest and brutally frank with each other. As a result, we discovered that we are turned on by a lot of the same things.

Many of the things that we have fantasized about would shock most normal couples. But then, so would most of the things we enjoyed doing so much today. There can’t be a lot of women in the world who would have obeyed the instructions on the index card I mailed to this exciting woman earlier in the week. And there can’t be many women who would have enjoyed losing their virginity the way Mouse did, blindfolded with no idea who’s in bed with her.

We did occasionally talk about other things, too. We both want to travel. We both love to read. I nervously mentioned to her that I’m unlike most men she knows in another major area. I have no desire to have children. I was worried about how she would react. Becoming a mother is something that most women are not willing to give up. It’s in their DNA. It’s a part of their basic makeup. It’s what their bodies are designed for.

I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw her reaction. One look in her eyes and I knew that she felt the same way.

She explained, “I guess I feel the way I do because of my own childhood. But it’s such a relief to hear you say that! I love kids, when they belong to other people. But when the school bell rings at three o’clock and all my kids rush out of the classroom it always seems like for the first time all day I’m able to take a deep breath. I didn’t know how I was going to be able to go through life pretending to be a normal mother, if there was ever a miracle and I found a man to marry me.”

When I heard how distasteful her job is to her I suggested that she might want to give up her career.

She looked slightly uncomfortable. She put her hand over mine and said, “This is all happening so fast. This is exciting now, for both of us. But what happens if you come to your senses? What if you wake up in a couple of days and realize that I’ve been an interesting diversion but you miss your secure, sophisticated, charming, strong, self sufficient girlfriends?

“I’m never going to be like the girls you’re accustomed to going out with. I already feel the changes you’ve brought about in me. But I’m always going to be a mouse in many ways.”

I nodded my head and said, “You may be right. We should give it more time.”

Then I glanced at my watch and said, “That was long enough. I love you, you dumb broad! If this is who you really are I adore you. I don’t want you to change. Deal with it!”

Her hand moved back down into my lap and squeezed my cock. She smiled and asked, “Would you like your blowjob? Right now? Right here? Or would you rather watch me suck that young waiter’s cock first? I’d do anything for you!”

“That’s wonderful. But how would you feel about it afterwards?”

“Stick your hand in my underwear and you’ll discover how I feel about it.”

I got serious then. This has been a very exciting conversation and we’re both having fun with it. But in the real world actions have consequences. I lifted her hand from my lap and kissed it. I said, “I have to be honest. The idea that you would do that for me turns me on like you wouldn’t believe. But you’ve suffered all of your life from low self esteem thanks to your abusive parents. Something like what we were just talking about might not be the best thing for someone with that sort of problem. I wouldn’t want you to think that our relationship was all about using you.”

She let her hand rest on mine and said, “We need to find a mirror. You have a look in your eyes when you look at me that I thought I would never see. I know you love me. And I know that you love me despite the fact that these things you’re making me do are turning me on as much as they are you.

“You aren’t using me to satisfy your fantasies. We’re experiencing a shared fantasy. As long as you have that look in your eyes when you look at me, the things we do can’t hurt me. Now can we please go home so I can get raped?!”

I smiled and said, “Soon. We have one more stop to make first.”







Chapter 20


I paid for dinner. We left a very disappointed waiter behind. He didn’t get the tip he was hoping for. We got in the car and this time I put the top down. It has turned into a warm, pleasant, very comfortable evening. It’s the kind of night that convertibles were made for.

Mouse didn’t ask where we were going. But I think she suspects that I have something interesting in mind. I never did have a very good poker face.

It wasn’t very far to our destination. We rode together quietly. But it was a nice, comfortable quiet. I rested my right arm on the armrest and once we were on the road, Mouse rested her hand on mine. I turned my hand over and wrapped my fingers around her soft little hand and enjoyed the feel of her warm hand in mine.

I felt her tensing up again when we arrived at our destination. There could be no question where we were going. I parked in front of the only building around. It’s pretty obvious what’s inside, too. The big neon letters spelled out “Big Jim’s Adult Books and Novelties.”

I didn’t bother to ask if she’d ever been in a place like this. I already knew the answer to that. I turned to face her and said, “I’ve decided that we’ll need a set of restraints to keep in my apartment. Let’s go in and look around.”

It would have been easier and cheaper to bring hers down from her apartment. But I have a feeling this is going to be more fun.

She didn’t wait for me to open her door or help her out. I went around the car and put my arms around her. I saw the strange combination of excitement and fear in her eyes and I smiled. I pulled her sexy body close and said, “I love that look on your face. It makes my dick hard.”

She surprised me with a sudden smile and then she said, “That’s what I live for now. And in case there’s any question in your mind, that wasn’t sarcasm.”

I couldn’t help laughing. God she’s cute! I stepped back and took her hand. As I pulled her toward the door I said, “Let’s see just how wet we can make those panties.”

I held the door for her. She stepped inside with an unusual expression on her face. She’s nervous. But I can see that she’s both curious and excited, too.

She stopped just inside the door and looked around at all of the dirty books, movies and sexual paraphernalia. I stood behind her and got a kick out of the attention she’s getting from the men who looked up when they heard us enter. Everyone man in the room seems to be staring at her tits. In this brightly lit room her sheer blouse is all but invisible. She might as well be topless.

Mouse finally noticed the men and how much attention she’s attracting. She glanced at me and I’ll bet she was thinking back to our earlier conversation about the possibility of letting other men have sex with her.

I smiled innocently and we took a tour of the store, starting with the graphic magazines. We held hands as we moved slowly down one aisle and up another. We discussed some of the pictures on the covers. She even had the nerve to pick a couple of them up and look inside.

She gasped from time to time but I’m not sure if that’s because something she saw turned her on or shocked her. I told her that I’d purchase any of the magazines that caught her eye. She just shook her head, though.

I think that if she were all alone in the building and could have taken any of these magazines with her and no one would know she would have taken an armful. But she couldn’t let anyone know that some of these things excite her, or at the very least aroused her curiosity.

The next few aisles we explored contained a wide range of DVDs. I noticed that several caught her eye. But again she insisted that she’s just curious. I decided not to let it go. She’s obviously curious but too embarrassed to let me or the men who have begun to close in around us and are tagging along behind us see what excites her. She doesn’t want anyone judging her. I ordered her to select six movies. I thought it might be a lot of fun to watch a dirty movie with my little Mouse.

I ordered her to go down the aisle again, select six movies and then join me on the next aisle. She was nervous about being left alone. But I thought that she might feel more free to select something that really appeals to her if I wasn’t watching.

I moved on to the next aisle and started looking at the toys. I’ve never shopped for this sort of thing before. I really have no idea what sorts of sex toys are available and what might be fun for us. I walked down the aisle to see what they have on display. Once I had an idea of what sort of merchandise is available I returned to the beginning of the aisle.

Mouse joined me there holding six DVDs in her hands and blushing furiously. She stopped when she saw the large display of sex toys stretching all the way to the other end of the long store. I heard her exclaim under her breath, “Oh my god!”

I chuckled and said, “I’m going to get a few things. If anything catches your eye, consider this an order to point it out.”

A few more of the male customers in the store have joined the small group that’s follow us around the store. Well, I suppose that it would be more correct to say that they’re following Mouse. I looked around the large room and smiled. All the other customers in the store are now close enough that they can keep an eye on Mouse. We were standing in front of a display of nipple clamps. I said, “I saw some of those in your nightstand. Do you enjoy them?”

She hesitated before answering. The question embarrassed her. But she’s even more embarrassed because she knows that when she answers my question most if not all of the other customers are close enough that they’ll hear her response.

She looked down at the floor and whispered, “Yes. I like the way they make me feel.”

I grinned mischievously and asked, “What? I couldn’t hear you.”

She groaned and took a deep breath. Then she looked up and saw my teasing smile. She smiled back and responding to the challenge, in a more conversational tone she said, “I like the way my nipple clamps feel when I put them on and tighten them down. It turns me on. It makes me want to get fucked!”

She turned bright, bright red again. But she was grinning at me. More importantly, she looks strong. That hunted animal look I saw in her eyes at the mixer is gone. I winked at her and returned my attention to the display of sex toys.

There were several styles of clamps available. I recognized a pair that looked like a set I saw in her drawer. There’s another pair on display, though, that looks like they’re of a much higher quality. I picked them up and looked them over. I took the DVDs from her and handed her the clamps. When I told her to try them on I thought she was going to have an orgasm.

She removed them from the card with shaking fingers. She opened one of them up and started to reach under her blouse and attach it.

I shook my head but she couldn’t see me. I smiled and said, “Unbutton your blouse and do it right.”

I think she knew that was coming. There was almost no reaction. With shaking fingers she unfastened the buttons holding her sheer blouse closed, pulled it free from the waistband of her miniskirt and let it fall open.

She teased her left nipple until it was erect and carefully attached the clamp. She winced in pain and groaned quietly. She adjusted the tension slightly and then repeated the process with the second clamp.

We lost a lot of privacy as soon as Mouse opened her blouse. Suddenly there were as many as a dozen men who were no longer making any attempt to act as though their proximity to us was just a coincidence. Those who didn’t have a good angle moved into position to have a good view of her tits and to enjoy the show as she tightened those clamps down on her long nipples. They were standing within ten feet of us, several of them near enough to reach out and touch her. Each of them was eagerly watching my blushing Mouse tease her nipples and then place clamps on them.

When she was finished attaching them I asked, “Remember what I said before we came in?”

I saw the look of confusion on her face. She’s probably too embarrassed to think straight anyway. I smiled and asked, “Are your panties getting wet yet?”

She suddenly remembered and just the barest trace of a smile flashed across her lips. She tried to answer but her voice broke. Finally she cleared her throat and quietly responded, “I think that they probably are.”

We both know they are. I grinned and said, “I’ll check in a few minutes.”

I told her to leave the clamps on and moved a few feet down the aisle to a selection of restraints. I selected a set of leather cuffs like the ones that I used to restrain Mouse to her headboard this morning and a pair of handcuffs. I handed them to her and took a moment to see what movies she selected. There was quite a mix. They ranged from girl/girl action, bondage, interracial, gangbang, to a silly x-rated knock off of a recent hit movie.

I handed the DVDs back to her and ordered her to take them to the counter and return.

She didn’t even bother to try to cover her pretty tits. She carried the armful of toys I gave her to the counter and hurried back. While she was gone I noticed a set of restraints that reminded me of some I read about in several of the stories I enjoyed on the internet and I wanted to see them on her.

I already know I’m going to get them. But I think it will be fun to try them on here with all these strange men watching.

When she returned I ordered her to lift her skirt even though it’s so short that it isn’t in the way. I squatted down and attached the thick leather straps to the very tops of her thighs. As I was working I noticed the obvious damp area on the front of her panties. It covered her entire mound.

I leaned forward and kissed her pussy through her panties. I ran my tongue over the moist material where it nestled in and clung to her damp slit.

Her knees nearly gave out. She grabbed my head to keep from falling and her entire body shuddered. She finally got herself under control and asked in a nervous but teasing voice, “Is our bet still on?”

I didn’t know what she was referring to at first. I looked up and when our eyes met she actually smiled and said, “If it is I owe you another blowjob.”

I laughed, as did some of the men around us. Then I fastened the wrist restraints to her arms. Once they were in place her wrists were connected to her thighs by short chains. She’s totally helpless.

I stood up and said excitedly, “I like these! What do you think?”

She looked me in the eye and her voice was choked with lust when she said, “If you like them, I love them.”

How can you not love a woman like that?!

We slowly walked down the aisle and looked at the hundreds of items on display. There’s a large selection of butt plugs but I’m not much interested in those. Mouse has a couple in her nightstand in the unlikely event that I get the desire to experiment with them.

I selected a couple of interesting vibrators for her and decided that I had met my needs. I asked her if anything caught her eye.

She managed another smile and said, “I’m happy with your selections.”

I escorted her to the checkout counter and asked the old man behind the counter if I could make sure that the vibrator is a good fit.

He grinned and nodded vigorously.

I pulled out my pocket knife and said, “I guess those panties will have to go.”

Mouse almost screamed, “NO!”

Then in a quieter voice she pleaded, “Please, not these. These are important to me. These panties represent the wonderful thing that happened to me today. I’ll take them off. But please, don’t cut them.”

I was touched. This is the only time that she said no to me today. And it’s so that she can keep the underwear she’s wearing as a memento of her day of coming out, or her day of falling in love.

I disappointed more than a few men when I smiled and said, “I guess we can wait until we get home.”

She closed her eyes and sighed loudly. She opened her eyes, looked at me with love written all over her face and whispered, “Thank you.”

I paid for the toys and movies. While the clerk was putting the items on the counter in bags I inspected Mouse’s nipples. I asked, “Are they alright? Are they too tight?”

She shook her head and said, “They’re fine.”

I left the clamps and the restraints on her and picked up the bag from the counter. I led her out to the car with her blouse open and her skirt around her waist.

As soon as we got in the car I leaned over, took her in my arms and kissed her passionately. As we kissed I placed my hand over her moist crotch. She nearly went crazy! She screamed into my mouth and had an orgasm that rocked the entire car it was so violent.

She lifted her ass up off of the seat and pressed her pussy against my hand. She fought against her restraints and she pressed her lips against mine as hard as she could.

I can’t help wondering how the shy little mouse from the mixer can contain so much passion. And I can’t help being immensely grateful that I’m the man who has been lucky enough to discover the fire that’s burning inside of this wonderful woman.

I finally started the car and drove us back to the apartment. I pulled into a parking space and put the top up. It was a little after ten o’clock when we got back. But this is an apartment complex inhabited primarily by young singles and it’s Saturday night. There were plenty of people around as we got out of the car and I struggled with the bags of clothing in the trunk.

Mouse didn’t say a word. She stood there with her arms in restraints, her skirt up, her blouse open and her nipples pressed out of shape by those strong, metal clamps. There are people standing around in the parking lot and the nearby pool is still crowded. There’s no way we can make it back to my apartment without being seen by any number of our neighbors.

I smiled at Mouse. She expects to be led back to my apartment that way. She’s terrified. But she’s prepared to please me by allowing our neighbors to see her like this. She’s willing to do whatever I ask of her.

I put the bags down and closed the trunk lid. I pulled Mouse a little closer and gently unscrewed the nipple clamps. I bent down and removed the leather restraints and placed them in the toy bag. I kissed her as I buttoned the two buttons just below her breasts. Finally I pulled her skirt back down into place over her beautiful ass.

I saw the gratitude in her eyes. But I was moved by the fact that she’s fully prepared to walk around in public that way to please me. I handed her the toy bag and one of the lighter clothing bags. I grabbed the rest of the bags and we walked across the road to our apartment building.

We passed a few people on the way but no one paid us any attention. They’re so wrapped up in their own lives that no one even noticed the primo display of tits under the sheer blouse Mouse is wearing.

When we were safely inside my apartment I asked her if she wants anything. She nodded her head and said, “Yes. I want to pay my debts.”

I was thinking more along the lines of a cold drink. But I like her idea even more.

I led her to my bedroom and we quickly undressed. This time there was no blindfold and there were no restraints. This time we made love.

I was astonished at my own resilience. After this morning and early afternoon I thought I might provide this wonderful woman with some pleasure and maybe, with a little work, I might have a mild orgasm of my own.

I was half right. We did it all. I drove her nuts with my fingers and my tongue and everything I did to her she did to me. We brought each other off several times and for the grand finale we enjoyed a long, slow, loving fuck that nearly lasted until morning.

I couldn’t take my eyes or my hands off of her. And she didn’t want me to. She paid me one of the blowjobs that I won. I decided to save the second one for another day.

It was only her second time sucking a cock. But she seemed to know what she was doing. It’s obvious that not only does she enjoy doing this for me, but our eyes were locked on one another’s and it’s plain to see. She loves me.

When it was over, when we finally exhausted ourselves, we curled up together and carried on a quiet conversation in the dark about how much in love we are and the wonderful traits that attracted us to each other. I felt like a teenager with his first big crush, times ten.

I believe I may have mentioned that I’m an intelligent and well educated man. But I didn’t have the words to tell this woman how much I love her without resorting to all the trite things that people like us say to each other at a time like this. I tried, though. Because it seemed to me that Mouse deserved something better; some new and exciting way of telling her how exciting she is, how wonderful she is, and how very much I love her.

I resolved that since I don’t feel that my vocabulary is adequate I’m going to show her instead. For the rest of our lives I’m going to show her how much I love her.




The next thing I knew it was morning. The woman I love was still sleeping quietly in my arms. I needed to go to the bathroom but I couldn’t bring myself to disturb her.

I lay there listening to her soft, steady breathing and watching her slender, supple, sexy body in repose. I wanted to run my hands over her and explore her soft skin again. But I restrained myself. I know that a lifetime of that sort of behavior stretches out before us.

It was only ten or fifteen minutes later when, as if she sensed that I was awake, Mouse began to stir. We kissed and wished each other a good morning. And it is. It’s a glorious morning.

I can’t help but notice the huge change in her already. She’s smiling and happy and so very animated. And the look of love in her eyes makes my heart beat faster.

After a quick shower and a slow breakfast I watched Mouse hang her new clothes in my closet. The unspoken order that she’s to live with me now seemed to take her by surprise. It was amusing to watch her when the realization hit her. I ordered her to hang her new clothes in my closet and remove the tags. She started to obey instantly. But then she realized what I was actually saying and she turned back, as if to see if I realized what I was requiring of her or if it was just a misunderstanding.

I smiled at the hopeful look on her face. She’s still having trouble believing that this is real, too. I sat on the bed and watched her hang her new wardrobe in my closet. While she worked I kept my eye on the time. There’s a store I want to take her to before we return to Sweet Nothings so that she can try on the rest of the clothes I selected for her.

When it was time to leave I helped her pick out one of her new sundresses and we both got dressed. She put on one of the thongs that once belonged to my ex and one of her new sundresses. Just looking at her makes my heart swell with love. She looks like a different woman this morning. She even seems taller!

I stood in front of her admiring her beauty. She looked up and said, “I can’t believe that I didn’t wake up alone in my bed this morning and feel heartbroken because everything that happened yesterday was just a wonderful dream.”

I squeezed her hands affectionately and said, “I can’t believe how much my sweet Mouse has changed in just twenty-four hours.”

She shook her head almost frantically and exclaimed, “No! I swear it! I’m not changing!”

I smiled and said, “Relax. Of course you are. You’re coming out of your cocoon. You’re becoming even more beautiful. But you’re still as sweet, and I’m looking forward to leaving our apartment today and having people see me with you. I’m so proud to be seen with you.”

She found that difficult to believe. I saw it in her eyes. She has been put down all of her life. The concept that a man might actually find her attractive and be proud to be seen with her is so completely foreign to her that she can’t quite wrap her mind around it.

But I already see her changing. She is rapidly becoming more self assured, more confident. Even the relatively small change that has already taken place is remarkable.

When we stepped onto the elevator we joined another couple on their way down from the third floor. They glanced repeatedly at Mouse as if they thought she looked familiar but they can’t quite place her.

We had a hard time holding back our laughter. It’s obvious that they don’t recognize her even though they have probably seen her almost every day since they moved in.

The couple headed off down the sidewalk toward the pool. We held hands like a couple of teenagers as we strolled across the street and made our way to my car in the parking lot.

As soon as we were alone, Mouse exclaimed, “What a difference a dress makes!”

I shook my head and said, “The dress is part of it, I suppose. But it’s only a small part.”

I drove to a small strip mall near where I work. I’ve purchased a few small items there in the past for my secretary at Christmas, on her birthday and on Secretary Day. The nice old guy who runs the place has always treated me fairly. I’m not big on jewelry and I’m philosophically opposed to the entire diamond industry. But I’m going to make an exception today. Mouse is about to get stoned.

When she realized that it was my intention to enter the jewelry store she seemed to get nervous. She must have been reading my mind. She came to a sudden stop and pulled on my hand.

I stopped and turned to look at her. She almost whispered, “If you’re thinking what I think you might be thinking, you don’t have to do this. I don’t want you to rush into anything. I don’t want you waking up in a week and thinking, ‘Oh shit! What have I gotten myself into?!’

“I don’t want you to start resenting me.”

I took both of her hands in mine and asked, “Are you having doubts?”

She smiled timidly and said, “Yes. I doubt if there’s another man in the entire world as wonderful as you.”

I moved closer, pressing my body against hers. I leaned down and kissed her lovingly and said, “Flattery will not get you a bigger ring.”

She punched me on the shoulder and we went inside. I had to drag her to the counter. The old guy who owns the store smiled and said, “I don’t think I need to ask what it is that you two are looking for. Congratulations. You make a lovely couple.”

I returned his broad smile and said, “You are half a good judge of character. I have found the perfect woman and she is definitely lovely. Now I need a rock to put on her hand that is so heavy she can’t run away.”

He smiled at my lame joke and unlocked a nearby display case. He asked me if I know how much I’m planning to spend.

I replied, “Why don’t we start with your most expensive ring and see if she likes it.”

He was a bit taken aback. I probably don’t look all that prosperous. Mouse wasn’t too pleased, either. She gasped and exclaimed, “Gregg! Be reasonable!”

The jeweler pulled a tray of rings out and placed it on the glass counter in front of us. He started to describe one of the rings but suddenly stopped. He looked at Mouse with a strange expression on his face for moment and then he said, “Just a moment.”

He put the tray back in the case and went into the back. He came back a minute later with a small velvet covered ring box. He placed it on the counter but didn’t open it. He looked at both of us and then smiled. But this time it wasn’t the smile of the owner of a jewelry shop about to make a sale. There’s something different in his smile now.

He moved his finger over the ring box for a moment and then he quietly said, “Let me show you this one first.”

He hesitated for another moment and then he opened the box and showed us the ring. In a quiet, somber tone he said, “I can sell you a bigger stone and a fancier setting if you wish. I have some very large rocks for sale at obscene prices. It’s what I do. But this ring is special. My father gave this ring to my mother. When my mother died my father gave it to my wife. I planned to give it to my daughter. But that won’t be possible now.

“This ring has been in my safe since my wife died twelve years ago. Today would have been our fortieth anniversary. I’ve never been able bring myself to sell it.”

He stood there staring down at the ring in his hands for what seemed like a very long time. Then he looked up at Mouse and said, “I would like you to wear this ring, young lady.”

Mouse and I were both a little uncomfortable now. The jeweler smiled at Mouse and said, “I looked up when you came in and I saw something in your face. I meet a lot of nice young couples who are very much in love. They come in here almost every day. I enjoy working with them, helping them to select just the right ring.

“But there is something about you … something about you two together … you have a special relationship. I look at you two and I know you will one day celebrate your fiftieth anniversary. I think this ring belongs on your finger.”

There were tears in Mouse’s eyes. Hell, I felt like crying!

The jeweler removed the ring from the box and showed it to us. There’s no question about it. It’s very beautiful. And I don’t often say that about a thing. The stones aren’t huge or ostentatious. The main stone is only just slightly smaller than three carats and the total weight is just under five carats. The setting is ornate without being gaudy. The ring has been cleaned and polished and stored in his safe for twelve years. It looks almost new.

Mouse was obviously floored. She whispered, “It’s beautiful! But it’s too much. I’m not … I can’t … it wouldn’t be right!”

He smiled. Ignoring her attempts to reason with him he reached out and took her hand. He said, “Let’s see how it looks.”

He slid it over her finger. All three of us noticed that it’s a perfect fit. He said, “Somehow I knew that it would fit. Look at that. It looks like it was made for you.”

I couldn’t help but be impressed. It’s a beautiful ring, a work of art. And it looks like it belongs on her hand. I looked at the jeweler and said, “I don’t know what to say.”

Mouse whispered, “It’s too beautiful to wear!”

The jeweler smiled and replied, “No. It’s too beautiful not to wear. It’s been locked up for far too long. It was made as a sign of love. It should be on your finger. It should be with you, telling the world that you’re loved and that you’re in love.”

I took Mouse’s hands in mine and turned her to face me. She looked up and I said, “Amanda Scott, it turns out that there is such a thing as love at first sight. I adore you. Will you marry me?”

Through her tears of happiness she said, “Mouse Collins? You want me to be Mouse Collins?!”

The old man smiled and said, “Mouse?”

I took her in my arms and said, “It’s a long story.”

She added, “It’s a long, romantic, beautiful story with a happy ending. I want to marry you more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life, Mr. Collins. And you know that there has been a lot of want in my life.”

I turned to the jeweler and said, “We’ll be having a small civil ceremony. But when we get married we’d be pleased if you would attend.”

He was obviously touched that I asked. He replied, “I would be honored! I would truly be honored.”

Paying for the ring was a strange experience. We went to the cash register. I pulled out my checkbook and it only then occurred to me that we haven’t discussed the cost of the ring. For the first time I asked him how much he’s asking for the ring.

He obviously hasn’t given any thought to the price, either. He looked flustered for a moment. He looked at me with the strangest expression on his face and said, “I don’t know! I didn’t know I was going to sell it!”

I’m not a big fan of jewelry and especially diamonds, as I mentioned. But I know enough to know that this ring is valuable. He stood there, obviously at a loss for several minutes.

I smiled and said, “Mr. Baum, charge me whatever is fair. The money isn’t important to me. What’s important is that the ring has value beyond what I pay for it. I realize what it means to you, and it’s obvious what it means to Mouse. That’s what’s important.”

He nodded but said, “It almost seems like an obscenity to put a price on it.”

He hesitated a moment longer. But then he smiled and said, “My father bought this ring for three thousand dollars in 1914. I think that was a fair price. That will be three thousand dollars, Mr. Collins.”

I almost choked. I don’t know much about jewelry. But even a dumb ass like me knows that ring is probably worth close to fifty thousand dollars! I finally smiled at Mr. Baum and said, “I appreciate what you’re doing here. But I can’t let you do that. Please, I want to pay you a fair price for the ring.”

He wouldn’t budge. He replied, “There is no logic to what I felt when I saw that ring on her finger. That ring belongs there. I want that ring on her finger as much as you do, Mr. Collins. You are obviously an educated man. Have you not yet learned that you cannot win an argument about money with an old Jew?!

“Now please write me a check for three thousand dollars. That is the only ring in this store that is available to you and that is how much it costs.”

While I gave up and started writing the check, Mouse ran around the counter and threw herself at the jeweler. He was embarrassed but obviously touched by her reaction.

I finished writing the check and held it out to him. As he took the check from my fingers I said, “When I first saw her I saw that there was something special about her. I thought that I was the only one who could see it.”

He smiled and said, “I told you, I’ve seen a lot of happy couples in my line of work. But I saw it too. She’s a special young lady. You’re going to be very happy. I know it.”

I grinned and said, “I know it, too. Thank you.”

We went back out and sat in the car. I think that we were both in shock. Mouse was overwhelmed. Not only is she officially engaged to a man she met yesterday morning, she’s now wearing a beautiful heirloom ring that’s worth more than she earns in a year but has significance far beyond its monetary value.

Neither of us spoke for several minutes. Then, in a strange voice, Mouse said, “And people think that Cinderella is just a fairytale!”

I finally started the car. I turned to Mouse and asked, “Are you ready to go get your panties wet?”

She chuckled softly and said, “They already are!”

We weren’t far from Sweet Nothings. The drive over there took only a few minutes. The store had been open for over an hour when we got there and already there were half a dozen cars in the parking lot.

I saw the nervousness building quickly in Mouse. But she smiled, took my hand and said, “I was afraid that you might have second thoughts about your wife-to-be exposing herself in public once you asked me to marry you.”

I grinned and exclaimed, “You were afraid?!”

She shrugged and admitted, “You know I couldn’t do this if you weren’t making me. But you know it turns me on as much as it does you. I could never have done this sort of thing without you. I would never have had the courage. But I have you now. You give me the courage.”

Jo and Kara looked up when we entered and greeted us warmly. Kara stopped what she was doing and went to get the rack with the rest of the clothing we selected yesterday. It was parked against a wall near the door to the office. She pushed it over to the changing booths and welcomed us back.

Mouse couldn’t contain her excitement. She showed Kara her new ring and they hugged as if they were old friends. Kara seemed genuinely happy for Mouse. They talked excitedly for a moment and then Mouse grabbed the next item of clothing on the rack, a micro miniskirt, and headed for the booth.

As soon as it became obvious that she was about to undress in one of the booths with no door, customers started gathering around to watch. Mouse smiled at me as though we were the only two people in the room. But we aren’t. She already has an audience and she’s well aware of it. Her blush quickly deepened as she started unbuttoning the row of buttons that ran down the front of her sundress.

She took a deep breath and paused for a second. Then she shrugged out of the dress and hung it from a hook. She stood there in only her tiny little thong and removed the miniskirt from the hangar. Except for the blushing she looked amazingly calm. I knew better, of course.

She stepped into the little skirt and zipped it up in back. Then, with her breasts exposed, she walked back over to the rack. She smiled at me and said, “Let’s see how it looks with one of these tops.”

She picked up a midriff baring top that said, “I’m naked under my clothes” on the front and put it on. It left a lot of bare skin between the frayed bottom of the shirt and the waistband of the skirt. The effect was very sexy.

I smiled and nodded my approval. Kara was standing beside me again. She smiled at Mouse and said, “You have an awesome body!”

Mouse couldn’t get any redder. She smiled at Kara and said, “Thank you.”

She picked up another skirt and another top and went back into the changing booth. While she was undressing, Kara moved a little closer to me and quietly said, “I think that you two would enjoy going out with us some evening. Our Master takes us to a strip club and we enjoy putting on a little show for the boys. I get the impression the two of you would enjoy it, too.”

I looked at Kara and the surprise on my face must have been obvious. She grinned at the look on my face, no doubt expecting the reaction she saw there. She proudly said, “You heard me right, our Master.”

I looked back at Mouse. She was getting into the skirt. Her beautiful breasts were still uncovered. Her nipples were fully extended and crying out to be touched.

I couldn’t help imagining what she’d look like up on a stage in a strip club. If I didn’t already have a hard on I would have gotten one instantly as that mental picture crossed my mind. I smiled and said, “I think I’d enjoy that.”

Kara smiled and said, “Great! We’ll work out the details when you’re done here.”

As exciting as it was watching Mouse changing clothes with an audience, the excitement grew near the end when she started trying on those sexy little bathing suits. Kara continued to watch with me. While Mouse was in the process of changing into the second nearly invisible bikini, Kara said, “Don’t let her get too much sun before we go out. She looks so virginal without tan lines. The guys will love her.”

The show lasted about an hour and fifteen minutes this time. Mouse finally finished trying on everything. I continued to watch while she put her underwear and the sundress back on. Kara escorted us back over to the counter and started ringing up our purchases.

While she was doing that we listened while she said to Jo, “I’ve invited this nice couple to go out with us the next time we go to the club. I think our Master is going to like her. She’s so cute, especially when she blushes.”

Mouse’s mouth dropped open for a moment. Her eyes were as big around as quarters. She finally caught her breath and exclaimed, “Your Master?! What club?!”

Jo and Kara chuckled at her reaction. Jo said, “She is cute. In fact, she looks delicious, doesn’t she?”

Kara glanced over at Mouse and responded, “Mmmmm, so sweet and virginal.”

Mouse looked at me questioningly.

I shrugged and said, “She invited us. I didn’t want to be rude.”

It occurred to me that we haven’t introduced ourselves. I said, “If we’re going to be going out, I guess we should introduce ourselves. My name is Gregg. This beautiful young woman is my little Mouse.”

Jo looked up and with a curious grin asked, “Mouse?”

I said, “Her name is Amanda. But I like Mouse.”

Jo stared at Mouse for a minute with a calculating look on her face. Then she shook her head and said, “I don’t see it.”

The women had to get back to work. They’re still in the middle of an inventory. I paid Kara for Mouse’s new clothes and gave them my phone number. They promised to talk to their Master this evening and ask him to call me.

We carried our purchases out and put them in the trunk. I closed the trunk, put my arms around my fiancée and asked, “Where would you like to go for lunch?”

She grinned and said, “I still owe you a blowjob. Let’s go home … or would you like it right here and now?”

I didn’t have a problem with that, going home I mean.







Chapter 21


We spent most of the rest of the day in bed or sitting out on the balcony in the nude. I wanted to take Mouse to the pool in one of her new suits. But mindful of Kara’s warning earlier today I decided to wait until dusk.

When the sun started to go down I went through the collection tiny bathing suits we bought today and selected one. I put my trunks on while Mouse put on the suit, blushing in anticipation of the embarrassment she knows is to come.

I looked at her once she had the suit on. She’s truly breathtaking. She looks like she’d just stepped out of the pages of Playboy. She’s as good as naked in those three tiny, sheer patches of material. I began to wonder if this wasn’t too much too soon. In a moment of weakness I said, “I’ll give you one chance to back out. Do you want to put your old suit on?”

I don’t want to make her do these things if she isn’t enjoying them as much as I do.

She moved closer, pressing her body against mine. We kissed and in a breathless voice she said, “Don’t. Don’t give me a choice. I don’t want a choice. I want you to make all my choices. If you say the word I’ll take this off and follow you out there naked.”

I held her tight for a long moment. I’m not stupid. I know how embarrassing this is for her. But it’s obvious that she’s as excited as I am. She couldn’t do this, though, if I left it up to her. I have to “make” her do it.

She isn’t stupid, either, quite the opposite in fact. She’s very intelligent. She isn’t asking me to make all of her decisions for her for the rest of our lives. She’s sharing these moments with me. She’s giving herself to me in a way that most women would find unacceptable. Luckily, I’m intelligent enough to realize it; and appreciate it.

She’s too nearly naked to be walking around with only that suit on. We don’t have a cover-up she can wear back and forth to the pool so I gave her one of my dress shirts. We grabbed two bottles of water and headed for the pool.

I selected a pair of lounge chairs that gave us enough privacy to talk without being overheard. But she wasn’t hidden from view. We were surrounded by enough single men to give us, and them, something to talk about.

I stretched out on my lounge chair and along with everyone else sitting around the pool area I watched Mouse remove my shirt and take her sweet time hanging it over the back of her chair. She was left standing there wearing only three tiny little patches of sheer, unlined cloth that just barely covered her nipples and her pubic mound. From the back she looked naked. From the front she nearly did. But when she gets those little scraps of cloth wet she might just as well be stark naked and we both know it.

We couldn’t help but notice that the conversations around us came to a sudden stop when she peeled my shirt off and pretty much stood there naked. She deliberately took her time hanging the shirt over the back of her chair and then everyone around us watched her bend over and push her chair closer to mine.

We relaxed and held hands for a while, trying to pretend that we were unaware of the open mouthed, blatant stares of the men around us.

The conversations were starting up again, but quieter now. I overheard several men talking quietly about “the hot new girl” and wondering if she lives here.

Mouse tuned them out and asked me, “Are you my master?”

It was obvious what was on her mind. Instead of answering I asked, “Do you want me to be?”

She thought about it for a few minutes and finally said, “I don’t know. But if that’s what you want then it’s settled. It doesn’t matter what I want.”

I got serious then and quietly but urgently exclaimed, “It will always matter what you want! And to be perfectly honest, no, I’m not interested in being your master. I prefer our more informal relationship. The only title that I want is husband. Although, the occasional ‘Your Majesty’ might be good for my ego.

“I love the games we play. But they’re just games. They don’t define our relationship. I love you. I love you so much my chest feels tight every time I look at you or think about you. I can’t stop touching you.

“I’ve never felt quite like this before. It’s a wonderful feeling. But I’m not your master and you’re not my slave. It’s fun telling you what to do and playing these sexual games. I don’t know why. And maybe it’s better that I don’t. But it turns me the fuck on when I watch you undressing in public and blushing so hard you seem to give off a red glow. But don’t ever think that it doesn’t matter what you think or what you want.”

She stood up suddenly and sat down in my lap. That silenced the conversations around us again, especially when one of her nipples slipped out from under the little patch of cloth and she ignored it.

She put her arms around my neck and kissed me. Then she said breathlessly, “I love you, master.”

We both laughed then. Much to my delight, as her confidence begins to grow she’s turning out to have a cute sense of humor, too.

I didn’t say anything about her exposed nipple. I knew that she was aware of it. Instead I raised the subject of her employment again. “I get the impression that you aren’t all that fond of your job. The school year ends soon. Would it break your heart if you didn’t return to teaching next year?”

She grinned at the thought of getting out of the classroom for good. She replied, “I must admit that the idea of never entering another classroom is pleasant. But what would I do?”

“You can be Mrs. Gregory Collins. And when that gets boring, I’m sure we can find something else that amuses you.”

“I think that becoming Mrs. Gregory Collins sounds like a nice job. Don’t take this the wrong way. I’m not trying to rush you into anything. But do you have any idea when you want to make that official? I have a lease that’s about to expire.”

I laughed at how nervous she was. She was uncomfortable trying to walk that line and not sound like she was pushing the nervous bachelor into marriage.

I squeezed her in my arms and said, “I can be ready tomorrow. Why don’t we start looking for a house? My lease is up in a couple of months, too.”

She rested her head on my shoulder and whispered, “I love you so much. I can’t count the times that I’ve cried because I was alone and I thought I was always going to be alone. Now I have to keep fighting back the tears because I love you so much it hurts. I don’t know how to be this happy.”

We sat like that for a while, holding each other and enjoying being close. I would have been happy to spend the rest of the evening that way. But we both have to get up and go to work in the morning and I’m anxious to see how that little bikini looks when it gets wet.

I said, “I hate to say this. It goes totally against my entire belief system. They may drum me out of the He-Man Woman Haters Club for this, but put your tit away and let’s go swimming for a few minutes.”

She responded in an innocent, little girl voice, “Oh my! Do you think anyone noticed?!”

I assured her, “Don’t worry about it. Once they see you getting out of the pool in a little while they’ll forget all about it.”

She grinned and whispered, “Yes, Master.”

She carefully pulled the little triangle back into place over her nipple without appearing to be in any particular hurry and I helped her up. All eyes were on her as we walked hand in hand to the side of the pool. It’s a good thing everyone was staring at her. I doubt if anyone noticed how hard my cock is.

There were only a few people in the pool. There was one couple sitting on the steps at the shallow end and a couple of guys hanging onto the side in the deep end talking quietly. All four of them noticed Mouse at the same time and their conversations stopped instantly. I guided Mouse around to the steps and down into the comfortably cool water. We waded out until the water was up to her chin.

I stood with her between me and the side of the pool. She rested her arms on the ledge around the side of the pool. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around my waist and leaned back against the side of the pool. In that position her breasts were no longer covered by the water. I looked down at her nipples. That was exactly what I was seeing! The two triangles that covered her nipples were invisible. They were a light brown color when they were dry, almost flesh colored. It looked sexy because they were only slightly darker than her skin and she looked very much like she was naked at first glance. But now that the material is wet she is naked!

She avoided looking down to see how blatant her exposure is. She grinned wryly and asked, “Well, am I going to get arrested?”

I chuckled and replied, “You might, if anyone here is a cop. Fuck you look hot!”

Her grin grew wider and she said, “That’s because I am! If you pull your cock out I’ll prove it right now!”

I kissed her and said, “God I love a horny broad!”

She chuckled and responded quietly, “I love the way you make me horny all the time.”

She rested her left hand on my chest. I watched her eyes. She couldn’t stop glancing at her new ring, sparkling in the bright pool lights. She sighed and said, “I can’t stop looking at it! It’s beautiful. I thought yesterday was the best day of my life. But it wasn’t. I hope tomorrow isn’t better than today. My heart won’t be able to take it.”

We ignored the other four people in the pool and stayed in that position, talking quietly about not much of anything. We were just enjoying being together.

After a while the couple sitting on the steps got out of the pool. We ignored them as they walked past above Mouse’s head. I didn’t even look up to see if they were looking our way.

One of the two men at the other end climbed out a few minutes later. The only other person remaining in the pool with us started to float on his back toward the shallow end. He turned over when he was near us and lowered his feet to the bottom of the pool. He started walking slowly past us.

I glanced in his direction and recognized him. He lives in my building. We aren’t friends exactly, just acquaintances. I tried to remember his name but I couldn’t. Despite my memory lapse we aren’t strangers. We’ve spoken from time to time. He has even been in my apartment once. We were talking outside and I invited him in for a beer one afternoon.

He smiled when our eyes met and said, “I’ve been admiring your girlfriend’s suit. It’s very attractive!”

Then he said to her, “I’ve been trying to figure out where I know you from. It’s driving me nuts! I know that I’ve seen you before. For the life of me I can’t remember where.”

He had come to a stop a couple of feet from us. I have to give him points for honesty. He isn’t even trying to act like he isn’t staring at her tits.

Mouse smiled and quietly responded, “I live here. We live in the same building. We’ve passed in the hall and met at the mailboxes dozens of times.”

He struggled to raise his eyes back to her face. It’s obvious that he still doesn’t remember her. It never occurred to him that Mouse is that mousey little girl who always walked around with her head down, unable to meet anyone’s gaze or say hello. The quiet little girl he has been ignoring for so long.

He shook his head and said, “I don’t get it. I’m sure I’d remember seeing you around! I must be losing it!”

Mouse and I smiled at each other. I said, “She was wearing her disguise.”

He shook his head, obviously frustrated because he can’t place her. I lifted her up and set her down on her feet. The three of us started walking out of the pool. It’s getting late. Many of the people who were here when we arrived have gone back to their apartments. They’ll never know what they missed by not waiting.

When Mouse stepped out of the pool she might just as well have been naked. She looked just exactly the way we both knew she would. She didn’t look down. She knew what she looked like but she didn’t want to see it.

I couldn’t stop looking. I grinned at her embarrassment. She looks fantastic. Our companion obviously agrees. He got a good look at Mouse in her invisible suit and whistled under his breath.

He exclaimed, “No way! There is no way you live in my building. I’d remember a beautiful woman like you!”

Mouse just grinned and kept walking. She was doing a surprisingly good impression of a girl who thinks she’s fully clothed. The few remaining people around the pool were staring in disbelief and total awe as we walked back to our lounge chairs.

We put our sandals on and grabbed our things. We started walking back toward the apartment. She didn’t even bother to put my shirt back on. She remained totally exposed.

Our friend from the pool hurriedly grabbed his things and joined us. He walked back with us, struggling all the way to place her face, though it wasn’t her face he was staring at.

He remained with us all the way back to my apartment. He lives just down the hall from me. When we got to my door I invited him in for a few minutes. He accepted gladly.

I didn’t exactly have anything in mind. I was just taking things as they came. There was no plan. When we were inside I said, “Mouse, would you mind getting us all a beer? I’m going to get out of these wet trunks.”

I went to the bedroom and replaced my wet trunks with a pair of dry shorts and a t-shirt. On my way back to the living room I could see Mouse standing in front of my neighbor. He was sitting on his towel on one end of the couch. She was extending her arm to hand him his beer. I was still trying to remember his damn name.

Mouse looks totally naked from this angle. I can’t even see the strings that hold her suit in place. She turned when I entered the room. She’s blushing still. You’d think that her body would get tired of that!

She handed me my beer. I reached out and took it from her. I noticed that she didn’t get one for herself. I put my beer down for a moment and said, “You need to get out of this wet suit.”

I reached up and placed my fingers on the small bow in the back. I slowly and deliberately began to pull until the bow was undone.

Mouse didn’t move. Even though the suit hid nothing, when it came off her blush deepened. I tossed her tiny top onto the coffee table and pulled on the strings that held the little patch of cloth in place over her pussy. When she was naked I said, “Now go get a beer. If you don’t want a beer, pour yourself a glass of wine.”

I finally remembered his name! Jerry! Jerry stared openly as Mouse walked out to the kitchen and poured herself a glass of wine. His face was nearly as red as hers! I sat down on the other end of the couch. When Mouse returned I patted the seat between Jerry and me.

The difference between how much of Mouse’s perfect body is on display now and a few minutes ago is only symbolic. But sometimes symbolism is important. She’s naked now. Her fiancé has just removed her skimpy garments in front of a man she hardly knows; a man whom she has spoken to this evening for the first time.

I can easily see how what we’re doing here is affecting her. Her nipples are long and hard and her knuckles are white where she’s holding her wine glass.

I turned in my seat to face Jerry. He didn’t even bother to pretend to look at me. I began to discuss with him how much I like Mouse’s nipples. It wasn’t actually much of a discussion. He seems to be impressed by them, too. But for the most part he’s too focused on the nipples in question to join me in conversation. He just stared and nodded.

I reached up and gently rolled one of her hard nipples between my thumb and finger. Mouse gasped. Then she closed her eyes and shivered with excitement.

I pointed out to Jerry that she has the longest nipples I’ve ever seen.

Breathlessly he exclaimed, “They’re beautiful!”

I smiled and asked, “Would you like to touch? The other one looks like it’s getting jealous.”

Mouse’s eyes shot open and she looked at me. But it wasn’t the look I was expecting. It wasn’t shock or fear, disappointment or dismay. It was a look of pure lust!

I smiled, even more turned on my her reaction. I leaned down and kissed her as Jerry’s fingers closed over her nipple and he began to squeeze. When our lips separated I whispered, “I love you.”

But she couldn’t respond. As the fingers of two different men, one of them almost a complete stranger and the other her fiancé whom she has known for only two days, closed down on her nipples she closed her eyes and experienced a massive orgasm.

I thought about putting handcuffs on her so that she could really enjoy it. But we’re both having fun and I don’t want to make this into a big production. Maybe next time we can try something like this with the restraints.

I smiled at Mouse and said, “I think she likes it. You’re only the second man to see her naked and touch her body.”

I heard the lust in my own voice. So did Mouse. She opened her eyes and looked at me. I can see in her eyes that she’s at least as excited as I am. She let her head loll back against the back of the sofa and she moaned, “Oh god!”

Jerry was astonished. He looked at Mouse and then he looked at me and exclaimed under his breath, “No shit!”

I looked at Jerry. He obviously can’t believe this is happening to him. His fingers moved from her nipple and cupped her breast. He squeezed lightly and molded his hand around it.

I tried to sound calm when I asked, “Would you do me a favor? Would you mind checking her pussy to see if she’s getting turned on?”

Mouse closed her eyes again. But there’s a Mona Lisa smile on her lips that tells me she has no objections to what I’m doing, or allowing Jerry to do.

Jerry’s hand slowly slid down over her trembling stomach and through her sparse patch of light blonde pubic hair. It came to rest on her very wet slit. I watched both of them, enjoying their reactions to this unusual situation. Mouse is in seventh heaven. She looks like she isn’t that far from experiencing her next orgasm. Jerry was suddenly the most nervous person in the room. He took his time, ready to stop at the first sign that Mouse objects to his touch.

Mouse didn’t object, though. She thoroughly enjoyed the touch of Jerry’s fingers on her sensitive flesh.

I reached out and began to tease the breast that Jerry’s hand had just abandoned and I started teasing her other nipple with my mouth. I bit down gently on her nipple and Mouse cried out. But it wasn’t a cry of pain. I’m pretty sure she was having another orgasm. She wrapped her arms around my head and pulled my face tight against her breast. She cried out, “Oh Gregg! I love you!”

I would have told her how much I love her. But I couldn’t move my head and my mouth was full of tit.

Mouse flinched suddenly. I took that to indicate that Jerry had just buried his finger in her hungry pussy.

I finally managed to pull my head back. I ordered her to put her hand on Jerry’s cock. I heard him groan and I knew that she had obeyed. I smiled and said, “You can’t let the poor guy leave here like that. Would you rather suck his cock or let him fuck you?”

Mouse made a noise like she was sobbing. But in a voice I almost didn’t recognize as coming from her she breathlessly responded, “I want to suck his cock, baby. I want to suck his cock while you fuck me. Can we do that? Please, Gregg. I need your cock in my pussy, baby.”

I sat up and smiled at Jerry. I said, “It sounds like fun to me. Why don’t you ask Jerry if you can suck his cock?”

Mouse moaned in embarrassment. But in a voice choked with passion she pleaded, “Please, Jerry! Please let me suck your cock! I need it so bad! I’ve had this fantasy for so long!”

That’s nice to know. I’m glad it isn’t just me.

My poor neighbor looked like he was about to go nuts. He had to be the horniest guy that I’ve ever seen. As if there was a chance he might say no I asked, “How about it, Jerry? Do you want to settle for a blowjob? She’s kind of new at it. But she’s very enthusiastic.”

“Fuck yeah!!”

He pulled his fingers out of her pussy and wrestled his trunks down and off. As soon as he had them off, Mouse slid down out of her seat and dropped to her knees. She moved over between his legs, leaned down and enthusiastically took his entire cock in her mouth.

I know that she wants me to fuck her while she sucks his cock. And I certainly want to oblige. But I was fascinated as I watched her devour only the second cock that she has ever come into contact with. It’s an incredibly erotic sight.

I doubt if Jerry is getting laid on a regular basis. Most of us single guys don’t. I could tell that he wasn’t going to last long. It was pretty obvious.

Mouse moaned and groaned loudly and passionately and devoured Jerry’s cock as if it was her last meal. I don’t own a movie camera. But it occurred to me in that moment that I’m going to have to get one. This is one of the most exciting things I’ve ever seen in my life. I know that I will always remember what we did here this evening. But I’d love to be able to sit with my arms around her later and watch the replay.

I finally stood up and pulled my shorts off. I dropped to my knees behind her and slid my hard cock between her thighs a few times. She reached down and guided my cock to her hot, wet pussy and I slowly entered her.

As I inched my cock into her she stopped sucking Jerry’s cock for a moment. She let it slip from her lips and moaned loudly while grinding her face against him. I started fucking her immediately. As soon as I started pounding into her she took Jerry’s cock back into her mouth and went wild.

Mouse started having orgasms right away. Her loss of control during those moments served to delay Jerry’s orgasm. But when he finally came it must have been a real gusher. She seemed to be gulping frantically to keep up with him.

Watching them set me off before I’d been fucking her for more than a couple of minutes. I don’t think I came that quickly the very first time I got laid!

I came inside of her and then I fell away. But she wasn’t ready for it to be over. When I pulled out and collapsed onto my ass behind her she moaned, “Noooo! Not yet!”

I smiled wryly and said, “I’m sorry, Mouse. You’re too hot for me. Maybe you can get Jerry to fuck you. I bet he can get it up again with a little help.”

She looked up at Jerry. I smiled at the desperate need on her face. Jerry looks slightly dazed but his cock is still hard. She leaned forward and kissed his cock a couple of times and then pleaded with him to fuck her.

He looked at me to see how I felt about it. I just smiled. Hell, it was my idea! I want to see it.

I moved out of the way and said, “Lie down, Mouse. Stretch out on your back and spread those sexy legs for him.”

She obeyed instantly. I know that I have never before seen a woman so driven by lust, so sex crazed as she is at that moment. I felt honored to be able to witness it.

Jerry got out of his seat and climbed onto Mouse’s welcoming body so fast that his movements were a blur. She guided his hard cock to her opening and they began to attack each other like animals.

My cock grew hard again instantly. Jerry pushed himself up on his arms and as soon as he had a rhythm going I got up on my knees and rested my hard, cum covered cock on Mouse’s lips.

She didn’t hesitate. She opened her mouth and gobbled it down. She started to cum again after only a couple of minutes of furious fucking.

Jerry and I both lasted a lot longer this time around. Before we came again, Mouse had several orgasms, each more violent than the last.

Jerry climaxed before I did. It was pretty obvious that he was cumming. He looked like he was having a fit. He finally settled down. But he left his cock in her pussy and watched her sucking on my cock with such incredible enthusiasm.

It was several more minutes before I filled her mouth with another load of cum. She swallowed it down eagerly. I slowly pulled my cock out of her mouth and sat down beside her.

Jerry finally rolled off of her and Mouse and I stared into each other’s eyes to see how we felt about what just happened. She looked nervous. But when I smiled and said, “I love you,” she instantly relaxed.

She quietly asked, “We’re okay? Do you have any regrets?”

I smiled and shook my head. Then I asked, “What about you? Did you enjoy it?”

She looked like she felt guilty about how much she enjoyed it. She said, “It was very exciting. But I won’t know for sure how I feel about it until tomorrow morning when you look at me in the light of day and I know you don’t have any regrets.”

I helped her to sit up and took her in my arms. I kissed her lovingly and quietly said, “There won’t be any regrets. It was just sex. It was very exciting. It’s better than the sex I’ve ever had with anyone before I met you. But it’s just sex. I love it that you were able to relax and enjoy it. And I love you … just as much as I did this morning when you put that ring on.”

Jerry got up and started getting dressed. He enjoyed the sex. But this mushy stuff is making him uncomfortable. Before he left he took a card out of his wallet. He dropped it on the coffee table and said, “I think I should go now. If you ever want to do this again give me a call. That was fucking fantastic! Thank you. Thank you both.”

After he was gone I got up and helped Mouse to her feet. We were both a sweaty mess. We walked down the hall to the bathroom and took a long, sensuous shower. We went to bed and held each other close. We talked quietly for a few minutes, a conversation interspersed with a lot of gentle kisses.

Before we drifted off to sleep I reset my alarm to give us both time to get ready in the morning. We curled up together and once again we spent a little time getting to know each other better.

We found that we share a lot of important views. We already learned that we lean in the same direction politically. We both believe that children are nice, but we don’t want any of our own. We both love to read. We have the same desire to travel. We weren’t able to find anything that we don’t agree on. We probably don’t agree on everything. For all I know she likes pistachio ice cream. Someone has to. But it seems that we feel the same about everything that’s really important.




Mouse doesn’t have a car. The one that she drove all through college and has been driving since she graduated died a few months ago. She’s been taking the bus since then. I gave her a ride to work. But she’s going to have to take the bus home until a week from Wednesday when school lets out for the year.

I offered to give her money to take a cab but she refused. We didn’t exactly discuss finances. The subject didn’t come up until I was dropping her off in front of her school. By then there wasn’t time. And besides, talking about my trust fund has always embarrassed me. But I tried to explain that I can easily afford cab fare. I guess she’s been living frugally for too long. She’s going to need time to get used to the idea that frugality is no longer necessary.

I gave her a key to my apartment. When she gets home in the afternoon she’s going to pack up a few things and bring them down to my apartment. She’s also going to pack up her old clothes to give to Goodwill. Most of her things, the things she doesn’t need right away, will stay in her apartment until we find a house. We both live in small, one bedroom apartments. There’s no room to combine our belongings.

Not long after I arrived at my office I received a call from one of the junior VPs. He asked me to come to his office. There’s nothing unusual about that. I meet with the junior VPs often and with this one almost daily.

I went to the executive office suite. Brad Pittman’s pretty secretary smiled and told me to go right in. I’ve gotten to know Brad pretty well since I started working for J.A.M. Aluminum. He’s a very personable man and he always treats me as an equal.

That’s one of the things about J.A.M. that appealed to me right from the start. Management doesn’t go around with a stick up their ass. They treat their people with respect at all levels. I like that.

I’ve seen Brad’s beautiful wife, Jan, around a lot. I’ve never had the opportunity to actually speak to her. But she can frequently be found hanging around the break areas outside of the three manufacturing buildings talking to the employees. I understand that she’s doing some kind of volunteer work at the request of Mr. Morris, the owner of the company. She has been tasked with improving working conditions at the plant with the goal of enhancing the morale of what is already a highly motivated work force.

Before we got down to business, Brad and I talked for a few minutes. I mentioned that I became engaged over the weekend and he was very excited by the news. You would have thought that we were boyhood friends he seemed so happy for me. I thought his level of enthusiasm seemed a little strange but I let it pass.

We finally got down to business. He had invited me to his office to discuss a proposal I recently made to upgrade one of the manufacturing processes. I have a lot of ideas to improve the process but I’m taking my time and moving slowly. I don’t want to rock the boat too much all at once. People often have trouble accepting change, even when it’s change for the better.

But one of the reasons that this job is so gratifying for me is that they seem to like all of my ideas and they have pretty much given me a free rein.

After talking shop for a while, Brad sat back and said, “There’s something we need to discuss now that you’re getting married. I’d like to invite you and your fiancée to dinner at my house tonight. I know it’s short notice and I apologize. But we need to have this talk as soon as possible.”

I still don’t understand why my marital status seems to concern them so much. I accepted his offer. Maybe I’ll find out what the big deal is at dinner. He gave me his address and asked me to come over right after work for a drink or two before dinner. We stood up and shook hands. He congratulated me again and I went back to my office.

I waited until lunch time to call Mouse. I called her on her cell and told her we have a dinner engagement at the home of one of the VPs. She immediately got nervous. I heard that hyper shyness of hers returning. I said, “Calm down. He’s a very nice guy. I know you’ll like him.”

She was quiet for a few seconds and then she said, “I don’t know what to wear.”

I laughed and suggested one of her new bathing suits.

That got a laugh out of her and calmed her down a little.

After a few minutes of small talk I told her how much I love her and we said goodbye.

The afternoon passed quickly. It always does here. I think it helps that I really enjoy my job and the people I work with.

I hurried home after work. Mouse had moved a few of her things into my apartment. Toiletries mostly, and a few personal items. I promised to help her with her book collection tomorrow after work. She was showered and dressed and ready to go. I took a quick shower and put on a pair of slacks and a sport shirt.

We left as soon as I was dressed. I had to plug Brad’s address into my GPS. It isn’t far from our apartment but I’m not familiar with that area.

When we turned into his subdivision it was obvious why I wasn’t familiar with the area. Christ! Every house in the small subdivision where he lives is a mansion! Suddenly I was almost as nervous as Mouse.

I pulled up into the circular driveway. We got out and stood staring at the huge house for a moment. We looked at each other and suddenly we were both laughing quietly.

I said, “I had no idea that the junior vice president’s were paid this well at J.A.M.!”

I took her hand and we walked to the door. It was answered by Brad’s wife, Jan. She was wearing a tiny bikini and a cover up that didn’t cover much. She was also wearing a brilliant smile.

My immediate first impression of her was that she is probably the most personable young woman that I’ve ever met. Something about her made both of us feel instantly at ease. She greeted us warmly and led us out to a table on the deck in their beautiful backyard.

Jan poured us both a glass of Long Island iced tea and told us that Brad just got home and would be right down.

I guess Jan has already learned a lot about me from Brad. She told me that she has heard a lot of good things about the work I’ve been doing at the plant. She congratulated us on our engagement and started asking us about our wedding plans.

I let Mouse do most of the talking. She explained that we only just got engaged and we haven’t made any final plans beyond the fact that we want a small wedding as quickly as possible. Jan reached out to capture her hand while she was talking. She leaned over to take a closer look at her engagement ring.

Jan was stunned by the ring and asked if it was an heirloom. Mouse answered, “Yes, but not ours.”

Then she explained how we came to own it.

Brad finally joined us and we enjoyed an hour or so of pleasant conversation. Not long after we started talking, Mouse squeezed my hand and asked Brad and Jan to call her Mouse, not Amanda.

They found that amusing. I told them how we met and I think because I have quickly come to feel close to this nice couple I told them why I call her Mouse and how she has come out of her cocoon like a butterfly. I kept an eye on Mouse while I explained to make certain I didn’t say too much and make her uncomfortable.

Jan smiled warmly and said, “You are certainly a beautiful butterfly!”

She glanced at Brad for a moment and added, “Your shyness could be a problem, though.”

I thought the way she said it was curious. Mouse and I both looked at her for an explanation. She seemed strangely uncomfortable, especially in light of how well we’ve been getting along.

She glanced at Brad, apparently for encouragement. Then she turned back to us and said, “We’ve never done it this way before. I’m more than a little uncomfortable having this conversation. But I have a feeling that you two are the couple we’re looking for.”

Mouse and I glanced at each other again. We’re both starting to feel uncomfortable now. This conversation is starting to have the creepy feeling of a Stephen King novel.

Jan sighed and said, “I’m sorry. Dragging it out like this is just making it worse. You’d think that I would have learned by now. Before I explain, I need you both to give me your word that what I say here will not be repeated.”

Mouse and I both promised. I think this is starting to turn into one of the strangest conversation that I’ve ever taken part in but I can’t deny that I’m extremely curious.

Jan took a deep breath and asked me, “Have you ever heard the acronym EPOD?”

I shook my head.

She hesitated again. I glanced at Brad while she was figuring out what to say next. Brad was grinning as he watched Jan struggle for the right words. He looked like he found his wife’s discomfort amusing.

Jan finally said, “Brad asked you here this evening so that we can offer you a promotion to junior vice president. Gene Kennedy is retiring and Jeff Mitchum is going to be promoted to Senior Vice President. That leaves a vacancy for a junior VP.

“Everyone agrees that you’re the man for the job, Gregg. You’ve really impressed the people in the front office. The people in the plant like you, too. You’ve already worked wonders around there.”

I can’t help feeling excited to finally get the offer they’ve been hinting at. But there’s obviously a problem or we wouldn’t be having this uncomfortable conversation. So I kept a damper on my excitement until it becomes clear what it is that’s so hard for Jan to say.

She cleared her throat and took a big sip of her drink. She smiled nervously and said, “Fuck! I hate going through this!”

Brad laughed quietly but didn’t say anything. I’m curious about more than just what it is Jan is trying to say. I don’t understand why Jan is the one having this conversation. I would have expected the job offer to come from Brad or someone else in management. Not the wife of a junior VP. But I waited in silence for her to continue.

Jan finally took a deep breath and resumed where she left off. “If you accept the promotion, your pay will more than triple. With perks and bonuses you’ll start out at right around three hundred thousand dollars a year. And it will increase quickly.

“But there’s a catch, and it’s this part of the discussion that is to be kept confidential. Gregg, there’s a reason that no one said anything to you before now. It’s because you’re single. Yes, we know that isn’t strictly legal. But that’s how things are done at J.A.M. That brings me back to EPOD. EPOD is the acronym for Executive Pussy on Demand.”

She kept on talking without giving us a chance to express whatever it is we were thinking. But I wasn’t sure at that moment what I was thinking.

“I’m in it. Carl Scott’s wife Madison is in it. Mike Clarke’s wife Chaz is in it. Jeff’s wife Carol is in it. And the wife of one of the senior vice presidents, Midge Burton is in it. She was promoted out of it along with her husband. But she missed it and we arranged for her to get back in. Helen, Mr. Morris’s new bride isn’t officially in it. But she spends most of her time here at our house where a lot of the partying takes place and she’s having just as much fun as the rest of us girls.”

She turned to Mouse and said, “And I assure you, we are having fun. We’re having a ball.”

“The women in EPOD are available at any time, day or night, to the senior vice presidents for sex. We are also available to entertain clients, though that happens only very rarely. This can take place in our homes or at the office or anywhere else they want it to happen. There are also parties every few months where everyone gets together and gets mildly wild.”

She looked up to gauge our reactions. I was grinning. I couldn’t help myself. Mouse looks just a little bit dazed. But it’s easy to see that she’s excited by the concept of joining that outrageous organization that Jan is trying so hard to explain. I can almost hear her heart beating! I know that we should both have been irate that they would even suggest that we take part in their strange organization. I can’t begin to explain why we aren’t.

Jan continued, “It’s not as sinister as it probably sounds. We, well, most of us enjoy the hell out of it. Jeff and Carl never have. They’ve tolerated it in order to get ahead. That’s why, for the first time, we are inviting you as a couple instead of talking with one of you first and then letting you discuss it and decide. We want you, both of you, in the program. But we want to avoid having people in EPOD who aren’t able to enjoy it.”

“I enjoy the hell out of it. But Brad and I were predisposed to this sort of behavior. We took part in a couple of threesomes while I was still in college and we enjoyed them thoroughly.”

She paused for a moment. I guess when she realized that we weren’t grabbing our belongings and running for the door she started feeling a little more comfortable talking to us about it. She smiled and said, “I’ll be happy to answer any of your questions that I can. You can talk it over and get back to us. I hope you decide to join us. You’re a lovely couple. And Gregg, they really want you. No offense, Mouse. You’re beautiful. But they really value what Gregg has done for the company.”

I didn’t know what to say. Mouse shocked me as much as Jan did when she quietly admitted, “Two days ago I was a virgin. I’d never had sex with a man. Then I met Gregg. We had our first threesome with a man we met at the swimming pool last night. It was … it was awesome! We both loved it! And we were happy to discover this morning that we still loved it. There were no regrets.

“Jan, I think EPOD sounds very exciting. And judging from my fiancé’s sweaty palm and the way the front of his slacks have suddenly gotten a lot tighter, I think he’s interested too.”

Everyone turned to look at me. I certainly have no doubts. Not about how I feel, anyway. I turned to Mouse and asked, “Are you certain? I don’t want you to do this just for me. You already know me well enough to know that it sounds exciting to me. But I would never make you do something like that if you didn’t want to. No job is worth that. And before you answer, take an inventory. Those drinks are sneaky.”

Mouse smiled reassuringly and said, “Junior vice president Gregg Collins, I like the sound of that. I only have one condition. If you ever change your mind, if you ever have the slightest doubt, if anything that I’m doing makes you uncomfortable, we get out and forget that it ever happened. If I ever look into your eyes and see resentment I will kill you. Well, I won’t kill you. But it would break my heart.”

I leaned over and kissed her and told her that I adore her. When I sat back in my chair, Jan was on her feet, taking off her cover up. She smiled and said, “I’m glad that’s settled. I hate that conversation. It could go so horribly wrong if you were not the right kind of people.”

She didn’t stop taking clothes off when her cover-up was off. She was untying her bikini bra as she said, “I hope you don’t mind. I never wear clothes around the house. Since you’re going to be in EPOD, I guess you might as well get accustomed to it. You’re going to be seeing a lot of my ass from now on.”

Mouse looked at me and smiled. I saw her look my way. But to be honest, Jan had most of my attention. While Jan was removing her bikini bottoms Mouse stood up and started undressing, too. I’m so proud of her!

Brad and I looked at each other, shrugged and stood up. In a few minutes all four of us were naked. I was surprised at how comfortable it was. I enjoy displaying Mouse’s charms. But I never thought of myself as much of a nudist.

Jan poured us all another drink. She sat back down and asked, “May I make a suggestion? We just held a wedding here a few weeks ago. Mr. Morris and Helen got married here. It turned out really well. Since you said you only want a small wedding, why not have it here?”

I asked, “Are you sure? That would be great! But I don’t want to impose on you.”

She smiled and it was obvious that the idea excites her almost as much as it does us. She said, “You guys will be spending a lot of time here from now on, especially you, Mouse. I’m not sure how it came about, but our house has become the gathering place and the party house for all of our friends … and we are very good friends. We can invite the senior VPs and the junior VPs and all the wives. Trust me. All of those people are soon going to be your closest friends. And of course you can invite anyone else you want to invite. I have to warn you, though; there were a lot of people having sex with a lot of people at the party that followed Mr. Morris’s wedding.”

I said, “I don’t think Mouse wants to invite anyone.”

I looked at her and she shook her head. I said, “We want to invite Mr. Baum, the jeweler who all but gave us that engagement ring. I’ll invite my parents and my brother. I don’t know about my brother, but it’s unlikely my parents will want to attend. We had a big fight when I insisted on going into engineering instead of going to medical school like just about everyone that I’m related to. We aren’t speaking now.”

We talked through dinner, mostly about the wedding. It was getting unusually cool outside. It sometimes does that in the spring in Vermont. So we ate in the dining room. After we ate we all cleaned off the table and then sat around, drank coffee and talked some more.

Jan explained a little more about EPOD to Mouse. “Technically you’re not required to have sex with anyone but Mr. Morris and the senior vice presidents. But Mr. Morris has been abstaining except that he and I have a special relationship and we get together when we can. And when our husbands are around we aren’t that picky about who’s doing what to whom. I have to warn you, though, we girls get together all the time and … things happen. How do you feel about that, Mouse? Have you been with another woman?”

Mouse started blushing again. She shook her head and said, “No. But I’m looking forward to … getting better acquainted with you and your friends.”

She turned to me and said, “Unless you object. You don’t mind, do you?”

I laughed and said, “Are you crazy?! Try to find a heterosexual male who doesn’t fantasize about that!”

Jan smiled and said, “I’m so glad. You are such a sexy little thing. As for the guys, Jeff and Carl have never even been to one of our parties. I feel sorry for Carol and Madison. I think the only reason that they stay married to their stuffy husbands is so that they can be in EPOD. I don’t know what Carol is going to do now that her husband is getting promoted. That could be a problem.

“We get together often with Mike and Chaz, her name is Chastity. The name no longer applies, if it ever did.”

She chuckled quietly at her own joke and went on, “We really enjoy getting together with David and Midge Burton and now we three couples spend a lot of time together. I hope you’ll join us. I can promise you right now, Mouse is going to be very popular.”

She leaned forward, took Mouse’s hand and said, “You really are adorable.”

I watched them together. It doesn’t take a psychic to see that Mouse’s horizons are about to be broadened once more. I’m not worried, though. I can see from Mouse’s expression that she’s as excited about it as I am.

I said, “I feel sorry for Jeff and Carl. I look forward to becoming a lot more involved than they have.”

I smiled at Jan and, trying very hard not to sound like a dirty old man I said, “And I hope Brad and Mouse aren’t too upset when I say that I find you extremely attractive and I’m looking forward to a long and exciting relationship with you and the others.”

We talked for a little longer before Jan invited Mouse on a tour of their house. Brad took me to his den to show me his book collection. I was very impressed. I’m more into modern fiction. But his collection of nonfiction books on WWII is really something to be proud of. He owns dozens of first editions, some of them going back to 1946!

We went back out to the dining room. We had another cup of coffee and talked about work. When the girls still weren’t back after we finished our coffee we decided to go looking for them. They weren’t hard to find. They were in the bedroom. We looked inside to find that we had just missed all of the action!

They both smiled up at us when we entered the bedroom. Mouse blushed a little. I’m beginning to think that she always will. But neither of them seemed to mind that they had been found out.

They slowly got up and came around the bed. Jan stood in front of me and Mouse went to Brad. The next thing we knew the four of us were in their large bed having hot, sweaty, passionate sex.

I glanced over at Mouse several times. She caught me looking and smiled. In that instant we both knew that it was good. I winked at her and mouthed, “I love you.”

Then we gave in completely to the pleasure of the moment and started devoting our full attention to our sexual partners.

All in all, it was a very pleasurable and very eventful evening. We exhausted ourselves in bed and then the four of us took a shower together in their huge, walk-in shower. We dried off, all the while laughing and teasing each other as if we’ve been friends for years. Finally we went downstairs and sat around with a glass of water. We weren’t anxious to leave and they didn’t seem anxious to see us go.

We talked a little longer. But we couldn’t stay all night. Tomorrow is a work day. Finally, regretfully, it was time to leave. We kissed and hugged all around. Well, almost all around. Brad and I settled for shaking hands. Reluctantly, Mouse and I finally put our clothes back on and left.

We got in my car and sat there. I didn’t start the engine right away. I wanted to talk about what happened in the bedroom between her and Jan before Brad and I stumbled in and I need to hear how she feels about what happened next.

She obviously enjoyed herself. This woman is changing so fast I’m starting to worry that I won’t be able to keep up! It’s great that she enjoys what she did tonight. But we already know I enjoy watching her with another man. Tonight she saw me with another woman. I want more information. I want to know that there isn’t even the slightest trace of resentment about what she witnessed.

But for the moment at least, she isn’t even thinking about what just happened in the house. She sat staring at the Pittman’s house in awe. Then she asked, “How in the world can they afford a house like this?! Even with that huge pay increase … this house must have cost close to a million dollars. Maybe more!”

I fastened my seatbelt and started the car. I turned to her and asked, “You really like their house?”

She answered breathlessly, “Yes.”

Then she turned to me and asked, “I’m sorry. Does that make me shallow?”

I smiled and leaned over and kissed her. I can’t look at her without my heart melting. For years I’ve read about and seen movies about guys who got engaged to a woman and suddenly got cold feet. I can’t wait to be married to this woman. We just met. But I adore her. And every time I learn something new about her I love her more.

I drove around the circular driveway and out into the street. Instead of driving straight home, though, I drove around the neighborhood. There are still quite a few houses for sale in the area. It’s a new subdivision and I know very little about real estate values. But if I had to guess I’d guess that all of these homes are probably selling for over a million. I drove slowly past the homes with for sale signs out front and I have to admit, there are some pretty nice places for sale. I think I know what to get Mouse for a wedding present.

On the way back to our apartment I started to ask her about her reaction to seeing me with Jan. She turned in her seat, put her fingertip to my lips and said, “I knew that would worry you. Don’t. I’m happy for you. I watched you in between my own orgasms with Brad and much to my surprise it turned me on … a lot! I know that isn’t the usual reaction. But it’s what I felt when I saw how much you were enjoying fucking her. I didn’t understand my own reaction at first. But then I realized that I can feel that way because I trust you and because no matter how much you enjoy fucking some other woman, you love me and I know that you always will. They were right to choose us. We aren’t like other people. I’m not jealous, Gregg. It isn’t even a concern.”

We were exhausted. When we got back to my apartment … our apartment, we went straight to bed. We curled up together in the dark. I held her in my arms and we talked quietly about some of the things that happened tonight. I’m still curious about her reaction to EPOD, especially in light of how incredibly shy she was when I met her, and still is in some respects. And I was even more curious about what happened when she was alone with Jan in the bedroom.

I could hear the smile in Mouse’s voice when she told me about Jan making love to her. It was her first time with a woman. But she promised me that it won’t be the last. I was relieved to hear that she’s as excited about EPOD as I am. I promised that she could tell me if she had any reservations and I would still love her and want to marry her.

It’s the truth. I love her far more than the job they offered me and the sexual opportunities with which they’re presenting us. The most important thing in my life, now and from now on, is the love of this wonderful woman.

She has no doubts, though. I heard the excitement in her voice when we discussed our future at J.A.M. Aluminum. I wondered for a moment if she might be influenced by the fact that Brad and Jan obviously like her. She’s new at having friends. But it’s more than that. She’s honestly looking forward to the life that Jan and Brad described for us this evening.

Mouse laughed and said, “It looks like my career as a teacher is truly over now. One more week of school and I will officially be a call girl. I hope you can live with the reality of that. It may be a lot different than the fantasy.”

I kissed her shoulder and said, “I’m not worried about me. And you don’t have to worry about me. But I don’t want you to worry about something else either. If you ever, at any time, have second thoughts, please tell me. The minute you want out, we are out. Promise me.”

She squeezed my hand and lifted it to her lips. She kissed me and said, “You’re my life, Gregg. You saved me from myself. You kept your word. You changed me. You brought me out of my cocoon. I’d do anything for you.”

“NO! That isn’t what I want to hear! If you enjoy the life those people are living and you’re having a good time and your conscience doesn’t bother you, then I’ll be happy as a pig in shit. You know what a pervert I am.

“But, if you ever change your mind, if you ever start to wish that you had said no, if you ever start to think you’ve made a mistake, you tell me. You don’t wait a minute. You don’t wait a second. You tell me.

“I’ll put an end to it in that instant and have no regrets. The important thing here is not the job or the money or the kinky friends we are about to make. The important thing is you … us. I can walk away from that place tomorrow and if you are with me I’ll be happy. Is that perfectly clear?”

Mouse wriggled around in my arms until she was facing me. She placed her hands on my cheeks. I could just make out her eyes shining in the darkness. She kissed me lightly and said, “I love you more than life itself. That may sound trite to you. I never thought I’d get to say that to a man, or feel that way about anyone. I can’t believe that in two days you’ve turned my life completely around.

“It’s even more incredible that the man I’ve found is the perfect man. Not a good man that I can settle for and be more or less happy with … the perfect man. You are so handsome, so sexy. You are incredibly intelligent. You are personable. You are generous. You are thoughtful and considerate. You’re compassionate. You are the perfect man. I would die for you, and I would do it happily.

“But I would never do anything that might change how you feel about me. I can’t offer you much. I offer you total love. I offer you total trust. I know that you love me and I trust you to protect me. And I can give you total honesty. I have enjoyed every strange and wild and exciting thing to which you have exposed me in the short time that we’ve been together. I’m living my fantasies thanks to you and I’m enjoying it more than I could have imagined.

“That mouse you saw at the mixer is still in here. But she isn’t as vulnerable as she was before you began to change her life and smother her in love. Just as I trust you, I want you to trust me. If there is ever a time that I can’t handle the life we’re embarking on, you’ll be the second person to know.”

I kept my mouth shut after that. I was all choked up and didn’t want to speak and let her know how wussy I’m feeling.

It was quiet for a few minutes. Then Mouse asked, “How are we going to explain to Mr. Baum that our wedding might turn into an orgy?”

I’m worried about that myself.







Chapter 22


I dropped Mouse off at school the next morning and drove to work. As soon as I walked in I received a call from Brad. He asked me to come to his office right away.

I went down the hall to the executive suite. Brad’s secretary told me to go right in. As soon as I entered, Brad came around his desk and shook my hand. He smiled and said, “Come on. Let me show you to your new office. Then we’ll go down and meet Mr. Morris. He’s anxious to meet you.”

Holy crap! That’s quick!

My office is right around the corner from Brad’s. I share a receptionist with Mike Clarke. I met my new secretary, Linda. She’s actually Jeff’s secretary. He’s taking her with him to the senior VP suite. But she volunteered to stay until I can hire someone new. I asked if it would be possible to bring my secretary with me. She does excellent work and she knows me pretty well. I’ve enjoyed working with her.

Just like that it was done. Calls were made and she was on the way to her new office before we left to meet Mr. Morris. For the first time since they offered me the promotion last night I’m nervous. I’ve never met the owner of the company. I’ve seen him a few times around the plant, usually with Jan. He always looks so grim.

I walked with Brad toward Mr. Morris’s office trying not very successfully to look casual. He put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Listen, if you’re like most people working here, you think that Mr. Morris is an ogre. He always looks mad and people who don’t know him think that he’s very aloof.

“The truth is he’s a pussycat. If you just relax you’ll like him. I promise. And there isn’t much that happens around here that he doesn’t know about. He knows a lot about you. He’s been following your work since you started here. He’s very impressed. He was so impressed with your work that he was about to insist on promoting you even when you were single. That would have been unprecedented in the history of this company. So take a deep breath and calm down a little. Okay?”

I nodded. And I appreciated the pep talk. But still … it’s Mr. Morris!

When we got to his office I was introduced to his assistant, Heather. She greeted me with a warm smile and spoke to me like we’re already friends. When she noticed how nervous I am she chuckled and said, “Relax, Gregg! You’re quickly going to learn that he only bites when he’s with Jan. Right Brad?”

Brad chuckled and said, “Yeah. But at least he never draws blood. How’s Kevin doing?”

She smiled and said, “Great. But you’ve created a monster. He has been reading those World War II books you loaned him as if they were porn. He can’t seem to get enough. I’m not sure I wouldn’t rather have him reading porn!”

Mr. Morris escorted someone out of his office just then. After they said goodbye he turned and looked at me. Despite everything that Brad and Heather said to allay my fears I can’t help feeling nervous. But now that I’m here and seeing him up close he suddenly doesn’t seem that fearsome. He didn’t quite smile but he wasn’t frowning either.

He came over, shook my hand and said, “You must be Gregg. I’m glad to meet you. I’ve been watching what you’ve accomplished since you started working here and I’m really impressed. Jan called me this morning and gave you her seal of approval. That’s all I needed to hear. I’m glad you’re onboard. I assume that Brad and Jan have explained everything to you?”

I nodded.

He almost smiled again. Then he asked, “Any questions?”

I shook my head.

He actually smiled then, if only slightly, and said, “Relax, young man. If you do half as good a job as you’ve done so far you’ll end up owning this plant. You’re a good man and you have a good head on your shoulders.”

I smiled self-consciously and responded, “Thank you, sir. I’ll try to do at least half as good a job as I’ve been doing.”

He finally grinned. He glanced at Brad and rolled his eyes before he turned back to me and said, “Yeah. You’re going to do just fine. Brad, would you please take him to personnel so he can take care of the paperwork.”

Brad smiled and said, “Yes, sir. Oh and in case Jan forgot to mention it, you’re invited to the next wedding at our home. The date isn’t set yet, but Gregg is marrying Mouse at our place.”

Mr. Morris smiled uncertainly and said, “Mouse?”

I laughed and said, “That’s my pet name for Amanda, my fiancée.”

Mr. Morris looked questioningly at Brad.

Brad smiled and said, “She’s the prettiest mouse you’ve ever seen, Mr. Morris. And I know she’s going to charm your pants off, if Helen will permit it of course.”

Mr. Morris chuckled and said, “Get the hell out of here you two. I’m a feeble old man. It’s time for my nap.”

Yeah, right! He may not be a young man anymore. But when you meet him you know right away that he’s a man who’s on top of his game.

Brad escorted me down to personnel. He left me there and I spent an hour signing papers. My salary has more than trebled and I was made aware of all sorts of perks and bonuses. It was almost embarrassing. Even though I have my obscenely large trust fund squirreled away and don’t really need more money, I’m really impressed with my new compensation package.

I’m almost tempted to call my parents and rub their noses in my good fortune. As of today I’m going to start making nearly three times what my brother makes working for the VA in a hospital. But of course I can’t do that. That would mean talking to them.

The people in the personnel office finally released me and I went back to my old office. When I walked in, Tina, my secretary, was in the process of packing up my belongings.

She looked up when I walked in and ran around my desk. She jumped up and hugged me violently. I had just enough time to see that there were tears in her eyes before she wrapped herself around me.

Through her tears of joy she exclaimed, “Oh god! Mr. Collins! I love you! Thank you so much!”

I laughed and carefully untangled her arms, gently putting her back on the floor. I smiled down at her and said, “I wouldn’t go anywhere without you, Tina. You’ve kept me from making an ass of myself so many times. I owe you big time.”

She wiped her eyes and exclaimed, “Mr. Collins! They more than doubled my salary! They said you demanded that I go with you when you moved up. I’ll never forget what you’ve done for me.”

I don’t know that I actually demanded that she accompany me. But I’m glad she’s going with me. We’re comfortable with each other. We work well together. And I do like her. I thanked her for helping me pack and sent her to take care of her own things. I finished up what little packing remained and carried the two boxes to my new office.

I went in, put the boxes down on my desk and stood there looking around. My new office is very much like Mr. Morris’s office. It’s only slightly smaller but the furniture is nearly the same. I even have my own bathroom and wet bar! And it’s stocked!

I was still looking around when something occurred to me. I called Brad on the intercom and said, “I just remembered something. I don’t know how that EPOD thing works. It just occurred to me that someone should know that Mouse will be working during the day until school gets out on Wednesday.”

He assured me that won’t be a problem. Then he invited me to a small get together at his house this evening to meet the other junior VPs and their wives.

I told him in all honesty that I was looking forward to it. I’ve met all of the VPs at one time or another. But I don’t know them well. I’ve done most of my coordinating with Brad. He’s the person I’m most familiar with. I hardly know the others except to wave to. And except for Jan I’ve never met any of their wives.

I unpacked and sat staring at my office wall for a few minutes, trying to convince myself that this is all actually happening to me. And so quickly!!

As it started to sink in that it’s all real I also came to realize that it’s all because of Mouse. I’m pretty certain that they finally offered me this position because of her. But it isn’t just the job that I owe to her. I have this hot feeling of burning passion in my gut that seems to color my entire world now.

I thought I was happy before I met her. I like my job. I live a simple life with no real stress. It turns out I’ve been clueless! I didn’t know what happiness was! Now everything has changed. Now I can’t wait to get home at night and put my arms around my little Mouse. Now I know what happiness is!

Tina tapped on my door and poked her head in. Her eyes were red. It’s obvious that she’s been crying. But she’s getting it under control. She smiled and said, “I’m moved in. Is there anything you need?”

I shook my head and thanked her. But before she could go out and close the door I remembered something I needed to do. I called out, “Wait! There is something. Would you mind doing me a favor? Would you get me the number for the sales agent for Riverside Estates?”

She actually seemed happy that there’s something she can do for me. She nodded her head enthusiastically. Then she left me alone.

I opened my telephone index and called the man who handles my investments. I’m about to piss him off. When he came on the line I said, “Mr. Turok! Hi. I suppose that I need to let you know that I’m getting married in a short time.”

Before I could continue he congratulated me and told me that I’ll need to fill out some papers to make my wife my beneficiary, just in case.

I promised to drop by as soon as we’re married. Then I told him the reason for my call. I explained that I’m going to need to withdraw somewhere between one and a half and two million dollars, possibly a little more in order to purchase a new home and furnish it.

He was silent for a moment. When he got over the shock he started to try to explain how it would be to my advantage to get a mortgage or borrow against my investments. I haven’t had a lot of dealings with him in the past. I invested my trust fund with him and left the rest up to him. I check the statements when they arrive and I’m satisfied that he’s investing my money well. My rather large trust fund has nearly doubled in the last five years. I can’t complain about results like that.

I can easily afford to part with a couple million and avoid incurring a large debt. But the way he talked you would have thought I wanted to spend his money. I cut him off and asked him how much time he’ll need to access the funds and transfer them to my checking account.

He sighed and said, “Less than a week. Call me and let me know the final amount. I’ll transfer the funds to your checking account within three working days.”

I thanked him and finally got to work.

Tina called me on the intercom a few minutes later and said, “I have the number for the sales office, Mr. Collins. Do you want me to get them on the line?”

Normally I would have gotten the number from her and called them myself. But under the circumstances I thought that it would be better if I let her call. Let them think I really am somebody.

A few minutes later I was on the phone with the sales agent. I explained that my wife and I were visiting friends in Riverside Estates yesterday and we were impressed with their home. When I told him that we would like to look at what they have available he was quiet for a long moment.

I was just about to ask if he was still there when he said, “You are aware of the price range of the houses in this project?”

I was tempted to fuck with him for a few minutes. But I have things to do. I said, “The money won’t be a problem. I’d like to stop by this evening and look at what you have available.”

He couldn’t entirely hide the excitement in his voice when he promised to stay open and wait until I got there.

At lunch time I called Mouse and told her that we’re going to a gathering after work to introduce us to the other junior vice presidents and their wives. We talked for a few minutes until I got a phone call and had to go.

Jan was on the other line. Just hearing her voice made me smile. She made sure I knew about the party after work. While we were talking I discovered for the first time in my life that there’s a secret that I’m unable to keep. I told her that Mouse and I are going to be a few minutes late to the party because I’m going to see about buying a home in her neighborhood for Mouse. She fell in love with their house and I want to give her one of her own for a wedding present.

Jan was silent for a moment. Finally she asked, “You did hear me when I told you about how much our house cost last night … right?”

I chuckled and said, “I have money. That won’t be a problem.”

She was silent again for a long moment. Then she whispered, “I’ll be damned!”

She laughed then and said, “I’ll give you the number of a good decorator. No, better yet, I’ll call him. He did our place. He’s the best there is.”

A decorator! Of course! I hadn’t even considered that! I responded, “We loved your home. I’m looking forward to meeting him.”

She chuckled and said, “You’ll like him. He’s Mr. Morris’s son.”

Okay. I wasn’t expecting that. But he certainly has great taste. He did an outstanding job. We were really impressed with Brad and Jan’s house. I finally said, “That’s scary. But he certainly did a great job on your home. I’m looking forward to hearing from him.”

It was finally time to earn my keep. I put everything that’s happening in my life right now out of my mind and focused on work. I couldn’t help feeling a little guilty about how much time I wasted this morning.

I was interrupted in mid afternoon when Jan stopped by. She just finished up one of her frequent visits to see how the worker bees are doing out on the plant floor. She has really sort of adopted them. Over the last couple of months she has come to know a lot of them and even though almost everyone working there is older than her, she has become sort of like their den mother. They come to her with all their problems now, work related or not. They even call her at home sometimes!

Jan entered my office and after giving me a nice warm hug she sat down and said, “Okay Mr. Gregg Collins. Speak to me!”

I lifted my eyebrow and said, “Woof?”

She gave me an impatient look and snapped, “Smart ass! You live in a dinky apartment and have been out of school for … what, three or four years or less? You were just made a junior vice president. You haven’t even gotten your first paycheck yet! And now you can afford a million dollar home?!”

I didn’t have to say anything to her of course. But I like her and I trust her.

“I’ll explain. But it’s no one else’s business. Alright?”

She stared at me intensely for a moment and then she nodded.

“It’s no big secret really. I am not and have never been associated with organized crime or any drug cartels as far as I know. It’s just that it isn’t anyone’s business. I haven’t even told Mouse yet. Thanks to some medical patents and a thriving medical practice my grandfather was a very wealthy man. When he died he left me an obscenely large trust fund, probably because he knew that it was unlikely I’d ever get anything from my asshole father.

“By the time I assumed control of it I had already graduated from college and was working. I didn’t need anything. I invested it and now I have more money than sense. It isn’t that I’m particularly thrifty or greedy. It’s just that I don’t need much. I’ve been living well within my means since long before the trust fund matured.

“It wasn’t until I fell head over heels for Mouse that my needs started to expand. I’m going to buy the house and furnish it. Except for those two major expenditures we shouldn’t have any trouble living on what Mr. Morris is paying me.”

Jan got up and stood in front of my desk, staring at me as if she was trying to figure me out. Finally she said, “You really do love that girl, don’t you.”

I would have thought that went without saying. But I smiled and replied, “I love her so much I almost can’t stand to be here. I want to get up and go to that school and pull her out of that classroom. I want to hold her in my arms twenty-four hours a day. I want to kiss her and make love to her and feel her breath on my cheek. I want to smell her clean, fresh fragrance, see her smile and watch her blush. I want to hear her whisper that she loves me. Yeah. I really do love that girl. She’s all I can think about.”

I was surprised when I saw tears start to roll down her cheeks. She hurried around my desk, threw her arms around my neck and squeezed me tight. She finally said, “She’s a very lucky woman. You’re a romantic. Every woman should be so lucky as to fall in love with a romantic who loves her so deeply. The next time I fuck you mister, you aren’t going to be able to get up and walk away. I’m going to cripple you!”

I laughed and pulled her down into my lap. I grabbed a tissue from my desk and dabbed at her eyes. Then I smiled and said, “You really are amazing, aren’t you? It seems like this entire community revolves around you in some strange way.”

She suddenly seemed upset. She pushed herself to her feet and exclaimed, “Not you, too!”

I smiled and said, “Mr. Morris as much as said that I got this promotion because of your endorsement. He told me that I have your seal of approval. He wasn’t joking when he said it.

“The secretaries say your name as if you’re a deity.

“I spend a lot of time out in the plant. I’ve gotten to be pretty good friends with a lot of those people. I heard a lot of really nice things about you long before I ever met you. Everyone out there who has mentioned you has made it sound like you’re the best friend they’ve ever had and the nicest person they’ve ever met. I don’t doubt that the people out in the plant would go to war for you. And you must surely be aware of the look that comes over Brad’s face whenever he talks about you.”

She sighed in exasperation and threw her hands in the air. She said, “I give up! I’m not going to fight it any longer. But watch out buster. I wasn’t kidding. I’m going to cripple you the next time I catch you naked.”

I laughed and got to my feet. I put my arms around her and said, “I admire you. You have a way of making everyone around you feel good about themselves. That isn’t something to feel bad about.”

I kissed her on the forehead and said, “Now get the hell out of here before I start acting like a real vice president and tearing your clothes off!”

She grinned and said, “I have some free time.”

I laughed and escorted her out of my office before I could be tempted to do something I’d regret. Besides, I don’t seem to be getting anything done around here today. If I keep this up I’ll be pushing a broom out in the plant before long.

The next thing I knew it was time to go home. I was pleasantly surprised to find that my job hasn’t changed all that much. I’m still having fun.

I straightened up some of the mess on my desk and started out of my office. When I opened my office door an older gentleman was standing there waiting for me. He smiled when he saw me and introduced himself.

“Mr. Collins? Good afternoon, sir. My name is John, John Davidson. I’ve been assigned to be your driver. I’ll be picking you up in the morning and taking you home after today. I’m available twenty-four hours a day. I’m also available to your fiancée if she needs my services.”

He handed me a card with his number on it and asked me what time he should pick me up in the morning.

I was about to tell him that I prefer to drive myself. But it occurred to me that this would simplify things considerably. I can have him pick Mouse up after school until the end of the school year. She won’t have to take the bus.

I held out my hand and said, “I’m pleased to meet you, John. If you could be at my apartment at a little before seven tomorrow morning I’d appreciate it. Do you know where I live?”

He shook my hand and said, “Yes, sir. Personnel gave me the address.”

I nodded and said, “Good. For the next week, until next Wednesday, we’ll be dropping my fiancée off at the Joe Cocker Elementary School. And if you don’t mind, I’ll need you to pick her up in the afternoon and take her home. Is that a problem?”

He enthusiastically shook my hand a little harder and said, “No, sir! It will be my pleasure.”

I thanked him and said good night. I started to leave but he said, “Sir, I’ve been given to understand that you’re attending a party this evening where alcohol will be served. I would be happy to drive you there and pick you up afterwards. The company encourages the use of the limos under those circumstances.”

I looked at him curiously. He sounds so enthusiastic, so eager to drive me somewhere! But I’m more than a little uncomfortable with the idea of the poor guy having to drop me off and wait around while I’m attending a party. I asked, “Who did you drive for before?”

He answered, “I was Mr. Kennedy’s driver, sir. But he hasn’t been working regularly and as of yesterday he retired. I haven’t been earning my keep for quite a while now.”

I smiled and asked, “Is this like a demotion then?”

He shook his head and quickly exclaimed, “Oh no, sir! Mr. Kennedy is like family to me. But the truth is, he never went anywhere or did anything. Not in the last few years. I’m looking forward to working again.”

I asked, “Are you married?”

He sighed and replied, “My wife passed away years ago. The kids are all off on their own. I truly am available at any time.”

I said, “In that case, John, I’ll try to keep you busy. But I’m not comfortable with the idea of you waiting for me while I’m at a party.”

He assured me that he won’t be outside twiddling his thumbs all that time. He and the other driver’s will go home and Jan will text them when the party is getting ready to break up.

Reassured, I said, “I have to run an errand before I go to that ‘meet and greet’ after work. If you don’t mind, I’d appreciate it if you pick me up in about forty-five minutes.”

He positively glowed at the prospect. I said goodbye, went out to my car and drove home.

Mouse attacked me as soon as I entered the apartment. She hugged me and kissed me and asked, “How was your day, Mr. Vice President?”

I held her tight and told her how much I love her. Then I said, “Come on. We need to talk. Sit in the bathroom with me while I take a quick shower.”

I took my suit off in the bedroom and went across the hall to the bathroom. Mouse followed me. She looked a little nervous. I smiled and said, “Relax. It isn’t something bad. I didn’t get fired and I still love you more than chips and dip and my Jaguar.”

She chuckled, obviously relieved that I love her more than chips and dip. She put the lid down and sat on the toilet.

I got in the shower and as I started washing my hair I said, “I probably should have mentioned it earlier. But it isn’t something that came up when we were talking and it’s an embarrassing subject to raise. The thing is, you need to know that I have a lot of money.”

I rinsed my hair off and started shampooing it again. I only just barely heard her ask in a strange, very quiet voice, “What does a lot of money mean, exactly?”

I thought back to the last statement I received from my broker and said, “Roughly somewhere between forty-eight and fifty million, depending on how the market behaves on any given day.”

There was complete silence except for the sound of the water.

I rinsed off my hair and started soaping up quickly. I’m in a hurry to get finished and get to that agent’s office before it got to be too late.

When Mouse didn’t say anything I said, “Mouse?”

Suddenly the shower curtain was whipped aside and she was standing there looking at me in shock. Her mouth moved a few times but nothing came out. Finally she said in a faint voice, “You’re a millionaire?!”

I pulled the curtain closed and rinsed off quickly. I shut the water off and opened the curtain. She was still standing there. She looked a little pale. I smiled and said, “We. We are millionaires.”

She fell back onto the toilet and stared straight ahead. She was staring straight ahead but she didn’t seem to be seeing anything.

I dried off quickly and stepped out of the tub. I squatted down in front of her and asked, “Are you alright?”

She looked at me and finally seemed to focus her eyes. She shook her head and asked, “How can you be a millionaire?”

I asked again, “Are you alright?”

She stared into my eyes and said, “I don’t know! But Gregg … I don’t know how to be a millionaire!”

I laughed and said, “You don’t “be” a millionaire! You just be Mouse. You be happy and carefree and you love me just like you did fifteen minutes ago. There’s nothing to know and nothing you have to do differently.”

I combed my hair and put on some deodorant. I was taking too much time so instead of brushing my teeth I just rinsed my mouth out with some mouthwash. I dragged Mouse to the bedroom and hurriedly dressed.

I took her in my arms when I finished dressing and said, “Nothing has changed. Well, one thing has changed. On the way to the party we’re going to stop at the sales office and look at some homes near Brad and Jan. Would you like to live out there?”

Her face went through so many changes that I couldn’t keep up. She looked like she was going to faint. I kissed her and said, “Take a deep breath.”

She obeyed. Then she said, “I need a drink!”

I said, “There may be something to drink in the car. Let’s go.”

We went outside and worked our way through the small group of people who had gathered to see who’s in the limo. When he saw us coming, John jumped out and held the door for us. As we approached the car he smiled and said, “Good evening Mr. Collins … Ma’am.”

Once more, Mouse was dumbstruck. She sat beside me in the stretch limo and as soon as we pulled away from the curb she slumped down and moaned.

I smiled at her and asked once more, “Are you alright?”

She managed a wry grin and asked, “Where’s the booze?”

I heard the muted tone of a polite buzzer and picked up the handset on the telephone. John asked me where I wished to go.

I directed him to the sales office for Riverside Estates and then I asked him if there was anything to drink back here. He told me where to find the drinks and the glasses and I poured us both a shot of extremely expensive bourbon. I don’t normally drink bourbon. And when I do I don’t normally drink it neat. But this stuff was as smooth as glass. We only had about a shot and a half apiece. But by the time we reached the sales office I think it had helped to calm us both down.

The agent came out to greet us when we pulled up. We went inside and he showed us the floor plans for the half dozen homes still available. He assured us that if none of those appeal to us there are still quite a few empty lots, including a few that are still available on the river.

The agent seemed a little more forthcoming after seeing us pull up in a limo. He gave me a list of the available homes and we went out to look at them. The cheapest one was just a little more than one million dollars. The most expensive one was the only remaining unsold house on riverfront property. We left that one for last.

The nearest available house was two houses down from Brad and Jan. It was nice, of course. They’re all nice. And it might have been fun to live that close to those two. But after seeing their house the one we were looking at just didn’t measure up.

It isn’t that we’re trying to outdo them. But after seeing what’s possible, well, you don’t want to spend that much money on a house and think about what you didn’t get.

Poor Mouse. She was walking through each house with glassy eyes. She was almost in shock. Every few minutes she would reach out and punch me for no apparent reason!

We went through a couple of houses that were definite possibilities. One was very similar to Brad’s house. The other was nice. It had some interesting features that appealed to us. But whoever chose the wallpaper must have been on drugs. If we decided on that one the wallpaper would have to be replaced.

We finally came to the last house on the list, the house on the river. It’s certainly impressive from the outside. According to the description on our list, it’s almost fourteen thousand square feet. It has a five car garage. There’s a huge pool in the backyard. It comes with a small boathouse, a dock, and a second large deck looking out on the river.

We went inside and looked around. I didn’t have to ask Mouse what she thought of it. We both fell in love. It’s a lot more house than we’ll ever need. But damn! I can imagine living here.

We were standing in the huge kitchen after we toured the house. The kitchen is nearly as large as our entire apartment! I stood there feeling as much in awe as Mouse looked. She suddenly reached out and grabbed the list from me. She looked at the price of the house and almost collapsed.

I grabbed her and held her up. She started shaking her head. She couldn’t speak. But I knew what she was trying to say. She could not conceive of paying one million, eight hundred thousand dollars for a home.

I looked into her eyes and said, “This is the house.”

She looked like she was going to have a panic attack. She shook her head and finally managed to say, “No! It’s too much! I’ve always been poor. I won’t know how to live here!”

I hugged her and said, “Jan lives a block from here. I’m sure she can answer any questions you have.”

She looked at me again and suddenly the tears started. She pressed her face against my chest and said, “It’s so much money! What if you spend all that money and start to resent me?”

“What?! Resent you for what?”

She sobbed, “You’ve saved all that money. Now I come along and … oh Jesus, Gregg! I’m scared!”

I laughed and said, “Don’t be silly. It’s only money. It has been there in case I needed something. Now we need some of it. That’s what it’s for. Now we have a reason to use a little of it.”

“A LITTLE OF IT!! What the hell would you call a lot of it?!”

I guided her outside and sat her down on the low brick wall around the front entryway. I sat down beside her and said, “Mouse, calm down. The money isn’t important. The money I received when my trust matured has doubled. It’s pure profit. This is the first time I ever wanted anything badly enough to touch it. I want this house. I want you to be so happy that your panties stay wet all day. I know that you love this house as much as I do. So calm down before I whip that dress up over your ass and give you a spanking.”

She grinned and blushed at the same time. She wiped her eyes and said, “Okay.”

I laughed and asked, “Okay what?”

She leaned forward and kissed the tip of my nose. Then she said, “You can spank me if you want.”

I shook my head and stood up. I helped her to her feet and we returned to the limo. John drove us back to the office and I told the agent that we’ll take the house on the river.

I’m not positive, but I think the agent had an orgasm when I told him. Well, not really. But he seemed as excited as we were. I had to give him a check to hold the house. Not that there’s apt to be anyone driving by and buying it out from under us. But better safe than sorry.

I told him that we have somewhere to go and that I’ll be back tomorrow and take care of the paperwork. He gave me a receipt and John drove us down the street to the party which was already in progress at Brad and Jan’s house.

I didn’t recognize the woman who answered the door. She let us in and said, “Hi! You must be the guest of honor! My name is Helen. We were starting to think you weren’t coming.”

I introduced myself and Mouse and said, “I’m sorry. We were out here yesterday visiting the Pittmans. We fell in love with their house. So before we came over tonight we stopped by the sales office.”

Helen looked at me strangely for a moment and said, “And… ?”

Mouse kind of exploded, “WE’RE BUYING A HOUSE AROUND THE CORNER!!”

Jan came into the foyer just in time to hear Mouse. She came over and put her arm around Helen. She had a huge smile on her face. I could tell she was happy for us. I could hear the excitement in her voice when she asked, “Which one?”

Mouse clapped her hand over her mouth and whispered, “I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it.”

Jan moved closer and put her arms around Mouse. She smiled and said, “I’m so glad. I’m going to love having you living so close. Which house did you decide on?”

I said, “The house on the next block over. The one on the riverfront lot.”

Helen lifted her eyebrow and said, “I think I’m going to have to have a talk with Mo! He must be paying you damn junior VPs way too much!”

Jan chuckled and responded, “That’s what I keep telling him, you nasty old broad!”

Then she told us who Helen is. “Gregg, Mouse, Helen is the woman who married my boyfriend Mo in my backyard a couple of weeks ago. My life has been in a downward spiral ever since.”

She smiled at the confusion on our faces and said, “I’ll explain later. Come on in. Let’s get you a drink and introduce you to everyone.”

Jan took my arm and Helen put her arm around Mouse’s waist. Together we headed for the family room. I heard Helen behind me asking, “Who the hell would name a beautiful young girl like you Mouse?!”

Mouse giggled and I heard her whisper, “He did.”

She replied, “I can’t wait to hear the story behind that.”

The family room was pretty crowded. It looked like everyone was there but Jeff Mitchum and Carl Scott. I remembered that Jan said they never attend any of the office functions. Their wives are here, though. We enjoyed meeting them.

Mr. Burton and his wife Midge are here, too. Mr. Burton is the only senior VP in attendance. I learned that the Burtons and Brad and Jan have become very close in the last few months. Mike and Chaz Clarke are here. The only other attendee was Helen. She told us that Mo, as everyone seems to call him when we’re not at work, planned to attend but at the last minute he had to go to Montpelier to meet with someone from the governor’s office.

We apologized for being late. We were introduced to the people we didn’t know and were quickly made to feel like welcome members of their large family. It was amazing to watch them interact, especially the women. They seem to have a special bond. It’s obvious that they’re very close. And they welcomed Mouse with open arms.

Before long the women were in the kitchen and the men were sitting around the bar in the family room. It was like I instantly became old friends with all of them, even David Burton.

We talked about a lot of things, everything except work. At one point I commented on the fact that everyone is dressed.

Brad laughed and said, “It’s your first day. We didn’t want to overwhelm you or your lovely fiancée.”

“I appreciate your consideration. But it isn’t necessary. Treat us just like you would any other depraved guest in your home.”

Fortunately they got the joke.

Apparently, Mouse had the same discussion with the women in the kitchen. When they called us in for the buffet we discovered that the ladies had all removed their clothing.

Being the new girl, Mouse got a lot of attention. I was proud to see that although she’s blushing like a school girl she’s having a good time and has quickly started to fit right in with the other women. She also seems quite comfortable flirting with the men. To look at her you would never believe what an emotional cripple she was when I first saw her at that mixer. I’m having trouble believing it myself! I can’t believe how confident and self assured she’s becoming in such a short amount of time.

We went through the buffet line and went outside to eat. The weather is cooperating. It’s a beautiful, mild evening. We sat around and talked and joked. Mouse and I were made to feel comfortable with these nice people right away.

Mouse and I sat together and I whispered to her, telling her how much I love her and how proud of her I am.

She looked at me quizzically and asked, “Proud … why?”

I didn’t even have to think about it. I replied, “You’re the most beautiful woman in the crowd.”

She laughed and exclaimed, “Talk about being blinded by love!”

We ate and talked quietly. We sipped our drinks and I guess we got a little mellow.

Jan and Chaz came over and joined us when we finished eating. Jan wanted to talk about our new house. She seems almost as excited as we are. She told me that she’s going to call her decorator in the morning and ask him to get in touch with us.

After that I was left out of the conversation. The women talked about EPOD and how much fun they’re having with it. Carol came over and joined us. She sat down beside Jan and we listened as they talked about some of their early experiences.

Not long into the conversation Jan reached out, took Carol’s hand and asked, “What are you going to do, Carol? Have you discussed it with Jeff?”

She shrugged. She didn’t look happy. She shook her head and said, “We’ve been avoiding the subject since we heard that Mr. Kennedy is retiring. I know what Jeff is going to say. He’ll want me to stop. I guess I could stop having sex with the VPs if I had to. But I can’t stop coming over here and being with my friends. I’d rather give up Jeff! I don’t know what I’m going to do.”

You couldn’t miss seeing how close these women are with each other. They were all getting misty eyed at the thought of having to give up one of their best friends.







Chapter 23


Another Point of View: Mouse

I looked up when Mr. Burton and Midge approached. I thought they were coming over to say goodnight. Instead, they stopped in front of me. Mr. Burton smiled at Gregg and asked, “If I can talk Jan into letting me use a spare room, would you mind if I borrow your beautiful fiancée for a little while? We’d like to get a little better acquainted.”

My breath caught in my chest and I felt myself blushing. Suddenly my heart was beating so loudly I was certain that everyone in the room must be able to hear it! It’s starting! I’m about to have sex with the first of the senior vice presidents. And apparently his wife is going to join us!

I looked over at Gregg. After all, Mr. Burton didn’t ask me to go with him. He asked Gregg if he and his wife can “borrow” me! Gregg stood up and helped me to my feet. He looked into my eyes and suddenly I knew it was up to me. I can refuse and I know that he’ll be okay with that. But I can’t. I can’t do that to him. And then I realize that I don’t want to. I’m scared half to death. But this is exciting. I want this, too.

I smiled at Gregg and nodded. He leaned down, kissed me on the cheek and said, “Have fun, baby.”

Jan stood up and took my hands. She looked into my eyes and said, “Don’t be scared. You’re going to love it. These two old perverts are my favorites. You couldn’t pick a better couple to molest you for the first time.”

I wanted to point out that she and her husband had been first. But I didn’t seem to be able to speak.

Jan turned to Mr. Burton and said, “Use the first bedroom on the left at the top of the stairs.”

Midge took one of my arms and Mr. Burton the other. They began to lead me through the crowded room. I seemed to be able to see everyone’s face at the same time. Everyone is watching and smiling. I think they’re trying to judge my reaction. The thought that all these people know what’s about to happen to me is so embarrassing. But I’d be lying if I tried to say I’m not excited.

I’m scared. This new lifestyle is still very new to me and so completely different from everything to which I’ve been accustomed in my short, desperately lonely life. But I know myself well enough to realize that I’m actually looking forward to it, much to my surprise. I’m bothered more by the idea that everyone is watching us leave the room. Everyone knows! Except for that, the idea of having sex with these two strangers appeals to something inside of me. A scenario such as this was never one of my kinky fantasies. But it isn’t far removed.

I took a few steps and turned my head. I whispered ‘I love you’ to Gregg and then I allowed myself to be led away, strengthened by the love and the pride I saw in his eyes.

As we made our way slowly up the stairs, both of the Burtons tried to calm my fears and assure me that I was going to enjoy myself.

I’m still blushing. I can feel it. But I can’t help that. It’s too big a part of who I have always been. I smiled and said, “I know. I’m not scared. Well, a little scared maybe. But the hardest part of this for me is that all of those people down there know what we’re doing. After talking to Jan and the other girls I know I’ll get over that, eventually. For now, though, that’s the most embarrassing part of this for me.”

Mr. Burton chuckled and said, “Don’t get too comfortable with it, sweetheart. Your shyness is refreshing. I find it incredibly erotic. Of course, most women are shy when they first join EPOD. That’s understandable. But you have such an incredible air of innocence about you. We both find you irresistible.”

I could have explained that air of innocence that they seem to find so endearing. But I didn’t feel it would be appropriate to spoil the mood with the encapsulated version of the story of my life up until I met Gregg.

They guided me into the bedroom. Midge pulled the bedspread down while her husband, a senior vice president who insisted that I call him David, took me in his arms and began kissing me. In a moment I felt Midge pressing against me from behind and moving her hands over my body. My thoughts about the people downstairs and how embarrassing it’s going to be when we go back down there rapidly began to dissolve.

David stepped back and watched as Midge reached around and caressed me from behind. He undressed quickly while watching his wife explore my body.

While he watched his wife’s hands exploring my body, I watched him undress. When he was naked I stared down at his hard, fat cock and a shiver of excitement ran through my body. He’s no porn star. But he’s very well endowed. I’m going to enjoy this!

He saw my reaction and he knew it for what it was. He smiled and came back into the huddle. He pressed his body against mine and I felt that hard cock throbbing between us while Midge continued to press her sexy naked body against me from behind.

They kissed me and moved their hands all over my body. I reached down and wrapped my fingers around David’s hard cock. I felt myself beginning to go just a little bit crazy with lust.

There have been so many firsts for me in the last few days, so many new and exciting experiences. Many of them are things that I would never have believed I would ever permit myself to experience. I undressed in a public place, trying on clothes at Sweet Nothings. I let Gregg involve me in a threesome with a guy I’d never met and didn’t know after parading me around the pool in an invisible bathing suit. I don’t mean to imply that he made me do anything against my will. I’ve been a more than willing participant. I’ve enjoyed every second of my time with Gregg.

Yesterday, another day of exciting firsts, I allowed myself to be seduced by Jan and after we made love I lay beside her in bed while her husband had sex with me and Gregg fucked her. I’ve loved it all!

And now I have voluntarily agreed to become a call girl! And I did so eagerly, happily even! Here I am, in this bedroom with my first customer, and I’m so excited that I’m about to collapse at their feet.

Thankfully, David picked me up in his strong arms and carried me to the large bed. He gently placed me in the center and he and Midge stretched out on either side of me. Their hands returned to my body and they both started kissing me.

It seemed to take them an awfully long time. But eventually I felt their fingers approaching my very hungry pussy. Midge was kissing my lips and our tongues began to duel hungrily. David moved down and began teasing my nipples with his tongue and his teeth.

As soon as I felt their fingers on my wet slit I moaned around Midge’s tongue and had my first orgasm. It was to be the first of many orgasms that evening. I was no longer worried about what the people downstairs were thinking about me. I’m embarrassed to admit that I wasn’t even thinking about Gregg at that moment. When that charming, sexy couple inserted their fingers into my quivering body I was no longer capable of rational thought.

I must have enjoyed a dozen orgasms, even before Midge moved down and began to eat my drooling pussy. My eyes were closed and she was holding me in place as she expertly worked on me with her tongue. I wasn’t even aware that David had changed positions until I felt something soft and warm on my lips. I opened my eyes to see a beautiful, hard, throbbing cock eager for my attention.

I groaned in excitement and devoured his beautiful cock. I felt the soft, fat head battering against the back of my throat. I was so excited that I didn’t even gag! I’m no Linda Lovelace. I can’t take a nice fat cock into my throat. But I got most of it in my mouth and I was nearly as excited about it as he was.

David remained on his knees beside my head while Midge was eating my pussy. His large, heavy balls tapped against my cheek with every thrust as his cock slid in and out of my mouth and I worked it over with my lips and my tongue. His large, strong hand gripped my breast, squeezing and pulling with a skilled touch. Everything combined to drive me nearly crazy with lust.

If this is an example of what it’s going to be like to be in EPOD then I just made the second smartest decision of my life when I agreed to go along. The first and smartest decision I’ve ever made being when I stood inside my open door on Saturday morning with a blindfold on and a set of handcuffs hanging from my wrist, waiting breathlessly for a stranger to enter and take me.

I’m not stupid. I knew how dangerous that was. I knew what could have happened to me. But the depressing truth is that at that point in my life I wasn’t certain that the worst possible outcome wouldn’t be better than the life I was living. I had come to wonder if a person can die from loneliness. The result of that dangerous move could not have been more wonderful. I met the perfect man and in an impossibly short time he turned my life around.

David’s hand clamped down on my breast and I heard him moan. I knew what was coming. But I’m not worried. Not now. Gregg has changed my outlook on a lot of things. He has taken away my fears. I want David’s cock cream in my mouth. I’m hungry for it. I want to taste it. I want to feel it sliding down my throat.

I gently cradled his large, hairy ball sack in my hand and attacked his cock with my mouth. That drove him right over the edge. His cock exploded, filling my mouth with hot, sticky, bitter cum. And I loved it!

I swallowed eagerly, moaning with pleasure and excitement. When he was finished he remained in place. I felt his cock growing soft in my mouth and the last few drops of cum draining from it onto my tongue.

We paused then to catch our breath. Midge moved up beside me. We kissed and I thanked her for all the pleasure she just gave me. Then I licked my juices from her lovely face. I turned onto my side and began making love to Midge while David watched.

This is only my second experience with another woman. But the first time with Jan was breathtaking and I have no doubt that this will be, too. Midge is beautiful and sexy and although we just met, I know from what Jan said earlier that in a very short time this sexy lady and I will become very close friends. This is certainly a fun way to get better acquainted!

I began kissing and licking a path down her sexy body and the realization that her husband is watching us only added to the excitement. He didn’t remain an idle spectator for long, though. Not long after I worked my way down and was on my knees between Midge’s legs eating her pretty pussy, I felt David’s rejuvenated cock sliding between my thighs and teasing my hot pussy.

Without taking my mouth from his wife’s pussy I adjusted my position so that he could have better access to my sopping wet opening. He instantly took advantage of my blatantly offered sex and I screamed into Midge’s pussy when he slammed his cock into me violently.

It was a constant battle after that to devote my attention to Midge’s pussy. I probably could have done a better job if the two of us were alone. But I managed to eat her to several orgasms while her husband continued to slam into me violently from behind.

Midge finally pushed my head away and cried out, “Enough! You sweet, horny bitch! I can’t take it anymore!”

I rested my head on her stomach and allowed myself to fully enjoy what her husband was doing so very well. And then it got even better. As David rammed his cock into me, Midge reached down, grabbed my wrists in a firm grip and held my arms.

It was as good as a set of handcuffs! I don’t know how she knew, or if she knew. But it was the only possible thing she could have done that could make what we were doing even more exciting. I screamed and started having the most incredible orgasm since that first day with Gregg.

His thrusts became even more violent and in an instant of perfect bliss we were both cumming one last time. We collapsed into a pile of hot, sweaty, totally satisfied bodies for a moment.

No one spoke at first. Not until I chuckled and exclaimed breathlessly, “Oh my god! I love EPOD!”

They laughed with me and then Midge leaned over, kissed my face and said, “I’m so glad. Because I have a feeling that EPOD is going to love you, darling.”

It took a while for us to get our strength back. We slowly untangled and went into the adjoining bathroom for a quick rinse. I’ve already learned how much fun it is to shower with friends. By the time we were clean I was ready to go around again.

We went back out to the bedroom. Midge and I waited there while David put his clothes back on. While he was dressing, Midge pressed her naked body against my back and reached around to tease my breasts. She leaned down, kissed my shoulder and quietly exclaimed, “I love your nipples, Mouse! They’re incredible!”

A shudder of excitement coursed through my body. I realized that I really don’t want to leave this bedroom. I’m ready to play some more! But David was finally dressed so the three of us went back down and rejoined the party.

As we descended the wide staircase I heard the quiet buzz of conversation from the other guests and I started getting self conscious again. But I tried to keep reminding myself that these people see each other naked and enjoy sex with each other all the time. They really don’t care that I just went upstairs for a threesome with Mr. Burton and his wife.

We rejoined the party and I realized that the humiliating moment I’ve feared since the Burtons led me away wasn’t nearly as bad as I anticipated. I’m embarrassed, of course. But everyone there has already seen me naked. I’ve already made love to Gregg and had sex with Jan, Brad and David. I blushed a little because when they saw us coming into the room the other women quietly applauded. Their hearts are in the right place but that didn’t help.

It took me a while to stop blushing. But within a few minutes I started to calm down. It was only then that I noticed that the guys have begun undressing, too. Soon everyone was naked. I also noticed that, as strange as it seems, when we were all undressed we all seemed a lot more relaxed, or at least it seemed that way to me. It’s more likely that the other women were comfortable either way but because I’m new at this I may have felt more relaxed.

I looked around the room at all the nice people I’m meeting for the first time. I couldn’t help comparing the beautiful bodies in the room. Everyone really seems to be in great shape. None of them have let themselves go.

Thanks in large part to the boost in my self confidence that Gregg has instilled in me I thought that I compared favorably with most of the women. But I have to admit, Chaz is a goddess! She has a perfect body and the most beautiful face. She could easily have been a model or an actress. I’ve never seen the inside of a Playboy Magazine. But from what I’ve heard I can imagine what the girls who pose for Playboy look like. They look like Chaz.

I also checked out the men, though I was a little more discreet about it. For some reason the idea of being caught checking out naked men embarrasses me. Mike is the only man here this evening with whom I haven’t yet had sex. It’s difficult to compare their cocks, though. David’s cock is in complete repose. But now that everyone is naked and the sexual tension is building, the other three male organ’s in the room are in various stages between soft and erect as they began to anticipate what is obviously about to take place. We all know it’s coming. The sexual tension is so thick in the room that you could cut it with a knife.

Gregg’s cock is erect. It’s kind of cute to see how embarrassed he is. He shouldn’t be. He has a very nice cock. Mike and Brad’s cocks are both about half hard. But it’s obvious that all four men are similarly equipped. David’s cock is noticeably fatter than the others. But they all seem to be about the same length.

Nothing much changed once we were all naked. Not at first anyway. But soon the girls started flirting and teasing, both with the men and with each other. It wasn’t long before people began to get together in twos and threes and start fooling around.

I returned to Gregg’s side when David and Midge brought me back downstairs. He put his arm around me and we smiled at each other. He didn’t have to ask if I’m having fun. I knew it was obvious. Now that he’s naked he seems more self conscious than I am! That’s kind of amusing.

We watched Helen and Jan pair off and go into the next room. Madison and Carol came over and took Gregg away. That was all I had time to see before Mike and Chaz came over and asked me if I’d like to play a little more.

I’m more intimidated by Chaz than by anyone else in the room. No doubt because she’s so damn beautiful!

She stood in front of me and held both of my hands in hers. She looked in my eyes and smiled her sweet smile. I was surprised by what I felt. I looked at her beautiful face and thought, “I could fall in love with this woman!”

Her warm voice seemed to wrap around me when she said, “Don’t be nervous. We’re all friends here. No one in this room wants to harm you.”

I heard myself whispering, “You’re so beautiful!” and I blushed.

She stepped closer. I felt her perfect breasts press against me when she put her arms around me. She quietly responded, “So are you! You’re very beautiful! And you have an aura of innocence around you that I find irresistible.”

People keep saying that lately!

She stepped back, looked into my eyes and said to her husband, “Mike, would you mind if I spend a little time alone with Mouse?”

He chuckled as if he understood. The look that passed between his beautiful wife and me must have told him that something special is about to take place. He graciously answered, “I suppose I can find someone to play with.”

Mike wandered away. I don’t know who he ended up with but the women here tonight outnumber the men so I didn’t think a handsome man like him would have a problem getting lucky. Chaz looked around until she spotted Jan and Helen having sex on a couch in the next room and said, “Wait here. Don’t move. I’ll be back in a second.”

She hurried over to Jan and whispered something in her ear. Jan stopped eating Helen’s pussy long enough to look over at me and smile. Then she nodded and went back to what she was doing.

Chaz returned, took my hand and led me back upstairs. Everyone else had paired up and spread out around the living room or the adjoining room. But I didn’t care. I wasn’t thinking about anything but how self-conscious this beautiful woman makes me feel.

Chaz led me to the master bedroom. She pulled the covers back and then turned and took me in her arms. She smiled and said, “Don’t be nervous!”

I smiled weakly and exclaimed in a timid voice, “You’re the most beautiful woman that I’ve ever seen! How can I not be nervous?! You’re perfect!”

She looked at me with a strange expression on her face. She finally pulled me close and held me in her arms. She hugged me and said, “That’s so funny! I’ve been in awe of you since I saw you walk in this evening. I haven’t been able to take my eyes off of you. I told myself that you’re the most perfect woman that I’ve ever seen.”

I exclaimed, “Me?! Are you out of your mind?! Every woman here is more beautiful, more poised, more sophisticated than I’ll ever be!”

She stood back and held me at arm’s length. She grinned and said, “Gregg shouldn’t have called you Mouse. He should have called you Butterfly. You really don’t have any idea how beautiful you are, do you?”

She laughed quietly then and I looked at her, thinking that she might be laughing at me. She pulled me back into her arms and said, “I was like you. Almost the first words that Jan said to me when we first met were when she yelled at me about my low self-esteem.

“It didn’t take them long to make me realize that there was nothing wrong with me. These are good people, all of them. In the very near future you’re going to find yourself doing a lot of things that you never in your wildest dreams imagined you would. But you’re about to go for one hell of an exciting ride. I can’t imagine my life going any other way.”

I smiled and said, “You obviously don’t know about my fantasies!”

She dropped her arms, stepped back and took my hand. She led me to the bed and we stretched out together. We started touching each other, lightly exploring. But while we explored we talked. She asked me why Gregg calls me Mouse.

I told her what I was like such an incredibly short time ago; too shy to talk to anyone or even look them in the eye. I told her about mixer at our apartment complex and that somehow he was able to read me like a book, even though I never said a word to anyone the entire time I was there. There’s no way he could have known what was locked up inside of me. But somehow he did.

I told her about his note and the things we’ve done in the unbelievably short time we’ve been together, the blindfold and the handcuffs and the restraints. I made it clear that when he calls me Mouse it isn’t to put me down. He does that to remind us both that there’s something special about me, or at least he thinks there is.

Chaz smiled and said, “I think so, too. That’s why I brought you to this room. Close your eyes.”

I closed my eyes. Chaz got up and started moving around. She pulled a blindfold over my eyes and then she pulled some restraints up that are already attached to the headboard and put them on my wrists.

When she was done she chuckled and said, “Look at you! You’re already half way to an orgasm! I knew it!”

She stretched out on top of me and kissed me several times. She was rubbing her pubic mound against mine and in a sexy, husky voice she said, “I knew you’d like this. I saw it in your eyes. It’s funny that Gregg knew. He must be very intuitive. Most men aren’t that observant. You really get off on this, don’t you?”

I moaned. But I didn’t admit it until she started painfully squeezing my nipples and she snarled, “Don’t you, bitch?!”

“YES!!” I all but screamed.

As soon as I said it out loud I had my first orgasm.

But she was just starting. She explored my entire body with her lips and her tongue and I quickly lost track of the orgasms. She finally moved up and straddled my head. She pressed her sweet, juicy pussy to my greedy mouth. I licked and sucked and gently nipped at her delicious sex while she ground it against my face and enjoyed several powerful orgasms of her own.

When she could stand it no longer she pulled back and rested just above my face. I could hear her panting as if she had just run a race. I could smell her arousal still and it was so tantalizing, so close, and so delicious. I lifted my head and when I felt her body over me I began to gently kiss her wherever I could reach with my lips.

She moaned and moved away. She gasped and said, “Oh no, baby. That’s all for now.”

She moved down beside me again and took me in her arms. She kissed me and whispered, “You’re good. You’re very, very good. The girls are going to love you. We do this a lot when the guys are at work. And we do it when they’re home to turn them on. Would you like to do this with a bunch of the guys watching you? Would that turn you on?”

I moaned again and hissed, “Yessss! God yes!”

She kissed me again and then she slowly pulled the blindfold off. I opened my eyes and I was shocked to see that we were no longer alone! Everyone was standing around the bed watching!

It took me a few seconds to locate Gregg. He was smiling and the look of love and pride in his eyes almost made me cry.

Jan came closer and she and Chaz began to unfasten my cuffs. The others all went back downstairs. Jan and Chaz sat with me and we talked for a few minutes. Jan wanted to make sure that I’m not upset about what they just did. I smiled and assured her that I’m not upset. I’m incredibly aroused. But I’m certainly not upset. In fact, I suddenly realized that I’m not even blushing!

Chaz started talking to Jan about my little self esteem problem. I already told Jan most of my story, including the reason that I grew up the way that I did. I assured them that my wonderful fiancé is already hard at work on the problem and I think that it must be obvious that he has made a big difference already.

They saw that the subject was making me uncomfortable so we started talking about our new house. Jan and Brad went through it before they selected this home. But at the time it was nowhere near finished. The builder didn’t even have the sheetrock up at the time. She’s anxious to see it now that it’s been completed. She suggested that she call her decorator and make arrangements to meet him at our new house on Saturday.

I was tempted to call in sick for the last week of school so that I could meet with the decorator immediately and get things started. I’m not feeling as compulsive about my attendance record now that I won’t be returning in the fall. But I know I can’t do it. My conscience won’t allow it. Meeting the decorator will have to wait until Saturday. I asked Jan to go ahead and set it up.

Chaz demanded an invite. She wants to see the house, too.

Jan looked at her and put her hands on her hips. She said, “Look at you! Standing there with your tits hanging out and making demands like a big girl! What happened to the sweet young girl I once knew?!”

Chaz grinned, nodded in my direction and said, “You must be talking about the Mouse!”

With Jan’s help I managed to stand up, finally. I can’t believe how exhausted I am. Good sex is hard work! Jan put her arms around me and asked, “Are you having fun? Are you handling it okay so far? Are we moving too fast for you?”

I sighed and said, “I’m exhausted. But I think I agree with Chaz. I think I love you guys and I can’t imagine going back to my old life. I’d rather die than turn back into a mouse.”

She held me tight and said, “I’m so glad. I knew you were going to fit right in. Now come on. Let’s go downstairs so they’ll have to stop talking about us.”

Chaz stood up and we started for the door. Jan looked back as we were leaving the bedroom and exclaimed, “Look what you fucking sluts did to my bed!”

I turned and even from across the room I could see the big wet spot where my ass had been. I was embarrassed all over again and turned dark red. Chaz laughed and said, “Mouse! She’s only kidding! Don’t worry about it. We do this to her beds all the time. That’s the real reason we all keep coming here. It saves wear and tear on our bedding.”

Jan rested her forehead against mine and said, “Don’t worry. You’ll get me eventually. I’m just a little strange. Hell, if you think I’m bad, Helen is really going to rattle your brain!”

I offered to help her change the bedding but she took my arm and guided me out of the room. As we were walking slowly down the plush carpet in the hallway she said, “Brad tells me that Gregg is an engineering genius. It’s funny that he can read you so well and love you so deeply. Most of those numbers guys are a little thick when it comes to people. He has a lot on the ball.”

She saw the look on my face and realized that I didn’t know what she was talking about. She stopped and said, “You really don’t know?”

I shook my head.

“Yeah. He has an IQ right up there with Einstein. He’s been making huge improvements at the plant. No one knows what the hell he’s talking about when he explains what they need to do so they just let him do whatever he wants.

“Brad said that most of the top engineering firms in the country were lined up around the college before he graduated. They offered him huge salaries that J.A.M. couldn’t match. But he wanted to work here for some reason.”

Chaz laughed and said, “Maybe he heard about EPOD.”

My two new best friends each took me by an arm and we slowly made our way back downstairs. As we entered the living room I looked around at all the people who just watched me eat another woman’s pussy and all of a sudden it didn’t matter! I had a warm feeling inside me that encompassed every person in this room.

I spotted Gregg making his way over to me with a drink in his hand for each of us. I’m still new at this drinking. And I have to go to work tomorrow. But what the fuck! I’m having a ball!

Gregg handed me the drink. I kissed him and thanked him. I looked into his eyes and I still saw only my wonderful fiancé. I didn’t see some geeky genius. He’s just a normal man. Well, he’s more than normal. He’s incredibly loving and perceptive. He’s kind and considerate. He’s generous to a fault. But he’s my Gregg. I had no idea he was a genius!

He saw me studying his face. I guess I was a little more transparent than I thought. He smiled and asked, “What?”

I reached up and touched his cheek and said, “Jan says you’re a genius.”

I almost laughed then. He blushed!

“No. I’m just good at taking tests. I have them all snowed.”

“That isn’t what I heard. I’m really impressed. I thought you were just a man!”

He laughed and said, “And you were right. But, I’m a very lucky man. I’m a man who has come into possession of a lucky Mouse.”

“I think you’re right about that. My luck has finally changed. For the first time in my life I am indeed a very lucky Mouse. I’m the luckiest woman on the face of the earth. And it’s all because of you.”

He took me in his arms and we were just about to get carried away when Helen asked, “Do you want me to take those drinks for you? If you two are going to go at it here in the middle of the room you don’t want to be spilling those. Jan hasn’t found a new housekeeper since the lazy old broad who worked for her quit.”

“Who could quit a job working in a wonderful house like this?!”

Helen smiled and answered, “Me. My husband didn’t want me working after we got married.”

Helen saw the astonishment in my face and laughed out loud. After a moment she shook her head and said, “That never gets old.”

Then she added, “It was a shame, too. I really did love working here.”

I looked at her askance and asked, “Are you putting me on?”

Jan came up behind her before she could answer. She put her arms around Helen and said, “I told you she’s a weird old broad! But she’s telling you the truth. She was my housekeeper. I made the mistake of suggesting that Mr. Morris take her out for dinner. Now it looks like she’s irreplaceable, as incredible as that must seem. I’ve interviewed about a dozen women since she left. I can’t find one that will live here and be my housekeeper and my friend the way Helen was.”

She kissed the back of Helen’s neck and said to me, “And now you’re going to have the same problem.”

I shook my head and replied, “No. I don’t need a housekeeper. Gregg wants me to give up teaching. Believe me, it wasn’t a hard sell.”

Jan smiled and said, “That was what I thought when we moved in here. You’ll soon change your mind. And if I recall correctly, your house is even bigger than this one. You’ll soon be looking for a housekeeper who doesn’t have a problem with nudity or orgies. Trust me. They are few and far between.”

I started to insist that once the school year ends I’ll have plenty of time to take care of the house. Gregg put his finger over my lips to silence me and said, “Maybe if you and Jan work together it’ll be easier to find someone.”

I tried to persist in my claim that I can take care of my own home. I’ve always done my own housework. I did most of the housework when I lived with my parents. I don’t even know how to have a housekeeper!

Gregg cut me off and said, “Mouse, do you want a spanking in front of all of these people?”

I saw the smile on his face. But that didn’t mean he wouldn’t do it. I was tempted to dare him. But instead I sighed and said, “Yes, dear. I mean no, dear. I would prefer that you spank me when we get home.”

We kissed again and I reluctantly accepted the fact that I’m about to start looking for a housekeeper. Jan offered to give me the name of a good landscaper and a fantastic, very well hung pool man. From the look on her face it’s obvious that she isn’t joking.

We stayed around and talked quietly with our new friends for a little longer. I can’t believe how quickly these people have made us … have made me feel so welcome here. I never experienced love before Saturday morning. I never experienced friendship before I met these strange and wonderful people.

Four days! My life has changed completely in just four days. Before I received that note from Gregg ordering me to leave my door open for him on Saturday morning and be ready to serve him, I was convinced that I was condemned to the life my parents predicted for me, a life without love or friendship.

But just four miraculous, completely wild days that not even a writer of romance novels could have imagined have changed my life.

I’m not sure how much more time passed before Jan announced, “Ladies and gentlemen, your cars are lined up outside. I’ve loved having you. Don’t let the door hit you in the ass on your way out.”

People finally started getting dressed to go home. I was shocked when I looked at Gregg’s watch and discovered that it’s nearly midnight! It’s been a very long, very full day. But I’m so excited about the house and my new friends that I don’t think there’s any way I’ll be able to sleep tonight.

We all left at about the same time. Most of us were picked up by limos. Carol and Madison were the only exceptions. They came together in Madison’s car. There was a lot of kissing and hugging and finally we all left.

I felt guilty about keeping John out so late. When he held the door for us to get in I apologized to him.

He smiled so sweetly and said, “Nonsense, Ma’am! It’s great to be working for a nice young couple who like to go out and have fun again. Mr. Kennedy is just about the nicest man in the world. But I always felt like I wasn’t earning my pay. Please, don’t ever feel like you’re imposing on me. I enjoy my work and the more you want to go out the happier I’ll be.”

I smiled at him and exclaimed, “Aren’t you sweet!”

Gregg chuckled behind me and helped me in. John shut the door and I melted into Gregg’s arms for the ride home. As the car pulled away from the house, Gregg kissed the top of my head and said, “I love you so much! You were the most beautiful woman there tonight. And everyone loves you. You make me so proud.”

I kissed his hand but I had to challenge that obvious lie! “Bullshit! Did you not see Chaz?! She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen!”

Gregg chuckled and said, “She is hot. And she’s very nice. I like Mike, too. They’re a great couple. But no woman there was more beautiful than you, not Jan, not Chaz, not Carol or Madison. You were the most beautiful woman there.”

“I guess I should be pleased that you’re blind.”

We were quiet for a minute. Then I remembered the arrangement I worked out with Jan and said, “We’re going to meet Mr. Morris’s son on Saturday. He’s the man who decorated Jan and Brad’s house. Is that okay?”

Instead of answering my question he asked, “When are we getting married?”

It’s hard to get accustomed to doing all of this planning after my boring life of quiet desperation which required no planning because nothing good ever happened to me. I thought about it for a moment and said, “As soon as possible after next Wednesday? I don’t even know what we need to do. Do they still make you take blood tests? I guess we’ll need to apply for a license. Is there a waiting period? We need to find those things out and then I’ll work out a date with Jan.”

Gregg said, “I’ll have Tina call and find out what we have to do tomorrow. She hasn’t had much to do lately and she feels guilty since they gave her that big raise.”

There was another comfortable silence before I said, “Do you know what went through my mind when Chaz came over to take me upstairs and I looked into her eyes?”

Gregg rested his cheek on the top of my head and quietly asked, “What?”

I raised his hand to my lips and kissed it. Then I said, “Don’t be mad. I thought, ‘This is a woman I could fall in love with.’ I don’t even know where that came from! I just looked into her eyes and she was so incredibly beautiful!”

Gregg was quiet for a minute. Then he said, “You know that there’s only one woman for me, don’t you? I will probably end up having sex with all of those women before long. The prospect is exciting. I am, after all, just a man, as a wise woman once said. But you know that I’m out of my head in love with you. I like those people. But I love you. There’s no doubt about that in your mind, is there?”

I chuckled quietly. I can’t help being amused at how concerned he is. I was being totally honest when I responded, “I hope that you get to spend many happy hours fucking all of those beautiful women. And I have no doubt that no matter how much you enjoy them, you love me and you always will. I trusted you before I even saw your face. I will trust you like that until the day that I die.”

I looked out of the window and saw that we were almost back at the apartment. I sighed and said, “Damn! I wanted to suck your cock in the back of a limo! Do you suppose we can get John to park by the door and wait?”

Gregg laughed and said, “There will be other times. Besides, I’m almost asleep. I’d be so embarrassed if I fell asleep while you were sucking my cock.”

John pulled up to the door and let us out. We thanked him and said goodnight. He smiled and said, “See you in the morning, Ma’am.”

I turned and said, “John, would you please call me Mouse? It makes me uncomfortable when you call me Ma’am.”

John smiled sweetly and replied, “How about if I address you as Ma’am, but think Mouse in my head, Ma’am?”

I started to pout. He said, “I’m sorry, Ma’am. I’ve been doing this for much too long. I couldn’t do it. It just wouldn’t be right.”

Gregg laughed and said, “You can work on him later. Let’s go to bed. Goodnight, John. And thank you.”

John smiled and said, “Goodnight, sir. It was my pleasure.”







Chapter 24


I don’t think I fully appreciated how tired I was until we stepped into our apartment. Despite the fact that I just became engaged to the man of my dreams, that we’re about to purchase a new dream home and I just took part in my first orgy, I was so tired that I could hardly keep my eyes open. We went right to bed. I think we were both asleep as soon as our heads hit the pillow.

The next morning we took a shower together. Gregg helped me pick out my next new outfit. My head was still spinning with everything that happened yesterday. I was almost ready to go out to the kitchen and grab a cup of coffee when I looked up to find Gregg smiling at me as if something that I’m doing amused him.

I grinned and said, “Okay … what?”

He came closer and guided me to the mirror on the closet door. He rested his chin on the top of my head and quietly said, “Look at that beautiful young woman.”

I looked at my reflection and I was surprised by what I saw. It isn’t just the new clothes. I’m holding my head high and I’m smiling confidently. I look happy. I look pretty. I look like a different person!

The woman I’m looking at in the mirror is the woman that the people who were at Jan’s house last night met. Is this the real me? Can I have changed so drastically in just four days?!

I looked up at Gregg’s smiling face. I saw love and respect and wonder. He must be as surprised as I am at how quickly I’ve transformed from the woman he saw at the mixer and met at the mailbox, the woman who was terrified of any human interaction at all.

I had to fight back the tears. I was almost overwhelmed when I looked at his handsome face and realized that this remarkable man is responsible for this change. I suddenly thought of a phrase I heard or read somewhere. I don’t remember where. “His love has made me whole.”

I turned around to face the man of my dreams. He took me into his arms and held me close. He quietly said, “You’re so incredibly beautiful. But it isn’t just the way you look. You’re beautiful all the way through. God, Mouse! I had no idea that love would feel like this.”

I already love this man so much that it hurts. Yet every word out of his mouth touches me and makes me love him more. I fought back the tears of joy. I can’t go through life crying, no matter how damned happy I am!

I reached up and pulled his head down. We kissed passionately. Then we stared into each other’s eyes for a long moment. I was that close to insisting that we tear our clothes off and go back to bed!

I finally stepped back and looked at my fiancé in his expensive suit. He certainly looks like a young executive. He doesn’t look like a genius. He’s very handsome and he looks quite normal. But then, what does a genius look like? They can’t all look like Einstein.

We finally went out and poured ourselves a cup of coffee. We sat out on the balcony and sipped our breakfast until we saw the limo pulling into the parking lot.

Gregg chuckled and said, “I always looked forward to going to work at J.A.M., until now. I can’t stand being away from you.”

I squeezed his hand and said, “I never looked forward to going to work. But now that the end is in sight it’s bearable. Besides, it’s pretty amusing. You should see the way people are looking at me now. It’s almost the same way people around here look at me. They aren’t sure who I am or where they know me from. But they’re sure that they know me.

“Today I’m going to tell the principal to take this job and shove it, politely of course. I hate being away from you. But I’m looking forward to that conversation.”

I rinsed out our coffee cups and we went down to the car. John was waiting right in front of the door with a cheery smile on his face. As we pulled away from the curb I reached over, squeezed Gregg’s cock and said, “We might have just enough time if you’d like that other blowjob I owe you.”

Gregg laughed and asked, “Do you really want to give that nice old man a heart attack?!”

The mob around the entrance to the school all turned and stared as we pulled up in a limo and John got out to hold the door for me. I kissed Gregg and let John know what time to pick me up. I walked proudly through the throng of teachers and students and made my way to my classroom. The students were impressed by the limo. The teachers were impressed by the limo, but confused when they saw that it was me getting out of it. The few who know me must have a million questions.

I can’t stop smiling!

Now that I’ve changed so much I’m beginning to notice a change in the way my students behave. Maintaining order in the classroom has always been a struggle for me. It must have been obvious to the students that they could walk all over me, just the way the rest of the world has. But that’s all changed now. They don’t understand it. But they can sense it. Suddenly I’m a new woman. I’m no longer a mouse. I have become Mouse!

I went down the hall to the office while the kids were outside for recess. Mrs. Carmichael, the principal, was standing near the counter that separates the office staff from the real world. I asked her for a quick word.

She looked like she couldn’t be bothered. But when she glanced at me I saw her do a double take. She straightened up and looked at me quizzically for a moment and said, “Miss Dorn! You look different!”

She seemed to spend a minute trying to figure out what’s different about me. I expected her to ask me if I’ve done something with my hair. But instead, after a brief pause she asked, “What is it you need?”

“I just wanted to let you know that I won’t be coming back next year.”

It isn’t like we’ve been enemies. But I don’t have any friends in this building. No one has spoken more than a couple of words to me in the two years that I’ve worked here. I’m aware that it’s my fault. I’m the one who put up the walls between me and the world. But these are all educated, knowledgeable people. Someone should have seen the need in me. Someone could have made the effort.

Mrs. Carmichael finally came over to the counter and asked, “Have you accepted another position?”

I smiled and replied proudly, “Yes. I’ve accepted a position as Mrs. Gregg Collins and I anticipate that it will be a full time job … with amazing benefits!”

She smiled. But I could see in her eyes that she was shocked that someone would actually fall in love with mousy little me. She said the appropriate things. She congratulated me and told me she was sorry I was leaving. But she didn’t really mean it.

My hands were resting on the counter as we spoke. I saw her glance down at my fabulous engagement ring. Her expression changed to one of wonder and she exclaimed, “Oh my! What a beautiful ring!”

She reached down and touched my hand. She politely asked, “May I?”

Two of the secretaries got up and came over to look when they heard the change in her voice. I held my hand out proudly so that they could better see my ring. She looked like she couldn’t believe it was real at first. I guess I can’t blame her. I’m still having trouble believing that all of this is real.

She finally asked, “Who’s the lucky man, and when are you getting married?”

I didn’t go into much detail. I don’t actually know many of the details yet. I proudly responded, “His name is Gregg Collins. He’s a vice president at J.A.M. Aluminum. The date isn’t firm yet. We’re checking on the state requirements today. It will be as soon as possible after school lets out.”

All three women were still staring at my ring. I finally took my hand back and returned to my classroom. As I was walking away I heard one of the secretaries whisper, “Did you see the size of that rock!”

I somehow made it through the day. I guess it doesn’t really matter that much that I can’t concentrate. The school year is almost over and the only thing on the minds of the kids is summer vacation.

I remembered how sad I had always been at the end of the school year when I was a child. Vacations were hell for me. I might as well have been a prisoner in a penitentiary.

I thought back to those days and what my life was like. Most kids mark the days until summer vacation starts. I marked the days until school was back in session and I could get out of my house. Thinking back on those days has always depressed me in the past. But not now. It was sad. But nothing can depress me anymore. Not since I met the most wonderful man in the world.

I cleared my desk off after the final bell. I went outside and watched as the kids piled onto the school buses or climbed into their parent’s cars. I gave John a pickup time that would permit him to miss the congestion that occurs when school lets out.

He arrived not long after the last bus left. I was aware of the teachers beginning to leave the building and felt an unbecoming smug sense of satisfaction as they watched the limo pull up and John rushing around to hold the door for me. I know I’m being petty but I just can’t help myself.

None of these people are responsible for how I turned out. But not one of them made any effort to befriend me in the two years since I started teaching here. It’s only now that I’ve come to realize how little it might have taken to start drawing me out of my shell. If someone had just said hello or invited me to sit with them at lunch; if another teacher had just talked to me for a few minutes would I have begun to change? I’ll never know. But I can’t help but wonder.

Until my knight in shining armor slipped the handcuff over my right wrist I thought I was doomed to be that mouse forever. And I very well might have if I hadn’t caught Gregg’s eye that day at the pool.

John took me straight home and I thanked him. I tried once more to get him to relax a little around me. He just smiled that sweet smile of his and insisted on treating me like some kind of lady.

I chuckled to myself on the way up in the elevator. I wonder if he’d treat me differently if he looked in his mirror one day and saw me naked in the back seat sucking Gregg’s cock like a two dollar whore.

The elevator door opened on the second floor. Jerry, the guest of honor at my first threesome was there waiting to go down. I smiled and said hello. I was a little embarrassed. But it amused me when I looked at his face and I realized that he’s more embarrassed than I am!

He blushed and returned my greeting. I’m not sure what I expected. He didn’t make any off color remarks or try to arrange for a rematch. It has only been days since I sucked his cock and fucked him. But he acted almost like we were strangers. I’m not quite sure why that strange reaction empowered me. But it did.

I went to Gregg’s apartment … our apartment, and changed into shorts and a light top. I looked through the refrigerator to see what I could make for dinner. Gregg and I consolidated the contents of our cupboards and our refrigerators when I moved in with him. But neither one of us has gone shopping for groceries in far too long. It looks like we’ll have to spend some time talking about eating habits over a pizza when he gets home.

Since I can’t start supper I went upstairs and began to sort out the very few possessions in my apartment that I’ll want to keep.

Except for my special lingerie collection all of my old clothes are going to go to charity, though it’s unlikely that anyone will want the ugly old things. I own some books and a small assortment of CDs. Of course I’m going to hang onto my little toy collection. But I don’t possess a single treasured photograph. There is nothing from my past of which I care to be reminded. There are no souvenirs of nice places I’ve visited. I’ve never been anywhere. Taking inventory of my life up until now is actually pretty depressing. After living twenty-three years I’m the proud owner of a few dozen books and two small drawers full of mail order sex toys.

But that was then. Everything has changed. Now I’m about to take possession of a home costing nearly two million dollars. I’m wearing an engagement ring that Gregg estimates is worth more than fifty thousand dollars. I have a closet full of new clothes downstairs for which he paid more than I earn in a month. I’m madly in love with a wonderful man who feels the same way about me. And I have nearly a dozen new friends who genuinely seem to like me and respect me.

On top of that, my humdrum life has become an adventure. I’m so happy now that I find myself constantly fighting the urge to scream … or cry.

I went around the apartment and completed my inventory. It didn’t take long to get an idea of how many boxes I’ll need. Now I just have to get the boxes.

I dug an old overnight bag out of the closet and filled it with my toy collection. I grabbed the few remaining toiletries that I hadn’t moved downstairs already. There isn’t a lot. Except for a little lipstick on special occasions I don’t wear makeup.

I carried the overnight bag down to Gregg’s apartment and put everything away. Then I waited impatiently for Gregg to get home.

He was a few minutes late getting home. He stopped at Riverside Estates after work to sign some papers. When I heard him at the door I ran to meet him. We kissed in the foyer and I apologized for not making dinner. I explained that neither one of us has anything on hand but soup. We need to go grocery shopping.

He smiled and hugged me tighter. He kissed me and said, “I could always eat you.”

I smiled and said, “I don’t have a problem with that. But I doubt if I have a lot of nutritional value. Why don’t we save that for dessert? I was thinking we could have pizza first. Then go shopping. Then we can have dessert.”

He said, “I have a better idea. We’ll have pizza tonight. We can go to our favorite steakhouse tomorrow night. We’ll go to whatever your favorite restaurant is on Friday. Then on Saturday we go grocery shopping.”

I haven’t eaten in a restaurant since I graduated from college. Not until Gregg took me out to his favorite steakhouse that first night. And in college I only went out occasionally for a hamburger, never a good meal. I never had enough money to eat in a decent restaurant and even if I did I wouldn’t have had the nerve to go out to eat alone. I don’t have a favorite restaurant!

I’m embarrassed to admit it. But the sad truth is that I’m not a very good cook, either. No one ever taught me how to cook. I’ve learned how to make a few casseroles. I can cook a steak or pork chops or a hamburger. When you get right down to it I can’t really cook. So I admitted yet another shortcoming to Gregg.

He smiled and said, “So what?! I didn’t fall in love with you because you look like Betty Crocker. I’m sure we can survive until we move. And then we just have to find another Helen. There must be one out there somewhere.”

I felt a little sad that I let him down, even if he honestly doesn’t seem to care or even notice really. He popped me on the butt and said, “Cut yourself some slack, Mouse. You worry too much. Let me get out of this monkey suit and we’ll go eat. I know a place that has the best pizza this side of New Jersey.”

He dropped his keys on the hall tree and put his brief case down. He smiled and said, “I have a present for you.”

“I think you’ve spent quite enough on me lately. Don’t you?”

He grinned and opened his briefcase. He pulled out a square package wrapped in brown paper and handed it to me. He pulled out a sheaf of papers, closed his briefcase and put it on the floor. Then he took my hand and we went to the bedroom so that he could change clothes.

I asked him if I should change.

He shook his head and replied, “You look great. You always look great. We’re just going to a pizza place. Open the package.”

I carefully tore the paper off of the package. It looked like some kind of picture frame. I was holding it upside down. I turned it over and discovered that he had taken the panties I was wearing on our first night together to a frame shop and had them mounted in a shadow box!

I exploded in laughter. I’d forgotten all about them! I thought it was so funny that at first it didn’t even occur to me to wonder where he had taken my unwashed panties to get them mounted.

I eventually stopped laughing and wiped my eyes. I watched Gregg pull on a pair of shorts and a polo shirt. While he was sliding his feet into his sandals I asked, “Do you care where I hang this?”

He flashed me a lascivious grin and said, “I was thinking it would look good over the fireplace in our new family room.”

I stood up and put my arms around my sweet man. I smiled up at him and said, “Considering whom our friends are they will probably get a kick out of that.”

He picked up the papers he brought home and handed them to me. He said, “Tina got this information for me today. I haven’t had a chance to look at it yet. I was so busy today I didn’t even have time to call you at lunch time. I’ll be glad when school is out and I can call you whenever the hell I feel like it.”

“Me too.”

I looked at the papers he handed me. It was the list of requirements for getting married in Vermont!

“Bring that with you. We’ll look at it when we get to the pizza place.”

I stared at the papers in my hand and suddenly everything is real. I suppose the engagement ring and the house should have clued me in. Well, they did. Of course they did and I’m excited about them. But even as busy as he was today, he made sure to get this information. He really wants to marry me!

I looked up at his handsome face with tears in my eyes. I was too choked up to speak at first. I didn’t have to say anything, though. He knows. He smiled and placed his hands on my cheeks. He kissed me gently and said, “Yes. It’s all real. We’re getting married.”

I hugged him, pressing my body against his and said, “I’m so glad that love is blind.”

He pushed me back and held me with his strong hands on my shoulders. He looked deadly serious. He said, “Love isn’t blind. Love saw through that disguise that you’ve been wearing all of your life. I don’t know what it was that drew me to you. I’m not normally that good a judge of people. But after I saw you at the pool that day I couldn’t get you out of my mind.

“And it isn’t just me. Mr. Baum all but gave you that ring. Everyone at Brad and Jan’s house last night loved you as soon as they met you.

“As soon as you stepped out of your shell your world changed. It was dumb luck. I almost never go to those cheesy mixers. The things that have happened to you since we met are because of who you are. It has nothing to do with me or how myopic I am.”

I almost screamed, “That’s not true! It’s all because of you! I didn’t step out of my shell. You reached in and pulled me out. You are totally responsible for the changes in me and this almost overwhelming happiness I feel now.

“Oh Gregg! I owe you my life! I would have lived and died that mousy creature you spotted at the mixer if you hadn’t somehow figured out just what I need to turn my life around. I love you for who you are. And I adore you for what you did for me.”

We reached an impasse. We held each other for a few minutes. I guess this is all silly. We don’t need to keep having this discussion. It just seems like he should be made to understand how much he has done for me and how much I owe him.

We left the discussion there and went out to the car. On the way to the restaurant I told him how many boxes I thought I would need for the few remaining things I intended to keep and for the things we intend to donate to charity. Anything that remains in my apartment after that will be trashed. I told him that the only things left in my apartment that I want to move to the house are my small book collection and a few CDs.

He nodded and said that he doesn’t have much more than I do. Since we won’t be moving any furniture we can probably move ourselves with a rented pickup truck. Goodwill can have whatever is left once we remove our personal belongings from our apartments. There won’t be much. Gregg bought a few pieces of his own furniture but they won’t be appropriate in the new house.

Anything we don’t move and Goodwill doesn’t want we can pay someone to come in and haul away. After the apartments are both empty we’ll hire someone to come in and clean them to satisfy the lease requirements. I tried to insist that I can clean the apartments after we move. He was just as adamant that we hire a cleaning service do it.

At the restaurant we went through the papers he brought home and discovered that it’s surprisingly easy to get married in Vermont. There’s a one day waiting period, no blood test or physical, and a whopping twenty dollar fee for the license. Tina listed the documents we’ll need to identify ourselves when we go to apply for a license. She even wrote down the address and directions to the Town Clerk’s office and the office hours. That was considerate. Neither of us has ever been to the Town Clerk’s office. We had no idea where to find it.

We made plans for Gregg to take the afternoon off next Thursday so we could go to the Town Clerk’s office and apply for the marriage license. We’ll leave the date up to Jan since the wedding is going to take place at her house.

We each had two slices of very good pizza and we were sipping on our second glass of wine when Gregg casually reached down and slid his hand inside of my shorts.

A good indicator of how I’ve changed might be that I didn’t even look around to see if anyone is watching. I sighed deeply and rested my head on Gregg’s shoulder. My hand dropped down to his lap and I began to return the favor.

That’s how we were sitting when I heard an amused male voice saying, “It’s been a while, Gregg. Who’s the pretty lady?”

Gregg’s hand remained in my shorts, so I left mine resting on his hard cock. I opened my eyes and looked up to see an older man dressed in cook whites and a dirty apron smiling down at us.

Except to open my eyes I didn’t move. I knew that he could see our hands. But if it’s okay with Gregg it’s okay with me.

Gregg reached out with his free hand and exclaimed, “Paesano! I’ve been keeping very busy. But it doesn’t look like you’re going out of business without me. Steve, allow me to introduce my bride-to-be. Amanda Scott, this is an old friend, Steve Amado. Steve, this is my fiancée, Mouse.”

Steve looked shocked. He looked a lot more shocked about our engagement than he was about the fact that we were holding each other’s genitals in his restaurant. He finally shook it off, grabbed Gregg’s hand and shook it violently. He kept repeating, “I’ll be damned!”

It took a moment. But Gregg finally got his hand back. Steve grinned and asked, “Really? Mouse? You’re the prettiest Mouse I’ve ever seen.”

I smiled and thanked him.

He thumped Gregg on the back and said, “Dinner’s on me. When is this going to happen?”

Gregg replied, “We’re going for the license next Thursday. It’ll be as soon as possible after that.”

Steve shook his head and said to me, “Gregg and I were sitting in here after I closed up not long ago. We had put away two bottles of wine and were maybe a little more honest than we might normally have been. He told me that he was pretty sure that he would never get married. He told me that he’s been in love a couple of times, but never loved anyone enough to get married. He was worried that he’d never feel that way about anyone. You must be pretty special.”

I blushed and said, “No. I’m just very lucky.”

Gregg shook his head and said, “No, she’s being modest. She can’t help it. She’s the most special woman that I’ve ever met. That’s why I let her get me pregnant so that I’d have to marry her.”

Someone from the back called out to Steve. He rolled his eyes and said, “That’s why I never get a day off!”

He wished us luck and left. As soon as he was gone I asked, “Is it going to be a boy or a girl?”

He laughed and responded, “I’m hoping for a puppy. I don’t care which sex.”

“Better you than me!”

Gregg left a twenty dollar tip for the waitress since there was no check and we left the restaurant. He drove straight home and as we were walking back to the apartment from the car he said, “I was planning on taking another one of your new swimming suits out and scandalizing the neighbors tonight. But damn I’m tired!”

I squeezed his hand and said, “How about if we plan on that for tomorrow and we go to bed so that I can give you that second blowjob I owe you. That should help you sleep well.”

He put his arm around my waist and asked, “And what can I do for you?”

I rested my head against his shoulder and said, “You’ve already done everything for me. And if I go to bed a little horny, think how much hornier I’ll be tomorrow evening.”

He didn’t look convinced but I smiled and said, “It’s okay, Gregg. I really don’t mind. I never thought I’d say this to any man. But I love sucking your cock.”

He may have trouble understanding it. But I honestly don’t mind. I know that he had a hard day today and he has done so much for me that I don’t feel that I’m being shortchanged in the least.

We went in and got undressed for bed. Even after all that’s happened to me since Saturday morning I still feel a huge thrill when I undress for him because I know how much my body excites him.

We got into bed and he held me in his arms. We kissed for a moment; romantic, warm, toe tingling kisses. Then I started kissing my way down his sexy body.

He tried to stop me. Silly man! I smiled and said, “I always pay my debts.”

He gave in, reluctantly. He seemed to feel that he’s imposing on me. He still doesn’t realize how much I enjoy doing this for him. It’s probably as big a surprise to me as it is to him that I enjoy it. There have been so many times before he came into my life when I fantasized about being forced to suck a man’s cock. And that fantasy really turned me on. But I imagined having to do it for all the wrong reasons. I always thought that I would hate it. I never imagined that it would be exciting or that I would enjoy doing it.

I worked my way slowly down to his already hard cock and started kissing it lovingly. It has only been five days since I first saw a real, honest to god, flesh and blood cock and already I’m starting to get pretty good at this, probably because it turns me on so much to do it for him.

I’ve learned that it isn’t just him, though. I enjoy doing it for other men, too. But it’s more exciting for me when I’m doing it for my wonderful fiancé.

I watched some of the other women doing this last night at the party at Jan’s house. I saw them doing a couple of things that I’m interested in trying. I kissed and licked his cock and balls and caressed him lovingly. I wedged myself in between his legs and after a few minutes I placed my hands under his knees and began to lift his legs.

He was lying, sprawled out on the bed with his eyes closed and a blissful expression on his face, breathing deeply and obviously enjoying what I’m doing. When he realized what I was going to do his eyes shot open and he sat up suddenly.

He pressed his legs back down on the mattress and leaned forward. He lifted my face in his hands and said, “No, Mouse. Not there. Not tonight. Damn it! I should have taken a shower before I went to bed. Sweetheart, I spent all day helping them move machinery on the plant floor. If you want to do that after I’ve had a shower I’m all for it. But it’s not a good idea tonight. I tried to tell you that we should wait.”

I smiled and said, “Don’t be so self conscious. You smell wonderful to me. I love the way you smell!”

He smiled and shook his head. Then he reached under my arms and tried to pull me back up beside him.

I pulled away and said, “Okay! I’ll be good. Let me finish what I started. Please, Gregg! I really want to. I love doing this for you.”

He shook his head and said, “At least give me a few minutes to take a quick shower.”

I leered at him and said, “No! I love your manly scent! I want to do this now! Just the way you are!”

He looked skeptical. But after a moment he dropped back down and let me resume sucking his cock. He just doesn’t understand. That manly, musky scent may offend some. It turns me on!

I eagerly took his cock back into my mouth and threw my heart into pleasing him.

I watched two different women at the party last night taking a man’s cock all the way into their throat. I’m going to have to ask them how they manage that. Every time I try it I start gagging uncontrollably. There must be a trick to it.

I eagerly sucked on Gregg’s hard cock. Twice I sensed that he was nearing orgasm and I slowed down, drawing it out, making it last as long as I could. Finally I let him cum in my mouth and swallowed his warm cream. I was so excited, I was so turned on that I almost climaxed when he came in my mouth.

I held his cock in my mouth until it was soft. Then I moved up and nestled in his arms. He kissed me and thanked me. Then he started to kiss his way down my body. I held him in my arms and pulled him pack up beside me. I smiled and said, “No. Not tonight. Tonight was for you. Tonight I was paying off a bet.”

It’s obvious that he’s uncomfortable about receiving so much pleasure and giving nothing in return. It’s also obvious how tired he is. I kissed him again and said, “I don’t feel cheated, baby. You’ve done so much for me. This is what I can do for you. Let me give you pleasure.”

He accepted my offer, finally, reluctantly. But I can see how tired he is and I felt good about pleasing him and helping him to relax. I know that he’ll make it up to me someday soon.

We lay there in each other’s arms and he was asleep in about a minute. I listened to his deep, even breathing and I felt so much love for this wonderful man that I found myself crying quietly in his arms. Tears of joy! From me! Before I met Gregg I never would have believed it possible! It wouldn’t have been possible if it weren’t for this sweet man.




The next morning the usual crowd was watching as I was dropped off at school in the stretch limo again. I made my way through the press of young children to the front door. As I walked down the corridor toward my classroom I was amused when other teachers, people who have never acknowledged my existence before, began to greet me. Each time I looked one of them in the eye I saw all the unspoken questions they were dying to ask.

I smiled and I nodded or returned their greetings. But I couldn’t help feeling resentful. Almost without exception, these people were speaking to me for the first time in two years. I wouldn’t change anything about my life right now. But I can’t help but wonder if my life would be different if someone had taken the time to be nice to me when I started working here.

Unlike my fellow teachers, my students had only one question. Where did I get the neat car?

In answer to that exact question from one of the more precocious young boys I explained that I’m getting married and my husband’s boss gave us the car to use. They thought that was kind of cool. Once they received that simple explanation they forgot all about it.

Gregg called me at lunch time. He’s having an easier day of it today. We talked for about fifteen minutes and then he was off to a meeting. He told me that the money from his broker has been transferred to his checking account. His bank called. They were apparently impressed. They’ve never called him before to let him know that they received a deposit.

John picked me up at the usual time. He drove me home and after he held the car door for me he informed me that Gregg asked him to pick up some boxes for me. They’re in the trunk. He helped me carry a large supply of folded cardboard boxes up to my apartment. It took two trips to get them all.

I thanked him and tried to offer him a drink or a snack. He thanked me kindly and insisted that he can’t stay. I can’t figure that poor man out. He lives alone and from things that he’s said I thought that he must be lonely. He said that he was very fond of Mr. Kennedy. But in all those years with Mr. Kennedy that wall between employer and employee stood strong. He’s about to learn that I’m not Mr. Kennedy. I don’t see any reason why he can’t drive me wherever I need to go and still be my friend.

I all but dragged John into Gregg’s apartment after we dropped off the boxes. For the first time he seemed uncomfortable. I wondered if he thought I was going to try to seduce him.

But then I realized that he’s probably more concerned about having to engage me in an actual conversation.

I sat him down at the kitchen table and poured him a glass of tea. He can drink it or not; his choice. I sat across from him and said, “John, we need to talk. I’m not a ma’am. I’m Mouse. I owe everything I have, everything that I am, I owe my life to Gregg and I love him desperately. I was nothing before he saw something in me that intrigued him and he made me his hobby.

“I mean that. I was a typically underpaid third grade school teacher with no money, no friends, and no future. He changed me. I’m not someone to whom people say ma’am. I don’t want to be. There’s absolutely no reason why we cannot be friends.

“If we get along you’ll still be able to drive us wherever we need to go. Maybe you feel like you need to call Gregg sir, or Mr. Collins, or whatever you call him. But I’m no better than you and more importantly I’m not in a position over you. I like you and I would like you to call me Mouse, just like everyone else. If you won’t do that, I need to know your last name so that I can call you Mr… , what is your last name, John?”

He stared at me for a minute. Then he smiled and said, “My last name is Harper, Mouse.”

I chuckled and said, “Your secret is safe with me.”

He stood up then and looked down at me for a moment. He said, “I don’t know what Mr. Collins changed about you. But he certainly had a lot to work with. You’re an amazing young lady.”

I shook my head and said, “Not really. But I think that it’s important that we be friends. One of the reasons that’s important is because there’s no telling what you’re going to see me doing in the back seat of that car.”

He chuckled and said, “Don’t worry your pretty little head about that. I’ve already seen it all. It’s a part of the job when you drive for the executives of J.A.M.

“But I can promise you that anything I see will go no further than me. And you don’t have to worry. I may look like an old fogy but I don’t shock easily. If that’s what you’re worried about, don’t. I don’t shock, and I don’t judge.”

I stood up and went around the table. I took his hand and smiled up at him. I said, “I’ll admit I was worried about that. But that isn’t why we had this conversation. I was being totally honest. It makes me uncomfortable when you call me ma’am. It puts a barrier between us. I don’t want that. There’s no need for a barrier between us.”

I stood up on my toes and kissed John on the cheek. I said, “I’m glad we had this talk. I’m much happier being Mouse.”

He smiled and said, “I think that I’m really going to like working for you and your future husband … if you don’t get me fired.”

I laughed and said, “Not a problem. Jan is a friend of mine. And in case you didn’t know it, she’s the real power at J.A.M. Aluminum.

He nodded and said, “Yes, everyone knows that.”

I let him out and took a quick shower. I put on a Mouse outfit, a micro miniskirt and a sheer blouse, and waited for Gregg to come home. The plan is to go out for steak tonight. If he still wants to do that I’ll be ready. If he has changed his mind and wants to have a can of soup and some hot monkey love, I’m ready for that too.

I delayed John so long that he just barely got back in time to pick Gregg up. He drove back to J.A.M and less than an hour after John went to pick him up I heard Gregg at the door.

When I saw his face I thought that he might have opted for the hot monkey love. As soon as I saw his face I knew that he had something planned. But he wasn’t ready to share. He kissed me and said, “Give me fifteen minutes to clean up and we’ll go eat.”

Half an hour later we were back at his favorite steakhouse, the one he took me to on our first Saturday together. But we weren’t alone. We joined Jo and Kara, and we met their master, Paul. They were waiting for us in the same corner booth we were seated in last Saturday.

There was another man there with them, Kara’s husband Glenn! Paul is his master, too!!

It isn’t a coincidence that they’re here. Gregg and Paul spoke on the phone earlier and arranged this. But we could have met them here by chance. It turns out that this is their favorite steakhouse, too.

I feared it would be uncomfortable. I’ve never spent an evening with a master and his slaves before. But it wasn’t. We already like Jo and Kara. The strange relationship between those four may take us some time to figure out. But it was instantly obvious that they’re all very fond of each other. They play the master/slave game. They take it to a level that would probably make us uncomfortable if we tried it. But they don’t take themselves too seriously and they all seem to be enjoying themselves.

Jo and Kara were both dressed like sluts, just like me. That didn’t come as a surprise. They do, after all, own the store that is the major supplier of slut clothes in the area. They looked pretty damned hot.

Glasses of wine were already poured and waiting for us. We sat down after the introductions and began to get better acquainted.

I already know that Jo and Kara have a master. They mentioned it proudly the last time we were in Sweet Nothings. I was prepared to dislike him from the moment I learned of his existence. But it’s impossible to not like Paul. He isn’t at all the swaggering, mustache twirling asshole I expected.

We didn’t get to know Glenn very well. He was very quiet. He hardly spoke at all and then only in response to a direct question. Paul, on the other hand, is warm, friendly and gregarious. He’s nothing like the arrogant leather freak I’ve been picturing in my head since I learned of his existence.

We ordered a nice meal. As soon as the waiter left to place our orders a man approached the table. He’s a long time friend of our dinner companions and he owns the restaurant.

We were introduced to Ken. He informed us that dinner is on him tonight. He seemed to pay a little too much attention to me as we talked. He was very flirty. But he’s kind of cute for an older man and I didn’t mind.

After Ken returned to his office, Kara told us how Paul came to be their master. It’s an astounding story. The most amazing part of the story for me is that their servitude started out to be involuntary. Now they give the impression they’d be devastated if it were to end. Glenn was embarrassed to admit it. But when pressed for a response he made it clear that he felt that way, too. It was obvious that he wasn’t just saying that to please someone. It was his honest opinion of their status as slaves.

By the time dinner was over I felt like I really knew these people. And I felt much closer to Jo and Kara.

After the table was cleared, Kara announced, “I’m going to go back to the office and pay Ken for dinner. Would you like to join me, Mouse? I think he likes you.”

I realized instantly what she was suggesting. I’m getting smarter very quickly. I turned to Gregg, smiled and said, “It’s up to my master.”

Gregg returned my smile and kissed me lovingly. Then he stood up and helped me out of the booth. Jo and Kara stood up and the three of us went to Ken’s tiny office at the end of a dark, narrow hallway just beyond the restrooms.

Kara tapped on his door and pushed it open. Ken looked up and Kara said, “We brought you a little something to repay you for that nice meal.”

She looked me in the eyes and it was clear to her that I was aware of what this is all about and that I have no objections. She winked at me and stepped back so that I could enter the room. She and Jo followed me in and closed the door behind them. They quickly undressed me while Ken sat at his desk and watched with a huge smile on his face.

I wasn’t wearing much. It wasn’t long before I was naked. Kara and Jo ran their hands over some of the more interesting parts of my body for a minute while Ken asked me how I came to be in the company of his kinky friends.

I explained that Gregg took me shopping at Jo’s store and bought me a rack full of sexy clothes, including the ones that had just been taken off of me. While I tried everything on in one of the changing booths with no door, Kara and Gregg talked and got much better acquainted when it looked like we had things in common.

Kara interrupted to explain that it was more than the many things we have in common that piqued her interest. She was attracted to both Gregg and me. Gregg is handsome and charming. But there’s something about me that she finds irresistible.

Ken was intrigued when he found out after a few probing questions that before meeting Gregg I was well on the road to being a spinster school teacher. When I told him that I’m a third grade teacher and that Gregg is the first man to ever have sex with me, and that it happened just last Saturday, Ken exhaled loudly and exclaimed, “Son of a bitch!”

He got up from his seat and came around his desk. He looked me in the eyes and asked, “And you’re really okay with this?!”

I smiled and nodded. That was all the reassurance he needed. He took me in his arms and while he kissed me and ran his hands over me I was aware that Jo and Kara were taking his pants off.

A moment later I felt his large, hard cock pressing against my belly. I grinned, ground my belly against his cock and asked, “Is that for me?”

He didn’t bother to answer. He gripped the back of my neck and gently but firmly pushed my head down. I started sucking on his cock eagerly. Kara dropped to her knees beside me. She teased his balls with one hand and played with one of my nipples with the other.

While I sucked on Ken’s cock she exclaimed, “You haven’t learned how to deepthroat yet! Would you like to? I can help. It hurts a little at first. But if you do it right it isn’t so bad. The guys really love it.”

I do want to. I’ve wanted to since I saw those women doing it at the party at Jan and Brad’s house. I thought about how wonderful it would be to be able to do that for Gregg. I’d do anything to make him happy. I mumbled that I wanted to learn without taking my mouth from Ken’s fat cock.

Kara leaned forward and lightly kissed my ear, sending shivers down my spine. Then she whispered, “It really is pretty easy if you know how. But don’t tell the guys that. There are two tricks you need to know.

“The first is that it really helps if you’re relaxed. Try not to be nervous. If you’re relaxed it just seems to happen much more easily.

“The other trick is that at the top of your stroke, just before you start taking his cock into your mouth, try to swallow. You won’t be able to. Or at least I can’t. Not with a cock in my mouth. But if you make the effort, your throat expects something to be coming down. It’s just like eating, but without your teeth. Guys don’t like it so much when you use your teeth.”

It may be hard to swallow with a cock in your mouth. But you can laugh. And I did at the way she was giving me instructions.

Relaxing was surprisingly easy. I like sucking cocks. I like it a lot. And I really want to learn how to do this for Gregg. So I wasn’t really nervous. After all, no one is forcing me. It’s all on me. If I don’t want to do it I don’t have to. And if I try it and decide it’s not for me I can stop.

I tried swallowing at the top of my next stroke and when I took Ken’s cock back into my mouth and it hit the back of my throat I was shocked. It didn’t go down my throat. But I didn’t gag! Gagging has been a really bad problem for me. I’m so glad to have found a way to put an end to that.

I tried twice more. I was starting to get frustrated. I couldn’t quite seem to force the head of his fat cock into my throat. But on the third attempt, Jo waited until I got to that point that I didn’t seem able to get beyond and she suddenly applied a gentle pressure to the back of my head. Before I had a chance to fight back I got the shock of my life. My lips were buried in Ken’s pubic hair and I had about two or three inches of his fat cock in my throat!

It hurt a little. But not much, not enough to discourage me. Jo helped me again on the next stroke and then on the third stroke she let me do it on my own. And I did!

I was so excited I screamed around Ken’s cock!

He groaned and pulled his cock away. I groaned in dismay and cried out, “No! I’m not done!”

In a lust crazed, husky voice he said, “Sorry, schoolmarm. I have to try that hot, tight little pussy of yours!”

He pulled me to my feet and bent me over his desk. I felt Jo helping him line his cock up so that he could get it inside of me. Meanwhile, Kara was bent over beside me again. She slid one hand under me and started teasing my pussy and playing with my clit. While she was doing that she kissed my face and my neck and my ear and in a quiet, sexy voice she said, “Very good, teacher! You make an excellent student. You liked that didn’t you? You’re a slut like Jo and me. You’re a red hot cunt who loves to be fucked and loves to suck cock. I bet you love to eat pussy, too. Don’t you?”

Ken had begun to slam his cock into me from behind. It felt wonderful. His cock is fat and hard and the way it’s stretching my pussy is awesome. What Kara’s doing with her fingers is making it even better.

I whispered breathlessly, “God yes! I can’t wait to eat your cunt!”

I turned my head and we kissed. She’s very good. I wouldn’t trade Gregg for her. But she certainly makes kissing a lot of fun.

We kissed for a few minutes and then she pulled back and whispered in my ear again, “I’m glad you’re a cunt eater. That’s going to make what we’re going to do tonight a lot easier for you.”

I might have asked what that was if I wasn’t out of my mind with lust. Right about then I lost control and started having a violent orgasm. I was just about to start screaming in ecstasy when she pulled my face back to hers and in the next second I had nearly two inches of her tongue in my mouth.

I felt my pussy clamp down on Ken’s cock. It was involuntary. I couldn’t help it. But he must have really enjoyed it. He mumbled something and I looked back to find that Jo was kissing him and reaching between his legs from behind. Whatever it is she’s doing back there it’s driving him crazy.

Ken finally stopped slamming into me and remained still for a moment with his cock buried deep inside of me. Several long, pleasant minutes passed before he pulled it free in slow motion. As soon as it came out of me, Jo bent down and began licking and sucking his cock clean.

I gasped in shock when Kara dropped to her knees behind me and did the same to me.

I didn’t expect it. It never occurred to me that anyone would do something like that. But it felt very, very nice. I rested for a minute, supporting myself on Ken’s desk with my weight resting on my elbows while I caught my breath and enjoyed what Kara was doing.

Finally she stood up. She popped me on the butt and said, “Come on, slut! You ain’t getting paid by the hour! We have places to go!”

I laughed and stood up. Jo was helping Ken get his pants back on. Kara held my skirt out and I put it on. Then I put my blouse on. We said goodbye to an exhausted Ken and went back out to our table.

We arrived just as Gregg finished telling Paul and Glenn all about us and how much I’ve changed in the last six days.

They stood up as soon as we returned and we went out to the parking lot. Gregg ordered me to ride with Paul. Jo got in the car with him.

I have no idea where we’re going and I don’t really care. I’m having a great time. And anyway, I was busy evaluating my feelings once more as Gregg drove away with another woman.

It happened at the party at Jan’s house, too. I didn’t feel threatened by it in the least when it happened. But later I wondered if that might be due to all of the Long Island iced tea I consumed that evening.

I’ve only had two small glasses of wine tonight. I’m relieved to discover that even sober I really don’t mind. It’s just fine with me if Gregg takes advantage of an opportunity to have a little fun with another woman. I know who he loves. And anyway, I still have traces of another man’s cum inside of me. I’m in no position to object if he gets lucky.







Chapter 25


Paul led me to his Town Car and held the door for me. I got in the back between him and Kara. Glenn drove. Before we were even out of the parking lot my blouse was unbuttoned and my skirt was up around my waist.

Paul and Kara both began to expertly work on my hard nipples with their mouths while their fingers met at my soaking wet pussy and worked in concert to drive me crazy. They kept it up for several minutes before Kara removed her lips from my breast and asked Paul, “Guess what new trick Mouse learned while we were in Ken’s office.”

I had an orgasm then. It was largely due to what they were doing. But I suspect that the implication of her words may have played a part as well.

Paul stopped working on my other nipple. They were both resting their cheeks on my breasts, their faces only inches apart when Paul asked, “What new trick did Mouse learn?”

Kara paused to nip at my nipple and said, “Aren’t these nipples amazing?! I love them!”

Then, without waiting for Paul to respond she said, “She learned how to take Ken’s cock into her throat. It seemed to come pretty easy to her, too. I was thinking that if she can do it for Ken, she can probably do it for you. Your cock isn’t that much bigger than his.”

His cock is bigger! Damn! Ken is very well hung! I had been very impressed. But it suddenly occurred to me that my throat feels just fine now. It had been a little sore at first. But now the slight pain I experienced from taking his fat cock into my throat is just a memory. I don’t see why I can’t handle Paul’s slightly larger cock. I’m certainly willing to try.

I reached down and wrapped my fingers around the hard bulge in Paul’s pants. I became instantly aware that it has already grown. It’s noticeably larger than when I first rested my hand there just minutes ago. It’s quite likely the largest cock I’ve yet encountered. But I’m game if he is.

I assume that both Jo and Kara do it for him. If it can be done then I don’t see why I shouldn’t be able to do it. Besides, after practicing on these two fat cocks it should be that much easier when I finally get to show Gregg my new trick.

Paul sat back and unfastened his pants. He lifted his ass off the seat and slid his pants and underwear down to his knees. I’ve been so distracted by the things these two people have been doing to my body and the orgasms they’re giving me that I’ve pretty much forgotten all about Glenn. It almost came as a surprise when, while I was waiting for Paul to get ready I glanced up and saw him smiling back at me in the rearview mirror.

I returned his smile. But my attention was quickly redirected. Karla went to her knees on the floor and together they repositioned me on my knees on the seat. My naked ass was pointing at the window and my face was in Paul’s lap.

I couldn’t see much down there in the dark. I could make out his long, fat, very hard cock, though. It certainly is impressive. I found myself wondering what it would feel like in my pussy. An excited shiver ran through me when it occurred to me that I’m almost certainly going to find out. Maybe not tonight, but someday soon. We’re getting along so well and having so much fun that I know the six of us will be getting together again.

Before I even started trying to please her master, Kara began to kiss the cheeks of my ass and I felt her hand moving between my thighs to play with my pussy. She may have thought that I needed the encouragement. But even though Paul seems to have the largest cock that I’ve taken in my mouth yet, I’m not worried.

I kissed his damp cockhead. The lubricant was really oozing out of him. I think he likes me! I licked it for a moment before pressing my lips against it and slowly sliding them part way down his sensitive shaft. He sat back and lightly teased my breast with one hand. I think I gained a little confidence when he didn’t try to force me. He watched with and amused expression on his face and let me work at my own pace.

I worked on the first four or five inches for a few minutes before I started using the trick that Kara taught me. It was noticeably more difficult with Paul’s cock. But after several abortive attempts I applied a little more force and the head of his cock suddenly slipped past the resistance and into my throat.

Once again it happened so suddenly that it surprised me. The act was accompanied by some very unladylike noises, but I slid my mouth all the way down and paused with my lips wrapped around the base of his fat cock for a moment before slowly withdrawing.

When his cock slipped into my throat he gasped in pleasure and when I took the entire shaft into my throat he gently squeezed my breast and exclaimed, “Outstanding! It’s almost impossible to believe that you were a virgin six days ago!”

I moaned around his cock but I kept working on it and with each attempt it became easier. He watched me for several minutes before he guided my hand to his balls and said, “Play with my balls. I like that. It won’t take as long to get me off.”

Surprisingly, I wasn’t in a hurry. But if he is, that’s fine, too. I began teasing his large, hairy balls with my fingertips. I’ve been so engrossed in satisfying his very impressive cock that I’ve forgotten all about Kara. As my efforts became more routine and I adjusted to having a large cock in my throat I started to take notice of the pleasure that she was causing me.

This whole scenario was turning me on. The idea of riding in the back seat of a car sucking the cock of a man I just met while a woman I hardly know plays with my all but naked body and her husband watches us in the rearview mirror; even my crazy imagination never envisioned a scenario like this!

I was still sucking Paul’s cock when the car pulled off the road and parked. I didn’t stop what I was doing, though. Not even when the back door opened, the dome light came on and I saw Gregg and Jo standing in the open door watching us.

I heard Gregg exclaim, “Son of a bitch!”

There was a pause and then he asked in almost a whisper, of Jo I think, “Doesn’t that hurt?”

Jo whispered back, “A little, when you first start doing it. But she was a natural. She wanted to learn so that she could do it for you.”

I don’t remember telling anyone that. But it’s the truth. And judging from the note of awe in his voice, he’s really impressed.

After a couple more minutes, Paul moaned and said, “I’m ready to cum. Finish me off with your hand, Mouse.”

I drew back until just the head of his cock was in my mouth and began to masturbate him rapidly until my mouth was full of his hot cum and his cock started to slowly deflate in my mouth. I stopped pumping his cock but held it in my hand and swallowed carefully. Then I waited patiently while his cock slowly went back to sleep. I kissed it gently before I sat back up.

I smiled proudly at Gregg. He smiled back but he was obviously concerned when he asked, “Are you okay?”

I nodded my head and replied, “Once Kara told me the secret it really wasn’t that difficult. Oh damn! I’m sorry! I wasn’t supposed to tell you that!

“Oh well. I can’t wait to show you. Or did Jo spoil it for me?”

He grinned and said, “You know we have that honking big armrest in our car. No baby. I’m still hot and horny. I’m saving myself for you.”

I smiled and said, “I wouldn’t mind if you did it with her. I’d like to be your first, though. She’s right. I wanted to learn so that I can please you.”

Gregg leaned in the car and kissed me. He looked me right in the eye and said, “You always please me, Mouse. But I have to give you credit for having that much courage.”

Gregg straightened up and I finally looked around. The first thing I noticed is that Jo and Gregg aren’t the only ones watching me. There are three men standing off to the side taking in the strange scene we presented and ogling my nearly naked body. Finally I looked at the building behind them. We were parked in front of a strip club!

I looked around to see if it was just a coincidence. Nope! It looks like we’re going to a strip club! Paul was watching my face. He grinned and said, “Yeah. That’s where we’re going. We come here fairly often. Jo and Kara have a lot of fans here. The guys love the shows they put on.”

Maybe they’re just going to let me watch?

Judging from the smile on his face, Gregg must have been able to read my mind. He reached down and offered me his hand. As he helped me out of the car he said in a teasing voice, “Don’t be jealous, Mouse. I’m sure that they’ll love you, too.”

I was so … I’m not sure what I was! I was a strange combination of scared and excited. Just the thought of going into a place like this where women entertain large numbers of strange men by undressing, by baring their bodies to excite them is frightening, and incredibly arousing.

Gregg leaned down, kissed my forehead and said, “I love you, Mouse. And I love that look on you. You are so fucking sexy. But don’t you think you should get dressed?”

I came to my senses and looked down. My skirt was still around my waist. My blouse was hanging open exposing my breasts to the men standing nearby who were still watching in obvious amusement.

I moaned in embarrassment and shucked my skirt back down into place. I took my time buttoning my blouse. It didn’t really matter. It’s so sheer that it doesn’t really conceal anything. I felt like the whole town was standing around watching me get dressed as I tucked it in.

By the time I was more or less decent the others in our little group were standing around me watching, ready to go inside.

Paul led the way. Right behind him was Gregg, then Jo. Kara and I were next, walking hand in hand. Quiet, subservient little Glenn brought up the rear.

As soon as Paul pushed the door open we were hit by a blast of uncomfortably loud dance music. The others didn’t even seem to notice but it was so loud that it hurt my ears. It occurred to me that out of our group I’m undoubtedly the only person who has never before been in a place where there was dancing, much less a strip club. I’ve never been to a club of any kind!

We stepped inside and paused to look around. Although they apparently have a decent ventilation system the strong smell of cigarette smoke permeated the air and made me want to gag.

I was quickly distracted by the naked woman dancing, if you can call what she was doing dancing, on the small stage on the other side of the room. The place was pretty crowded. The large audience consisted entirely of men. Circulating through the room wearing only the briefest of thongs were half a dozen women delivering drinks and flirting with the men.

Undulating female flesh caught my eye as I scanned the room. I turned to look and I saw a woman giving a man a lap dance a couple of tables away from where we were standing. I know about lap dances, of course. I’ve heard of them. Now I know what they look like. An all but naked woman was sitting in a man’s lap, rubbing her body against him as if she was trying to jerk him off with her entire body.

Paul spotted an empty table near the stage and made his way through the room. Men were calling out to Kara and Jo by name as we squeezed between the tables, following Paul to our table. The girls smiled and eagerly returned the often obscene greetings. They obviously enjoy the attention they’re receiving from their many ardent fans.

As we passed through the crowd, hands frequently reached out and grabbed at both women. Not only were they not offended, they encouraged it! I was forced to stop several times while one or the other of them bent down and kissed a customer or paused to allow him to reach up under her skirt. I was both amused and amazed that both women knew the names of more than a few of the men we encountered and seemed genuinely happy to see them again.

The men all looked me over and a few said hello to me as I stood waiting for our little trio to move on. I just nodded in reply. I was in total shock. I’m standing in a strip joint!!

We only just sat down at the two small tables that Paul and Gregg found and pulled together when one of the nearly naked women came up to us and delivered their drinks. I guess they really are regulars! They didn’t even order anything!

Everyone greeted the waitress warmly and she took our order. Gregg ordered for both of us.

I watched the woman on stage out of the corner of my eye. I’ve probably wondered what places like this are like inside; what the women do to entertain the men. I’ve seen scenes from movies that were filmed in strip clubs. But I’ve never actually seen a woman undulate quite like that before. Not in real life. She was totally naked, caressing her tits and moving her hips as if to meet the thrusts of an imaginary lover’s cock.

I was too embarrassed to look directly at her. The loud music finally stopped after several more minutes. She gathered up a few dollar bills from the floor of the stage and pulled a few more from her garter. She picked up the tiny bits of fabric that must have been the costume she was wearing when she stepped out on stage and she calmly walked off through a dark curtain in the back. The audience hardly seemed to notice she was gone.

A minute later I spotted her hurrying to our table in a thong with a huge smile on her face. She hugged Jo and Kara like long lost friends. I couldn’t hear what they were saying over the loud music. But they looked over at me several times as they huddled together talking excitedly.

Our drinks arrived. I don’t know what Gregg ordered for me. It was fruity and delicious. If it has alcohol in it I can’t taste it. I took a few sips and started to relax. After a few minutes I noticed that either the music has been turned down slightly, unlikely, or I’m slowly becoming inured to it.

A large man came over after a few minutes and leaned over to talk with Paul. After a minute or two he escorted Paul and Gregg out of the room. While the men were out of the room another dancer took to the stage in a costume that I’m not sure I can describe. But long before the first number ended she was naked so it doesn’t really matter.

She danced through two more numbers and I watched as men came up to the edge of the stage to offer her a tip. Each time a man approached she danced closer to the edge so that they could take their time slipping dollar bills into her garter. Usually their aim looked pretty poor. But she didn’t seem to mind. Actually, she hardly seemed to notice.

Gregg and Paul returned to the table. Paul yelled something in Kara’s ear. She smiled and nodded. After that we all watched the dancer for a few minutes. Gregg sat beside me with his hand on my thigh. His little finger came to rest in my moist slit. I couldn’t help but notice that his touch there made the show a little more interesting.

I sipped my drink and continued to loosen up. I stopped trying to hide my curiosity. I doubt if I was fooling anyone. I turned and devoted my full attention to the woman up on stage removing her costume and dancing around naked for the entertainment of all these men.

I couldn’t help but wonder what it must be like. Not so much what it’s like for them now. By now these women probably go out on stage and perform their dances mechanically. They’re probably up there thinking about their utility bills or some movie they want to see; anything but the fact that they’re naked in front of a room full of horny men. But what must it be like when they go out on that stage for the very first time?

I can’t even imagine what would go through a woman’s mind. Almost from the moment a female gets out of diapers it’s drummed into her that she must protect her modesty. Now, after a lifetime of protecting their modesty these women are removing all of their clothing to entertain and to incite lust in a room full of strange men.

The concept of standing on that raised stage with all these men watching while you undress, baring your body completely, should have been offensive to me. It’s patently demeaning.

They don’t just stand there naked, either. They dance around, pausing occasionally to let any man with a dollar in his hand touch them. I can’t imagine anything more humiliating.

And yet the idea of going up there on that stage and dancing in the nude for what must be nearly one hundred and fifty men in this surprisingly crowded club, most of whom are probably at least half drunk, the idea of subjecting myself to that sort of humiliation is making my skin crawl with excitement.

Halfway through the third song in the current stripper’s act, Jo and Kara got to their feet and pulled me out of my chair. My legs were shaking as they led me through the room and down a dark hallway. I couldn’t help but notice a change come over the audience when they saw us walking toward the hallway. They started to become more alert and sit up in their seats.

The stripper that came to our table and greeted Jo and Kara so warmly after her stint on stage met us at the entrance to the hallway. She led us to a door at the end of the hallway with a security lock on it. We waited until she punched four numbers into it and the door opened. The room beyond the locked door was a dressing room. It was empty at the moment. All the women were waiting on tables or doing lap dances.

The volume of the music was much more reasonable in the dressing room. We were finally able to talk. I was introduced to Gina. She, Jo and Kara are obviously very good friends. As soon as the introductions were over, Jo and Kara began to undress.

I waited for someone to tell me what to do. Just a few minutes ago the idea of going out on that stage and undressing for the entertainment of all those men had struck me as terrifying, but appealing. And from the things Kara and Jo said earlier I have a pretty good idea that I’m being brought back here for just that reason. But now that it looks like it’s actually happening I’m terrified. I’m feeling more than a little breathless and I’m not certain that I can actually do this.

No one has yet given me any idea about what’s going to happen; what’s going to be required of me. That didn’t change. The other three women talked among themselves for a few minutes, catching up the way friends do.

I stood nearby trying to catch my breath and listening until Kara turned to me and asked me a few personal questions. She reviewed what I already told them about myself at dinner and in the car before I had Paul’s cock in my mouth and could no longer speak. It was all very personal information. I couldn’t help but wonder why she’s asking.

But I didn’t ask why she wants to know. I answered every personal question she asked. I heard my voice shaking when I answered her questions. I had only the vaguest of suspicions about what’s going to happen next. I was way beyond nervous. But I dutifully answered every question. I was painfully aware that I was behaving as though I were just another docile little slave girl.

She smiled, squeezed my hand reassuringly and said, “Relax, Mouse! You’re going to have a ball. I know it’s scary at first. But once you get past the fear it’s a pure adrenalin rush. Don’t worry about a thing. We’ll handle everything.”

I’m not exactly sure what it is that they’re going to handle. But I can’t do anything about the fear. I’d have been terrified if I were about to stand up in public to address a lady’s garden club. But this! I’m going to be a stripper?!!

The music finally came to a stop and there was blessed silence. The dancer who had been on stage came strolling back through the curtain as casually as if she was walking through the park. She held her costume in one hand and a small wad of bills in the other. She smiled and said hello to Jo and Kara. They introduced her to me but I couldn’t tell you her name now if my life depended on it.

I nodded nervously. I didn’t trust my voice to speak.

Jo and Kara looked at me. They must have seen the terror in my eyes. Kara said, “Take a deep breath,” and then she and Jo smiled at each other. They each took one of my arms and, naked as the day they were born, they began to lead me, still fully dressed, out onto the stage.

I allowed them to pull me along until just before we reached the curtain that led out onto the stage. It suddenly occurred to me that I can’t do this. I can’t dance! I’ve only ever danced in the privacy of my bedroom in front of my mirror!

Jo and Kara came to a stop when I did. They turned to look at me and I whispered, “I can’t dance!”

They smiled and Jo said, “Not a problem.”

Not for them maybe! But it sure as hell is for me! They began leading me out onto the stage again and this time, despite my mounting terror I allowed it to happen.

As soon as the men saw us a loud cheer went up. The room filled with shrill whistles and a torrent of obscene comments. We continued walking straight ahead until we stood at the front center of the stage. We came to a stop and stood there, waiting until the noise died down. That was when Kara yelled a friendly but very obscene greeting to the men.

The audience roared. They were so loud it startled me.

I looked out over what seemed like an endless sea of horny men of every description. But I seemed blissfully unable to focus on any one man. They were just a blur to me. They were just a large, intimidating group of anonymous men. I was more aware of the incredibly loud sound of my heart beating. I thought Jo and Kara must surely be able to hear it. There was no doubt in my mind that I was going to faint at any second.

Kara stood there as if she didn’t even know she was naked and waited a moment, smiling enthusiastically and obviously enjoying the attention. When the audience finally calmed down and got quiet again she said, “Awww, that’s sweet! I’ve missed you guys, too.

“As you can see, Jo and I brought a friend with us tonight. Her name is Amanda, but everyone calls her Mouse. She’s a twenty-three year old third grade teacher and up until last Saturday morning she was an honest to god virgin.”

There was an excited murmur from the crowd. When it died down, Kara continued, “Since then, Mouse has met a nice man and after a whirlwind courtship she has become engaged. To celebrate, we brought her here so that you can enjoy a kind of coming out party for her. I know you’re going to love her.

She chuckled and added, “I already have.”

She hasn’t really. Not yet. There’s been some touching and kissing, just foreplay really. But I don’t suppose that’s important here and now.

The audience was amused. I suppose that’s what matters.

“As always, we’ll bring her around later in case anyone enjoys our little show and wants to give us a tip.”

There was another round of loud applause accompanied by more obscene comments. Then the lights dimmed slightly. Instead of the raucous dance music to which the previous dancers all performed I heard soft, sensuous jazz begin to play. Jo and Kara turned to me and began to kiss me and run their hands over my body.

The audience had suddenly gone silent. I looked out at them now and with a clarity born of terror I could see every eye in the room watching us. But I quickly forgot all about the men. I closed my eyes while the two beautiful, naked women standing beside me began to separate me from my inhibitions.

They kissed me on both sides of my face at the same time. I quickly started turning my head back and forth between them, returning their kisses, meeting their soft, warm lips with my own while their hands continued to caress me through my clothing.

I almost laughed out loud when it suddenly occurred to me that once the lights dimmed and our show began my first major response wasn’t the terror of being undressed on this stage for the amusement of the audience but relief that I wasn’t going to have to dance in public! I’ve only danced alone in my house in front of a mirror and I certainly never practiced dancing like an erotic dancer. I don’t know what I would have done if they wanted me to dance with them. It could have been so embarrassing.

The kissing and the caressing were nice. But I didn’t get to hide behind my clothing for long. Suddenly my inability to dance was the least of my problems. The two women worked together, slowly removing my blouse. Even though it’s sheer and conceals nothing, the bizarre reality of standing in front of all these people with my breasts uncovered was terrifying, and incredibly erotic!

With my blouse out of the way they caressed my naked skin, teasing my nipples and quickly raising the level of passion. I honestly don’t remember my skirt coming off. One moment it was there and the next it was just gone! I must have stepped out of it. But my lust fogged brain apparently didn’t even notice.

Kara took me in her arms when I was all but naked. She turned me to face her and pressed her body against mine while we kissed with increasing passion. Jo pressed her naked body against me from behind. She kissed my neck and my shoulder while both of them continued to explore my body with their hands.

I was almost at the point of falling to my knees when Jo stepped back and slowly peeled my thong off, leaving me completely naked in front of all those men. I felt all those eyes crawling over my body and I knew that I would remember fondly the excitement I experienced this night for as long as I live.

Jo moved away and spread a soft blanket on the floor at the very front edge of the stage. As soon as the blanket was in place, Kara led me to the edge of the stage and helped me to lie down. They stretched out on either side of me and I could no longer control myself when they resumed kissing me and touching me in all of those intimate, sensitive places.

I was more or less aware that a large number of men were on their feet and crowding around the stage. They’re so close I can almost feel the heat from their bodies! But I honestly didn’t care at that moment. Our gentle lovemaking continued for several minutes. I can actually hear the labored breathing and an occasional lustful moan from the men crowded around the stage!

I’m aware of them. I’m excited by the idea that they’re gathered around, watching every intimate move we make and by the knowledge that they all must have erections in their pants! They want us. They want to touch us. They want to fuck us! As many of the hundred and fifty men in the audience as possibly could squeeze in have gathered around the stage wishing that they could pierce our bodies with their erect cocks!

Kara suddenly stopped kissing me and before I could control my lust, my need, I cried out, “No! Please don’t stop!”

She smiled and said, “Be patient, little Mouse. This is just the warm up, just foreplay.”

She turned around so that her hip was near my head and her head near my hip. She stretched out on her back and guided me up onto her body. I calmed down when I realized what she had in mind. I was on top of her in the well known sixty-nine position. We were so close to the edge of the stage that I would have worried about rolling off if all those men weren’t pressed up against it.

We immediately began to feast on each other’s hot, juicy cunts. I should have been humiliated beyond belief. I’m naked, on a stage, performing a lurid sex act with another woman for the entertainment of all those men. But for some reason embarrassment is the last thing I felt.

For just a moment I thought that this is probably as good as life can get. But I was premature. Jo wasn’t about to be left out. She worked her way up between my legs and while Kara continued to eat my pussy, Jo spread the cheeks of my ass apart and began licking me back there!

I lost it then. I screamed loudly and came so hard that I almost passed out. It seemed like a long time before I was finally able to return my mouth to Kara’s streaming pussy. I’ve never felt anything so incredible in my life! Space and time began to lose all meaning for me.

I almost laughed when for the briefest of moments I had the presence of mind to recall the thought that has been flitting through my brain so often lately. Every time I turn around I seem to be experiencing a new ultimate sexual experience.

This particular incredibly erotic experience went on for … god! I have no idea how long! Time could no longer be measured. I only knew that I never wanted it to end. But then, as unimaginable as it may seem, it got even better. First one and then more and more of the men who were pressed up against the stage began to reach in and explore our bodies with their large, rough, sweaty hands.

Their hands worked their way between our bodies and I felt them squeezing my tits and Kara’s. Male hands replaced Jo’s holding the cheeks of my ass apart. Hands moved over my back and gently touched my face and neck. Fingers worked their way through my hair. I felt more hands caressing my legs. I have no idea how many men were touching my naked body. It was as though I were experiencing the most erotic wet dream ever!

Kara and I were both screaming into each other’s pussy now. We’re both experiencing one orgasm right after another. It went on and on until I thought I would lose my mind.

But finally I felt Jo straighten up and all the strange, male hands were slowly withdrawn. I felt bad about that. My body missed them!

Kara stopped eating me out and I finally rolled off of her and lay limp at her side, panting but unable to catch my breath. We remained like that, gasping for air for several long moments.

But that was only the first act. The show wasn’t over yet!

Kara moved out of the way and Jo stretched out on top of me with her drooling pussy right in my face. My jaw was tired. But I didn’t care. I instantly started eating her pretty pussy as she ground her mound into my face and started eating me out just as expertly as Kara just did.

I became aware of movement near my head. I opened my eyes to see Kara smiling down at me. She lowered her face to Jo’s ass and we started all over again.

As soon as we started eating each other, the men’s hands returned. We went on and on in that strange tableau until Jo screamed loudly and went limp on top of me. I didn’t realize that she had actually passed out until I felt her starting to come around again!

I opened my eyes to see Kara sitting up. She still had that brilliant smile on her beautiful face. A small army of men were still groping her body freely.

Jo finally came to her senses and rolled off of me. She whispered, “Sorry! Fuck me! That was fucking amazing!”

I smiled weakly and nodded in complete agreement.

Kara finally got to her feet and helped Jo to stand. Then both of them helped me up. I almost couldn’t stand on my own. My entire body was still vibrating with pleasure.

I looked over the heads of the men who were still crowded around the stage until I located Gregg. He and Paul were on their feet joining the rest of the audience in a standing ovation. Our eyes met and we smiled lovingly at each other.

My co-stars took a bow, straightened up and then bowed again. I joined them the second time. They waved affectionately at the men in the audience and then took me by the arms and started to lead me off stage. I stopped after a few steps and exclaimed, “Wait! My clothes!”

Kara smiled and said, “Don’t worry. Gina will get them and bring them to the table later.”

We went through the curtain into the dressing room and collapsed into the nearest chairs. No one spoke for a few minutes. Finally Kara exclaimed, “Fuck me! That was the hottest show yet!”

Jo moaned quietly and smiled. She couldn’t talk yet.

Just then the door opened and Gina came in carrying a tray with four drinks on it.

She joined us and as we sipped those delicious fruity drinks she gushed about how exciting our show had been. She made them promise to let her join them the next time. She gulped down her drink and stood up. She looked down, shook her head and said, “Look at that! Look what you did to me!”

We turned to see what she was complaining about. There was a large wet spot on her tiny thong. She shook her head and slid her sexy uniform down off her hips and stepped out of it. She wiped her pussy with a towel, shivering as the towel passed over her mound. She grinned and shook her head.

She exclaimed, “Damn! I can’t believe how turned on I am right now!”

She went over to a small overnight bag, pulled out a clean thong and put it on.

When she was back in a clean uniform she exclaimed, “That was the hottest fucking show I’ve ever seen! You girls outdid yourselves tonight!”

Then she said something about having to get back to work and left the room.

Kara got up and looked around for a minute. She finally found what she was looking for. She came over to me and placed a leather dog collar around my neck. I didn’t resist. Why would I? Looking in the mirror I thought it looked hot. But I looked at her questioningly.

She smiled and said, “We’re going to circulate through the club now and work the crowd for tips. The guys get a kick out of the dog collar and leash. We use it after almost every show.”

She helped me to my feet and wrapped her arms around me. We kissed again, briefly. Then she smiled and said, “I’m so glad that you came to the store and we got to meet you.”

She glanced at her friend, laughed quietly and said, “If she could talk, Jo would tell you that she is, too.”

She caressed my cheek and said, “We’ll have to do this again sometime. Did you enjoy it?”

I grinned sheepishly. I did. I loved it! I nodded and said, “A lot of exciting things have happened to me in the past week. But this… !

“I would have loved doing what we just did in private. But I can’t believe how much more exciting it was to do it on stage while being groped by all of those men! That was incredible! I love being a slut!”

Jo laughed and finally found her voice. She said, “We do, too. Kara started it. I think she’s a carrier. Women around her seem to catch it from her.”

Kara laughed and replied, “Yeah, Jo. Corrupting you was a real challenge. Entire minutes of planning and scheming went into it.”

She turned to me and said, “All I did was show her Ken’s cock at the steakhouse one evening and suddenly she’s a bigger slut than I am!”

They hugged lovingly. It’s obvious that they’re extremely fond of each other. They smiled at each other, took a few deep breaths and Kara turned to me and asked, “Are you ready?”

I wasn’t entirely certain that I was. I’m getting nervous all over again. But I can’t stay in here forever. I nodded and they led me to the door. As we walked down the dark hallway and out into the crowded club in the nude Kara explained that the money we collect will be split up and shared by all the girls who work here. We don’t do it for the money. We wouldn’t want to lose our amateur standing.

I asked if they aren’t worried about getting arrested.

Kara grinned wryly and explained, “There are a couple of old cops who hang out here every night. This place must be their entire fucking life. I assume that they’re retired but I’m not actually certain of that. David, the owner, gives them a few bucks and plenty of free drinks. They get to fuck one of the dancers every night. In exchange they keep the vice cops away and handle any of the customers who get a little carried away. That would be fine except that they’ve taken a liking to me and whenever we come in they usually insist on fucking me unless we can get out of here before they get around to it.

“I don’t mind, I guess. Not really. When I get off that stage I’m usually horny enough to fuck just about anything. Like now, for instance.”

And then it began. Kara and Jo led me to every table in the room. I stood before and was groped once more by every man in the audience. They also groped Jo and Kara freely.

During that groping, most of them managed to work bills of various denominations up into our still very wet pussies. Twice as we circulated through the room, Jo took the money from us, added it to her own handful and took it over to our table. Then she rejoined us as we continued to work the room.

I was often pulled down into the laps of the men who were groping me. They explored my tits and my pussy and kissed me for a few seconds before Kara pulled me free of their lustful embraces. It wouldn’t have been so bad if most of them didn’t stink so badly of beer and cigarettes. The groping was actually quite exciting.

It took us more than an hour to visit every table in the room. We finally worked our way back to our table. By then I was exhausted. But before we could sit down and drink the fresh drinks that were waiting for us we had one more task to take care of. Kara removed my dog collar and said, “I have to go take care of the cops. Jo is going to take you into the back so that Dave can fuck you. Then we’re done for the night.”

I was exhausted. But, although I would have preferred that I do this with Gregg, I wasn’t upset about the prospect of having a nice hard cock inside of me. After walking around totally naked and being felt up by all of these men for the last hour I could use a good fuck.

Before we left for the back, Gregg informed me that the tip money we collected had come to fourteen hundred and fifty-two dollars. I was pretty impressed. I found out later that was less than half of the biggest haul they’ve ever made. But I was still pretty proud of myself. And it gave me a goal to shoot for when we come back.

He gave the money, the collar and the leash to Gina. Gina led Jo and me back to Dave’s office. He was expecting us. When we entered his office he was already naked from the waist down. His pants were on a nearby chair. He was leaning back against the front of his desk with a hard on as Jo led me across his office.

I stopped for a moment when I noticed that I could see Kara through a window in the back wall. She was on her hands and knees on a daybed that was pushed right up against the wall under the glass. The cops were fucking her roughly, one in her pussy and the other in her mouth and throat. They were so close that if the glass had not been there I could have reached out and touched them. I watched one of those fat cocks going in and out of her pussy for a few seconds before Jo turned me back to Dave.

He was grinning at me and the lust on his face was obvious. I was a little surprised at that. I would have expected that someone who owns a place like this would be much too jaded to be that turned on.

He shook his head in amazement and repeated what seems to be the popular view, “That was the hottest show yet! Hell! That was better than the shows we had out back!”

I didn’t know what he was talking about and I didn’t have a lot of time to think about it. He pushed himself away from his desk and with no kissing, no groping, no foreplay of any kind, he pushed me down over his desk. I spread my legs in anticipation and he rammed his cock into me. I grunted from the force of his penetration. But it didn’t hurt. My pussy was wet and more than ready.

I leaned down a little farther and rested my head on my arms. Then I relaxed and enjoyed the violent fucking. I might normally have closed my eyes under these circumstances and concentrated on the pleasant feeling of being on the receiving end of a good fuck. But I could see the two cops still raping Kara in the next room. I couldn’t see their cocks entering her body from this angle. I could just see enough of her to know that she was there between them while they slammed their cocks into her with violent strokes much like the club owner was using on me. Spying on them like this while getting raped was pretty exciting.

While Dave was fucking me he had one arm around Jo. He was groping her while he fucked me. He kept moaning and calling us nasty names. Jo was holding onto him and running her hands over his body while he fucked me. I was quickly building to yet another wonderful and much needed orgasm.

Just before I came I had the strangest thought. I wished desperately that my parents could see me now. And then I heard myself yelling obscenities as I enjoyed one last extremely satisfying orgasm.

Dave backed away after a minute and stood still. Jo gently lifted me off of the desk and guided me to my knees. She joined me and together we licked and sucked Dave’s slimy cock until it was clean.

He helped us to our feet when we were finished cleaning him and slapped us both on the butt. He thanked us and told us to tell Paul and Gregg that the DVD will be ready on Monday.

DVD?! What DVD?!

We went back out and joined the others. I gulped down the drink that was waiting for me and excused myself to go to the ladies room and clean up. When I returned, everyone else was dressed and ready to go. They stood around and along with half the men in the club they watched me getting back into the little bit of clothing I was wearing when I walked in. It was sort of a reverse strip show. We left as soon as I was dressed.

In the sublime quiet of the parking lot we stopped and talked for a few minutes. We all agreed enthusiastically that we had a very good time. Since our upcoming schedule is so unsettled we can’t really make any plans. Gregg told Paul that once we’re settled in and ready he’ll give them a call. He’s anxious to see the movies that Paul told him about.

We said goodnight with a lot of hugs and kisses and then Gregg and I got in the Jag and went home. I checked the clock on the dash and was shocked to see that it was only a few minutes before ten! I would have guessed that it was well after midnight!

We held hands as he drove us home. We hardly spoke after he asked me if I’m okay and I assured him that I’m far more than okay. It has been one hell of a week. I experienced things that I never even dreamed of. And over the years I’ve dreamed of quite a lot of strange and wonderful things.

Gregg parked at our apartment building and we got out of the car. But instead of rushing inside so that I could fuck his brains out, Gregg leaned me down over the hood of the car, lifted my skirt up, jerked my thong down below my ass and fucked me right there in the parking lot with cars going by and people walking back to their apartments from the pool.

I don’t know how he knew. But it was just the right thing to do! Despite all the orgasms I enjoyed this evening, I came twice in the short amount of time that passed before my extremely aroused fiancé climaxed inside of me.

It wasn’t until afterward, when I was bent over and sucking his messy cock clean that I remembered that I hadn’t had a chance to show him my new trick!

I stood up quickly and he laughed when he saw my face. After a few seconds he asked, “What?! What’s wrong?”

I said, “I was supposed to suck your cock! I wanted to show you my new trick!”

He took me in his arms and said, “We have a lifetime. I think it’s fantastic that you would do that for me. But I don’t have a single complaint about the way you sucked my cock the first time. Mouse, don’t ever hurt yourself to please me. Not ever. It’s never going to be what I want.”

I almost had another orgasm when he said that with so much love in his voice. But I still can’t wait to show him what I can do.

We went to bed as soon as we got upstairs. We were lying in bed in the dark when Gregg said, “You scared the hell out of John today. When he picked me up after work he stopped me as I was getting in the car and told me about your conversation. He was scared to death that I was going to hear him call you Mouse and get him fired.”

I asked, “What did you say to him?”

Just as serious as could be he said, “I fired him of course!”

I started to sit up when it dawned on me that he was pulling my leg. What can I say? I was tired.

I settled back down in his arms and when he stopped laughing he said, “I told him that he has my sympathy. And I told him that as long as he doesn’t call you bitch I’m not going to get involved.”

I asked, “You aren’t upset are you?”

“No. I imagine that once he gets over the trauma of dealing with you I’ll see if I can’t get him to stop calling me sir and Mr. Collins. I keep looking around to see what my father is doing there.”




Friday was unremarkable except for two things. As soon as my classroom emptied out at lunchtime six men came in. Each was carrying two dozen long stemmed red roses.

I sat through lunch, almost overwhelmed by the scent of a gross of red roses. I scrambled to find enough things to stick that many roses in and keep them watered. I noticed several people peeking in curiously before the bell rang. They didn’t come in and speak. But apparently word of six men loaded down with roses, all for one woman, had spread quickly.

The second thing that I think is worth mentioning is that after we returned from dinner at my first Mexican restaurant I finally gave Gregg his first deepthroat blowjob. It was almost effortless. His more normally proportioned cock slid down into my throat easily and he enjoyed it so much that he came in less than five minutes, which was kind of disappointing for me.

He tried to go down on me to return the favor but I held onto him and said, “Not tonight, baby. I’m exhausted. And I must be several dozen orgasms ahead of you by now. Make it up to me tomorrow.”







Chapter 26


One of the few meals we had on hand when the contents of our two refrigerators were combined was bacon and eggs. I made us a nice breakfast in the morning and then we sat out on the balcony until it was time to go meet our decorator at the new house.

We stopped at the sales office and picked up a key. The title search isn’t finished yet. But we don’t anticipate a problem. It’s just a formality designed to put money in the hands of lawyers. Houses all around ours have made it through title search. Since we don’t anticipate any problems, Gregg informed the sales agent that we’ll be keeping the key and giving it to our decorator so that the house will be ready once the formalities are completed.

The agent had no problem with that. He even offered to allow us to move in as soon as the decorator is finished, even if the paperwork hasn’t been completed.

We drove over to Jan’s house and went inside. She wasn’t dressed yet. But that’s probably because she almost never wears clothes in her house. We sipped on a glass of ice water and waited for Mike to show up.

It seems strange to be hiring the son of Gregg’s boss to decorate our home. But having seen what a wonderful job he did decorating Jan’s house I have no doubt that there’s no one better for the job.

Mike showed up shortly after we arrived. It was amusing to watch him and Jan coming together like great friends. The gay guy and the beautiful naked woman in a bear hug! They were both totally at ease.

We were introduced to Mike. Before we went to see the house we had a cold, non-alcoholic beverage and some preliminary conversation about our tastes at Jan’s house. Chaz finally showed up. I’d forgotten that she demanded to be there so that she could see our new house.

I can’t help watching these people interacting with each other and getting a warm feeling from their obviously genuine affection for each other. Even more obvious, and more touching, is the fact that they have readily welcomed me into their extended family! These beautiful, warm, intelligent people consider me, the mouse, to be one of them, a welcome addition to their group!

It’s a new experience for me. I suspect that it will be a long time before I don’t get choked up just thinking about being a welcome member of this loving group of close friends.

I’ve met Chaz only once and Jan only twice. Admittedly they turned into very intimate meetings. But these people have accepted Gregg and me into their midst without reservation and I now enjoy a feeling of belonging that I’ve never experienced before.

Jan finally got dressed after Chaz showed up. We decided to walk to our new home since it’s less than two blocks and it’s such a beautiful day. This is the kind of day people are referring to when they speak of a halcyon day. There’s not a cloud in the sky. Birds are singing and squirrels are scampering around as if they own the planet. We’re a small group of friends who are enjoying being with each other and our mood perfectly matches the weather.

As I said, it’s only a little less than two blocks to our new home. But they’re long blocks. The smallest lot here is ten acres. We walked at a leisurely pace and enjoyed some pleasant conversation on the way.

While we were walking, Chaz closed in and began walking beside me. She took my hand in hers and we exchanged warm smiles. But we didn’t speak. We just walked together and enjoyed being close, like good friends.

I experienced that warm feeling I always seem to get from these wonderful people, the feeling of being wanted and loved and accepted. It’s a feeling I never experienced before I met Gregg. Once again I found myself having to fight back the tears of joy. I wanted to yell at these people, all of them. I wanted to thank them for making me feel this way.

But I don’t want to get locked up so I struggled to act sane.

We arrived at our new home and we stood at the end of the driveway. We stood in silence and looked at it for a moment. Mike said, “That’s not a house. That’s what’s known as ‘A Magnificent Edifice.’ You have excellent taste.”

Gregg chuckled and responded, “That might be true if we designed the house. Unfortunately, we can only be accused of recognizing excellent taste in others. That’s why we want you to decorate and furnish it. We love what you did for Brad and Jan.

“We don’t want you to make our house look exactly like theirs. But we want that warm, comfortable feeling that you get when you enter their home. We don’t want a showplace, just a comfortable home.”

I couldn’t have said it better myself. I stood there looking at that beautiful home and trying to convince myself that I wasn’t dreaming. This is Saturday morning. Almost to the hour it was only one week ago, one week ago today that Gregg came into my life and turned it upside down. I’m no longer a mouse, and before he came along I truly was a terrified, lonely little mouse. Now I’m Mouse. Now there is love in my life and there are friends in my life and I want for nothing.

Once more I felt the tears welling up. I couldn’t fight it any longer. I turned to Gregg, leaned against his chest and whispered, “Thank you for changing my life.”

I knew that the others were watching us as Gregg took me in his arms and held me. But that’s okay. They’re a part of my life now. They’re my friends and they’re happy for me. I’m not embarrassed for anyone to know how much I love Gregg and how much I owe him for the changes he has brought about in me and in my life.

I got myself under control and wiped the tears from my eyes. I felt myself blushing, as usual. I said, “I’m sorry. I’m not normally a weepy female.”

Jan came over and put her arms around me. She misunderstood. She thought my tears were about the house. She grew up in a normal home. She can’t fully understand how much Gregg has done for me. She squeezed me and said, “I understand completely. I was the same way over my house. I’m still pinching myself.”

Chaz continued staring at the house and quietly said, “I hate you.” Then she looked at Jan and said, “I hate you both!”

I smiled and turned to face Chaz. I leaned closer to her beautiful face, placed a gentle kiss on her full lips and said, “I hate you too.”

She squeezed my hand and said, “I like the way you show it.”

We finally went up the driveway. We don’t have a circular driveway like so many of the large homes around here. Our driveway winds around to the side of the house. There’s a large cement pad in front of the five car garage. The garage doors face the cement pad, not the street. From where we were standing the garage looks like more of the house making it look even larger than it is. On the other side of the large cement pad is a two story storage building that looks like a smaller version of the house. Now that I think about it, it’s bigger than some houses I’ve lived in!

We entered the house through the front door and stood in the large foyer. It’s a showpiece in itself. It’s larger than our apartment living room and kitchen combined.

The floor is done in Vermont marble. The dining room and formal living room open off of it and a wide, gently curving staircase leads up to the second floor. A wide hallway leads to the huge family room in the back of the house and a magnificent kitchen.

A large portion of the back of the house is glass. Upon entering the family room you can look out onto the large deck around the freeform pool and past that to the dock and the boathouse.

Despite the name given to the subdivision, there is no river here. It is, technically speaking, a creek, Otter Creek. It flows into the New Haven River. But it’s wide enough and deep enough that it’s navigable by small craft. We intend to explore it with kayaks in our free time. But we also look forward to enjoying a cool drink in the evening out on the large deck that extends out over the water at the end of the dock.

We took everyone on a guided tour of the huge house. Even Jan seemed a little jealous at times. Our new home is only slightly larger than hers. But there are some nice touches that caught her eye and I saw her point things out that she wanted Brad to have put in her house.

The rest of us were just gawking but Mike was making plans. As we went from room to room he would ask us questions about colors and preferences. He made quick sketches and took copious notes.

We probably weren’t very helpful. The problem is that we don’t know what we want or what the possibilities are. We can’t look at those large, empty rooms and see what he can see.

Before we returned to Jan’s house, Brad and Gregg took a walk down to the dock and took a closer look at the boathouse. Mike was still looking around inside. Jan, Chaz and I were exploring in the kitchen.

As we pulled out a variety of unusual drawers containing warmers and coolers and all sorts of specialized storage I could only hope that this kitchen came with instructions.

Jan laughed when she saw the confused expression on my face and said, “Don’t worry. Mike will explain everything to you when he’s done. And after he leaves and you’ve forgotten what he told you, just call me.”

On the walk back to Jan’s house, Mike said, “I have some good news and some bad news. I have a good idea of what I want to do and I’m pretty sure you’ll like it. But some of the pieces I have in mind are going to have to be ordered. It will take a little extra time to get them and will cost a bit more. I may be able to grease the skids with a little extra money if you like. But I can’t imagine being finished in less than three or four weeks.

“However, if you don’t want to wait, I think I can have it livable in about two weeks, maybe a little less. The bedrooms will be complete and the kitchen will be ready. I can have the home theater in by then. You may not have the larger pieces in the living and family rooms or the dining room.”

Gregg said, “As long as the bed’s set up we’ll be happy. Our leases expire soon and I can deal with a little inconvenience for a month or two. If it gets to be too inconvenient we can move in with Brad and Jan.”

Jan smiled and said, “You can you know! We have that suite off of the kitchen that is empty since that traitor Helen left me for Mr. Morris.”

We said goodbye to Mike at Jan’s door. She invited the rest of us in for lunch. We went inside and before the door was even closed behind us, Jan and Chaz started taking their clothes off. So of course I started undressing too.

Chaz and I joined Jan in the kitchen. We helped her get lunch ready while the guys went out onto the back deck.

I’m not certain how the conversation ended up going in the direction that it did. But somehow I ended up describing the events of last night to Chaz and Jan. It wasn’t my intention to bring that up when we started talking because I wasn’t sure how they’d react to hearing what I did last night.

They listened in amusement to my description of the events in the restaurant. But they were totally enthralled as I told them about my evening in the strip club.

I finished telling them what happened and waited to hear what their reaction was to hearing that I put on a sex show at a strip club. I don’t think it was what I expected from these two nice young women. Jan smiled at Chaz and exclaimed, “We have to go there!”

Chaz came over and stood behind me. She pressed her body against me, reached around and began teasing my breasts. She kissed my neck and my shoulders for a few long and very pleasant moments. I was just about to say the hell with lunch and grab her and drag her upstairs.

She held me close and said, “You’re so amazing! I can’t believe that a week ago you were a virgin! I think that you must be the bravest woman I’ve ever met. You blow me away!”

I smiled and held her hands against my breasts. I sighed deeply and said, “I was a virgin with a dirty mind. And I was lucky enough to find the perfect man for me. I told you what we did last Saturday, our first day together. I’ll remember that day for the rest of my life. Gregg has had the panties I wore that day framed! They’re hanging in our bedroom. He wants to hang them over the fireplace in the family room after we move.”

The phone rang then and Jan picked it up. It was Carol. She and Madison wanted to come over. Jan told them that they were more than welcome, but that they’d better hurry. Chaz is about to rape me and they wouldn’t want to miss it.

As soon as she hung up she dialed the phone. When someone answered she said, “Hi! It’s me. Why don’t you two come over after lunch? Gregg and Mouse are here. Chaz is here. Carol and Madison are on the way. I’ll call the Burtons and try to talk Chaz into calling her husband. We might as well make a day of it.”

By the time lunch was over we had a party going. I met Mr. Morris for the first time. He’s very nice. I was warned about his grouchy appearance but I wasn’t worried. I’ve heard a lot of good things about him, mostly from Jan. He turned out to be a genuinely sweet and very friendly man with a slightly gruff exterior.

Before he arrived, Jan insisted that he’s just a big teddy bear. She was right. I gave him a friendly kiss on the cheek when we were introduced and I’m almost positive that he blushed.

Helen was standing beside him. She chuckled, shook her head and almost as if she were apologizing for him she said, “He thinks he has to behave himself because we just got married.”

Then she turned to Mr. Morris and said, “You don’t, you know. I knew you were a dirty old man when I married you. That’s one of the things I like about you.”

Mr. Morris rolled his eyes and uttered that time honored, long suffering phrase that men always utter in self defense, “Yes, dear.”

Over the next several minutes, people continued to show up and walk right in as if they all live here. I’m still new enough at this that it tickled me every time a naked woman stepped out onto the patio for the first time and greeted everyone.

After Chaz’s husband arrived I was coaxed into reciting the events of last night again. The effect on everyone was obvious and many of my new friends indicated a desire to meet Paul and his three slaves, as well as an interest in spending an evening at that seedy strip club.

It wasn’t until that moment that Gregg confirmed that our act had been recorded and that a DVD will be available on Monday! He offered to have a showing later next week, after the school year ends. Gregg looked at me then to see what my reaction to the public showing of my first pornographic movie would be.

I grinned and said, “I am so gonna suck your cock!”

After I told everyone about our evening, Midge said, “You know, I believe that our new friends would enjoy a trip to The Slave Traders.”

There followed a long discussion about whether or not they should tell us what happens there. Unfortunately, they all agreed that it’s much more fun when the things that happen there come as a surprise. So they left us in suspense.

Jan started taking names for a trip to The Slave Traders next Friday. Mo, as Mr. Morris insists we call him, was curious. But he and Helen are going to be out of town. Everyone else wanted to go. That came to ten people. It was decided that even though it would be a little crowded, we were close enough friends that ten people can travel in one limo without any problems.

Jan exclaimed, “Great! I still owe Matt some personal attention.”

Matt is David Burton’s chauffeur. Apparently Jan promised him a good time the last time they went to The Slave Traders and then wimped out because they got home so late and everyone was exhausted.

The conversation then turned to the more uncomfortable subject of Carol and her husband. They aren’t getting along well. After years of being a member of EPOD, something she initially did to please him and further his career, he wants her to start behaving like a faithful and dutiful wife. He wants her to stop spending so much time with her best friend Madison and avoid these little parties.

She has no intention of doing any of those things and it’s starting to look like they might end up separating. Carol thinks, rightfully in everyone’s opinion, that her husband is being extremely unfair. She was reluctant to join EPOD at first. But she let her husband talk her into it and she quickly came to love the lifestyle and the people. Like me, she has never felt closer to a group of people in her life and she’s determined not to give us up.

After discussing it among ourselves for a few minutes Mo said, “This situation makes me very uncomfortable. This is the sort of thing that I hope to avoid in the future thanks to paying more attention to this aspect of the selection process. It’s obvious that this won’t be a problem with Mike and Chaz or with Gregg and Mouse. I’m totally satisfied with the work that Jeff and Carl are doing. But I wish we’d been more careful in our selection process back then.

“Carol, Madison, I love you both. But your husbands are not the kind of men who can handle having their wives in EPOD. I just don’t know what to do about it now.”

Jan added, “I’ve tried repeatedly to talk to them, get them to open up. They won’t even speak to me.”

Carol laughed mirthlessly and said, “Don’t feel bad, Jan. Right now he isn’t speaking to me, either. But you know, I’ve been thinking about it a lot lately. The sad truth is it doesn’t seem like we’ve loved each other for a long time. We’re just roommates. We eat most of our meals together and we sometimes watch television together. We sleep in the same bed. But we haven’t made love in … damn! I don’t even remember the last time!”

There was silence for a few minutes after that. Then Jan got up and went over and stood behind Carol’s chair. She leaned down and put her arms around Carol’s neck. She kissed her on the cheek and said, “No matter what happens, Carol, we’re your friends and you’ll always be welcome in my house … or in my bed.”

Mo said, “I’ll have a talk with him on Monday. The uptight little bastard will have to talk to me. It may not do any good. But it doesn’t sound like I can make things any worse.”

Jan asked, “Would you like me to be there?”

Mo thought about it for a minute and said, “No. I’ll try the man to man approach. I have to admit I’m a little surprised at how he’s handling this. I remember talking to him when he first came on board and I honestly don’t remember him being this uptight.”

Then he turned to Madison and said, “And if I can have an effect on Jeff, maybe I’ll try talking to Carl. Both of those men led me to believe that having their wives in EPOD was exciting for them. Maybe I can find out what it was that changed.”

Madison laughed and said, “I can tell you what changed. It turned out that we liked it. They don’t know how to handle that.”

The conversation turned to more pleasant topics after that. Throughout the afternoon various groupings disappeared for a while. Jan made two rooms available upstairs and they got a lot of use. But the more adventurous among us would often make use of a lounge chair cushion in the grass, not minding at all that the rest of us were watching and enjoying the little sex show.

Helen convinced Mo to take me upstairs and I had a very good time. He’s the oldest man that I’ve ever had sex with. But he is quite virile and his cock is truly magnificent. I was surprised when it turned out to be the largest cock I’ve yet encountered. It’s even larger than Paul’s!

The old saying about size doesn’t matter is true in a way. I read somewhere that only the first four inches of a woman’s vagina experiences or reacts to the stimulation it receives during intercourse.

Still, there’s no denying that the feeling of being stretched wide the way a fat cock like Mo’s does when it enters you is exciting. But beyond that, the visual stimulation of such a large organ is also undeniable.

Don’t misunderstand! I love the way Gregg makes me feel when we make love, or when we fuck. He always satisfies me. But the effects of visual stimulation can’t be overlooked. Just ask any man who enjoys looking at the centerfold of a Playboy Magazine.

Mo took me upstairs and I helped him undress. I smiled and exclaimed, “Oh my!” when I uncovered that large cock of his. I pulled him over to the bed and gently pushed him down onto his back. While he was getting comfortable I said, “I learned a new trick last night. Want to see it?”

He smiled and said, “As long as it doesn’t involve sharp objects or weapons.”

I laughed as I crawled up between his legs and took his big cock in my hands. I said, “It looks like a weapon to me. But you’ll never hear me beg, ‘Don’t shoot!’

“It’s nice that you own the company. But I think I know what Helen sees in you and it isn’t that you’re a success in business!”

He laughed and said, “I’ve heard a lot about you lately. You’re a very unusual young woman, aren’t you? A week ago you were a virgin. You were so painfully shy that you couldn’t hold a conversation. Now look at you! You are incredibly charming. And you are extremely sexy. You have poise and sophistication. You remind me very much of Jan. And as everyone downstairs can tell you, Jan is the other love of my life.”

I was exceptionally flattered! In my eyes Jan is the epitome of everything a woman could want to be. She is beautiful and sexy. She is extremely intelligent, compassionate and generous to a fault. Everyone loves her, including me.

I leaned forward and kissed the head of Mo’s cock. But before I took it into my mouth I looked up at him and said, “I’m more flattered by that than you can imagine. I’d give anything to be like Jan.”

I chuckled and added, “That’s the first time anyone ever accused me of being sophisticated!”

Mo smiled and said, “Dear, sweet Mouse. You’re far more like Jan than you seem to realize. Everyone is taken by you. You have a sense of innocence about you that is so very charming. You seem to genuinely like everyone that you meet. Everyone wants to hug you and protect you, even the women!”

If he’s just trying to build up my self esteem it’s working. I felt a warm glow all over my body. I felt as though I might start to purr!

I hid my embarrassment by leaning down, taking his cock into my mouth and demonstrating my new trick. I know that I’m not going to be the first to take this impressive piece of man meat into my throat. But I doubt if a lot of women have managed it. And I’m pretty damned proud of myself for having developed the ability.

It took me a minute to adjust. But soon I had that large cock in my throat and Mo began to moan and groan and swear under his breath. I’ve heard all about how Jan was the first to bring Mo out of his shell since his wife died years ago. My new friends told me that he was so grateful that he bought this house for her. It was Jan who brought him along until he was once more a fully functioning, sexually competent man. He’s in his mid sixties now. But there’s no question in my mind that he can compete with any young man I’ve ever met.

He stopped me before he could cum in my mouth. I was a little disappointed. I have quickly come to enjoy sucking cocks very much. It’s an incredibly sexy thing to do. I love how much men enjoy it. And I love the strange sense of power I get from doing it.

But when he pulled me up over him, turned me over and slowly entered me with that wonderful tool between his legs my disappointment disappeared in an instant.

He leaned down and kissed me as he continued to slowly work his cock into me. I reached my arms around his neck and returned his kiss passionately. He paused when our pubic bones met and we both enjoyed that moment of total pleasure before he started fucking me.

I suppose that he’s a skillful lover. Considering how many women he’s been with over the years it would be hard not to have learned something about making love to a woman.

But I have to be honest. I was so impressed by the girth of that beautiful cock that his skills were irrelevant. I quickly started going crazy and as he began speeding up I wrapped my legs around his and lifted my hips to meet every stroke with my growing passion.

He came before I did. That was probably my fault for giving him such a big head start. But after he came he pressed his pubic bone against mine and continued to grind it against me until I exploded a moment later.

Neither of us moved. Neither of us spoke for a minute. I shivered with pleasure when he finally pulled his fat cock out of me and lay beside me. I laughed quietly and exclaimed, “Damn! You’re fantastic!”

He chuckled and said, “I was about to say the same thing.”

We didn’t move for a minute. Finally I struggled to my knees and looked down at his soft cock. It’s nearly the same size that it was when it was hard. I was aware of the way he was watching me look at his cock. I smiled and asked, “Can I have a mold made of that?”

He laughed while I bent down and began sucking his cock clean. No one has actually said so, but that seems to be a part of the job if you’re an EPOD girl. I had my doubts about it at first. But I like cum and I like eating pussy, so what’s not to like? After I cleaned a couple of cocks this way and didn’t die I came to realize that it’s kind of a sexy thing to do.

Mo said, “No need, little Mouse. I’m always keeping it warm for the girls in EPOD. And the odds are that Gregg would have a problem with you keeping a replica of my cock on your nightstand.”

I kissed his cock and sat up. Then I said, “Do me a favor. Please don’t ever promote my husband to senior vice president.”

“It’s okay. Jan made us change the rules. You can remain in EPOD if he gets promoted. And I have to say, your young husband is the most impressive vice president I’ve ever had working for me. That boy knows his stuff. He has a good imagination, too. He seems to have an amazing ability to see what’s possible. And unlike a lot of very intelligent people he has the people skills to go with it.

“There was a time when I would kid with Jan that she would end up in charge when I retire. Now I think that it won’t be many years before Gregg will. He has already had a huge impact on the way we do things around here. We were already a very profitable company. But with the changes he’s been making I feel obligated to expand. Your husband is unlike any man I’ve met before in some respects. He truly is a genius.

“When I brought that up in one of our conversations he joked that he was just good at taking tests. That’s a bunch of bullshit. That kid is smarter and more forward looking than any man I’ve ever met. I don’t know why he chose my little company over all the major firms that tried to recruit him. But I’m very grateful.”

I laughed and said, “I feel the same way. I don’t know why he chose me over all the beautiful women out there. But I’m very grateful!”

Mo sat up and held me close. He kissed the top of my head and said, “It’s obvious to everyone else why he chose you, Mouse. You two are perfect for each other.”

He glanced at me and laughed. He added, “And that irrepressible blush of yours is so endearing.”

He turned my head and kissed me on the lips. Then he got up and pulled me into the bathroom for a quick shower. I made a detour to the toilet. Then we spent a pleasant fifteen minutes or so taking a shower together.

I waited for him to get dressed. While he was dressing he asked me to tell him about our new home. He stood up after pulling his sandals on and asked, “Would it bother you or Gregg if Helen and I built a house nearby? Helen loves Jan’s house and now that she’s been hearing about your new place she’s really jealous. Our home is nice. I’ve lived there for most of my life. But I’d get a kick out of building her a dream home and she could be closer to her friends while I’m at work.”

I put my arms around him and exclaimed, “I’d love that! The lot next to ours is for sale. I can’t think of anyone I’d rather have living next door!”

We started for the door then but I stopped. He turned to see what was wrong and I said, “Is that supposed to be a secret? That was a terrible thing to do! How am I going to keep that a secret until the house is ready?!”

He grinned and replied, “It will be a good test of your character. Have you never kept a secret before?”

I stopped smiling and quietly responded, “I’ve never had to before. I never had a friend or a secret to share.”

He suddenly looked so sad that I was sorry I spoke. He put his arms around me and asked, “You grew up without friends?! How could a beautiful woman like you not have people flocking around her?”

I sighed and said, “Someday I’ll have to tell you about my parents. I spent my entire childhood in a single sex school. I even went to an all girl university. I was not allowed to date … ever. I was discouraged from having friends of either sex. And I was constantly told that I was a failure and a disappointment to my parents.”

Mo shook his head and said, “And despite all of that you turned out so well. You must have an amazing inner strength.”

I smiled at that. I shook my head and said, “No. I have an amazing fiancé. I truly was a mouse until he found me. I had no friends. I never went on a date until Gregg took me out last Saturday. At the age of twenty-three I never had a friend or a lover. In just one week he has been responsible for my rebirth. He has made me whole. He has made me happy.”

“I’m sure that he was done a lot to bring you out of your shell and help you recover from that abusive environment. But still, Gregg couldn’t have caused such a remarkable change in you if you weren’t strong and resilient. He may have been the catalyst. But I suspect that you had it within you to come out of your shell. You’re an extraordinary young woman. My friends and I do not impress so easily. We are impressed by you.”

I blushed and smiled. Then I said, “You can quit trying to butter me up, Mo. You already got in my pants.”

He laughed and took my arm to escort me back out to the patio. As we made our way down the hallway to the stairs he reminded me that I’m not wearing pants.

When we got downstairs, Jan and Helen were just bringing out two pitchers of Long Island iced tea and Madison was carrying some snacks. Mike and Carol were apparently upstairs. Gregg and Chaz were lying on a nearby lounge chair. Judging by their more than slightly frazzled appearance they had just finished getting to know each other a lot better.

They got up and rinsed off under the outdoor shower by the pool. Then they joined us for a drink and some snacks. Mike and Carol joined us a few minutes later. We spent the next hour sitting around, talking and joking. Everyone was relaxed and comfortable with each other. I couldn’t help but be aware that they continually drew me into the conversation, making it clear that they value my opinion on a wide variety of subjects. Sometimes I even surprised myself with how intelligent I sounded!

I have a very good education. From the time I attended kindergarten I threw myself into my studies. I learned everything I possibly could. I’m a teacher now with a Master’s Degree. I read the paper and I watch the news. But for the last two years nearly every conversation I’ve had has been with an eight year old child. It has an effect on a person! Thanks to my new friends, though, I’m finally starting to feel like an adult.

When it was time to go home for supper no one wanted to go! We talked about sending out for pizza but I suggested that I call the owner of Gregg’s favorite steakhouse, and mine, too, now, and see if they can seat us. Unfortunately, Carol and Madison both begged off. They had to go home to their husbands, though they obviously would have rather stayed with us.

We watched them leave and we all felt bad for them. No one said anything. But we all hope that Mo can talk some sense into their husbands. I don’t have much hope for them, though. I imagine that people not predisposed to this sort of behavior are not going to suddenly decide that they enjoy it.

That left the five couples. Everyone remaining thought that the steakhouse sounded like a good idea.

I went in to use the yellow pages and called the restaurant. I got lucky when Ken answered the phone. He laughed when I asked if he remembered me. He exclaimed, “Mouse?! How could you even ask that?! Of course I remember you! What can I do for you?”

I explained that there are ten of us and we want to introduce our friends to his wonderful food. And I promised him a special tip from the female of his choice if he can squeeze us in.

He replied, “I’m still pretty well tipped from last night. But I have a small, private meeting room that you can use. You and your friends will have plenty of privacy and I’ll buy the wine.”

I replied, “You can’t keep paying every time we come. We’ll take care of the bill. And I’m sure I can get you to enjoy another tip, too. If I can’t, I’m bringing four beautiful women with me. One of us ought to be able to get you interested.”

I told him we’d be there in about half an hour. He sounded like he meant it when he said that he was looking forward to it.

We were just about to hang up when I had a sudden thought. I said, “Ken, I told my friends about Paul and his three slaves. They’re anxious to meet them. I don’t know Paul’s number but I gather you do. If you invite him and his little harem over I think they’ll enjoy meeting my friends.”

He sounded a little skeptical when he asked, “Are you sure?”

I laughed and said, “Oh yes! I know it for a fact.”

He didn’t sound convinced but he told me that he’d give Paul a call and see if he’s home. I thanked him and went out and told everyone about the private room that I reserved for us.

Those of us blessed with vaginas were all still naked. We put our clothes on. Jan ran upstairs and came back down a couple of minutes later wearing almost nothing. When several of us commented she shrugged and said, “What the hell. We have a private room.”

Chaz was dressed in not much of anything anyway. Midge, Helen and I are dressed casually. I’m wearing short shorts and a halter top that looks pretty sexy. But it isn’t anything any girl might not wear to the mall. The guys are all wearing shorts and polo shirts.

When we opted for the steakhouse, Mo called his driver and asked him to come and pick us up. He told him to bring his wife and he’d buy dinner for them.

The driver arrived in less than twenty minutes and the ten of us piled into the back of the limo. It was a little cramped. But no one minded.

When we got to the restaurant, Mo told the driver to get a table for him and his wife and have a nice meal. After they ate he could take his wife home and wait for a call to pick us up.

I thought that was very considerate. The driver thanked him but seemed to take it as a matter of course. I got the impression that this sort of behavior isn’t even unusual. Apparently, Mo does this for his chauffeur and his wife all the time.

I noticed something else too. The chauffeur’s wife didn’t even seem to notice, or care about, the way we were dressed. And she seemed to be very familiar with both Mo and Helen. Her husband treated them diffidently. But she spoke to them as if they were friends and they treated her as an equal.

I’ll have to ask Helen about that. I’ve never had a chauffeur before. I’m having trouble figuring out boundaries that John and I are both comfortable with. Well, to be more accurate, I’m having trouble convincing him that there’s no need for boundaries between us.

The chauffeur and his wife were shown to a table by the hostess. Ken met us at the door and escorted us through the restaurant to the private room in the back. I was pleasantly surprised at how warm and plush the room is. It has been necessary for me to attend several school functions held in private meeting rooms in various restaurants around town. They’re normally quite Spartan and … well, to be honest; more often than not they reminded me of the school cafeteria.

The room to which he escorted us was nicely decorated and comfortable. It looked more like a small dining room in a nice hotel than a meeting room in a steak house.

Everyone spread out around the long table. I stood back and waited until I was alone with Ken. He told me that Paul and his harem should be here any minute.

I noticed that there were several bottles of the expensive wine that he seems so fond of giving away already uncorked on the table. I thanked him for the wine while we watched the other women in our group getting settled.

I couldn’t help but smile. That he’s impressed with my female companions is far more than obvious.

Ken grinned, shook his head and said, “Looking at all those beautiful women makes me wish you weren’t kidding earlier. You have some very attractive friends.”

I kissed his cheek and said, “Silly man!”

I turned to address my friends. “Ladies, this handsome gentleman is Ken. He’s the owner of this restaurant. He’s also the gentleman who has provided those bottles of excellent wine. Apparently, he didn’t believe me earlier when I told him that you were all available for a special tip after dinner. Is there anyone here who would say no to this charming gentleman?”

The men all raised their hands. The girls just smiled.

Ken groaned and said, “Enjoy your meal, ladies and gentlemen,” over his shoulder as he left the room.

After he left the room I pointed out that there are four extra places set. I told everyone that I invited Paul and his three slaves to join us. That led to some interesting conversation.

Paul arrived with his three slaves about ten minutes later. We were sipping wine and laughing and joking when Ken brought them back to join us. We all got up and introductions were made. Most of the ladies have already met Jo and Kara. And Jo and Kara recognized them because whenever they shop at Sweet Nothings they always use the changing rooms without doors.

As soon as everyone was seated the young waiter that waited on Gregg and me the first time he brought me here came in to take our order. He recognized Paul and his slaves and he remembered Gregg and me, too. He smiled at me and then started telling everyone what the specials are.

He went around the table taking orders for appetizers. When the young man came to me, Gregg said, “You might want to order light, darling. You have to show your appreciation to Ken for letting us use this nice room and I suppose you might as well give the waiter that tip we teased him with last week.”

The waiter blushed and so did I, though not as much as I would have a few days ago. How much I’ve changed in just one week!

I winked at the waiter but as I was ordering my appetizer, Jan exclaimed indignantly, “Hey! What about us?! I thought we were going to get to thank Ken!”

Kara laughed and said, “Now I’m jealous! That’s usually my job!”

Mo said, “Ladies, if there’s going to be a catfight, give us a minute to clear some space in the middle of the floor so we can all enjoy it.”

Helen asked, “Would you enjoy that, Mo? I’m sure we could work something out. Oh! I know! We could buy one of those kiddy pools and fill it with jello!”

Jan laughed and said, “I always thought that sounded like fun.”

Jo laughed with her and issued a challenge. “Best two out of three?”

The poor waiter was trying so hard to keep a straight face. But I could tell that in his mind that wrestling match was already taking place.

I don’t know where I got the nerve. But I gently reached out and smoothed the large lump in the front of his pants and said, “Calm down. We’ll take care of this later.”

He was so shocked he didn’t even jump back. He groaned and whispered, “Yes ma’am. Thank you ma’am … I mean … oh crap!”

I winked at him and he quickly moved on to Gregg who was trying very hard not to laugh out loud at the poor kid.

The waiter quickly took down the last few orders and rushed from the room. As soon as the door closed behind him my friends all applauded. Jan exclaimed, “Mouse! I am truly impressed! What in the world has gotten into you?!”

“After putting on a sex show last night with Jo and Kara I was felt up by about a hundred and fifty men of all descriptions. I found that to be a life altering experience, an experience that is well worth repeating.”

Things kind of went downhill from there, but in a good way. By the time the waiter returned with our appetizers Jan had taken her top off. Since I didn’t want her to be embarrassed I glanced at Gregg. When he nodded I took my halter top off. A minute later all the women were topless.

The waiter damned near dropped his tray when he came in and realized that there were fourteen tits hanging out around the table. He stopped just inside the door and under his breath he plainly said, “Holy mother of god! I have died and gone to heaven!”

After he served our appetizers he bent down and whispered in my ear, “Ma’am, would it be alright if I send my best friend in to check on the wine in a few minutes? He’s never going to believe this!”

I smiled and said, “I’ll make you a deal. If you stop calling me ma’am, you can send your friend in. Call me Mouse, everyone does.”

I don’t know how I came to be in charge. But no one was complaining so what the hell!

He left and I told everyone what he had asked me. Jan stood up and started removing her miniskirt. She laughed and said, “We might as well make it interesting!”

Mo cleared his throat and said, “If you people get me arrested … aw fuck it! As long as I don’t end up as some guy’s bitch in the big house.”

Dave shook his head and said very seriously, “That’s why we have all those high priced lawyers, Mo. I’m sure we can get private cells.”

The rest of us girls stood up and got naked. It was only about two minutes later that the door opened slowly and we all looked over to see a different waiter peeking his head in the door. He stared for a moment. His eyes opened so wide I was afraid that his eyeballs were going to fall out and roll around on the floor.

He gathered his courage and came in to check the wine bottles. We were running low so Jan smiled and asked if we could get them refilled. The poor kid couldn’t even speak. He nodded his head so violently that it must have hurt. Then he rushed from the room.

Before he could return, Ken came in to see how we were doing. He laughed when he saw us and said, “That explains the way the staff is acting. I expect that your little group is going to get all the service you can stand tonight.”

Jan asked, “You don’t mind do you?”

Paul answered for him, “Trust me, Jan. Ken is a dirty old man from way back. His only regret is that he isn’t sitting in here with us.”

Damn! It never occurred to me! I turned to Ken and said, “That was pretty rude of me, wasn’t it? I’m sorry, Ken. Would you like to join us? I didn’t even think to ask.”

He came over to the table and stood behind Kara. He reached down, draped his arms over her shoulders and rested his hands on her sexy breasts. He gave them a loving squeeze and said, “I dearly wish that I could join you. This looks like the nicest party I’ve ever had in here. But despite what Paul has probably told you, I really do work here. Maybe some other night? I’m just glad you’re all having a good time.”

Kara said, “So far there has only been one serious disagreement, Ken. We’re still arguing over who’s going to go to your office later and repay you for your wonderful hospitality.”

Ken beamed and wisely said, “I very much appreciate the offer. But if you’re going to ask me to choose, I’m just not that stupid. Even if I could decide between all of this beautiful female flesh on display, I’m much too big a coward to say so. But I honestly can’t choose. So my cowardice won’t come into play.”

He took one last slow look around the table and said, “Everyone please enjoy your meal … and please, come back often. I mean that from the bottom of my heart. I’m enjoying my evening more just knowing that you’re all in here having a good time.”

The second waiter came back in with three bottles of wine as Ken was leaving. I got the impression from the expression on his face that he hadn’t expected to find his boss in here. But it’s obvious to him now that Ken is aware of what’s going on in here and doesn’t have a problem with it. The waiter seemed to find that reassuring. He doesn’t know what the hell is going on, why there are so many naked women in the room. But he certainly likes whatever it is.

Our waiter came back in with our soup and we settled down a little. There was an air of sexual tension in the air. But it was pleasant, not needy or desperate or nervous.

I did a discreet mental inventory and was surprised to find that in the last week I’ve had sex in one way or another with ten of the other thirteen people in the room, not counting the waiter, or at least not counting him yet.

I’ve also had sex with one of Gregg’s neighbors, Jerry. Then there was Ken, and Dave, the man who owns the strip club.

The most amazing thing about my recent sexual history is that not only do I not feel guilty, and I most definitely don’t feel like I’m being used or taken advantage of, but I’m looking forward to the day when I can say that I’ve made love to them all! Even poor, quiet, Glenn.

We enjoyed the first few courses of the meal. We talked and joked and laughed and we all had a wonderful time. I was sitting next to Glenn, Kara’s husband. He hadn’t said a single word since they came in. I couldn’t help feeling sorry for him. He’s being left out of the fun. He always seems to get left out of the fun. I tried to engage him in conversation a couple of times but he gave only the briefest and most evasive answers to my questions and then looked down and tried to pretend he wasn’t there.

It was exasperating. I looked up at Paul quizzically. Paul smiled and said, “It’s okay, Glenn. Join the party.”

He blushed and turned to me. He smiled shyly and said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude.”

Now that he had permission to relax and be himself I found out that he’s a totally different person in his real life. He has a very good job in a position of authority as the new director of Research and Development at PLF Manufacturing. I tried to ask about his unusual position as slave to another man.

He blushed when I brought it up. It was a darker shade of red this time, more like the blush I often saw on my face before last week. He said, “I’d be happy to explain some day. But it’s a long story and we really don’t have time tonight. Ask me again some time. It’s actually an amusing story; strange, but amusing.”

It was a good thing that Mo had insisted on taking the limo tonight. We were all too drunk to drive by the time the party came to a close. By that time, at one time or another everyone on the wait staff must have come in to see if the rumors about us were true.

Gregg settled the tab. He insisted since this outing was my idea. While he was taking care of the check, Jan and Chaz got dressed and asked me for directions to Ken’s office.

After they left, the waiter came back with the receipt. I got up and took him into a quiet corner. After convincing him that I’m bound and determined to suck his cock he finally stopped struggling with me. I pulled his pants down and started giving him the blowjob I promised him.

The poor kid came almost as soon as I took his cock in my mouth. So I swallowed and after giving him a minute to calm down I started sucking again. He was sitting in a chair with his head back and his eyes rolled back in his head. He didn’t notice Kara coming over and kneeling on the empty chair beside him until she leaned over and kissed him.

His eyes shot open and she asked, “Would you like to play with my tits while my friend sucks your cock?”

The kid was in shock I guess. He didn’t move. Kara smiled sweetly and reached for his hand. She brought it up to her tits and he clamped down on them like he was afraid of falling. She chuckled and said, “Easy there, killer! You don’t get to keep them! Just play with them.”

He grinned and said, “Sorry. I just … I never … oh god!”

Kara cocked her head and asked, “You aren’t a virgin are you?”

He moaned and answered, “Not anymore!”

She exclaimed, “Damn! I wish I’d known! I would have fucked you months ago!”

That did the trick! He filled my mouth again and went even more limp, as hard as that is to believe. I pulled his pants up as far as I could. He finally struggled to his feet and finished dressing. Then he said in a voice so full of awe that it was actually touching, “Thank you! Thank you both! That was … that was so fucking hot! I’ll never forget you!”

Kara and I smiled at each other knowing full well that he spoke the absolute truth. He’ll undoubtedly remember us for the rest of his life.

He stared at us for a moment longer and then hurried from the room, probably to find someone to brag to about the tip he just received. We got dressed and waited for Jan and Chaz to return.

They came back about ten minutes later and it was time to leave. We tried to insist that Paul and his slaves ride in the limo with us. They could return for their car tomorrow.

But Paul said his slave quarters are only a few blocks from here and his driver has been drinking in moderation.

Glenn smiled and said, “I’m fine. I only had two glasses of wine. But we appreciate your concern.”

We all walked out together. The expressions on the faces of the waiters and waitresses were priceless. I wish I could have had a camera. But then, I’ll bet they were thinking the same thing!

Mo’s chauffeur was waiting for us out front. We piled in and he drove everyone home. It’s a good thing that Brad and Jan have nowhere to go in the morning. We all left our cars in their driveway. Jan invited everyone for coffee and bagels at nine since we all need to go pick up our cars in the morning.







Chapter 27


I woke up after seven the next morning and realized that I had no idea what time we got home or went to bed last night. I had been more than a little drunk. I was so high that Gregg almost had to hold me down in the bed.

I was pleasantly surprised to discover that I didn’t have one of those awful hangovers I’ve heard so much about. When Gregg woke up with a hangover half an hour later he explained that often, people getting drunk for the first time or two don’t get hangovers. He smiled through the pain and said, “One of the many useful facts I learned in college.”

We both agreed that we seem to be drinking a lot lately and it might be a good idea to cut back. Judging by how terrible he looks I thought that was a good idea.

We got up, showered together and dressed. Gregg called John and asked him if he would mind picking us up and taking us to Brad and Jan’s house. He explained a bit guiltily that there had been a party and we left our car there last night.

John arrived at about eight forty-five. We were waiting for him out front. He jumped out to get the door. When he came around I smiled and said, “Thank you, John. And good morning. Sorry to bother you on a Sunday.”

He smiled and replied, “Good morning, ma … Mouse. It’s really no bother. It gives me something to do.”

I reached out and touched his hand on the door and said, “If this is all you have to do then we need to find you a hobby!”

“I have a hobby. I need something like this to get me away from it now and then.”

I said, “You’ll have to tell me about it when we have more time.”

He blushed and responded, “I don’t know if I can do that.”

That certainly made me curious!

He drove us to Riverside Estates and dropped us off. It was five after nine when we arrived. Brad answered the door and let us in. Brad and Gregg went out to the patio. I joined Jan, Helen and Chaz in the kitchen. Everything was under control there so I poured coffee for Gregg and me and took his cup out to him. I greeted Mo and Mike. Mike was a little hung over, too. Mo seemed fine.

I undressed while I was out there since the other women were already naked. Then I went back to the kitchen and joined the ladies who were preparing bagels on an assembly line.

I tried to get them to let me help. Helen shook her head and said, “No. Just sit down and relax. You’re still a working girl until next Wednesday. This is our job.”

I exclaimed, “I’m in EPOD, too!”

Jan laughed and said, “And I’m sure you’re a great piece of ass. Now sit down and shut up!”

You just can’t help but like Jan.

We took the bagels out to the patio and sat around discussing our dinner last night. Everyone enjoyed the evening. And everyone enjoyed meeting Paul, Jo and Kara. No one was quite sure what to make of Glenn.

Gregg mentioned that Kara has put on a couple of “special” shows in a small theater that the manager had built especially for her in the back of the strip club. Paul has DVDs of them and is going to let Gregg borrow them later. He stressed that they’re pretty nasty. They’re so nasty that Paul decided not to do any more of those special shows. But even with the warnings, most of us were curious. No one can imagine that sweet young woman doing anything so perverse that it wouldn’t be amusing to watch.

It was a pleasant morning spent enjoying the company of good friends. But Gregg and I couldn’t stay too long. We have things to do.

We were the first to leave. I need to go grocery shopping. I’ve already become so comfortable in the nude that Gregg had to remind me on the way out that I was naked. I laughed and rushed back in to get my clothes.

He let me drive his car to make sure I can handle it and to help me locate the controls. I guess he was satisfied. He didn’t seem nervous. I dropped him off at the apartment and went grocery shopping. He offered to pack my books into boxes for me while I was gone and I gratefully accepted.

After spending a week with Gregg I’m beginning to get a good idea of what his tastes in food are. We seem to enjoy eating pretty much the same foods. I’ve never given it much thought before. But it turned out to be easier to shop for two than for one. A lot of the things I bought are sold in portions appropriate to feed two or more people.

I got in line at the checkout behind a very tired looking young woman. She glanced at me and smiled nervously. I smiled and nodded. But for just an instant I wondered if she was going to rob the place. That’s how nervous and desperate she looked.

She only had a few items. That’s why I chose her to get behind. I wasn’t paying much attention to her. I stood, waiting my turn and scanning the ridiculous headlines on the tabloids. You can’t believe a word in them, but they can be so amusing. Sort of like Fox News.

I heard the teenage girl who was working the register give the woman in front of me the total for her groceries and I saw her face collapse. Her shoulders slumped and she put her hands over her face to hide her tears.

After a moment she said, “I’m sorry. I don’t have that much money. I thought … are you sure?”

I reached out and put my hand on her shoulder. I smiled and said, “It’s okay.”

I told the girl to add her purchases to my tab. I was surprised at what I felt when I made the offer. I felt a strange mixture of sadness that this poor woman found herself in this embarrassing position and a warm fuzzy feeling because I’m able to help. It isn’t a big deal. She only has a handful of groceries, not even enough for a decent meal. But still, it felt good to be able to help. I found myself wishing I had some cash to give her. She’s obviously in need.

The cashier put her purchases in a couple of bags. The poor woman was blushing furiously as she quietly thanked me and rushed out of the store. I waited while my groceries were totaled up and bagged. I paid with my debit card and wheeled my cart outside.

The woman I just helped out was waiting for me. She apologized and thanked me again. Her eyes were red. I could see she’d been crying. She explained that the plant where she worked until recently went out of business and her unemployment benefits just ran out. She’s about to lose her apartment. But she promised that if I gave her my address she would repay me as soon as she gets another job.

I insisted that it isn’t necessary and I asked her what kind of work she’s looking for. I thought that if it was something appropriate for J.A.M. Aluminum I could ask Gregg if there are any openings for her.

She looked embarrassed all over again. She shrugged and said, “Anything. I worked nights in housekeeping at the plant. I don’t have a lot of education. But I’m honest and I work hard. The problem is, no one in town is hiring right now. Everyone is laying off. I’m going to be one of those people living under an overpass pretty soon and I don’t know if I can do that.”

She had been staring at the sidewalk as she explained, almost as if she was talking to herself. She shook herself and said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to lay this on you. I just want to get your address so that I can repay you. I’m not a bum.”

I insisted once more that I don’t want her to pay me back. I wondered if there were any openings in housekeeping at J.A.M. Aluminum. I heard someone say they were going to expand their operation. But then I had a sudden inspiration. I offered her a ride home. She refused at first. But I guided her to the car and after I loaded my groceries in the trunk I all but forced her into the passenger seat. I drove her to a small duplex more than a mile away.

I parked in front of her place. She seemed embarrassed to have me know where she lives. It isn’t a very nice neighborhood. I was mindful of the fact that I have meat and dairy products in the trunk. But I spent a few minutes talking to her.

I learned that her name is Katrina but everyone calls her Kat. She’s only two years older than I am. But she’s had a rough time of it. I guess that in many ways her life has been even worse than mine before I met Gregg.

I learned that she has never been married. She’s had a couple of serious boyfriends but she isn’t seeing anyone now. I could see that my questions were starting to make her nervous. I think she was starting to wonder if I was hitting on her.

I smiled and said, “I’m sorry for being so nosy. The thing is, I think that I could use someone with your skills. You can cook and you can clean house, right?

She nodded.

I said, “I’m getting married soon. My husband and I are buying a large house. I’m going to need a live-in cook and housekeeper.”

Kat’s eyes lit up but I quickly interjected, “Don’t get too excited yet. It’s not as simple as that. We, my husband and me and our friends, we have a…”

How the hell do I explain this?!

“We have a … a strange lifestyle.”

She wasn’t sure what I was getting at. But she was listening. She’s desperate for any alternative to living under an overpass.

It was my turn to blush now. This is turning out to be harder to explain than I thought it would be. I almost laughed when I had a sudden flashback to Jan trying to explain EPOD to Gregg and me. Finally I took a deep breath and said, “We, my friends and I, don’t wear a lot of clothing when we’re at home. And … we … this is really embarrassing!”

I finally blurted out, “We have sex with each other a lot!”

She was quiet for what seemed like a very long time. Finally she asked, “Will I have to be naked too?”

I shook my head and said, “No. And you won’t have to have sex with anyone. But you’ll see a lot of things that will probably shock the hell out of you.”

I remember hearing Jan mention how much she was paying Helen when Helen was her housekeeper. It came up when they were insisting I would have to hire someone. I told Kat, “You can start at four thousand dollars a month, room and board included.”

She stared at me in shock. I saw the tears start rolling down her cheeks and I took that to mean that she was not only interested in the job but happy for the offer.

I leaned over the armrest and put my arm around her. She covered her face and cried quietly for a few moments while I held her. Finally she started digging through her purse for a tissue. She wiped her eyes and blew her nose. Then she quietly said, “Thank you so much! I promise you I’ll be the best housekeeper ever. I’ve never done it before. But I know how to clean and my mother taught me how to cook.”

I appreciated her enthusiasm. It’s obvious that she’s desperate. But she hasn’t said anything about the unusual living conditions I just mentioned.

I reached out and held her hand and asked, “What about the sex and the nudity?”

She shrugged and smiled weakly. She admitted, “I expect that I’ll be embarrassed. But I’m not a virgin. I’ll deal with it. When can I start?”

I smiled at her eagerness and said, “It could be three to six weeks. We’re waiting for the house to be furnished and decorated.”

Her face fell. But I’ve already come up with a solution to her pending eviction. I squeezed her hand and said, “It’s okay. I’ve moved in with my fiancé. My apartment is furnished and available. You can live there until we move to the house.”

She sat there, crying quietly again, too stunned to speak for moment. I said, “Don’t get carried away, Kat. It’s just a job.”

She smiled through her tears and replied, “No, it isn’t just a job. You’re giving me back my life! I’m at the end of my rope. I’ve actually thought about suicide!”

I squeezed her hand again and said, “Well stop thinking about it. You have a job and a place to live and I promise not to beat you too often.”

She laughed through her tears and said, “Yeah. I can see what a cruel bitch you are!”

She has a pretty smile. I said, “I have to get my groceries home and put them away. I’ll come back in a little while and help you pack and get you moved. Do you need many boxes?”

She shook her head and said, “One or two. I don’t own much. I have a suitcase for my clothes. Oh! My clothes!”

I looked at her curiously and she explained, “I don’t know what a housekeeper wears. I don’t have any nice clothes.”

I laughed and said, “I don’t know what a housekeeper wears either. I only know one woman who was a housekeeper. And she always worked naked from what I’ve heard.”

She smiled nervously and said, “I guess I could try it.”

I laughed and said, “No. I told you. You don’t have to. We’ll go shopping later and get you some nice clothes and whatever else you need. I’ll be back in an hour or so.”

I watched her until she was inside. Helping people is fun! I felt all warm inside. Now to go home and find out what Gregg thinks of what I just did.

I drove back to the apartment. Gregg was sitting on the balcony when I drove up and parked. He came down and helped me with the groceries. Once we got them upstairs he helped me put everything away. While we were doing that I told him about Kat.

I kept watching his face to see what his reaction was to the news that I bought groceries for a strange woman and ended up hiring her and offering her my apartment until our house is ready.

I was afraid he’d be upset that I’d done all that without consulting him. Instead he took me in his arms and said, “You are so sweet! I love that about you. But hell, I love everything about you.”

I made us a light lunch. After we ate we went upstairs and put my old clothes in boxes for Goodwill. I went through and picked up a few last things that I want to keep. There wasn’t much. Gregg had already packed up my books and carried them downstairs. We grabbed a couple of empty boxes for Kat and together we drove to her duplex.

I know that she’s desperate. But you have to give her credit. It must take a lot of nerve to do what she’s doing. I mean, I know I don’t look like an axe murderer. But she’s packing up her things to go off with two total strangers and live in a sexually charged atmosphere into which most women wouldn’t consider stepping foot.

Then I thought back to what I did last Saturday in response to a note from an anonymous stranger. That certainly turned out well! But Kat doesn’t know it.

Gregg grabbed the empty boxes out of the back seat and we went to Kat’s door. She heard us pull in and met us at the door. She was still that uncomfortable mixture of gratitude and nerves. She invited us in and thanked us again for the chance we’re giving her.

Gregg smiled and said, “Maybe you should wait and see if you can put up with us. The average woman on the street would find our unusual lifestyle problematic. We have a friend who has been looking for a new housekeeper for months. She’s still looking.”

Kat looked at Gregg for a moment and then said, “I might know someone. We worked together. She’s pretty and smart and very nice. And I swear she’s a very hard worker. She’s never been a housekeeper, either. But she’s almost as desperate as I am.

“Oh god! I didn’t mean that the way it sounded! I just mean that she really needs work and if your friend is as nice as you are … well, I think she might be interested.”

While we were talking I had been looking around. The duplex she lives in is old and decrepit. But you have to give Kat credit. Her place is immaculate! There isn’t a speck of dust to be found. Everything is neat and clean. I was very impressed.

While I helped Kat pack what little she’s taking from this ugly little duplex, Gregg called Jan and told her what’s going on. Jan told him that she would love to meet Kat’s friend and see if they can work something out.

We helped Kat get moved into my old apartment. Then we drove over to where Kat’s friend Dani is staying. She has been reduced to living in a room over a distant cousin’s garage with no heat and no air conditioning. She has to go into the house to use the bathroom!

Dani jumped at the chance to interview with Jan, even after we explained the unusual working conditions. I called Jan and she asked us to bring Dani right over.

Fifteen minutes later the four of us had just gotten out of the car in Brad and Jan’s driveway. Kat and Dani were staring at the house in awe. Dani whispered, “If I go to work for these people I’ll be living here?!”

I could see a touch of envy on Kat’s face. I think that she’s just a bit jealous of her friend.

Jan came to the door. She had dressed for the occasion. Not dressed up. But she was wearing clothes. For a change, Brad and Jan were home alone. The breakfast crowd had finally left not long after we did. From what I’ve gathered it’s very unusual for them to be home alone. There’s almost always someone here visiting.

She welcomed Dani, said hello to Kat and greeted us. After everyone was introduced the men went to Brad’s study. The women all went in and sat in the kitchen. Jan explained our unusual lifestyle to Dani in a little more detail. She told her that she and her girlfriends almost never wear clothes around the house. Men will be dropping by from time to time to have sex with her or one or more of her friends. And she and her friends often make love to each other when the guys aren’t around, or even when they are. She entertains frequently and very few of the people who visit are not a part of our little clique.

Dani seemed fascinated. So did Kat, fortunately.

Jan assured her that no one will ever force her to do anything she doesn’t want to do. Her only duties will be to clean and cook. She won’t be required to be naked or to have sex with anyone.

She told her what the job pays and then we all went for a tour of the house so that she could see what the job entails. She showed Dani all of the rooms and made it clear that she’s free to use any and all of the features of their home, including the pool, the home theater and the kitchen.

We ended up in the maid’s quarters which are just off of the kitchen. It’s a beautiful and beautifully decorated suite.

After a quick tour we all went back out to the kitchen table and sat down. There was a moment of silence before Jan asked, “What do you think? Do you want some time to think it over?”

Dani blushed and asked, “What if I … what if I don’t mind … the other? What if I think it might be fun to be undressed and … whatever?”

Jan smiled and replied, “That would be wonderful. We’d love it if you joined us. You’re beautiful. I know the guys would get a big kick out of it.”

Then she smiled at me and said, “So would us girls. But you don’t have to if you don’t want to. Maybe you should start slow and work up to it … see how you feel about it once you get to know us better.”

Dani was still blushing. But she smiled and said, “It sounds like fun. If you want me, I think I’ll like working here.”

Jan got up and went around to Dani’s chair. She leaned down, hugged her and said, “Welcome to the family. I can’t wait for you to meet Helen. She was once my housekeeper until I made the mistake of introducing her to my husband’s boss. She ended up marrying him. She’s one of my best friends. I can’t wait to see what she makes of you!”

Throughout their conversation I’ve been watching Kat. She seemed surprised, very surprised. She exclaimed in a shocked whisper, “Dani! You’re so shy!”

Dani shrugged and said, “Doesn’t this seem like a nice place to get over that?”

Jan noticed the look of envy that Kat hasn’t been hiding very successfully. She laughed and said, “Kat, you ain’t seen nothing yet! Mouse’s new home makes mine look like servant’s quarters.”

She obviously didn’t believe that was possible. I exclaimed, “It does not! A couple of the rooms are a little bigger.”

Kat turned to Dani and asked, “Do you suppose that we’re both having the same dream?”

I hugged her and said, “I feel the same way. Since last Saturday my life has changed so much I can’t even describe it. I’ll tell you all about it later.”

We could hear Brad having a friendly but heated conversation with Gregg about General Patton. It sounded totally boring but at least they were entertained. We decided to leave them alone as long as they’re playing well together.

Jan said that she saw some of Mike’s trucks going by earlier and suggested we walk over and see how work is going on our house.

The four of us left Brad and Gregg to decide whether Patton was a military genius or criminally insane and went for a walk.

We rounded the corner and came to a stop in front of my house. We all paused there and took in the view from the road for a moment. Kat whispered, “Oh my god! It’s a fucking mansion!”

There were a couple of panel trucks parked in front of the garage so we went up the driveway and in through the garage. We had to stop after a few steps and get Kat’s attention. She didn’t seem to be able to move. She finally caught up and entering through the garage we stepped into a hallway. The house even has a fancy foyer for the backdoor and the garage!

We went into the kitchen and one of the small army of men who were working in there looked up. I said, “I hope we aren’t intruding. My husband and I just bought this house. I wanted to show my friends. Is it okay?”

The man smiled and said, “Mrs. Collins?”

I smiled and nodded. But then I said, “Well, I will be in about a week. Call me Mouse.”

He chuckled and said, “You don’t look like any mice I’ve ever met!”

I laughed and asked, “How many mice have you actually spoken with?”

I heard a couple of men laughing in the dining room and one of them called out, “He’s had his moments. But he always comes to work sober.”

I smiled and said, “We’ll stay out of your way. Keep up the good work, whatever the hell it is you’re doing!”

I showed Kat and Dani around the kitchen and said, “I don’t know what half of this shit is. When these nice gentlemen are finished, I understand that our decorator is going to explain everything to us.”

Kat looked around the kitchen and said, “My entire duplex wasn’t this big!”

We went into her suite from the kitchen. She looked around in awe for several minutes. It isn’t furnished yet. But I assured her that it would be furnished much like Dani’s new quarters. She looked into the huge bathroom that’s a part of her suite and then came out and said, “I think that, I mean, maybe this is a mistake. I’ve never even imagined a home like this. I won’t know what to do or how to act. I’ll fuck up for sure! And Christ! Listen to me. I keep saying fuck and I’m really trying not to. I’m sorry.”

I went over and hugged her. I understood her need for reassurance. I felt the same way when I found out we’re buying this house. I had the strong feeling that a girl like me doesn’t belong in a house like this. I’m still not entirely over it. I held her and said, “Don’t worry about it. I’m just as worried as you are. You saw where I’ve been living. You saw how I live. This is all new for me, too. And I say fuck, too. Now that I think about it, though, I never said fuck before last Saturday.”

She looked at me in surprise.

I laughed and said, “Gregg calls me Mouse for a reason. Now don’t worry about it. You said you can cook. You were cleaning for a living. All of this stuff will come with directions. We can get through this together. And when we need help, I know Helen and Jan will be happy to give us all kinds of advice.”

We toured the rest of the house. I was really impressed by how much they’ve gotten done already. A lot of the rooms have been repainted in pleasant, earthy colors. Quite a bit of our new furniture has been moved in. It’s covered in plastic and waiting to be distributed around the house.

I know just how Kat feels. She seems almost as excited as I am about the prospect of living here. At the end of the tour we were standing out in the driveway. Kat turned, looked back at the house and said, “A few hours ago I was standing in the checkout line at a grocery store, unable to pay for enough food to last two days. Now…”

She broke down in tears and almost collapsed onto the driveway. Jan and I both caught her and I held her in my arms. I held her for a minute until she began to recover and was able to stand on her own. She moaned and said, “Oh Christ! I can’t seem to stop! I’m sorry Mrs. Col … Ma’am. I’m not like this. Forgive me.”

I laughed and said, “I told you. Call me Mouse! And don’t be sorry. I know exactly how you feel. Gregg saved me from a life of desperate loneliness, introversion and depression only a week ago. I really do understand. But I have to warn you right now, I’m not going to make the same mistake that Jan did and start matchmaking for you. Finding someone to work in our home who isn’t prone to calling 911 at the drop of a pair of pants isn’t easy.”

Jan exclaimed, “You got that right! I’ve interviewed a dozen people since Helen got married. A dozen more never even considered coming over for an interview. Life can be difficult when you’re weird.”

We walked back to Jan’s house. On the way, Jan and Dani made plans to get her things moved in this afternoon. While they were making their plans I held Kat’s hand and I told her a little about me and my life before Gregg.

When we got back to Jan’s house we entered and Jan just naturally started to take her clothes off. It’s just what she always does. It’s automatic for her.

She remembered Kat and Dani and suddenly stopped and looked around at the two surprised young women. She was standing there in only her shorts. Her top was in her hands. She grinned and said, “Sorry, force of habit. But I guess you might as well get comfortable with it. I hate wearing clothes and I just don’t wear them around the house.”

Dani chuckled and exclaimed, “Fuck it!”

With that she started undressing. Kat looked at me to see what I was going to do. I put my arm around her shoulder and said, “Relax. I think we’re going to be leaving. Let’s check with Gregg.”

We went through the house. We found Gregg and Brad on the patio. They looked up and smiled when they saw the naked and very sexy Dani. She stood before them blushing furiously but trying to act like she does this all the time.

Brad smiled and said, “Don’t worry, Dani. You’ll eventually become accustomed to it. And if you don’t, just put your clothes back on. We won’t mind. We want you to be as comfortable in this strange house as you can.”

Dani shrugged and replied, “Maybe this is just what I need.”

The guys were drinking a beer and talking. We joined them at the table. Dani and Kat stood back, apparently feeling that since they were the help it would be inappropriate for them to join us.

Jan shook her head and pointed to two empty chairs. She said, “Ladies, we don’t have a class system in this house. If you live here you’re part of the family.”

She looked at Kat and said, “And any friend of Mouse’s is a friend of mine.”

Dani and Kat looked at each other as though they weren’t quite sure what to do. I laughed and said, “For god’s sake! Come on over here and relax for a minute. You know this nasty bitch is going to work you to death after we leave!”

Dani and Kat finally came over and sat down. Dani looked at me and then Jan and said, “Thank you. Thank you both. Thank all of you. You may be a little strange. But I believe you’re the nicest people I’ve ever met.”

Kat said, “Amen!”

I chuckled and said, “Maybe you better keep her and Helen apart. You wouldn’t want Helen to fill her in on how terrible you really are.”

Gregg finished his beer and we got up and said goodbye. Jan and Brad started to stand but Gregg said, “That’s okay. We can find the door.”

We said our goodbyes and went out to the car. After we were on the road, Gregg said, “Kat, I understand that you’re a little short on money right now.”

That’s putting it mildly.

Kat grinned wryly and replied, “No, sir. I’m broke.”

He chuckled and said, “Well, instead of waiting until we move, how would you like to start right away. You can cook our evening meals and take care of that little apartment and we’ll pay you starting immediately. That way we can get to know you better and you won’t starve to death while we’re waiting to move.”

Kat asked breathlessly, “Do you mean it!? I’d love that! My mother and my grandmother both taught me how to cook. It’s just regular food. I don’t know how to cook gourmet food. But I can learn.”

Gregg laughed and said, “Please don’t. Gourmet cooking is what people eat instead of food! I’m pretty sure that I would much prefer the foods your mother taught you how to cook.”

Then he turned to me and said, “Looks like you’ll need to go shopping again.”

I looked at him, not quite sure why I needed to do that.

He said, “You only shopped for two. Now we have three mouths to feed.”

Kat exclaimed, “Oh no! You don’t have to do that. I have plenty of food upstairs.”

I laughed and said, “Bullshit! I know exactly what you have upstairs. I helped you carry it up there. And besides, if you’re going to live in our house you’re going to be part of our family. You’ll eat with us and spend your evenings with us. You’ll watch television with us and if we go out to dinner you’ll go out with us. Well, most of the time. I don’t mean for that to sound like a punishment. I just want you to understand that you’re going to be our friend. You’re going to be welcome to join us as often as you can stand it.”

There was silence from the back seat for a few minutes. Then I just barely heard Kat whisper, “You are so sweet. But I can’t do that. I don’t want to intrude. I’m just a dumb broad who knows how to dust and mop.”

I turned around in my seat and said, “It is a damned good thing for you that we’re in a moving car! I’d take you over my knee and beat your pretty ass!”

Gregg laughed and said, “I can stop!”

There were tears in her eyes, but Kat couldn’t help laughing. She wiped her eyes and asked, “Don’t you think it will be too much?”

I smiled and said, “No. I think you’re going to be my friend and I think it’s great that you’ll be right there when I need you … or when you need me.”

There was quiet for a moment. Just before we got to the apartments, Gregg asked Kat if she has a driver’s license.

Kat answered, “Yes. But I haven’t any money for insurance or gas and I needed the money so I sold my old car.”

Gregg said, “We’ll have to get you something. I expect you’ll have to run errands from time to time, shopping, picking up dry cleaning, picking up sailors, that sort of thing.”

She chuckled quietly but didn’t respond.

We went up to the apartment. Kat excused herself to go and unpack and put her clothes away. She said that she’d be down in time to cook supper.

As soon as she left I turned to Gregg and asked, “Did I do the right thing? I hope you’re not upset. She was just irresistible.”

Gregg smiled and said, “I agree. I hope she can handle all the weird, though.”

I stood up and undressed. Then I went over and sat in Gregg’s lap. I told him about the progress the workmen were making at the house and then I suggested that we go in and lie down for a while.

He smiled and asked, “Are you tired?”

I nipped at his earlobe and purred, “Not a bit.”

We got up and went back to the bedroom. While he undressed I sat on the bed and asked, “Gregg, are you sure you won’t have any regrets later? All these people that I’ve had sex with in the past week. It’s exciting. How could it not be? I’m living all of my favorite fantasies rolled into one giant, orgasmic dream. But there’s this little piece of my brain that’s afraid you’re going to wake up someday and think, ‘what on earth am I doing with an easy slut like this?!’

“I’m more surprised than I could ever explain that I honestly don’t have any regrets. I’ve loved every moment of it. But I love you so much. If you ever left me it would kill me. That isn’t hyperbole. I couldn’t survive without you. Not now that I’ve found you and discovered what it’s like to be happy.”

He finished undressing and we stretched out on the bed on our sides, facing each other. He kissed me lightly and said, “We aren’t like other people. I never was. You might have been if not for your parents. But as it turns out, probably because of your screwed up childhood you never were either. I knew you were different when you stood inside of your open door last Saturday in a blindfold and handcuffs waiting for me to come through that door and change your life. You’ve seen me with other women. Were you jealous?”

I shook my head. I smiled and admitted, “No. I was afraid it might bother me. But it doesn’t. If anything it turns me on. It makes me happy to see you having fun. But it’s different for guys … isn’t it?”

He kissed me and said, “Maybe it is for normal guys. But your reaction isn’t normal and I’m not normal. I feel the same way when I see you with other people. It turns me the fuck on. I know that’s not the normal reaction. But it’s how I feel. And that’s how most of our new friends react to that situation.

“Mouse, I love you so much that I can’t think about anything else. I have the guys at work snowed. They think I’m some kind of brainchild. But the truth is, I’m only working on two cylinders. Most of my brain is busy thinking about you. If Mo was smart he’d fire me.

“I’m never going to look at you with anything but love in my eyes. Well, love and lust. You have my solemn word, I’m going to die in fifty or sixty years and you’re going to be at my bedside, looking forward to the reading of the will.”

I gasped and yelled, “GREGG!! What a horrible thing to say! If you try to die on me I’ll kill you!”

He laughed and said, “No more worries, Mouse. We belong together. We were made for each other. Just like Brad and Jan. Those two have been together since they were fourteen and sixteen. Have you ever seen a happier couple?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, us.”

We spent the next hour making love; passionate, mind blowing, hot sweaty love. We lay there together holding each other for a long time afterwards. I think that we could have stayed there holding each other like that until it was time to go to work in the morning. But eventually we decided that we have too much to look forward to. It would be foolish to lie here and waste away. We reluctantly got up to take a shower.

I looked around our dinky little bathroom. It’s almost as large as the huge marble walk in shower in our new master bath. Just thinking about our new home is almost enough to make my nipples hard. And I know how much Gregg loves that!

We took a long, hot shower and Gregg put on a pair of trunks. He leered at me and asked, “How’d you like to try out another one of your new bikinis after dinner.”

I grinned, thinking back to how well it turned out the last time we went swimming.

We went out and sat on the balcony. I suppose that if anyone looks up they’ll be able to see me sitting here in the nude. But there aren’t a lot of people around and I’ve noticed that people seldom look up at the balconies as they walk by.

A few minutes later we heard a noise from inside. Gregg gave Kat a key to our apartment when we moved her in upstairs. She came to the sliding glass door and opened it. She was naked and blushing like crazy.

Gregg smiled and said, “Kat! You’re beautiful. But you don’t have to work in the nude. You’ll be exposed to it. That was part of our agreement. But you need not participate, especially when it makes you so uncomfortable.”

She smiled and said, “First, thank you. I appreciate the compliment. My ego could use a little boosting after what I’ve gone through in the last few months. But I’ve been thinking about it. And why the hell not! Besides, won’t I stick out more if I’m the only one wearing clothes?”

Gregg nodded and said, “Probably. And I love the way you look. But I want it to be clear that you are under no obligation to work that way. I love it that you’re volunteering. But if you get too self conscious, feel free to get dressed. I’ll be sad to see you cover that beautiful body up. But the decision is entirely yours to make and either way we’re happy to have you.”

She smiled and replied, “Thanks. I must admit that I feel slightly inadequate after seeing Mouse with no clothes on. But if Dani can do it then I damn sure can.”

I laughed and said, “I don’t know, Kat. After seeing how beautiful you are I feel like getting dressed. You have a perfect body!”

She smiled and in a flirty, teasing voice she said, “Maybe someday we can ask Mr. Collins to decide just who’s sexier.”

Gregg smiled and said, “Gregg. My name is Gregg. And if you think I’m going to do a dumb thing like that you’re out of your fucking mind!”

She grinned. I actually think that she’s starting to settle down a little. She said, “I’m going to start supper now. Can I get you anything first?”

We shook our heads. She shut the door and went into the tiny kitchen to start supper.

When she was gone Gregg said, “Damn! She’s almost as beautiful as you are!”

I laughed and said, “Listen to you! One week as a junior vice president and you’re a politician already!”







Chapter 28


Kat called us in to eat about an hour later. One question was answered instantly. She sure as hell can cook! My mother couldn’t cook for shit and unfortunately she passed that on to me along with my low self esteem. But my grandmother was a great cook. Kat’s dinner was every bit as good as anything my grandmother ever made.

Kat was uncomfortable. Not because she was sitting there naked with us. Well, maybe that, too. But I’m pretty sure that she was more uncomfortable because she was having trouble accepting the concept that the people who pay her salary are not her betters, that we can also be her friends.

After we ate that wonderful meal we were relaxing with a glass of wine. Gregg said, “We have to wait until Thursday to go to the bank. Wednesday is the last day of school. On Thursday we’ll take you to the bank. I need to have Mouse put on my bank accounts. While we’re there we’ll open an account for you and I’ll give you your signing bonus.”

Kat gave him a funny look and asked, “My what?!”

Gregg winked at me and said, “Didn’t Mouse tell you? There’s a thousand dollar signing bonus for taking the job.”

Kat grinned and said, “No there isn’t. You’ve done enough for me already. You don’t have to do that. I think that I’m happier right now than I’ve ever been before. And I do mean ever.

“I have two strange new friends and a nice place to live. I have a job that pays me far more than I’m worth, far more than I’ve ever earned before.

“No, I appreciate the offer. But it isn’t necessary. I’m so happy now that I have to keep checking to see if I’m not dreaming this. Before long I’m going to be black and blue all over from pinching myself.”

Gregg put a stern expression on his face and said, “You are not too old to spank young lady. If I say you get a signing bonus then damn it, you get a signing bonus!”

Then he smiled and said, “You aren’t going to try to tell me that you couldn’t use the money are you? It sounded to me like you were pretty desperate a few hours ago. Did you come into some money while we were making love this afternoon?”

Kat blushed and said, “No Mr … no Gregg. But you don’t have to do that. It would be like I’m taking advantage of you and I don’t want to do that.”

He shook his head and exclaimed, “Damn! Now I have two pushy broads telling me what I can and can’t do!”

Kat looked shocked until I laughed and said, “Yeah, right! Like I could tell you what to do! I get to tell you yes master and no master and hope for the best.”

Gregg rolled his eyes, turned to Kat and said, “You don’t believe that do you?”

Kat smiled and said, “I think I really like you guys … a lot. But you sure are weird!”

Gregg smiled and said, “She’s figured us out already! Let’s clear off the table and go for a swim.”

Kat shot to her feet and exclaimed, “No! That’s my job!”

Then she blushed. I’m not sure if it was because we were enjoying the view of her pretty body or because she realized that she had slightly overreacted. She took a deep breath, sighed and said in a calmer voice, “You two go swimming. I’ll clean up. And anyway, I don’t have a swimsuit.”

Gregg leered at her and said, “I was hoping you’d say that. Mouse has one you can borrow.”

She really hated it. But Gregg and I helped her clean up. There wasn’t really that much to do. She cleaned up behind herself in the kitchen while she was preparing the meal. These kitchens are really tiny so that’s pretty much a necessity.

We put the dishes in the dishwasher and wiped down the table. Then the three of us went to the bedroom and I pulled out the tiny little suits that Gregg bought for me at Sweet Nothings.

When she first saw them, Kat laughed. She exclaimed, “You’re joking, right?!”

I went over to the hamper, dug out the one I wore to the pool last Sunday evening and held it up. I laughed at the expression on her face and said, “Actually, it was pretty exciting.”

I dropped it back in the hamper and said, “But you don’t have to wear one. You can just come out in your shorts and sit with us while Gregg shows my ass off.”

Kat looked at me and looked down at the suits. She looked back up and exclaimed, “You’re really going to wear one of these?!”

I shrugged and answered, “By the time we move out of here I won’t be surprised if I’ve worn them all.”

I asked Gregg, “Do you want to pick one or shall I?”

He smiled and said, “Go ahead. Let’s see how brave you feel tonight.”

I took that to be a dare. So I picked out the tiniest, sheerest suit of the bunch and put it on. It’s almost identical to the one I wore last weekend. My nipples and my slit are nominally covered by the tiny patches of sheer material. But as soon as it gets wet I’ll be as good as naked.

Kat looked at me and shook her head. She said, “I’m sorry. I don’t think I can go to a public pool in something like that!”

I smiled and said, “Of course you can’t. No woman in her right mind would. Unfortunately, I’m being forced to expose myself this way by this mean ogre that I’m about to marry and live happily ever after with.”

She cocked her head and gave me a funny look.

I laughed and said, “Well, you heard him! He as much as dared me!”

She asked, “You’re really going to wear that to a public pool?”

I smiled and nodded. Then I took her hand and said, “Come on. Let’s go.”

We were half way down the short hall to the living room when she stopped suddenly and asked, “Can I try one on?”

I shook my head and said, “Kat, you don’t have to wear one of these. We want you to enjoy being with us. We don’t want to make you any more uncomfortable than you already are.”

She smiled shyly and said, “I know. I get that. And I appreciate it. I think that’s part of the reason that I want to … I don’t know, is play the right word?”

Gregg chuckled and said, “Maybe you’ll be more comfortable if you wait until you get to know us better. Don’t rush things. Don’t make yourself do something you don’t really want to do.”

Kat seemed to appreciate the fact that we aren’t pushing her. But she looked up and said, “Maybe it would be exciting to not be so comfortable. You’re such an unusual couple. I envy you and I admire you. You’re so … exciting!

“Maybe I could use some of that excitement in what, up until I met you two, has been my life of drudgery.”

Gregg and I looked at each other and shrugged. We turned around and returned to the bedroom. I told Kat to pick out whichever suit appealed to her. She stood in front of the small pile of suits on the bed and said to Gregg, “Why don’t you pick one for me?”

Gregg smiled and said, “You don’t want me to be in charge, Kat.”

She blushed and replied, “Maybe I do. Maybe it would be fun. It seems to be working for Mouse.”

Then she looked at me and asked, “Is that okay?”

I moved closer, put my arms around her and hugged her. I kissed her cheek and said, “Of course it’s okay. I don’t have a jealous bone in my body if that’s what you’re worried about. If you want to give Gregg that power over you I think it’s exciting. But if you change your mind, just say so. I can tell you from my limited experience, it’s very exciting. But it can get pretty intense.”

She replied, “The most excitement I’ve had in my life was when you offered to pay for my groceries and then gave me a new life. But it isn’t so much that I’m grateful. I am. Of course I am. I’m more grateful than you’ll ever know. But I want to be more than the housekeeper. I don’t want you to feel that you have to be careful what you say and do when I’m around.

“And I have to be honest. You and your friends are so free and so comfortable with each other. You’re all so nice. No one puts on airs. You’re friendly and just damn nice people. I never once got the impression that any one of you was looking down at me or Dani because we’re out of work cleaning ladies.

“And I’ve got to admit, you look hot as hell in that thing! I could use a little excitement in my life. So please, Gregg, pick out a suit for me. I want you to be in charge.”

Gregg walked over to the bed. He reached out and lifted Kat’s face up so that they were looking each other in the eye. He smiled as his hand drifted slowly down to her breast.

She didn’t even flinch. In fact, she smiled. He teased her nipple to hardness and said, “I have to think that you don’t fully appreciate what you’ve just asked for. But I’m going to give you a taste of our life.

“I hope you like it. You’re a beautiful young woman. I’m going to enjoy being in charge of you just as much as I do with Mouse. Well, almost as much. But Mouse was wrong about one thing. You can change your mind if this turns out to be too intense for you, but not until tomorrow. It doesn’t work if you can say no. You won’t get the same effect. For the rest of the evening you are my property if you allow me to select what you’re going to wear. You’ll be my little slave girl. Is that clear?”

She glanced at me. I saw her eyes sweep my mostly nude body. I was watching her closely. She’s nervous. But judging by the expression on her pretty face it does seem like she’s excited by the prospect of letting Gregg take control. What he’s doing to her nipple might have had something to do with that. I saw the resolve form in her eyes. She made up her mind. I hope she doesn’t regret her decision. I certainly haven’t.

Before she could speak I said, “Think about it, Kat. This is a new concept for you. It was different for me. This is the stuff that my fantasies were made of before I even met Gregg.”

Kat hesitated for a moment, looking me in the eye as if trying to see the world the way I do. Then she smiled, looked back up at Gregg and said, “I’ll do anything you tell me to do. You have my word. What do you want me to wear?”

Gregg leaned down and kissed her on the lips. She wasn’t expecting that. She flinched, but she didn’t pull away. She quickly surrendered and returned his kiss.

Gregg straightened up and then bent down to go through the remaining suits. While he was doing that, Kat turned to look at me. I think she was trying to see how I reacted to Gregg kissing her.

I smiled and winked at her. She was visibly relieved when she realized that I wasn’t upset about the kiss. I’m sure that she’ll better understand once she experiences one of our strange parties.

Gregg selected the only one piece suit we bought that day. But it was one very small, very nearly transparent piece. I had a hell of a time figuring out how to put it on when I tried it on at Sweet Nothings. But I finally figured it out and now I helped Kat get into it.

Once she had it on I helped her adjust it. Then I stepped back and saw for the first time what I really looked like when I was trying it on in front of all those people. Fuck! I have a nearly unobstructed view of her nipples as well as her narrow strip of closely cropped pussy hair and the tight little slit below it!

She looks hot as hell. If I were a man I’d want to fuck her! Come to think of it, I’m not a man and I still want to fuck her!

Her suit is difficult to describe. Her pussy is only just covered by a tiny diamond shaped piece of sheer material from which two narrow strips of that nearly transparent material extend up like suspenders to just barely cover her nipples before turning into thin strings that continue up her chest and tie behind her neck. It looks like a deep, narrow V painted on the front of her body. Just like the suit I’m wearing there’s nothing in the back but nearly invisible strings.

Kat turned around and looked at herself in the mirror. She shook her head and exclaimed, “I’m fucking naked!”

Gregg chuckled and said, “You’re fucking beautiful! Come on, bitch. Let’s go see if we can shake up the neighborhood.”

We started down the hall once more. I asked, “Gregg, shouldn’t we wear something over these suits until we get to the pool?”

He nodded and replied, “Yes. I’m going to give you each a towel to wrap around your waist.”

He stopped at the small linen closet in the hallway and took out three towels. Kat and I each wrapped one around our waist and then we were off to the pool. It’s still light outside but the light is fading. It’s almost dusk. I thought there’d be safety in numbers. I thought that having Kat putting on a similar display would make me feel slightly less uncomfortable, slightly less embarrassed. But having her with us in one of these suits seems to have the opposite effect. I think it makes this harder for me that I can look at Kat and see how exposed my own body is.

The first time I went to the pool in one of these suits I avoided looking down to see how nearly naked I was. I tried, without much success, not to think about the fact that everyone at the pool could see me, could see my nipples and my ass and my pussy. But every time I look at Kat I’m reminded of what the guys at the pool can see when they look at me.

Since the last time we went to the pool I spent an evening naked in a strip club putting on a live sex show and being stared at, groped and fondled. You might think that would make this easier. It doesn’t. This is an entirely different set of circumstances. Those people at the pool tonight didn’t go there to be entertained by naked women; or at least most of them didn’t. Undoubtedly there will be young men at the pool who will enjoy the spectacle we present even if they aren’t expecting it. But even so, it’s a different atmosphere entirely.

Going out in public like this is deeply embarrassing. But damn it turns me on when Gregg “makes” me go out in public this way!

We made it out of the building without running into anyone. But just as we started down the sidewalk a car was coming slowly down the street toward us. When the driver was close enough to see how nearly naked we are he must have slammed on the brakes. We heard the car come to a sudden stop behind us.

We kept walking, all three of us struggling to keep from laughing out loud. The car never moved until we crossed the narrow street and entered the pool area. I was tempted to take my towel off to give the poor guys in the car a little something extra to look at. But that would have spoiled the mood. I don’t want to act too slutty. I might give someone the right impression!

There were probably a dozen people lounging around the pool. Every motion, every conversation stopped instantly when we stepped through the gate. I glanced around quickly. Kat and I aren’t the only women there. I spotted two couples and there were two young women sitting near the opposite gate. The rest of the people staring at us now in obvious shock are all single guys. Everyone continued to stare as we pulled three lounge chairs together, spread our towels out and sat down.

As soon as we were seated a low buzz of urgent conversation broke out around the pool deck. Kat and I smiled at each other. We were both blushing bright red. But I noticed that my feelings about being out here with another nearly naked woman have changed now that I’m seated and my heartbeat is slowly returning to normal. Whereas looking at her before seemed to emphasize my own nudity, now I felt comforted by the fact that there are two of us dressed this way.

I don’t know why my opinion has changed. But now what we’re doing doesn’t seem quite as embarrassing because she’s here to make me stand out less and distract some of our drooling audience. The fact that I’ve done this before probably doesn’t hurt. And I suppose that little show I put on at the strip joint may have altered my perspective after all. That was most definitely a life changing experience.

Kat and I were sitting on either side of Gregg. He got up and turned his chair in the other direction so that when he sat back down he was facing us and suddenly we were an intimate group. We’re able to look each other in the eye and talk quietly. We talked about Kat’s reactions at first. I asked her how she’s holding up and if she’s having second thoughts.

She shivered, I’m not sure why. It isn’t the least bit cool out here. She smiled and said, “It helps that it isn’t just me. To be honest I’m not sure what I’m feeling. I’m embarrassed. But I think that this is the most exciting thing I’ve ever done! No. I know it is. I’ve never been the least bit exhibitionistic. I’ve never had the nerve. I suppose I still don’t have the nerve. I know I wouldn’t put this suit on and come out in public like this if it was just me. But damn!!”

She took a deep breath and said, “I almost can’t believe I’m doing this. And on the one hand, I’m not looking forward to going into the pool and getting this suit wet. I know what I’m going to look like when I come out. On the other hand, the area between my legs is already getting wet and I may have to go in the water to keep everyone from seeing it.

“It’s funny. I never before realized how exciting exhibitionism is! No wonder so many women dress … well, you know.”

She chuckled and added, “I never realized there was such a huge slut locked up inside of me!”

I laughed quietly and said, “Yeah. That pretty much sums it up.”

Gregg chuckled and said, “You think you guys have it rough! I can’t even stand up my dick is so hard!”

I reached over, patted his thigh sympathetically and said, “Oh, you poor baby! Would you like us to do something about that for you?”

“Not unless Mo gave you the number for his attorneys.”

We sat and talked and got to know each other a little better for a while. Normally the pool starts to empty out at about this time on a Sunday evening. I know that from watching all the people having fun out here from my balcony for the last two years and wishing I could be like them. But for some strange reason no one seems to be in a hurry to leave tonight!

I think that Kat and I would both have happily remained in our chairs until Gregg decided that it’s time to return to our apartment. We’re both excited to be out here on display this way. It’s a hell of a turn on. But getting up, moving around and getting wet is still a scary step. Gregg isn’t going to let us off that easy, though. After ten or fifteen minutes of conversation he said, “Come on, ladies. It’s time to see how those things react to the water.”

He stood up and I couldn’t help noticing his hard cock is still very obvious. I had to smile. For some reason it made me feel just a tiny bit better knowing that he has reason to be embarrassed, too.

Kat and I looked at each other, took a deep breath and stood up. Gregg took our hands and led us around the pool to the steps at the shallow end. Once more, all conversation stopped and every eye was trained on us.

I glanced around quickly. Everyone, even the couples and the single women, seemed to be getting a kick out of our suits. They were staring in amazement. But they were smiling. Well, a lot of the guys were leering. But that’s close enough.

I didn’t see anyone I recognized from our building. For some reason I took comfort from that. I probably shouldn’t have. Even after two years I know almost none of my neighbors and I consider none of them my friends. That’s a pretty damn sad admission to have to make, even to myself.

We entered the water slowly. It’s getting dark and the air has started to cool off. The water and the air are almost the same temperature now. But it wasn’t the cool air or the cool water that was making our nipples hard.

I glanced at Kat’s breasts and grinned. She saw me looking and blushed even more. I saw her glance at my nipples and she snickered. Then she turned away because we couldn’t look at each other without laughing.

We waded out until the water was just covering my tits and stood together against the side of the pool. Gregg smiled at us and said, “Well, at least I’m not the only man here with a hard on now!”

I reached out and worked my hand into his trunks. I wrapped my fingers around his hard cock and said, “I’ll bet that Kat and I could get rid of this thing in no time at all.”

He chuckled and said, “I know that you could. But let’s not push Kat too far on the first day. We just found her. I’d hate to lose her now.”

She blushed, but she chuckled. She slowly reached out, gently cradled Gregg’s balls and said, “You’re going to need something scarier than this to chase me away!”

Gregg furrowed his brow and replied, “Hmmm, I’m not quite sure how to take that! I think that my manhood has just been called into question!”

Kat laughed quietly and said, “But, sir! You have two pretty slave girls at your beck and call. You must surely be the most virile man in the pool!”

Gregg smiled and snapped back, “That would be a much bigger compliment if we weren’t the only people in the pool.”

I leaned closer and whispered, “I think the lady has your number, Gregg.”

He sighed loudly and said, “Life was once so simple!”

We bantered back and forth for a little longer before Gregg said, “It’s time to go back to our chairs and air dry for a while. I was expecting the walk back to be easier for me. You two have sure screwed that up!”

Our hands still cradled his cock and balls. His cock is still as hard as a rock.

Kat and I grinned nervously at each other and I said, “Here goes nothing!”

She nodded and looked down at my transparent suit. She said, “You got that right!”

Gregg pulled my hand out of his trunks. He took Kat and me by the hand and led us up the steps and slowly back to our seats. I noticed that not a single person who was here when we arrived has left the pool area. In fact, two more men have joined a small group that was sitting in the corner near our chairs. The new additions are wearing street clothes. I suspect that their friends may have called them on their cell phone to tell them to get out here before they miss the show.

We walked slowly and a lot more calmly than we felt past all those people who stared openly at our bodies. They definitely got the show they were hoping for. Kat and I were totally exposed. Every intimate detail was plainly visible through our invisible suits.

There were a few slightly off-color but very complimentary comments and a few quiet whistles as we passed one small group of young guys. They stared at us as we crossed the deck toward our seats and just like the others they weren’t making any attempt to be discreet about it.

I heard one of the women say to the man she was sitting with, “Oh my god! I wish I had the nerve!”

I almost laughed when I heard him reply, “Yeah. I wish you did too!”

Then it sounded like she smacked him. I don’t know why. He was just agreeing with her!

We returned to our seats. As soon as we were seated we talked quietly about how slutty we are and about some of the comments we overheard. It’s beginning to cool off a little now that the sun is down and the three of us are dripping wet. But we’re so hot on the inside that it didn’t seem to matter.

One of the couples left not long after we returned to our seats. The woman stopped at our chairs on the way out. She was blushing furiously. But she smiled nervously and said, “I love your suits! I wish I had the nerve … and the body! You guys look fantastic!”

As she was turning away I said, “We don’t have the nerve either. This dirty old man is making us wear these things. And it looks to me like you wear the same size I do! There isn’t a thing wrong with your body.”

She smiled. I could tell that she knew I was kidding about Gregg. She shook her head and said, “No. You two are hot! I could never pull that off.”

Gregg sighed and said, “You sound like she did a week ago. You just need to let loose a little.”

He looked at her male companion who obviously disapproved of us and said, “But it helps if you have a man who builds up your self esteem instead of tearing it down.”

Her male companion jerked her away from us then and they walked off toward their apartment. I’d be willing to bet that there’s going to be some serious arguing at their place tonight!

Kat had been staying out of it but listening carefully. When we were alone again she said to Gregg, “You should have yourself cloned. There are a lot of women who could use a good man like you.”

He smiled at her and asked, “Do you mean a man who talks them into walking around naked in public?”

She smiled back and said, “You’re already working wonders on my self esteem! And I’m not even going to mention my libido!”

Over the next fifteen or twenty minutes, most of the people at the pool left. They all walked by us very slowly and didn’t even try to be circumspect about staring at us. But we didn’t mind. After all, that was the point of this little exhibition. We’re out here to embarrass me and Kat and to show off. It would have been devastating if no one noticed!

By that time we had pretty much dried off. Our suits were still invisible and slightly damp. But our skin was dry. Gregg finally decided that the show has been going on for long enough.

We all got up and grabbed our towels. I carried my towel, not bothering to wrap it around my waist. When she saw that I wasn’t covering up, Kat did the same. We attracted the attention of a few passing cars as we slowly walked back to our building. But we didn’t meet up with any pedestrians. I don’t know about people staring down at us from their balconies. I didn’t look up. I was afraid of what I might see.

We made it back to our apartment with no further incidents. It was only about eight thirty. Gregg invited Kat to join us for a glass of wine. She looked back and forth between us and asked, “Are you sure? I’d like that. But I don’t want to be a pest. You guys must want to be alone sometimes.”

Gregg said, “If we didn’t want you here I wouldn’t have asked. We get plenty of time to ourselves. But lately we’ve been adjusting to a new lifestyle in which alone time is nice, but time with good friends is nice, too. We’re changing, just like you are. Now take that damp rag off and sit down and shut up, woman!”

She quickly stripped out of her suit. As soon as she was naked she walked over to Gregg, stood up on her toes and kissed his cheek. Then she sighed and sounding very much like a damsel in distress she said, “Oh my! What have I gotten myself into?!”

Gregg kissed her forehead and responded, “You’ve gotten yourself into a crazy house with some crazy people who are glad they met you, friend.”

She reached up and touch his cheek and said, “I’m glad, too … friend.”

Gregg started to move around her to get the wine and three glasses. She reached up and put her hand on his chest. She shook her head and said, “No sir! That’s my job!”

Gregg started to argue but I came up behind him and said, “Let’s get you out of those wet trunks.”

I jerked his trunks down before he could defend himself. Kat watched with an evil leer on her face. She winked at me and said, “Very nice!”

Then she went to the kitchen for the wine.

I slipped my suit off and stretched my towel out on the couch. I pushed Gregg down at one end and I sat on the other end. Kat quickly returned with the wine. She poured three glasses and then I watched as she tried to decide if she should sit with us on the couch or in the chair.

She was obviously uncomfortable about coming between us. I smiled and patted the cushion beside me, inviting her to join us.

She looked unsure.

I said, “We won’t molest you, Kat. Not unless you want us to.”

She sighed and said, “This is all so new to me. I’m afraid I’ll offend someone or hurt someone’s feelings.”

I understood. I was nervous about the same things on Tuesday when we attended the party with the junior VPs and their wives at Jan’s house. I know just what she’s feeling. But no matter what else she’s feeling, I’m almost positive that she’s feeling very horny right now. Walking around naked in public has that effect on some women. I thought that if she’s feeling as horny as I am she might welcome our attention. If I’m wrong we can always stop.

I held out my hand and when she took it I said, “You don’t have to worry about hurting our feelings or making me jealous. Normal, ordinary emotions like that aren’t considerations with us or with our friends. You’re just going to have to trust me on that. This, what Brad and I are doing right now, may seem like a seduction to you. It isn’t; not exactly. We don’t want you to do anything that you don’t want to do. We aren’t trying to take advantage of you or use you. We’re offering to share with you. We like you and we’d like to share our happiness with you.

“But if this makes you uncomfortable for any reason, I swear to you we’ll understand and you won’t hurt our feelings. On the other hand, you’ve gone this far and seem to be enjoying yourself. I think that you’re a lot more open to our unusual lifestyle than you realize. But the choice is yours. We would never take advantage of you.”

Kat squeezed my hand, smiled nervously and after pausing a moment to think about what she wanted to say, she said, “As you know, this started out to be the worst day of my life. I was unemployed and apparently unemployable. I’d sold my car. I was too broke to buy food. I was about to be evicted. But you got in line behind me at the grocery store and it turned into the best day of my life. It’s been the wildest day of my life and I’ve had a ball! I like you and your friends and I think your fiancé is hot! If that isn’t a problem for you, then thank you. I’d love to join you. I’ve never done anything like this before and I never imagined that I ever would. But it’s been a day of firsts and…”

She stopped, not certain what to say or how to say it. I squeezed her hand and said, “It’s okay. Hell! We may not even do anything. Let’s just get comfortable and enjoy the wine. No pressure.”

Kat sat down between us. She’s still nervous but that’s understandable. It looks like every muscle in her body is tensed up. But I knew that we were about to loosen her up. She’s nervous but if she didn’t want this she wouldn’t have sat down between us. We toasted each other and sipped our wine. Kat gradually calmed down and started to relax. We talked a little about our experiences today. I went into a lot more detail about the strange and wonderful things that have happened to me in the past week.

I told her about my childhood and how it affected me. I told her about my first day with Gregg, only eight days ago now. Like everyone else to whom I’ve told the story, she couldn’t believe that I had the nerve to follow the directions on the index card he sent me in the mail. The thought of how vulnerable I was when I stood with my back to my open door, blindfolded and handcuffed, with no idea what kind of person is going to appear sent shivers down her back.

She found it just as hard to believe that we became engaged the next day.

I told her about our first meeting with Brad and Jan, my first bi experience with Jan and how much I enjoyed it. And then there was the meet and greet the next day and the fun we experienced with all of our new friends. I think the part of my story she found most exciting, though, was our decadent evening at the strip club.

As I described for her the things I did that night, and the things that were done to me, I noticed that she began to discreetly squeeze her thighs together. I put my empty glass on the coffee table and I took hers from her and put it down. I moved a little closer and put my arm around her shoulder. I turned in my seat, smiled at her and lightly kissed her lips. I looked down at her sexy body and asked, “Have you ever been with another woman?”

She blushed and shook her head hesitantly.

I traced her face with my fingertip for a moment. Then I asked, “Does the idea make you uncomfortable?”

She whispered, “No. No, it doesn’t bother me at all. Not anymore.”

I smiled and asked, “Do you think I’m pretty?”

She stared at me in disbelief for a few seconds before she exclaimed, still in a whisper, “Oh my god no! You’re beautiful!”

I shook my head and said, “No, Kat. I’m not beautiful. I’m a butterfly, thanks to Gregg. I’ve changed. I’m more confident now. I have self esteem. But I’m not beautiful. I’m just a normal woman.”

She looked confused for a moment. But then she shook her head and said, “No, Mouse. Beautiful Mouse. You are not just a normal woman. You, and your friend Jan, you are the two most exquisite women that I’ve ever met. But not just on the outside. You’re beautiful all the way through. What is so astounding is that neither of you seem to be aware of it.”

Now I’m the one who’s getting uncomfortable. I drew my finger down Kat’s neck and began to trace her breasts the way that Gregg did it for me that first day. The excitement of that day is something that I will remember if I live to be a hundred.

I teased her breasts for a moment and then I looked over at Gregg and asked, “Would you care to join us? The pressure is starting to build. You wouldn’t want to miss the train.”

Gregg smiled and asked, “Kat? Is that what you want?”

Kat’s head fell back against the couch and she moaned. There was a pause before she reached over and placed her hand on Gregg’s. She said, “I cannot believe I’m doing this!”

She paused again and then she said, “I want you. I want you both. All of my life I’ve known that what we are doing now is wrong. That’s what everyone told me. I believed them. Now I realize that everyone was lying to me. I’ve never been involved in anything this exciting with anyone so nice before in my life!”

She opened her eyes then. She lifted Gregg’s hand to her lips for a gentle kiss. Then she kissed me and said, “Teach me to be as happy as you are.”

Gregg put his wine glass down and got to his feet. Kat and I both stared at his hard cock and smiled. Gregg leaned down and picked Kat up. He said, “Come on, Mouse. Let’s go see if we’ve learned anything from our new friends on the subject of pleasing a woman in bed.”

Gregg carried Kat to our bedroom, a dangerous feat considering how narrow our hallway is. He stood beside the bed holding her in his arms and said, “Last chance to come to your senses, Kat. I don’t want to see you moping around tomorrow thinking, “Oh god, what have I done?!”

She smiled at Gregg, then turned to me and asked, “Does he always play this hard to get?”

It was exciting when she was nervous and fearful. But I feel better about what we’re doing now that she’s a more enthusiastic participant. I’d feel bad if I thought she was doing something like this because she thought she had to in order to please us. It’s obvious now that that isn’t the case.

Gregg dropped her on the bed. We have a full size bed, not the king size beds we’re accustomed to playing on at Jan’s house. But it’s all that the bedrooms in these small apartments will reasonably accommodate. It’s big enough, though. We lay down on either side of Kat and made love to her just the way that Dave and Midge made love to me last Tuesday. Judging by the sounds she made and the way she convulsed in ecstasy from time to time there’s no doubt in my mind that she enjoyed it just as much as I did.

After more than an hour of teasing and pleasing and erotic lovemaking we were lying together, almost totally exhausted, hot and sweaty and completely satisfied. It was after midnight now. Gregg and I have to go to work in the morning. I have to keep twenty-seven eight year olds occupied for two and a half more days. Then I can walk out of that building a free woman and my new life will begin.

We talked for a few minutes as we quietly relaxed and unwound. When it was all over we were pleased that Kat enjoyed what we’d done together and seemed untroubled by it. Gregg and I both enjoyed the hell out of it. Kat insisted on returning to her apartment. She thought it was important that we be alone when we slept. She’s still leery of coming between us. We might have tried harder to talk her into spending the night if our bed was larger. But once the love making is over the truth is our bed really isn’t large enough for three people.

We said goodnight. She kissed us both one last time and then went out to the living room to get dressed. She let herself out and went upstairs. We curled up together in a hot, sweaty ball of flesh and were asleep in no time. Just before I drifted off I felt a slight twinge in my belly. The first warning signs that my period is about to start. I was relieved. I’m not on the pill and I know how unreliable the rhythm method of birth control is. I’ve been playing Russian roulette with my ovaries for the past week and I know better. I’ll have to remember to call my doctor tomorrow and see about a prescription for birth control pills.

We got up together the next morning and took a nice hot shower. When we got out of the shower we were swathed in the wonderful aromas of a home cooked breakfast! Kat had come down and made coffee, bacon and eggs for us!

We got dressed and went out to the kitchen. I wrapped my arms around her and said, “Kat! You didn’t have to do this!”

She smiled and said, “It’s my job! And besides, I owe you two big time after last night. God! That was wonderful!”

I was pleased to see that her conscience hadn’t crept up on her overnight and convinced her we’d taken advantage of her. It’s obvious that she has no regrets. Gregg kissed her on the top of the head as he walked by and said, “Yeah. It was. You’re pretty damned sexy for a woman!”

Then he popped her on her naked butt and said, “And you look very hot in the morning. I love your uniform.”

Kat smiled and stepped back. She looked at Gregg in his expensive suit and me in my school dress and said, “You look like different people!”

“You mean I look like a schoolmarm?”

“No. You look like a model and your sexy fiancé looks like a movie star!”

Gregg chuckled and said, “Yeah, Larry the Cable Guy.”

We ate the delicious breakfast that she prepared for us and still had time to enjoy our coffee before John arrived to pick us up. All three of us sat on the small balcony and sipped our coffee until we saw the limo turn in.




Monday and Tuesday flew by. They were uneventful. Well, by uneventful I mean that we had no parties and attended no dinners. John picked me up in the limo after school on Monday. Instead of driving me back to the apartment he drove me to the Cadillac dealer and helped me pick out a company car.

We won’t need it after school lets out. Gregg has been avoiding getting it because it seems like such an unnecessary extravagance for the company. But for some reason the people in his personnel office won’t let it go. They call him every day and send him memos reminding him that he’s expected at the local Cadillac dealership to select a company car.

John seemed more excited about selecting a car than I was. I guess it’s a guy thing. But after thinking about it I realized that there may be times when it will come in handy. We picked out a nice, obscenely expensive Escalade. I know nothing about cars so I really appreciated John’s assistance.

I kissed him on the cheek and after thanking him for his help I said, “I won’t see you as often now, John! That makes me sad!”

He looked sad, too! He nodded but said, “I’m still available anytime you want me to drive you anywhere, Mouse. And you know how happy it will make me if you keep me busy.”

I promised to call him if I need him and said goodbye. He’s such a sweetheart. I really do like him. I didn’t realize until that moment how much I’m going to miss him! It’s funny because we almost never talk. But he turned out to be one of those nice, unassuming guys who are an instant friend. And I’ve had too few friends in my life. I think it’s understandable that now that I have friends I treasure each and every one of them.

I signed the necessary papers and drove the Cadillac home. When Gregg came home that evening he took Kat out for her driving test to make sure she was a competent driver. When they returned from her road test he let her keep the keys and told her that she should hold onto them. It’s hers to use until next year when we’ll get a new one.

I drove the Jag to work on Tuesday. I drew almost as much attention pulling up in a Jaguar convertible as I did when I was being driven in the limo.

On Tuesday after school I managed to get squeezed in by my doctor for long enough to pick up a prescription for birth control pills. I wondered if Dr. Behr would notice the change in me. But I’ve only seen him twice since moving here to take this job and although he tried to act like he remembered me it was obvious that he didn’t know me from Eve.

I didn’t know what time I’d be getting out of school on Wednesday so I drove myself in the Jag again. I tried to ignore the looks on the faces of the other teachers who were around when I drove up and parked. But I’m embarrassed to admit that I got a warm feeling in my stomach when I saw their faces and it had nothing to do with menstruation.

I collected everyone’s books in class that morning. I handed out report cards. I almost couldn’t see the top of my desk for all the silly goodbye gifts the kids brought me. They’ve been a nice group of kids and I suppose that all in all it’s been a reasonably good year. I even grew to really like quite a few of them. I wouldn’t want to take them home with me. But some of them are really nice kids. I don’t think I realized how close we’ve become until a few of my favorites came up and gave me a hug before leaving and I felt my eyes getting moist.

And then it was over. I took care of all the last minute paperwork and grabbed my small box of personal items. The rest of the staff is gathering for cake and coffee in the cafeteria. Apparently it’s an annual tradition. But I’ve never been an accepted member of the staff here. I don’t have a single friend among the other teachers. I know that if I show up at their little “Thank God It’s Summer!” party I’ll be asked a lot of uncomfortable questions by people with whom I’m not close enough to share personal information and I would probably make a lot of people uncomfortable by my very presence. So just as I did last year I skipped the party.

I made my way out to the Jag and drove home with a surprising feeling of emptiness when I realized that I won’t be back. I’m not nearly as elated as I thought I’d be now that the end of this stage of my life has finally arrived.







Chapter 29


It was still early, not even noon yet when I got home. Our small apartment was immaculate and Kat was standing in the kitchen trying to decide what to cook for dinner. I changed clothes and said, “Let’s go over and see how the new house is coming along.”

Kat went out to the foyer to get dressed. As I watched I chuckled and said, “It’s amazing how quickly a person can grow to like coming home and finding a naked woman in her house.”

She laughed and replied, “It’s even more amazing how quickly a person can become comfortable with being that naked woman!”

I let Kat drive the new Cadillac. She’s never had a new car before. She blushed and admitted that she came out to the parking lot twice this morning just to sit in it and enjoy the smell.

On the way over to the new house I called Jan. Dani answered and I asked her how she’s doing. She’s obviously adjusting to her unusual lifestyle just as well as Kat. She sounded very happy, perky, excited just to be alive. I asked her if Jan is available and Dani put her on the phone.

When she found out we were on our way over she invited us to stop by so that we could all go see the progress that Mike and his crew are making. We drove to Jan’s house and Jan and I stood back out of the way while Kat and Dani ran to greet each other. I imagine that those two have a lot to talk about!

Jan and I hugged and kissed and then the four of us walked down the street and around the corner to our new house. I saw three big differences from half a block away. Our yard is now a verdant, well manicured lawn. The last time we were here it was all bare dirt. There are curtains in the windows. The effect of those two changes was remarkable. It looks like a home now! And there was something different about the driveway.

When we got closer I could see that the driveway and the sidewalk leading to the front door are now covered in small, colorful, highly polished round pebbles. They’re glued to the cement in a decorative but tasteful pattern. It’s beautiful!

At first I was afraid to step on it. But Dani pointed out that there are trucks parked in front of the garage so it must be safe to walk on.

We went inside and started looking around. I was shocked at how much progress the men have made. Standing just inside the door it looked like they were finished. Mike was upstairs when we arrived. He came down just as we walked in and gave both Jan and me a big hug. Then he started showing us around and pointing out his progress.

It has only been three days since we were here last! I couldn’t believe what they’ve accomplished in such a short time.

Mike smiled and said, “When you have your own people and can count on them it makes a big difference. And I find that when I have a project that excites me like this one or Jan’s house it makes a big difference, too.”

He took us around and pointed out the decorative plaster work on the walls and all the artistic touches, the fine details, things I might not have noticed right away. I was so happy with what’s been done that I could have cried.

A lot of the furniture has already been brought in. It’s still covered with plastic. But it’s in place and ready to be unveiled. The bed in the master bedroom looks massive. It’s a standard king size bed but due, I think, to the massive wooden headboard it looks somehow larger. Some of the other pieces haven’t arrived yet. But I looked at that bed and I couldn’t help thinking of the fun we’re going to have there.

We went all through the house. Kat’s suite off of the kitchen is complete and ready to move in. She walked around and touched everything as if she couldn’t believe it was real.

Before we left, Mike took us down to the basement. I haven’t even gone down there before. It has been my experience that basements are just dark, dusty places in which you store Christmas decorations and assorted odds and ends you aren’t using.

Not this one! The walls and ceilings are all finished and the four huge rooms down there have been carpeted except for the small kitchen off of the party room and a room set aside for storage. A large family could live quite well down there!

We thanked Mike for taking the time for the tour and walked back to Jan’s house. My head was spinning and I think Kat’s was too.

We all undressed as soon as we entered Jan’s house. The funny thing about that is that all four of us undressed without giving it a second thought. In only days it’s become second nature to me. And even more amazing, Kat and Dani already seem entirely comfortable with their nudity.

We went out onto the deck in back and Dani brought us out a pitcher of unadulterated iced tea. We talked about the house for a few minutes. Jan and I listened while Dani and Kat talked about the changes in their lives. They’re both obviously very excited about those changes and the strange situations in which they now find themselves.

Jan and I eavesdropped on Dani and Kat for a few minutes. I found it especially interesting from my perspective of having just experienced many of those same changes only days earlier. Their conversation eventually wound down and they listened while we discussed the upcoming wedding.

Jan had to be restrained. She came up with one grandiose suggestion for the event after another that was far more elaborate than anything that Gregg and I want. I kept trying to pull her back down to earth. I’ve read that many of my peers growing up fantasized and even planned their weddings from an early age. Some even started making plans in their early teens. I’m not one of those. To be honest, I wasn’t all that certain I would ever find a man and fall in love. It may be that I never made wedding plans because I never expected to have one. Gregg and I just want a simple ceremony and a small party with our new friends to celebrate the occasion. We just want it to be legal and to celebrate what we mean to each other.

Jan grudgingly gave in and we set a date for the Saturday after next. We could have done it sooner but I want to put it off a week because of my period. I insisted on only two things. It’s to be a simple, informal, low-key event. And I want a Justice of the Peace to perform the ceremony. No clergy allowed.

I thanked Jan for all her help and for putting herself out like she is for us.

She grinned and replied, “I’ve gotten quite fond of putting out.”

Jan informed us that Helen and Chaz are coming over soon. I was tempted to stay but I have another errand in mind. Kat and I left before things got interesting. I was afraid that if we waited we wouldn’t leave. We still have a couple of hours before Gregg comes home. I want to use that time getting a head start on a new wardrobe for Kat. Without telling her where we were going I directed her to drive us to Sweet Nothings so that we could get her some new clothes.

When we walked in, Jo and Kara came hurrying over and hugged me. I introduced them to Kat and explained to Kat that these were the two women who raped me on stage at the strip club.

Kat grinned, well aware of what a violent crime it must have been. She looked around and said, “I’ve always wanted to come in here. I never had the nerve … or the money.”

I had to smile. That was almost exactly what I said to Gregg when he brought me here.

Jo was called away to check someone out at the cash register. Kara led us around and helped me pick out a few new outfits for Kat. We only got half a dozen. She needs everything but we’ll have more time for shopping later. It isn’t necessary to get everything she needs all at once.

Kat was very embarrassed. She continued to insist that this isn’t necessary. She’s going to have her own money in a few days and can augment her own wardrobe.

I drew myself up and put my hands on my hips. I glared at Kat and said, “Don’t you dare try to tell me that I can’t shop!”

Kat laughed and put her arms around me. She hugged me and said, “I’m sorry, ma’am. I guess this means another beating tonight.”

Kara sighed and shook her head. Under her breath she asked herself, “Why are all of my friends crazy?!”

When we got to the bathing suit section I told Kat to pick out a couple to tide her over until she got paid. She looked around at the selection. There were a couple of more or less normal bikinis on display. But she picked out two of the more revealing suits, the same two suits that we wore the last time we went to the pool.

I waited until she picked them up and turned around to face me. I asked, “Are you sure, Kat? You don’t have to.”

“Are you kidding? I’ve never had more fun at a swimming pool than we had on Sunday. And I certainly enjoyed what happened when we returned to the apartment. I’d have to say that suit worked out really well for me.”

As we made our way back to the changing booths I told Kara that we set the date for the wedding and I asked if there’s any way that they can have someone watch the store so that they can attend.

I stressed that it’s going to be a simple ceremony and, depending on who ends up coming, I won’t be surprised if all the ladies there are naked. If not during the ceremony then at the party we’re planning afterward.

Before she could respond we arrived at the changing booths. Kat knew all about my two days of trying on clothes in the last booth on the left. It’s one of the memorable experiences I shared with her in our conversations.

She looked around and saw the two men waiting for their wives or girlfriends who were trying on clothes in booths with doors and then she turned to me and said, “I think I can do this … but I need you to dare me.”

I laughed and said, “I triple dog dare you!”

She chuckled and informed me that I had just committed a huge violation of dog dare protocol. Then she went over to the same booth that I changed in and hung up her new clothes.

Kat smiled nervously and began to remove her blouse. She was trying like hell to hide it. But the poor woman looked scared to death. There was no need for her to use that booth just because I did and I don’t want her to feel like she has to prove something to me. I couldn’t stand to see her like that. I decided to put a stop to it.

I went up to her and stopped her. I grabbed her new clothes and pulled her out of the booth. I pulled her to the first booth with a door on it and hung her clothes up inside. I hugged her and said, “Kat, you’re so sweet. Listen honey. You don’t have to try so hard. Don’t try to be someone you aren’t. You don’t have to do this for us. You don’t have to do any of this to please us.

“We like you and we’re glad that you’re a part of our family now. But you don’t have to do everything we do. You don’t have to prove anything to us or to anyone else. We’ve both told you that. Do the things that you enjoy. Test your limits a little if you feel like it. But don’t force yourself. It isn’t necessary.”

She tried to argue with me but I could sense the relief she felt when I stopped her from undressing in that first booth. I shut the door and while she changed into the first of the dresses we selected I went back and selected two nice bikinis for her.

The outfits that we picked out were more risqué than the clothing she’s accustomed to wearing. But we selected nothing that she can’t wear in public without getting arrested. All of the clothes we chose for her were stylish outfits that any young, sexy woman would be happy to wear when she went out.

She protested when I handed the bikinis in to her. She insisted that she was happy with the two she picked out earlier. But I’m reasonably certain that the only reason she chose them was to please me. She protested, but she took the more conservative but still very sexy bikinis from me.

After she tried on everything we went to the counter and while Kara rang up our purchases I asked Jo if there’s any way that she, Kara, Paul and Glenn can all come to my wedding.

She smiled and exclaimed, “I wouldn’t miss it for the world! I’ll just close the store. One day won’t drive me into the poorhouse. I’ll close it for longer if you invite us along on the honeymoon.”

I told her that I’d have to ask Gregg if they can come on the honeymoon. As far as I know we aren’t planning to go on a honeymoon. But if we should, somehow I didn’t think he’d object to having Jo come along. I promised to drop by with a real invitation with all of the details as soon as I have one. I can’t mail it. I don’t know where she lives.

She laughed and said, “I never thought of that! I feel like we’re old friends. You know everything about us. It never occurred to me that you don’t even have my phone number!”

She wrote out the address where she lives with Paul and their home and cell phone numbers. She also gave me that information for Kara and Glenn. I gave her my current address, the address of our new house, our phone numbers and Gregg’s cell number. After exchanging all that information and kissing Jo and Kara goodbye, Kat and I went out to the car to drive home.

As soon as we were on the road, Kat said, “I’m sorry. I let you down.”

She sounded so dejected. She almost broke my heart. I turned to face her and punched her right in the shoulder.

She grabbed her shoulder and exclaimed, “Hey!”

I sighed and said, “I only did that because I was afraid you’d lose control if I punched you in the side of the head! Gregg and I both told you that all we ask of you is that you be tolerant of us and our friends. You don’t have to do these things to please us!”

Kat pulled off the road into a parking lot and shut the engine off. She turned to me and said, “I’ve enjoyed the hell out of the things I’ve done since I met you. The things that I find myself doing with you and Gregg have been some of the most exciting times of my life. I had a blast with you two at the pool. I can’t even describe how much I love what we did when we returned to your apartment. I’ve never before enjoyed sex with anyone as much as I did with you and Gregg; never in my entire life! That’s not an exaggeration!

“I’ve already reached a point that I’m more comfortable naked than I am with clothes on. And I love those of your friends whom I’ve met. I even find myself looking forward to going out to some of the weird places you go, if you were serious about inviting me.

“I can’t explain what just happened. I hated to disappoint you. But suddenly, standing in that booth with those two men watching me … I just couldn’t do it! I don’t even know why!”

I reached over and took her hands and held them. I smiled and said, “You didn’t disappoint me. You didn’t let me down. Not wanting to undress with two strange men watching you is the most natural reaction in the world! That’s the way a woman is supposed to react. Kat, I would never make you do anything you don’t want to do. All you had to do was say, ‘I don’t feel like doing this.’

“Hell! You didn’t have to say anything! You just had to walk to the booth with the door on it. I swear to you I would not have been upset.

“Please, Kat. Please don’t make yourself do things for us that you don’t want to do. We can’t have a friendship if we aren’t honest with each other. I honestly don’t care if you enjoy the things that we do. I like you anyway! Gregg likes you. Jan likes you. And you are a fantastic fucking cook! The next time we go shopping we’ll go to the mall. There are no changing rooms without doors there.”

Kat wiped her eyes and drove us home. We climbed out and got the bags out of the back. I went with her to my old apartment and we dropped her new clothes on the bed. She suddenly sat down on the bed, covered her face with her hands and started crying.

I sat down beside her and held her for a few minutes. When she started to calm down I asked, “Now what’s wrong, you silly bitch?!”

She looked up, shocked until she saw my smile. Suddenly she was laughing and crying at the same time. She finally calmed down and said, “I am a silly bitch. I have no idea what got into me, I swear I don’t. One minute I’m telling you how exciting it all is and then I’m in the middle of a panic attack.”

I held her in my arms for a few minutes and let her calm down. I was holding her head on my shoulder and soothing her when somehow we found ourselves kissing. I’m not quite sure how that came to pass. I’m pretty certain that I didn’t initiate it.

The kisses became more and more passionate and soon we were naked in her bed and making love. It was a little frantic at first. But soon we calmed down and there was a lot of gentle touching and kissing.

I love making love to a man. And now I know that it isn’t just my man. I love having sex with men. I don’t even need to know their names! But there is something a little bit special about making slow, gentle love to a soft, sexy feminine body. I love the feel of another woman’s breasts in my hand, or pressed against my own breasts. I get turned on when I feel a woman’s nipples getting hard in my fingers or between my lips. And I absolutely love the taste of an excited woman’s juicy vagina.

Kat and I made love for nearly an hour that afternoon. She was a little upset that I refused to let her eat my pussy. She insisted that she didn’t care about my period. But I was much too self conscious. I got mine, though. I came once as our pussies rubbed against each other, our legs entwined and our tongues stabbing back and forth sensuously.

I came again when she was licking and sucking my breasts and her hand was gently but firmly pressing against my pussy. And I enjoyed eating her to half a dozen loud, passionate orgasms.

When it was over we lay together in each other’s arms, kissing affectionately. When our breathing returned to normal I asked, “What brought that on? If you did that because you felt that you had to I’m going to bust your ass.”

She squeezed me and said, “I don’t know. I didn’t plan it. I’ve been thinking about what we did when we returned from the pool on Sunday. It was very exciting. But I was curious. I’ve wondered what it would be like if we were alone.”

I digested that for a minute before I asked, “Are you gay? You can be. It’s okay. We wouldn’t care. If you are…”

“NO!” she interjected suddenly. “I’m not gay! But I like you. I like you a lot. And … I don’t know. After last Sunday I just wanted to try it. But just the two of us. Is that okay?”

I laughed and said, “It was a hell of a lot better than okay! I’m glad you enjoyed it. I did, too. And I hope that we can do it again soon. I’m just trying to figure your crazy ass out!”

She laughed and said, “There’s a long line for that ride. But what we did Sunday with Gregg, that was hot too. Really, Mouse. I don’t know what happened to me today. I’m having a great time with you and your friends. And I don’t want to go shopping at the mall.”

I kissed her and said, “Yes you do.”

She shook her head and said, “Please, Mouse. Give me another chance.”

I sat up and noticed the time. I slapped her on the hip and said, “We better take a shower. Gregg will be home pretty soon. We need to start supper.”

She looked at the time and exclaimed, “Fuck! I had no idea it was this late! Shit!”

She started scrambling out of bed and running around, hurrying to get ready. She ran in and turned the shower on and I was finally able to catch up with her. I put my arms around her bustling body and held her in place for a second. I kissed the back of her neck and said, “Calm down. We have plenty of time. And if we’re late, Gregg will hardly beat us at all.”

She whispered, “I don’t want to screw this up. I like Gregg. I like you both. It’s as though the two of you have instantly become my very best friends. I want to be the best damned housekeeper in the state. I can’t screw this up!”

I kissed her again and said, “We don’t want the best housekeeper in the state. We want a good friend who helps us out and is comfortable around us. Now take a deep breath and calm down.”

She finally relaxed in my arms and took a deep breath. In a calm voice I said, “Very good. Take another.”

I kissed her again and said, “Now let’s take a nice hot shower and go downstairs.”

We showered and dressed. Kat put on one of her new dresses and we went down to the apartment I’m now sharing with Gregg. Kat undressed in the foyer. I went to my bedroom and undressed. It wasn’t until I was about to put my cell phone on the charger that I saw that there was a message from Gregg.

I called him back as soon as I saw the message. He asked if Kat had started supper yet. I told him that she was just about to.

He said, “Let’s go out tonight. We can go to Ken’s steakhouse and then swing by and visit Paul. He invited us over to see some of the DVD’s they’ve collected.”

I told him we’d be ready when he got home and hurried out to stop Kat. It wasn’t until we hung up that I realized that I forgot to tell him about our wedding date or the progress on the new house.

Kat put her dress back on and I picked out one that was revealing and easy to get in and out of. We sat out on the balcony and waited for Gregg to get home.

Gregg arrived about half an hour later. He came up and took a quick shower and dressed. We started to leave but Gregg paused at the door and asked us to go back into the living room.

Kat and I went in and sat on the couch. Gregg sat on the coffee table and spoke with Kat. He held her hands in his, looked her in the eyes and said, “Kat, after dinner we’ve been invited to visit a friend to watch a DVD. They are sexually explicit DVDs featuring two of his slaves. Some of them are pretty graphic. I don’t know what we’re going to see, but whatever it is it won’t be R rated. How do you feel about that?”

Kat blushed and looked at me. She asked, “Did you tell him?!”

I shook my head.

Gregg asked, “Tell me what?”

Kat looked down and blushed. You’d have thought she was confessing to murder when she said, “Mouse took me to Sweet Nothings today and bought me some clothes. But I wimped out when it was time to try them on. There were a couple of creepy guys watching and I just couldn’t do it. I’m sorry Gregg. I didn’t mean to let you down.”

Gregg smiled and said, “Kat! You didn’t let me down! There’s nothing in our agreement about you undressing in front of strangers. I told you the first day we met that you’ll never have to do anything that you don’t want to do.

“That’s still the agreement. That’s why we’re having this conversation. I don’t want you to do anything that you’re uncomfortable doing, like watching porn with a bunch of perverts.”

She replied, “Yeah. I know. But I’m trying to be more like Mouse and the other women you’re friends with. And I think I am in a lot of ways. I loved what we did that first night. And I loved what we did today.”

She sat up straight and clapped her hand over her mouth. She looked at me and whispered, “Was I supposed to say that?”

I laughed and assured her, “It’s okay, Kat. It was just sex. We had fun. Gregg doesn’t mind. I’m sure that he’s happy for us. Right Gregg?”

Gregg leaned forward and said, “Sweet Kat, in some ways you’re more innocent than my virginal Mouse. But that’s not something to be ashamed of. And if that’s who you are I want you to stay that way. Don’t change for me or Mouse or anyone else.”

Kat got very serious then and said, “But that isn’t who I want to be. I wasn’t happy. I can’t remember ever being happy. I’ve lived a life of disappointments and I set myself up for all of them.

“I want to change. I want to be like you and your friends. I want some fun in my life, some adventure. I may find it a little more difficult to change than you people did. But you’ve all changed. You guys weren’t always the way you are now. Please, bear with me. Give me time and I’ll grow a set of balls.”

Gregg laughed and said, “No! Please don’t do that. You’re perfect just the way you are. I’ll make you a deal. Come with us. Have a nice meal. If you went to Sweet Nothings then you’ve already met Jo and Kara. It’s their house were going to tonight. Kara is the star of the movies we’re going to see.

“Watch a little of the movie. If you can’t handle it we’ll bring you home and I promise you there’ll be no hard feelings. We didn’t hire you to watch dirty movies. We hired you to be a housekeeper and you’ve already proven that you’re very good at that. So don’t worry about anything else. Let’s go eat.”

The three of us went down to the parking lot. Gregg drove us to the restaurant in the Jag. The hostess recognized Gregg and me immediately. She smiled nervously but Gregg assured her that we’d keep our clothes on tonight.

Kat chuckled when he said that. She seems to be relaxing finally. She’s seemed on edge since her perceived failure to live up to what she imagines are the expectations we have for her today at Sweet Nothings. Maybe she’ll be just fine after a glass of wine.

The poor hostess blushed and showed us to a booth. Our waiter turned out to be the young man I gave the blowjob to in the back room last Saturday. When he recognized us he blushed, too. But except for that his expression never changed. He tried very hard to act as if his cock has never been in my mouth. He didn’t pull it off very well.

Gregg ordered a nice bottle of wine. The waiter tensed up. He looked for a few seconds as though he were trapped. He cleared his throat and said, “I’m sorry, sir. The owner has instructed us that we are to give you and your friends wine from his private stock whenever you come in. I’m not supposed to bring you the wine you’ve requested.”

The poor kid looked terrified. Gregg smiled and said, “Relax, man! We only bite a little bit. I thought you found that out the last time we came in. I’ll talk to Ken later. Bring us whatever we’re allowed to drink for now.”

He nodded and rushed off to get the wine. He was so eager to please we couldn’t help but be amused.

I already told Kat about the party that we had here in the private dining room. After the waiter left I told her that our waiter is the young virgin I tipped with a blowjob after the party broke up.

She thought it was cute that he’s so embarrassed.

The waiter returned with our wine and we ordered a light meal. We were running a little late and we weren’t really in the mood for appetizers. I finally told Gregg about our wedding date a week from next Saturday. I also told him about the progress on our house. While I was filling him in he ran his hand up under my dress and teased my pussy, making it very hard to concentrate.

After I was finished with the recital of my daily diary, Gregg asked about my little interlude with Kat. I told him about how anguished she was when she felt that she let me down at Sweet Nothings.

Kat was listening and blushing, embarrassed because she didn’t want Gregg to think less of her. Gregg reached down with his other hand and patted her thigh. He said, “Relax, Kat. Ninety-nine percent of the women in the world would do what you did today. You have nothing to be embarrassed about.”

I watched as she reached down and gently pulled Gregg’s hand higher until it was under her skirt and resting right up against her pussy. She closed her eyes and a tiny sigh of pleasure escaped her lips when she felt his touch there. A few seconds passed before she opened her eyes and quietly but emphatically exclaimed, “I don’t want to be one of the ninety-nine! I want to be in the one. I want to be one of those rare, exciting, interesting women like Mouse and Jan and all those other women who are your friends. I want to be one of those women who are free and so very happy and really know how to enjoy life.”

Gregg said, “You can be happy without being like Mouse. There must be millions of happy women in the world who live normal lives.”

Kat shrugged and conceded, “Maybe. But I tried normal. I didn’t enjoy it. What happened at the store today was a setback. But I promise you, I’m going to do better.”

Gregg sighed and sat back in his seat. He said, “Maybe the problem is that you’re trying to force it. You’re trying to do things that are not in your nature to do. Mouse and I both had these fantasies before we even met. Even when she was still a virgin, Mouse had a collection of restraints and nipple clamps and handcuffs. I didn’t own any. But I read stories about them on the internet and those stories turned me on.

“We were already predisposed toward that sort of behavior. We didn’t have to force it. That’s probably one of the reasons that we’re so good together. We’ve both come to the conclusion that we were made for each other.

“You’re welcome to become as involved in our strange life as you’re comfortable with. But we will never be upset when you draw the line at anything. Do what you want; don’t do what you don’t want. There aren’t any rules. There aren’t any quotas.”

Our meal came. We ate, sipped wine and changed the subject to the things we have to do between tomorrow morning and our wedding. We also talked about whether or not we should move into the new house. Kat’s suite and the kitchen are finished. The master bedroom is missing some of the furniture but the bed is in place.

I look forward to sleeping, and fucking, in that bed. But I’m dying to try out that huge walk-in shower. It was resolved that I would call Mike on Friday and ask if we would be in the way if we moved in.

After we finished our meal I asked Gregg if I should pay Ken a visit before we leave.

He glanced at his watch and said that we’re going to have to owe him one. We’re already late.

While Gregg paid for dinner I hurried down to Ken’s office and thanked him for the wine. I explained that I’m going to have to owe him one because we’re late. We’re on our way to visit Paul.

He grinned and assured me that he would not forget. But he added that it really isn’t necessary to molest him every time we eat here. That’s something that Kara started. It’s nice, but not a requirement.

I smiled and said, “I think it’s nice, too. And I’ll make it up to you next time.”

I met Gregg and Kat at the door. On the way out to the car I told him that I gave Ken an IOU.

We were on our way to Paul’s slave quarters. That’s the house he bought from the bank after it was repossessed from Kara and her husband Glenn. When we arrived I was surprised to see a very nice home in a nice, upper middleclass neighborhood. For some reason I was expecting something more along the lines of the duplex where Kat was living when we found her. Well, maybe a little nicer than that. But a house like theirs isn’t what comes to mind when you try to picture slave quarters.

Jo opened the door and greeted us with a hug. She stepped back and invited us in. She, Kara and Glenn were all naked. I waited until Jo shut the front door and I took my dress off. Kat watched me for a couple of seconds and then she started to undress.

I reached out and stopped her. I squeezed her hand gently and said, “Kat, you don’t have to.”

She smiled and said, “It’s alright. I want to.”

When Kat and I were naked we went in and introduced Kat to Paul and his third slave, Glenn. Kara hugged Kat and asked, “Are you okay? I didn’t expect to see you here tonight.”

Kat smiled a little nervously and said, “I’m sorry about my little panic attack today.”

Then she blushed and said, “I think I needed a little foreplay first, or maybe a glass of wine.”

Kara laughed and said, “Don’t ever apologize, especially not for being normal!”

Paul was showing Gregg around, pointing out the camera system he had installed in every room in the house. I looked around and said, “That must have taken some getting accustomed to.”

Kara smiled and said, “Actually, I kind of get a kick out of them. I don’t think that I truly realized how much of an exhibitionist I am until I met Paul. It’s been hard on Glenn sometimes. But when he got his new job and we could have put an end to our slavery he asked Paul to continue using us. Paul had Jo by then. So he maybe isn’t quite as big a part of our lives as he was in the beginning. But he’s still the Master he became when this all started and we still enjoy the games. The four of us are pretty much inseparable now.

“We bought our house back from him. But those cameras are all still live and we still do everything that Paul tells us to do. We may tire of it eventually. But we haven’t yet.”

“It sounds exciting. But I don’t think I could live the way you do.”

Kara smiled and said, “I wouldn’t have volunteered. But when we didn’t have a choice I discovered that I was horny all the time thinking about people watching every move I make, especially since I was naked all the time.”

We made our way back to the living room where everyone else was waiting for us. Kara pointed out the large collection of DVDs they’ve accumulated. Some were taken from the cameras in the house. But most were recorded at the strip club. I picked them up and looked through them. They all have professional looking covers adorned with nude photos of Kara and some of her co-stars.

I was almost halfway through the stack when it occurred to me that they have professional looking covers. Someone must be selling these things! That was followed closely by the realization that I starred in their last sex show at that sleazy club! And they made a DVD!

A most unexpected wave of excitement washed over me when the inevitable realization struck. Somewhere, someone out there may already be watching the DVD of my night on that stage! I’m the star of a porn movie!! And that movie is probably being sold to perverts all over the world!!

I pulled myself together and continued looking through the DVDs. It wasn’t long before I got another big shock. Two of them were filmed on what I have to assume is the stage of the small theater in the back of the club I heard them talking about, the theater that they built just for Kara. In one of the DVDs it looked like she was being gang raped by half a dozen of the biggest, most well hung black men I’ve ever seen. And I do mean raped! From the pictures on the cover of the DVD it’s obvious that it was more than just rough sex. Those men really looked like they were raping her!

I looked more closely at the six large, black cocks in the photographs. I’ve never actually seen a naked black man in person. But looking at those men you have to wonder if at least that part of the stereotype isn’t true. The cocks on those six men were huge! That wasn’t the DVD that made me gasp out loud, though. The next DVD in the stack was the one in which her co-stars were two large dogs!

I stared at it for a moment. Then I glanced up at Kara. For the first time she blushed. She shrugged and said, “It wasn’t so bad … I guess. I wouldn’t want to do it again. Or at least I don’t think I would. I experienced an awful lot of orgasms that night. I think the gangbang that followed was harder on me.”

There were two other DVDs that caught my eye. Kara’s co-stars were two very young teenage boys. She informed Kat and me that the boys are her teenage paperboy and his little brother. She said, “They’re so sweet. They still come around now and then and we have a little fun. I know they’re too young. But they’re so nice. And we don’t do anything kinky or anything. I’m teaching them about sex and giving them some pleasure. I don’t think they’re being harmed by that. You should see the difference in them now. They’re so much more self confident, more sure of themselves. They’re really nice kids.”

Kara was standing on one side of me. Kat was on the other side looking at the DVD covers as I went through them. Kat picked up the disk with the dogs on it and looked closely at the pictures. She shivered and said, “That must have been horrible!”

Kara shrugged and admitted, “Yeah, parts of it were. But there were good parts, too. No man ever ate my pussy like those dogs did.”

Paul asked us to pick out a DVD to watch and he ordered Glenn to open a bottle of wine and serve it. Kat and I quickly went through the DVDs again and selected the one from Kara’s first time on stage in the strip club. Not the stage in the backroom, the main stage out front.

I held it up and asked if we could watch it. I said, “I still get chills when I remember what I did on that stage the other night. I’m curious about Kara’s first show.”

Paul smiled and said, “That is actually one of my favorites. I love watching her in all of her DVDs. But she really came out of her shell that night.”

Glenn took the DVD from me and put it in the player. We all got comfortable and watched as Kara and Gina, the stripper she met for the first time that evening, came out on the stage for Kara’s strip club debut.

Kat and I sat on either side of Gregg. Jo sat in Paul’s lap and Glenn and Kara sat together. We sipped our wine and watched Kara and her stripper friend Gina on the big screen television. They came out on stage wearing silly, old fashioned baby doll pajamas. They may have been silly, but they were very sheer and no doubt they played right into the fantasies of a lot of the old men in the audience. Everyone could easily make out the intimate details of their sexy bodies under the pajamas.

I doubt if anyone was looking at their bodies, though. Not when they first stepped out on that stage. I’d be willing to bet that everyone was looking at the near terror on Kara’s face. It was obvious that she didn’t want to be there. For some reason there was something very compelling about that. The look of terror on her face seemed to emphasize her youth and her innocence.

We watched as she began to move sensuously with Gina. They swayed slowly in time to the quiet jazz playing in the background. You couldn’t call what they were doing a dance. Gina started kissing and touching her. Half way through the first song, Gina pulled Kara’s top off and then she removed her own. The kissing and the touching continued and slowly we began to notice a change taking place in the expression on Kara’s face. She’s starting to get turned on!

We all watched the gradual change in her as the act progressed. In the pause between each song, Gina led Kara along the front of the stage so that the men gathered around could tip her. As I recently learned for myself, the process of tipping involves a lot of groping and probing.

The act ended with the two women in a lusty sixty-nine and another round of tipping and groping. But that wasn’t the end of the DVD. The action on stage was followed by a scene in a backroom in which Kara was roughly taken by the two fat old cops who provide security for the club.

Paul stopped the DVD player at the end of that scene. The entire show only lasted about forty minutes. There was complete silence in the room. I felt like I’d been holding my breath for the entire forty minutes! God that was a hot show! I suspect that watching the DVD had been hotter for me and Kara and Jo than it was for the others in the room. We know how Kara felt when she was molested by Gina on that stage because we’ve all experienced it.

I’m not the only one who’s turned on, though. Gregg has a large bulge in the front of his pants and I’m pleased to see that Kat’s face is flushed and she’s breathing deeply.

Paul called Glenn over and whispered something to him. It’s plain to see that Glenn enjoyed the show as much as we did. His cock is hard and throbbing, bouncing around as he moves around the room.

Glenn went over to the DVD player. He took another movie from a cabinet near the television. It hadn’t been in the stack with the other DVD’s we looked through. While he changed disks Paul said, “This is the latest movie Kara starred in. I have a copy of it to give you when you leave if you’d like one.”

Glenn sat down and Paul started the next movie. The screen came to life and there I was stepping out on stage between Jo and Kara with almost the same expression on my face that I saw on Kara’s face in the previous movie. My two new friends were already naked. I was fully dressed. The crowd was roaring. We had to wait several minutes for them to quiet down so that I could be introduced.

I was already aware from the comments I overheard later that our performance that night was recorded and I’ve already accepted the fact that the movie is almost certainly being sold commercially. I suppose I should be upset. But I’m not. Watching the show we put on that night at the club is incredibly arousing. I’m so glad that we’re going to have a copy of it.

I glanced at Kat several times during my performance. I was curious to see how she’d react to watching what I did that night. She enjoyed hearing about it when I described it to her. But seeing it in living color is a whole different thing. I was pleased to see that she’s obviously aroused. She looks like she’s going to have an orgasm just from watching it!

We watched the entire show and once more the room was totally silent for a long moment when it ended. I noticed for the first time that Jo and Kara were both on their knees sucking Paul’s cock. Gregg reached for me but I said, “Gregg, I think our housekeeper needs some attention.”

He looked over at Kat and she looked so grateful. Gregg smiled and said, “I guess we need to keep her happy. It’s so hard to find good help these days.”

Kat smiled and she and Gregg moved onto the floor. I got up and went over to Glenn. He was a little surprised when I sat in his lap and asked, “Do you need permission to get a blowjob?”

We looked over at Paul. He was watching us with an amused look on his face. He smiled and said, “Just don’t hurt him, Mouse.”

I nodded and promised to be careful. I slid out of his lap and got on my knees in front of him. I reached out, wrapped my fingers around his throbbing cock and began to lightly tease his balls with my fingertips. This little party could have been timed better. My period is just starting and I’m flowing like a river so I can’t fuck the poor guy. But for some reason I always feel horny as hell at this time of the month, especially during the first few days.

I smiled up at Glenn. I felt even better about what I was about to do when I saw the gratitude in his eyes. I leaned down over his lap and began sucking enthusiastically on his hard cock.

While I was doing that, Kara came over and knelt beside me. She leaned down and kissed my shoulder. I felt her hand reaching between my legs and her fingers began teasing me. She whispered, “This is so nice of you. Thank you for thinking of him. He gets left out a lot.”

I would have responded but my mouth was full so I couldn’t talk right then.

We were in no hurry to go home. I’m no longer gainfully employed. Gregg is taking tomorrow off so that we can go into town and apply for our marriage license. We don’t have to get up early for that.

Kat has apparently fully recovered from her panic attack. She made love to Gregg and when he was exhausted Paul took his place. She seemed more than happy to have him.

Thinking back to how large his cock is I can certainly understand that. I remember well the night I sucked his cock and became excited by the thought that one day soon I’ll have it buried in my pussy. I watched Kat’s face as Paul fucked her with that fat cock. I felt just the smallest pang of jealousy when I saw how much she was enjoying it; as much as I’m sure I will when I finally get the chance.

Later, after watching another of the DVDs, Gregg and Paul put Kat on her knees and she obviously enjoyed being with both of them at the same time. It was her first time with two men. I knew from the way she was responding to all that stimulation that it won’t be her last.

After they all collapsed in a satisfied heap of sweaty flesh on the carpet, I wormed my way into the tangle and held Kat in my arms. I kissed her and asked, “How do you feel?”

She smiled and said, “Fucked! I feel well and truly fucked! And I loved it! Thanks for giving me another chance. I’m okay now. I’m better than okay now.”

Gregg chuckled and said, “She sure as hell is! I think I’m going to give her a raise.”

Kat laughed and responded, “That’s funny. I was thinking of telling you that you don’t have to pay me.”

It was nearly one in the morning before we finally started dressing to go home. We said our goodbyes and thanked Paul and his three slaves for a good time. We took our copy of the DVD starring me and went home.

We parted with Kat in the elevator and Gregg and I were alone at last. As soon as our door closed behind us I hugged Gregg and happily exclaimed, “Life with you is certainly an adventure!”

He laughed and replied, “It wasn’t. Not until I met you! Isn’t that strange? You were the quietest, shiest girl in the world and I quite happily lived a quiet, peaceful life. From the very day that we became a couple that all changed. It changed for the better, right? You don’t have any regrets, do you? You’re happy with the way our lives are turning out?”

I held him tight and exclaimed, “Oh god yes! I never imagined that I’d ever be this happy. Every day I’m tempted to call my parents just to rub their noses in it!”

We held hands and went down the hall and straight to bed. Later, lying in bed with the lights out I asked, “What about your parents, Gregg? Are you going to invite them to the wedding?”

He was quiet for a long time. At last he said, “I suppose that I should. But they probably won’t be interested. If my brother can get off he’ll probably want to attend. We don’t see each other often. But we’re still pretty close.”

I thought about it for a minute and asked, “Would you like me to call them?”

He chuckled and replied, “You! The girl who can’t talk to anyone?!”

Gregg was lying on his back and I was nestled in his arms. I leaned down, bit his right tit and said, “I’m a lot better now! I’ve done things in the last week that would have made me faint to hear about them before I met you.”

He finally said, “I’ll think about it and let you know tomorrow.”

We went to sleep shortly after that. When we awoke in the morning we could smell the coffee. Kat was on duty.

We got up and Gregg put on a pair of shorts. As soon as Kat heard us stirring she started breakfast and poured our coffee. By the time we got to the table our morning meal was almost ready!

We sat down and took a sip of coffee. Then Gregg exclaimed, “Kat, this is great service! Are you still afraid I’m going to beat you?”

She came over to the table and hugged Gregg from behind. She kissed his ear and said, “No, sir! I’m afraid that you won’t!”

She turned to go back to the stove and as she moved away he popped her one right on her cute butt with the back of his hand. She laughed and said, “Thank you, sir.”

We ate breakfast and then we took a quick shower and got dressed. By the time we were ready, Kat had cleaned up the kitchen and we invited her to go with us. She started to beg off but Gregg said, “Let me rephrase that. Kat, get dressed. You’re coming with us.”

She blushed and said, “I love you guys. But you’re about to get married. Don’t you think you should be alone sometimes?!”

I answered, “Sometimes we will. But we love you, too. We like having you around. That isn’t why you need to go with us, though. You need to go to the bank with us. Now you had best put your dress on before Gregg has to beat you again.”

Like most days since I met Gregg, this one flew by. We spent an hour getting our marriage license. We went to the bank and put my name on his accounts. I closed my account and rolled the pitiful little bit of money I’ve managed to accumulate into our joint account. I was given a new debit card which they were able to make right on the spot.

Kat opened an account and Gregg deposited her thousand dollar signing bonus and her first week’s pay into it. She had to fight back the tears again. This is the first time in her life she ever had this much money all at once. And she has no debts to pay! If she wants she can blow it all on candy and gum.

We left the bank and drove out to the new house. Gregg is anxious to see for himself how it’s coming along.

Mike was about to drive away as we pulled in. It’s a good thing we caught him before he left. There was no one working inside. The decorating is done except for the few remaining large pieces of furniture that haven’t come in yet.

We couldn’t believe it. He and his crew furnished and decorated this entire fucking mansion in only five days! He walked us through the house once more and showed us what he and his very talented men have done.

My entire body was tingling as we went from room to room and he explained everything to us. We spent the most time in the kitchen. There are a lot of things in there that both Kat and I are unfamiliar with. He explained everything. He assured us that we are free to move in and that as soon as the remaining pieces arrive he’ll have them delivered.

He handed Gregg the key. I threw my arms around him and said, “I love you, Mike! Will you marry me … too?”

He laughed and said, “I would, Mouse. But that would break Jan’s heart.”

We thanked him profusely and he left after letting us know that he wouldn’t bill us until the last few items are in. After he drove away we stood in front of the garage and stared at the newly decorated driveway. I think Gregg is as impressed with the driveway as he is with the house! No one moved. No one spoke for a couple of minutes. We were all tongue tied, even Kat!

There are a couple of rooms that still have to air out. The paint fumes are a little strong. But the house is ready to live in. We can go home, pack up our toiletries and a change of clothing and sleep here tonight. Kat and I can move just about everything else tomorrow while Gregg is at work. It probably won’t take more than three or four trips with the Escalade to move everything we own.





Epilogue

I called Jan on my cell phone and told her the good news. She invited us over so we locked up and drove around the block.

A comfortably naked Dani opened the door and let us in. As soon as we walked in Kat and I undressed. As we followed Dani through the house Kat asked, “Why is it that only the women get undressed?”

Dani laughed and replied, “Because the guys are all too insecure. They’re all afraid they’ll get caught checking each other out.”

Gregg blushed and offered in his defense, “I beg your pardon! The reason we keep our pants on is that nobody likes looking at a bunch of naked men.”

Jan was in the kitchen and overheard him. She called out indignantly, “That’s not true! It’s certainly not true in this house!”

Helen and Chaz were already here. There was half a pitcher of Long Island iced tea on the table. Gregg asked for a glass of plain tea or a soft drink. He explained that he has been drinking too much lately and doesn’t want to make a habit of it.

I thought I’d have one glass of the good stuff and then switch over. Kat was interested in trying some of Helen’s world famous tea after hearing so much about it.

I spent the next couple of hours talking over my wedding plans with Jan and all the other girls. By the time we left, Carol, Madison, and Midge showed up and joined in to help make plans. They all made a fuss over Kat and it wasn’t long at all before she felt like one of the gang.

Helen offered to get together later with her and Dani and give them some helpful hints on how to please the mean bitches they now work for.

As soon as we left Jan’s house, Kat exclaimed breathlessly, “OH MY GOD!!”

I turned in my seat to see what was wrong. She looked me in the eyes and exclaimed, “I’ve never seen a more beautiful woman in my life!”

Gregg and I looked at each other, smiled and said, “Chaz.”

I look back at Kat and said, “If you think she’s good to look at, wait until you taste her!”

I called Gregg’s parents that evening after we moved a few things into our new home. I ended up talking to his mother for nearly two hours. She was tickled pink that Gregg is getting married and that I called to invite them. That means that the party will have to be toned down significantly. I was relieved because I’d been worried about poor Mr. Baum, the man who insisted I have the beautiful heirloom engagement ring on my hand. I’d hate it if he had a heart attack at my wedding.

But I’m not too worried. We can always have a makeup orgy as soon as the normal people go home.

I also called and talked to Gregg’s brother. With Jan’s help we worked with Heather to arrange for the company jet to pick up his parents in northern Virginia and his brother just outside of D.C. and fly them to Middlebury. They even came up a few days early and spent some time with us.

They were floored by our new home. Gregg seemed a bit uncomfortable with his parents at first. But I liked them immediately and it seemed to be mutual. They were very nice to me and we got along great.

After a day of dancing around it, Gregg and his father finally made up. I think it helped that Mo couldn’t stop telling Gregg’s parents what an engineering genius he is.

One evening, during a quiet conversation with Gregg’s brother, he accidently let it slip that he was largely responsible for Gregg having the nerve to meet me in the unusual way he did. Gregg wasn’t too happy that he let that particular cat out of the bag. He was afraid I’d be upset.

I wasn’t. I was very grateful. After all, the fact that Gregg asked his brother about me indicated that he was interested in me before he even met me. I’ll never know why. But I’m so very glad.

Mr. Baum closed his store and came to the wedding. I introduced him to everyone and showed them why he’s now a part of my family. I have a feeling that his business will be picking up quite a bit in the near future. He’s coming to dinner next Sunday. I’m sure I’ll hear all about it.

Mo and Helen bought the lot next to ours. They’re having Helen’s dream home built. I was afraid that might make Gregg nervous. But it didn’t. He and Mo get along great. But then, everyone gets along great with Mo. I’m looking forward to having them next door.

After Gregg’s family flew home I finally became a more active member of EPOD. Only five days passed after the wedding before I had already had sex with everyone but poor Mr. Gordon. I even called up Mr. Kennedy and informed him that being retired didn’t excuse him from his duties when it came to taking care of the EPOD girls.

He hasn’t come over yet. But he promised that he would.

A week after the wedding a whole herd of us piled into David and Midge’s limo and Matt drove us to The Slave Traders way up in the mountains. There were fourteen of us in the back of the limo. But for some reason it didn’t seem crowded. It was a fun trip. I laughed so hard I came close to wetting my pants. Well, I might have if I’d worn pants. I’d tell you about what happened there. But that’s a whole other story in itself.

Things have calmed down a little now. The women gather at Jan’s house most days. We sometimes meet at my house. But Jan’s has long been the gathering place and we’re all comfortable there. Sometimes one or two of the senior VPs drop by for a little excitement. Or one of us might get a call to drive over and visit them in their office.

There’s a party for the senior VPs and the EPOD girls coming up in a few days. Everyone is looking forward to that. It’s going to take place at my house. Kat and Dani will be the serving wenches. But they’re both hoping for a little of the action.

Oh, I almost forgot. Mo had a talk with Jeff Mitchum and Carl Scott, Carol and Madison’s stuffed shirt husbands. Jeff seems to have taken it to heart. He has begun to lighten up. He even came to a small party we had recently. There may be hope for him yet.

Carl isn’t progressing as well. Madison said that he has talked about quitting. She says that if he does she’s leaving him. She refuses to leave her best friends for a man that she doesn’t like half as much!







BOOK FOUR:  Goldilocks and the Three Thugs 

Chapter 30


I was exhausted. I should have spent the night at a hotel in town and driven up in the morning. But instead I left much too late last night, anxious to finally put the past behind me. I wasn’t so much starting over as escaping from a tragic past with which I found myself unable to cope.

The sky in the east was just starting to lighten up a little as I drove slowly up the long, winding driveway to my small log home on the lake up in the mountains. I can see that it won’t be much longer before the sun will be coming up. It’s normally only a three to four hour drive to the cabin from Middlebury. But I was in no hurry and at night on those winding mountain roads it takes longer. The drive took even longer because I stopped several times to get out and stare at the river that accompanies the road during almost the entire trip. It’s beautiful at any time but even more so with the light from the full moon reflecting off of it.

Now that I’m miles away from my old life I’m hoping that I’ll be able to put the past behind me. The cabin was going to be our vacation home. Unfortunately, my wife never got to see it finished. She died eleven months ago. A drunk in a pickup truck turned in front of us when we were out enjoying a weekend ride on our Harleys. I managed to swerve around him, missing his rear bumper by a fraction of an inch. Many of my friends think I was lucky. They’re wrong. There have been so many times since that day that I wished I hadn’t managed to avoid hitting that fucking drunk. It would have been so much better if I had run right into the back fender and it ended there.

My wife certainly wasn’t lucky. Before she even had time to react he was right in front of her. She plowed right into the passenger door of the pickup truck. There was nowhere for her to go. She died instantly.

I was a total mess for months. I stopped eating. I left the running of my company to an assistant who is, thankfully, quite good at it. So at least my company and my employees didn’t suffer.

I alternated between hardly sleeping at all for weeks at a time and sleeping constantly. I ignored calls from the contractor building our log home. Actually, for quite a while I unplugged the phone and didn’t talk to anyone.

I don’t know how long I would have gone on like that if my sister-in-law didn’t take it upon herself to fly up here, kick my ass and slap some sense into me. It didn’t happen overnight. But eventually I started to come out of my funk and get on with my life.

I found myself having to start making decisions again. It was surprisingly difficult. I think that was because I really didn’t care about anything at first. I started to come around, though. Thanks largely to my skinny little ass kicking sister-in-law.

Once she saw that I was pulling myself back together she flew home to her family. But before she left she made it clear to me that even though my wife is gone I’m still a member of the family.

After she left I started to minimize. I went into the plant after almost a year’s absence. I looked around at everything my assistant has accomplished in my absence. I was very impressed. I was so impressed that I doubled her pay and left her in charge.

I have complete faith in her abilities to keep the company profitable and provide me with a generous income for staying the hell out of the way. I’m starting to become a more active participant in my life again. But my business no longer interests me.

I began to coordinate with the contractor again and it wasn’t long before construction on the cabin was completed. Once it was furnished I began to live there more than I did in the house in town. Even before I was fully moved into the cabin I decided to sell my house in town. There are too many memories of my wife associated with the house.

Eventually I got rid of most of the junk my wife and I accumulated over the years. I kept my book collection and my music collection. Nearly everything else was disposed of. When the house was finally empty I hired someone to make a few repairs and replace the carpets. I hired a contractor to paint it inside and out. When everything was done it was like a new house.

I didn’t try to get rich selling it so even in the depressed real estate market we’re experiencing it sold quickly. I spent a week in town staying in a hotel to finalize the paperwork, close out the utilities and tie up a few loose ends.

It was very late by the time I got my business taken care of, packed up the last of my belongings and ate a good meal. If I had any sense I would have spent another night in town. Once you get through Bristol and turn onto Lincoln Road those narrow mountain roads really slow you down, especially at night.

But I was anxious to get home to my cabin so I pressed on. It wasn’t that big a sacrifice. From the time I first got my driver’s license a couple of decades ago I’ve enjoyed driving through the mountains at night.

I pulled up in front of my cabin and went inside. The lake my cabin sits on is like a smaller version of Lake Tahoe. It sits in a crater-like depression near the top of a medium sized mountain. My closest neighbor is over a mile away. The setting is rustic and I was proud of the fact that I was able to have the cabin built and with a little bit of meandering I got the driveway installed, all without cutting down more than a couple dozen small saplings. If it weren’t for the mailbox and the driveway no one would know that a house is here from the road.

I stood outside for a moment and enjoyed the cool mountain air and the total absence of human sounds. There was not a car to be heard. No dogs were barking. There was not an artificial light to be seen. If I stood with my back to the cabin there was absolutely no sign of human activity to be seen or heard.

I grabbed my suitcase and went inside. Unpacking the car can wait until I can get a few hours sleep. I grabbed a beer from the refrigerator and went out to sit on the deck overlooking the lake. I sat down and enjoyed the restful sight of the moon reflecting off the water while I sipped my beer.

I have only one plan for my future. In the morning I’m going to unload the last of my belongings that I brought up from the city. Beyond that I’m a thirty-six year old widower with a lot of money in the bank, a good income, and not a single plan for the future. Except for my wife’s family living in a suburb on the west side of Cleveland, Ohio I’m all alone in the world.

I finished my beer and by then I figured that I’d unwound enough that I could go to bed. It’s just after five in the morning and I’m still not really all that tired. I really threw my sleep schedule off after my wife was killed and I never quite got back to normal.

I rinsed out my beer bottle and put it in with the recycle. I grabbed my suitcase and went upstairs to my room. That was when I first realized that I have company.

I opened my bedroom door. I had just enough time to think it strange that it was closed. I haven’t been living here long. But in all the nights I’ve spent here I’ve never closed the bedroom door. There’s no need to. I’m always alone in the house.

That was when I saw that there was someone in my bed! I came to a sudden stop and looked down at the lump in the middle of my bed. I couldn’t see much of the person. I saw enough to see that it’s a she. She was lying with her back to me. I could see her long, blonde hair on the pillow.

I stared down at her for several long moments while my sluggish brain processed this strange turn of events. She was sound asleep. It may be a sexist thing to say but looking down at her I certainly didn’t feel threatened. I decided to let her sleep. I backed out of the room and quietly closed the door.

I started back downstairs but stopped. It occurred to me that it might be a good idea to check the other bedroom and see if I have any more guests of whom I’m unaware. I was relieved to find that the other bedroom was unoccupied.

I went downstairs and took a poncho liner out of the closet. If you don’t own a poncho liner you should. No one should have to take a nap without a poncho liner to cover up with. If you can find one of the old poncho liners made from parachute silk so much the better.

I stretched out on the sofa and slept for almost three hours. That’s a pretty average amount of time for me. I usually sleep in three or four hour increments now.

I got up and went to the bathroom. My houseguest was apparently still sleeping so I remained as quiet as possible. Once the coffee was ready I sat by the window, staring out at the lake and wondering how it came to pass that a strange woman is sleeping in my bed and how she got here. My cabin is miles from anywhere and if she has a car parked around here I didn’t see it.

I don’t know if it was the smell of coffee that got her up. But I was still sipping on my first cup when I heard my guest coming down the stairs. I wondered if she was going to make a run for it. That would be difficult. There isn’t anywhere nearby to run to.

I suppose she must have been feeling anxious about getting caught in a strange man’s home. She was nervous and she looked embarrassed when she stepped into the kitchen. Neither of us spoke for a minute.

We took a moment to form an impression of each other. She appeared to be in her early twenties. I couldn’t help but notice that she’s very attractive. I also made note of the fact that someone had given her a black eye. That was hard to miss, too.

I offered her a cup of coffee which she gratefully accepted. I think she probably expected me to start threatening her with arrest or lecturing her about the sanctity of private property. When I remained calm and civil she seemed to relax just a little.

I got up and poured her a cup of coffee. I put it on the table and placed the cream and sugar near her.

She sat down and in a soft, almost lyrical voice she said, “I’m sorry. I know you must be upset. I’m not a thief. I didn’t take anything. You have no reason to believe me, but I wasn’t going to. I didn’t even take your food. I came to your door early this morning. I rang the bell and knocked but you weren’t here. I didn’t know what to do. I was scared and when I saw that fake rock you hide the key in I … well, it was late and I was in a lot of pain and totally exhausted. I didn’t know what else to do.”

I shrugged and said, “As long as you didn’t mess with my Playboy collection I guess I’m not too upset. Are you alright? Do you need a doctor?”

It didn’t occur to me until after I spoke that she can’t possibly know that I don’t have a Playboy collection and I was just being facetious.

She quickly answered, “No! No doctor. I’m fine.”

She obviously doesn’t want anyone to know where she is. I asked, “Would you like some breakfast? I make a kick-ass omelet.”

She didn’t have to answer. I saw the look on her face. She’s obviously hungry.

I stood up again and said, “My name is Dean, by the way. Do you like cheese?”

She grinned a bit timidly and said, “I’m Andrea. I love cheese.”

I put some bacon in the microwave and made a couple of my world famous four cheese omelets. They’re so rich that even I can’t eat the whole thing. But it’s the most delicious omelet you wish you could have. Sorry. The recipe is going to my grave with me.

I toasted some English muffins and served breakfast out on the deck. That’s where I eat most of my meals when I’m here and the weather is clement.

We ate a quiet meal. When we finished eating I cleared the table off and brought the last of the coffee out. We were sitting back, relaxing, sipping our last cup of coffee. She looked me right in the eyes and said, “You may be the strangest man I’ve ever met.”

I smiled and replied, “I hope so.”

She chuckled and asked, “Aren’t you going to ask me what I’m doing in your house?”

I shrugged and replied, “I saw what you were doing. You were sleeping. I went up to go to bed at five o’clock this morning and discovered Goldilocks sleeping in my bed.

“If you want to explain you can. If you don’t, that’s okay, too. It’s nice having a little company for breakfast.”

She got serious and said, “I feel like I owe you an explanation. I’m not in the habit of breaking into people’s homes. I think I should explain.”

“If you want. I’m more interested in how you got that shiner or how you got all the way out here in the boonies with no car.”

She sighed and said, “It’s all the same explanation.”

She looked around and said, “You’re very lucky. You have a beautiful place here.”

She sighed again and said, “I’m not sure where to start. I’ve never felt the need to explain to anyone before. I’ve made a lot of bad choices in my life, or I’ve had them forced upon me.”

I was about to tell her again that she doesn’t have to explain anything if she doesn’t want to. But I held my tongue. I get the impression that she really wants to talk about it, even to a stranger. I guess I’m about to serve as my surprise guest’s therapist.

I don’t mind. And she’s such an attractive young woman. You know how men are when it comes to pretty women.

I should probably qualify that statement. She’s pretty, but not in the usual way. She isn’t model pretty. But she has a face that’s compelling. She looks interesting and elfin. I think perhaps she’s more cute than pretty. If you’re confused I apologize. Suffice it to say that I’m having a very hard time not staring at her.

She’s pretty and she has a way of talking to you that’s innocently engaging. She is somehow both mature and childlike at the same time.

The truth of the matter is that I would have happily sat around and listened to her recite the periodic tables just so I could continue to enjoy her company. But judging by the difficulty she’s having marshaling her thoughts she must have one hell of a story to tell.

After another long pause she said, “I’ve never told this story to anyone before, not the entire story; not even to my closest friends. I don’t want to shock you too much so I’ll leave out most of the lurid details. They’re pretty disturbing. You probably don’t want to hear all the intimate and embarrassing minutiae. But feel free to stop me if you get tired of listening or to ask anytime you have a question. I don’t have a lot of pride left.”

She drank the last of her coffee and pushed the cup away. She stared out at the lake and said, “I’m from a small town in Florida. I never knew my father. He was killed in Iraq. It was two years after the first war. My father was on a humanitarian mission helping the Kurds when his vehicle was blown up by a roadside bomb and he was killed. I wasn’t even a year old yet when he died.

“My mother married again when I was four. I suppose she thought she was doing the right thing. Of course I didn’t realize it at the time. But we were struggling to get by. She probably thought that she would be providing a better life for me if she married again. But the man she married turned out to be an abusive drunk. She left him after he put her in the hospital for the second time.

“Unfortunately it didn’t end there. He kept coming around. She got restraining order after restraining order and called the police at least a dozen times.

“None of that made any difference to him. He wouldn’t leave us alone. I can remember dozens of times I was forced to listen to him raping her at night after he forced his way in. There seemed to be nothing she could do about it. He was always drunk. But not so drunk that he couldn’t take control.

“He always threatened that if she didn’t have sex with him he would pick me up after school and rape me instead. So she would do what he wanted and call the cops again after he left in the morning.

“I can’t remember the authorities ever doing anything about him. If they ever locked him up we weren’t aware of it. After the first couple of times they even stopped coming around to take a report. Even at my young age I got the impression that they didn’t really believe that she was being forced because she didn’t have any visible bruises or broken bones.

“The last few times he came to the house to rape her he brought a friend with him. They would rape my mother all night long and then leave in the morning as if it had all been just good fun. Sometimes I would hear them leaving. They would tell her goodbye and act friendly, as if she had been a willing participant.

“When I was nine, my mother couldn’t take it any longer. She killed herself after another night of rape by that son of a bitch and one of his friends.”

She had tears in her eyes as she told me this. I’m tempted to tell her that she doesn’t have to do this. But looking at her I still have the impression that she wants to tell her story. I thought that talking about it might be cathartic and I know from my own recent experience how important that can be. So even though the things she’s saying make me very uncomfortable I decided to keep my mouth shut, listen and watch her expressive face as she tells her story.

“After my mother died I went into foster care. I don’t think that I was all that messed up. Not at first. I seldom stayed anywhere longer than a few months. The state kept moving me around but it wasn’t because I was causing trouble. That was just the way things seemed to work out.

“I stayed with some nice people and some who weren’t so nice. When I was eleven I ended up in a more permanent home. I don’t know why and I don’t know why I didn’t stay in any of the previous homes.

“Everything was fine at first. The couple I lived with was strict. But they didn’t beat me or anything. For the first year I was more like a houseguest with chores than anything else. They made sure I did everything I was supposed to do. They dressed me and fed me and sent me to school. But there was never any kind of a relationship between us. They never showed me any affection. They never gave me any more than the state required them to give me.

“Things began to change when I started going through puberty. It was a miracle. As soon as I started sprouting breasts the man who ignored me for an entire year except to make sure I did my chores suddenly felt the need to hold me in his lap or to tuck me into my bed at night. He also had a habit of coming into the bathroom after I showered to make sure I didn’t miss anything.”

“I knew that what he was doing was wrong. I was probably more sensitive to it than most girls my age because of my unfortunate history. From the age of seven or eight I knew far too well what rape was all about. I knew what it sounded like and I knew what it did to women.

“When he started to let his hand slide over my chest or my butt, looking for all the world as if it was all so innocent, I started getting worried. I almost said something to his wife after several of his more blatant attempts to feel me up. But then one day he did it right in front of her.

“I looked over at her as I sat in his lap with his hand up under my skirt only an inch from my panties. I was shocked to see that she was watching. The expression on her face made it clear to me that she was amused.

“After that it got worse. I think it was then that he realized he had permission, and we both knew it. He always seemed to have to use the toilet when I was in the shower. And since he was in the room he would open the shower curtain to check on me. He always told me that he wanted to make sure I wasn’t missing anything. If it wasn’t so tragic it would have been funny because to look at him you wouldn’t have guessed how important good hygiene is to him.

“I couldn’t walk within arm’s length of him or he would pull me into his lap or at the very least pat my ass as I went by.

“It may be that he would never have actually raped me. But it seemed to me that everything he did was working up to that final act. So one day I told my teacher what was happening to me at home.

“The teacher took me to the office. I spent a very uncomfortable hour in the principal’s office. He called his sister, who just happened to be the wife of the man who was molesting me. They came to pick me up and they weren’t happy.

“The principal was rewarded for his good deed by being invited to the house that evening to witness my punishment for spreading lies about them. He was allowed to watch while my molester removed my clothing and took me over his knee. He whipped me with his thick, leather belt for probably fifteen minutes. When the whipping was over I stood in the corner, naked, while they drank coffee, ate cake, and discussed how quickly my body was maturing.

“After that I was even afraid to call Social Services. I was afraid to talk to anyone. But in the next few days things got worse. He began to reach under my tops and play with my nipples. At the time I pretty much just had nipples, big, puffy, very sensitive nipples. My breasts were still wishful thinking more than anything else. He did it right in front of his wife while they joked about my changing body. Or he pulled me into his lap and ran his fingers up under my skirt to rub them over the crotch of my panties.

“I knew it wouldn’t be long before he took it to the next step and I knew what the next step was going to be. So one day I went out as if I was going to catch the school bus and hid until it went by. I waited until I knew the house was empty. I went back in and packed as many of my clothes as I could cram into my backpack and started walking. We lived in a small town just thirty miles south of Sarasota called Englewood.

“I don’t remember having a destination in mind when I left. I got on a bus and after a couple of bus changes I ended up in Sarasota. That seemed like far enough away to me. I had eighteen dollars to my name, most of that in change. I had no friends and no relatives. I had nowhere to go and I was totally clueless. I only recently turned eleven. So I didn’t have a lot of job prospects.

“But I wasn’t running to something. I was running away from something. The only thing on my mind was to get out of that house before I suffered the same fate my mother did.

“I slept in some bushes in a small, quiet park my first night in Sarasota. The next morning I was sitting on a bench, afraid, wondering what to do now that I was there. I probably sat there for an hour or two. I can’t really say, though. I didn’t seem to notice time passing.

“I know that it was still morning when two girls walked by. They knew as soon as they saw me that I was a runaway. They stopped and turned back. They sat down on the bench with me and introduced themselves. We talked for a few minutes and then the older girl asked me if I was hungry and if I needed a place to stay.

“I didn’t answer right away. Not until the older girl, Dawn, told me that they were both runaways, too. Dawn, who was fifteen at the time, had a feral look about her that I recognized even then. I somehow knew that she was trouble.

“But I was hungry and I did need a place to stay. And the truth is I didn’t have much of a backbone. She managed without much trouble at all to get me on my feet and lead me out of that park to a large but very rundown old house several blocks away. That was where I was introduced to Mr. G. That was all I ever knew him as, just Mr. G.

“I was given a bowl of cereal and offered a cot in a small bedroom which I would share with the other girl I met in the park that morning if I decided to stay. She was a thirteen year old runaway named Ashley.

“Mr. G leaned against the wall and watched me eat. When I finished my cereal he told Dawn and Ashley to take me upstairs and fill me in. It turned out that I had a job offer after all. Mr. G made a living taking pictures of young girls and selling them. He also acted as a pimp for the girls he could talk into prostitution. But he never forced any of them and as far as I know he never raped any of the girls.

“I’m not saying he didn’t have sex with some of them. But as far as I know he never raped them … well, except for statutory rape, of course. The girls there were all sixteen or under. Once they reach sixteen the girls were encouraged to make other arrangements.

“Dawn and Ashley sat me down in the room I would share with Ashley if I accepted their offer and explained the facts of life to me.

“They told me that if I would agree to pose for pictures for Mr. G and a couple of photographer friends of his, I could sleep on the empty cot in the room with Ashley and I’d be fed two meals a day. I would also be paid one hundred dollars a week. And they promised me that I wouldn’t be forced to have sex if I didn’t want to.

“I didn’t have a clue what they were talking about. It didn’t make any sense. They finally had to tell me what kind of pictures I’d have to pose for in exchange for my room and board. It was a revelation to me. I didn’t know that there was even such a thing as that kind of picture or that there are people who would want them.

“They didn’t try to paint a rosy picture about their existence. They didn’t lie to me. What they were suggesting sounded awful. But I didn’t have a lot of options available to me. One night spent feeding the mosquitoes in the park had convinced me that I needed to find some alternative to being homeless. As surprising as it might sound, thanks to their assurances that I wouldn’t be harmed I actually felt safer there in that old house than I did in my last foster home. I suppose I believed them because I had so much in common with them. So I agreed to give it a try.

“I won’t go into the gruesome details. But for the next four years I lived the strangest life you can imagine. I posed for nude pictures three nights a week for a couple of hours a night. The rest of the time I was free to do whatever I pleased. I went to several banks until I found one that didn’t require a parent or guardian to accompany me and I opened a savings account. I banked most of the money they paid me. The rest of my time I spent at the library or reading in my room. By the time I turned fourteen I’d read nearly every book in that little community library.

“I couldn’t go to school, of course. I was still a runaway. But I was getting an education of sorts. Later I would take the GED test and breeze through it. But I have a lot of gaps in my education and it still bothers me that I never went past the fifth grade. I keep thinking that one of these days I’ll take some evening college courses if my life ever settles down.”

I was amazed to learn that she only has a fifth grade education! To listen to her speak you’d swear she attended a good college. She’s obviously very intelligent and extraordinarily articulate. I graduated from college with young adults who didn’t sound half as intelligent when they opened their mouths.

“After almost four years my pictures weren’t selling as well anymore. In part that was because the perverts that were paying for my pictures had by then seen every square inch of me over and over and watched me mature until I very nearly had the body of a grown woman. It turns out that’s a drawback in the little niche market I was working in. Just before I turned fifteen I started getting a lot of pressure to start letting Mr. G pimp me out.

“I was forced to consider it for a while. As strange as it seems that house had become my home. I was uncomfortable with the idea that I might soon be homeless again. But I just couldn’t bring myself to take that last step. I couldn’t be a prostitute. And I noticed that they were starting to encourage some of the girls to use drugs, too. That bothered me a lot.

“So just before my fifteenth birthday I took off. I had almost five thousand dollars in the bank. It sounded like a lot of money to me. I packed up what little I owned in my backpack, closed out my account one day and went to the bus station. At the ticket window I asked where the next bus was going.

“I could see in his eyes that the old guy selling tickets knew I was a runaway. I also saw that he didn’t care. The next bus was going to a lot of places, all the way up the east coast to Burlington, Vermont. I almost chose New York City. But I liked the sound of Vermont. I thought that sounded like a good place to get a fresh start.

“I naively thought that I’d be able to lie about my age, find a job at a fast food restaurant or something and find a cheap apartment. I figured that if I applied myself I could finally start living a normal life.

“I guess it must be obvious by now that I’m a natural blonde. I might as well have stayed in Sarasota. I couldn’t get a job and I couldn’t get a place to live. I couldn’t even rent a room in a motel because I didn’t have any ID. Even if I did have some ID I now know that most places won’t let you have a room if you aren’t eighteen, driving a car and carrying a suitcase.

“It was too cool at night to be sleeping in a park. So I asked around and got directions to a shelter for runaways. That was where I met Tanya. She was seventeen and hard as nails. She had been on her own for almost as long as I had. But she had it even worse than I did. She had been raped dozens of times when she was living on the streets in Philadelphia. She started working as a prostitute when she was fourteen. Not all the time. But often enough, as often as she needed to.”

Andrea turned and looked at me. She smiled and said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to unload on you like this. Am I boring you?”

I shook my head and said, “No. This is probably the saddest story I’ve ever heard. But it’s fascinating.”

Before she slipped back into her narrative again I said, “I’m going to get a Coke. Would you like something to drink?”

“A Coke would be nice. Thanks.”

I brought us both out a Coke and sat down again. She poured hers into the glass I brought out for her and said, “Where was I? Oh yes, Tanya. Tanya was in the cot next to mine at the runaway shelter. We started talking and we learned that we had a lot in common. We both were orphaned at an early age and our lives followed surprisingly similar paths since then. Except, of course, that I was never raped and my path hadn’t led to prostitution.

“I soon discovered that Tanya was working. She didn’t have a place to live. But she was working as a waitress in a strip club and making very good money. She offered to get me a job there. But there were a couple of problems. The first problem was that when Tanya told me what I’d have to do if I took the job I didn’t know if I could make myself do those things.

“But there was a bigger obstacle than that. Even if I could overlook the fact that basically I would be getting paid to allow men to look at me nearly naked and molest me while I served them drinks, there was something that every girl there had to do to get the job. The guy who runs the club is willing, even eager to hire young girls like me; but at the very least the girls have to perform oral sex on him in exchange for overlooking the fact that he could be arrested if the cops found out we were working there.

“That wasn’t a small problem. Not for me. I was still a virgin despite my career as a nude model. I ran away in the first place to avoid being raped. I couldn’t imagine doing those things with a guy in a strip club in exchange for a job I didn’t really want.

“I witnessed some of the other girls in Sarasota performing oral sex for the camera. I was shocked at first. But I was curious, too. I talked to them about it. They seemed to take it in stride. They seemed to think that performing oral sex is just something that girls do to get by. They pointed out that they got paid three times as much if they performed sex for the cameras. But I couldn’t do it. Even for three times the money I wasn’t tempted.

“Tanya saw how reluctant I was. She told me to think about it and let her know what I decided. Then she turned over and went to sleep. I lay there in the dark for the longest time. I didn’t want to think about what she told me. But I couldn’t get it out of my mind. I wondered if I could actually perform oral sex on some old guy in a strip club. But to be honest, I spent more time wondering what it would be like to get up on stage and undress to entertain a room full of strange men.

“I knew that strip clubs existed, of course. But I’d never given them much thought before that night. They just were. Their existence had no impact on me. Now that I was considering a job in one I found myself wondering what it must be like to be a stripper. I didn’t want to be one. I was just fascinated by the concept.

“You might think that after nearly five years of posing nude, almost growing up in front of a camera, I wouldn’t be so reluctant to take that next step. And I wouldn’t be curious about what it was like to be a stripper. But our photo sessions, at least the ones I was involved in, were always very businesslike.

“Mr. G or one of his partners would come over and we would stake out an empty room. They would tell me what to do and I would do it while they took pictures. They never tried to have sex with me, at least not until they started to lose interest in me as a model because I was getting too old. And there was almost always just me and the photographer in the room.

“I’m not going to try to tell you that the pictures were completely asexual. They made me touch myself. Sometimes I even masturbated for them. And every few weeks I would have to pose with one or two other girls. We didn’t have sex. But they would pose us with our hands casually draped over each other, touching but not actually caressing other girls. That was as far as it went, though.

“During those photo shoots I learned something about myself that surprised me. I’m an exhibitionist. I’ve never told anyone this before. But I would often get excited when I posed for those men and their cameras. As I posed I would often imagine the people, the men, who saw my pictures, looking at the most intimate parts of my body and becoming aroused. I tried to imagine what they must be thinking. I kept that discovery to myself, though. You’re the first person I’ve ever told that to.

“I spent the next two days after my conversation with Tanya desperately looking for a job … any job. No one wanted to hire a young girl with no ID and no birth certificate. Or at least they didn’t want to hire me for any kind of work that I could do standing up.

“On the third evening after our conversation I asked Tanya what it was like to suck a man’s cock.”

Andrea glanced at me and said, “Sorry. That slipped out.”

I chuckled and said, “It’s okay. I think I heard that word before somewhere. I don’t remember what it means. Something to do with chickens isn’t it?”

She laughed quietly. She has a very nice laugh. It’s almost musical.

“Yeah. Something like that. Is this too much detail?”

I shook my head and replied, “Whatever you’re comfortable with. Don’t worry about shocking me. It can’t be done.”

She smiled but then paused for a minute before continuing. She looked at me curiously as though she were trying to figure me out. Then she went on with her strange and very sad story.

“Tanya proceeded to tell me all about cocks and how to suck them. It sounded like a pretty nasty thing to do. But it didn’t sound too difficult until she got to the last part. She told me some tricks she had learned to make it easier, to make it better for the guy so that it was over quickly. I told her to let me sleep on it.

“She slept. I was awake almost all night trying to talk myself into letting her take me to that strip joint so I could get a job. Even living in a shelter and eating one meal a day my savings seemed to be melting away much too quickly.

“It didn’t help that Tanya was carrying around a huge wad of twenty dollar bills. I didn’t find out until later that a lot of that money was made on her knees or her back.

“In the morning I went to breakfast with Tanya. I knew that she was the wrong person to ask since she was sleeping beside me in the shelter. But I asked if she didn’t know of any place that I could get a cheap apartment. Maybe desperation lowers a person’s IQ.

“She told me that as far she knew the only way to get out of the shelter was to find some guy to live with. I certainly wasn’t ready for that!

“I spent the day with her until four o’clock when she told me that she had to go to work. I walked with her. I still hadn’t made up my mind. But I suppose I must have been leaning toward accepting her offer or I wouldn’t have followed her to the club.

“All too soon I found myself standing outside of the club with her. It looked like a terribly run down and very sleazy place. It was definitely not one of those upscale gentleman’s clubs. But the same could be said of most of the places I’ve ever lived. They were all run down and somewhat sleazy.

“I was conscious of Tanya watching me as my eyes moved over the pictures of half naked women near the door and over the painted over windows. I remember being terrified of entering that building. But it was already apparent that I was out of options. I told myself that it was this or start turning tricks. While the difference between what I’d have to do in there and being a prostitute was minimal, it existed. I had to cling to something. To my way of thinking it was this or start looking for a way to end it all.

“After what I already went through with Social Services I didn’t see them as a solution. And I could still vividly remember how desperate my mother was for help from the authorities. It worked out so well for her that after numerous attempts to get protection from the courts and the police my mother ended up committing suicide to get free.

“I tried to think of what I was going to have to do if I entered that building as nothing more than an initiation. I would have to suck a man’s cock. After that I would have a job; a horrible job, but a job.”

I’ve been watching this sweet, elfin faced, innocent looking young woman tell her sad life story for about half an hour. It seems to be growing increasingly sordid. And yet I look at her and she appears so … so angelic! She could play an angel on stage and be believable. Granted the only things I know about her are the things she’s telling me now. But she gives the impression of being untouched by the horrible life she has led and the things she has seen and done. She seems strong, but not hard or callous.

She looked back up from staring at the lake and our eyes met. She smiled and asked, “Am I making you uncomfortable yet? Would you like me to stop?”

The truth is that I didn’t want to hear these things. It made me sad to think this sweet young woman, or any young woman, has been forced to live through such a sordid childhood, being victimized by what must have seemed to her like the entire world, or at least every male in it.

I shrugged and said, “I feel guilty for being a male after listening to you. But I get the impression you want to talk about this. I don’t mind. I can take it if you can.”

She smiled wryly and said, “It gets worse. And it’s very embarrassing. But you’re right. It does feel good to tell someone, to get this off my chest. I’ve never told anyone my story before. Not all of it. If you want me to stop, though, I will.”

I told her to continue. But I wished that it was later in the day. I think it would have been easier to listen to this if I was drinking a beer or a glass of wine.

“Tanya told me that I would have to make up my mind. She had to go to work. I looked at her. She was seventeen. She looked younger. But in a strange way she looked older, too. There was a hardness in her eyes. It was like she built a hard shell around herself that the bad things couldn’t penetrate. I didn’t have that shell and I knew it. But I told her to see if she could get me the job.

“She laughed and said that she could pretty much guarantee I’d get the job. The club wasn’t open to the public yet. She opened the door and I followed her in. I was so scared I was having trouble drawing a breath. But I was desperate.

“The place stank terribly of stale beer and cigarette smoke. The lights were on but even so it was pretty dark in there. There were two men sitting at the bar talking and ignoring the hustle and bustle going on around them. Nearly a dozen women were getting the tables ready for the first customers.

“I suppose I was more shocked than I should have been when I saw that the girls were only wearing tiny g-strings. Tanya saw the look on my face and told me that was the uniform. That was what I would have to wear if I want to work there.

“She led me over to the bar and introduced me to a sleazy looking old guy with very hard eyes. We ignored the other man and the bartender who came over to see who I was and eavesdrop on my job interview. His name was Mr. Graham and he was the manager of the club. Tanya told him that she met me at the shelter and I don’t have any experience but I need a job.

“I felt like running. I should have. I was terrified. But at the same time I was so scared I couldn’t move. Mr. Graham looked at me and I could see that he was amused. Tanya told him my name but nothing else about me.

“His eyes crawled all over me for a long time before he finally spoke to me. He asked me how old I was. They all chuckled when I told them I was fifteen. It never even occurred to me to lie about my age. It didn’t bother them one bit that I was so young.

“He asked me if I had any diseases. I didn’t know at the time what he meant. But I didn’t have any diseases that I knew of so I shook my head. He asked me if I could dance and I nervously explained that I just wanted to be a waitress, not a dancer.

“He chuckled as if I just said something stupid. His friend and the bartender seemed to think it was amusing, too. I didn’t realize until later that the dancers have an easier time of it. They don’t get pawed and groped nearly as much as the waitresses.

“The two men grinned at each other and then he ordered me to take my clothes off.

“I almost fainted. I expected to have to undress for him. But I thought it would happen in a private office. I guess that was silly. If he hired me I’d be running around all night in an almost nonexistent g-string that didn’t totally cover my vulva.

“I glanced at Tanya. She was standing beside me with a grin on her face that looked surprisingly predatory. She seemed to be getting as big a kick out of what I was going through as the men were.

“I was just about to tell them that I couldn’t do it and walk out when Mr. Graham told me in a stern voice that I needed to either take my clothes off or get the hell out and quit wasting his time.

“I honestly don’t remember making the conscious decision to undress standing out there in the middle of that seedy strip joint. But almost before I realized I was doing it I pulled my t-shirt off and dropped it on a bar stool. I opened my jeans and quickly stepped out of them. While I was undressing I tried to tell myself that there were probably thousands of men who have already seen me naked.

“But it didn’t help. I was terrified. I stood there in my plain, slightly threadbare bra and panties for a moment. I remember hearing a noise and looking around to see that every other person in the club was watching me undress for those men. That didn’t help.

“I finally reached back and unfastened my bra. I was nearly fully grown by then. I was wearing an A cup bra but it was tight on me. I’d only recently outgrown it. I just couldn’t afford to replace it yet. Not until I knew where my next dollar was coming from.

“I dropped the bra and listened to a brief discussion of how nice my tits were and how much the customers were going to like them.

“I was hoping I could keep the panties on since the girls were wearing g-strings. But one look at Mr. Graham and it was obvious that he was waiting for me to finish.

“I tried to imagine that I was back in Sarasota, undressing for Mr. G or one of his two assistants. We always had our photo sessions in private and it had always been so … I don’t know, sexless? Businesslike? It never seemed as sexual as what I was doing in that strip joint, undressing in front of three men and a room full of nearly naked women in order to audition for a job as a waitress.

“But my imagination let me down. I was unable to imagine myself out of there. I finally took a deep breath and slid my underwear off. I stood there, so embarrassed I felt like my face was on fire. I was naked in front of Mr. Graham and all those other people. I just stood there letting them look at my body. I had to fight the impulse to cover myself with my hands. There was nothing I could do but suffer their humiliating examination until I received some sign that I could put my clothing back on.

“The bartender made it clear with several crude comments that he thought I was hot. But the two men sitting at the bar just stared.

“I think I would have been less embarrassed if they said something … anything. But they spent a long time appraising me silently. It must have been a couple of minutes before Mr. Graham ordered me to turn around.

“I turned around and stood with my back to him until he snapped at me. ‘All the way around, stupid!’

“I was even more embarrassed then. And I really did feel stupid.

“I turned around to face him again. He asked me a few more questions. In response to one of his questions I admitted that I’d never worked as a waitress. Tanya told him I didn’t have any experience when she introduced me. I guess he was just trying to make it seem like he was doing me a favor if he hired me. I told him that my parents are both dead and I ran away from a foster home almost five years earlier. I shouldn’t have told him how long it had been because then I had to explain what I was doing for the last four years. He thought it was pretty amusing that I was posing for kiddy porn pictures.

“I tried to explain that it wasn’t really porn because I was still a virgin. I never had sex in the pictures. His eyes really lit up when I told him I was a virgin. I felt like I was digging my own grave in there.

“He asked me if I understood what my job was. I told him what Tanya told me. Just serve drinks and flirt with the customers. But I got the definite impression that he had more than that in mind for me. He finally asked me if Tanya told me what I would have to do to get the job.

“That was about where my heart really stopped. I couldn’t even say it out loud. I nodded.

“He asked me if I was any good at sucking cock. I think I was more embarrassed about having to admit that I never sucked a cock than I was about standing there naked.

“He told me that he thought I looked like a scared little girl and he didn’t think I could do it. He asked me if I wanted to try and I was stupid enough to nod my head. I expected that this, at least, would be something we could do in private. I was wrong again.

“He got to his feet, unbuckled his belt and slid his pants and shorts down and off, right there in the middle of the room! I looked at him in shock. But I seemed to be the only one in the room who was surprised.

“He sat back down and waited to see what I would do. It wasn’t the first cock I’d seen. I watched several of the other girls at Mr. G’s place in Sarasota sucking cocks for a little extra money. I tried to tell myself that millions of girls have done it and do it every day. But you can’t believe how hard it was for me to take the two steps I needed to take and bend over that greasy bastard’s lap.”

She paused her story and looked at me again. Once more she asked, “Do you want me to stop?”

I sighed and answered, “I have the strangest desire to go back in time, pluck you out of your own life and save you from it.”

She had a grateful look on her face. She appreciated the sympathy. But then she asked, “Do I disgust you now?”

“No. The people around you do.”

She smiled wryly and said, “It will be nice if you still feel that way when I finish with my story.”

Her story continues to make me uncomfortable. But I can’t imagine that any reasonable person would blame her for the things the people around her in her fucked up life did to her. I’m reasonably certain that I’m a better person than that.

She turned back and began to stare at the soothing, almost hypnotic waters of the lake. She seemed to take a moment to gather her thoughts and then she resumed her story.

“I hovered between grabbing my clothes and running back to the shelter or forcing myself to touch a cock for the first time. The idea of sucking a cock was pretty scary. But the idea of doing it with so many people watching was twice as hard to get my head around.

“I knew I was dragging it out too long. I expected him to snap at me to do it or get out. But he just sat there with his hard cock sticking up in the air and watched me. I think it made things even worse that he, his friend and the bartender all seemed so amused.

“I thought about how quickly my money seemed to be melting away and I was only spending it on food. I knew I had no choice. I reminded myself that this was just the initiation. I could do this and at least I wouldn’t be a prostitute. Not really. Although it was a means of ultimately obtaining a paycheck, technically I wouldn’t be getting paid to do it.

“I bent down and took his cock in my mouth.”

I saw her shudder. The revulsion she felt as she relived that experience was like a black cloud hanging over her. I felt as if I could actually see it!

She shuddered again and then returned to her description of her ‘initiation.’

“I held it between my lips, carefully avoiding touching it with my tongue for as long as I could. I remember listening to my heart beating wildly for a moment and almost hoping it would burst.

“But I convinced myself that it wasn’t so bad. It didn’t have a bad taste. He was clean. The only smell I was aware of was his overpowering aftershave. It even covered the smells of stale beer and cigarette smoke in the air.

“I was more embarrassed than I thought possible. I was acutely aware of a dozen people watching me perform the first sex act of my life in the middle of a strip joint. I was so aware of everyone staring at my naked body that I was almost unaware of the cock in my mouth for a long moment.

“He didn’t grab my head and shove me down over his cock. He sat there, smiling down at me, just watching to see what I would do. I finally decided that if I didn’t get to work I might have to spend the night like that. I tried to remember what Tanya told me about sucking a man’s cock and I started to practice what she preached.

“It actually wasn’t that bad. I convinced myself that if we weren’t doing it in public and if I was with a cute guy I had a crush on it might even have been kind of exciting. After all, I have my own fantasies, my own desires. Even after the bad experiences I’ve had because of sex I wasn’t off of sex. I just knew that I had to be more careful about choosing men than my mother was. All these things I was doing to survive since my mother died, they didn’t count as sex. They were just doing what I had to do to live. After all, I was still a virgin at the age of fifteen. From what I’ve read, not many of your everyday schoolgirls can say that.”

I had to give the girl credit. At least up to that point in her story she seems to have survived her abusive life remarkably unscathed. It would be nice if she still seemed as resilient by the time her story came to an end. She doesn’t look any older than twenty-one or twenty-two at the most. There’s no telling what she’s had to do to survive for the last six or seven years.

“I began to suck Mr. Graham’s cock as if I meant it. While I was doing that his companion got up off of the next barstool and stood beside me. He watched me for a minute or two and then he reached out and started touching me.

I tried to stand up and tell him that wasn’t part of the deal. But Mr. Graham held my head down over his crotch and said, “If you’re going to work here you’re going to have to get used to guys feeling you up, Andrea. Relax and get back to what you were doing. He ain’t gonna fuck you. He’s just doing what most of the customers will be doing pretty soon.

“He explored nearly every inch of my body for the next several minutes. Then he took his hands away and I heard him taking his pants off. I almost panicked. But before I could start to struggle with Mr. Graham I saw Tanya, naked now, being bent over the barstool beside me. The other man started fucking her from behind while they watched me suck Mr. Graham’s cock.

“I was so glad that it was Tanya getting fucked instead of me that I actually relaxed a little and finished sucking off Mr. Graham. It got a little hard to take when he climaxed in my mouth. The first time you taste that stuff is … well, it was pretty unpleasant. But except for gagging a little I guess I did alright. I didn’t puke anyway. I wanted to. But I thought it might spoil the romantic mood.”

I couldn’t help smiling at her wry humor. And I couldn’t help admiring her. Not just because she had the strength to live the life she has lived. But unlike her description of the girls around her in her life, she doesn’t seem hardened by the abuse she suffered. Of course I’m only judging by appearance. I don’t really know her at all.

“Mr. Graham let me up and I stood there watching the other guy finish making mad, passionate love to Tanya. I almost laughed out loud at the bored look on her face while she was waiting for him to finish. The guy finally finished with her and Mr. Graham told her to take me into the back, get me a uniform and explain my job to me. As we were walking away I heard him tell the bartender to call Barry to arrange for my ID.

“I grabbed my clothes and followed her through the club to a dressing room in the back. She pointed out an empty locker and she went to the bathroom. I kept swallowing over and over, trying to get the taste out of my mouth. It felt like my throat was burning. It was like I just swallowed acid.

“I was still standing there holding my clothes when Tanya came back out. I explained that everything I own is in my pockets. I couldn’t just leave my clothing in an unlocked locker in a strip joint.

“She pointed out a small cloth bag, like a purse, in the bottom of the locker. She told me to put my valuables in it and write my name on the tag. I did as she instructed and then she showed me where to get my uniform. There was a small laundry basket with a couple dozen assorted, freshly laundered g-strings in the bottom of it. She pulled one out and put it on.

“I hesitated. I saw the way that little g-string fit her and I knew I had a problem. She looked at the hair on my pussy and she knew it, too. I was required to keep myself shaved smooth when I was in Sarasota. I had to look as much like a little girl as possible. My hair was just starting to grow out. It wasn’t much more than a soft but noticeable stubble. I knew from the look on her face that it was going to have to go. I was fifteen, almost sixteen, and I had yet to see what I would look like with pubic hair!

“I followed her back into the bathroom. I rinsed my mouth out under the tap to get the taste of cum out of my mouth. Then she pointed out a razor and some shaving cream. I shaved my pussy while she filled my head with everything she could think to tell me about my new job. There was a surprisingly large amount of information that I had to remember in order to parade around in a room full of men while all but naked.

“She started out telling me the sorts of behaviors I had to permit and those things I could object to. There wasn’t much I could object to. I didn’t have to kiss the customers. But she said that if I did I’d get better tips.

“And I didn’t have to let them put their fingers inside of me. But again, if I let them the tips would be better. The trick was that even when you didn’t let them do something you had to turn them down in such a way that they didn’t feel like they were being denied. You had to smile and tease them. I didn’t know if I could do that. But I planned to learn how.

“I was only going to be responsible for a couple of tables for the first few nights until I learned the job. I would be near the bar so the bartender and the bouncers could keep an eye on me. I was terrified. But I don’t think that I yet appreciated how horrible the things I was about to have to do really were. Finding out that the bartender and the bouncers would be keeping an eye on me was surprisingly reassuring, considering how disreputable they were. They aren’t the kind of guys you’d normally want to have your back.

“Then she told me about lap dances. She told me that I didn’t have to do them. But if I watched a couple of them I would see that they were pretty easy to do. To her way of thinking it was actually some pretty easy money. She said that she even kind of enjoyed doing it. She liked being a tease and she only did it with guys she’d like to fuck.

“She saved the information on prostitution for last. She said that if she liked a guy she would sometimes agree to meet him after the club closed. But she did it more for the sex than the money. She advised me not to accept any offers to go out. I didn’t yet have the experience to know if I was being lured into doing something illegal by a vice cop. She offered to fix me up with a cute guy every now and then if I was interested. I quickly told her I wasn’t.

“To be honest, being a virgin wasn’t really all that important to me. But even after all the things I’ve done, and the things I was about to do, I desperately didn’t want to take that last, awful step. Not because I was dead set on remaining a virgin. I was terrified of becoming a prostitute. I could reason away most of the things I’ve done in my life. I could rationalize them in my mind. I did what I had to do. But I couldn’t rationalize that one last dehumanizing thing; not prostitution. I was terrified that someday my life might come down to that and I desperately wanted to avoid it.

“I finished shaving and put on one of the tiny g-strings. It was an unlined triangle of sheer material less than an inch wide at the widest point. It didn’t cover much more than my slit and in the brighter light of that locker room I realized for the first time that it was all but transparent. It was held in place by three almost invisible strings. I felt more like I was marking the target for the customers than covering up anything.

But those sheer little pieces of cloth apparently met the requirements of the state law. If the law didn’t require us to wear something over our pussies we’d have been naked. But of course the difference between what we were wearing and being naked was hardly noticeable.







Chapter 31


“We went out to the bar and handed the little bags containing our valuables to the bartender. He put them in a drawer under the bar. Mr. Graham pointed out my tables and even let me practice. He told Tanya and one of the other women to sit at one of my tables and I practiced taking their orders. I also practiced getting felt up. Both of them were wearing huge grins as they groped me the way the male customers would soon be groping me while ordering drinks.

“I tried to be flirty. But I’ll be honest. Even when it was just two of the other girls I was scared to death. I was shaking like a leaf while I took their orders and stood there letting them grope me like a couple of horny men. When I tried to give the bartender their orders only seconds later I realized that I had no idea what they asked me for. It was a good lesson. I learned to ignore the hands and concentrate on the words.

“In the next few minutes before the club opened I had a chance to meet some of the women who worked there. They didn’t seem at all surprised by my obvious youth. Some of them weren’t much older. I learned that it wasn’t even unusual for runaway girls my age to go to work there. Some waited tables, some danced. Some did it all, and I do mean all. It was just a question of how much abuse you thought you could take. The more shit you were willing to put up with the more money you could make.

“But I wasn’t planning on getting rich. I just wanted to survive until I was old enough to get an honest job.

“It was probably only ten minutes later that the music started. It was so loud at first that it hurt my head. But I guess I adjusted to it after a while.

“Men started coming in and taking seats closer to the stage. My tables weren’t near the stage so I got to watch the dancers dancing and the waitresses interacting with the men. It was scary to see all those nearly naked women walking around as if dressing like that in public were normal. They let all those guys feel them up while taking their drink orders and they just smiled and flirted as if they enjoyed it.

“It was the middle of the week. So it wasn’t crowded. After a while I began to wonder if I was going to get any customers. I wasn’t anxious to get groped by complete strangers. But our money came from tips. If I wanted to earn a living I was going to have to put up with the abuse.

“It was a long time before anyone sat at one of my tables. Finally, after nearly an hour, four older men in business suits came in and sat at one of my tables. They were already pretty well oiled.

“I went over to the table and smiled. They saw right away how nervous I was. They asked my name. Naturally I was too dumb to make one up. Then they asked my age. I told them I was twenty-one. They knew that was a lie. I could see it in their faces.

“They thought it was hot that it was my first night and they were my first ever customers. They didn’t take it easy on me, though. They had their hands all over me while I took their orders. It was a good thing I was given a few minutes to practice before we opened. I was able to force myself to concentrate on what they were saying and not on what they were doing.

“I served them their drinks and I was surprised when I made twenty dollars in tips for serving four drinks. Suddenly the hands were a little more bearable.

“They were my only customers for a long time. So I was able to keep them satisfied. They got a little more aggressive each time I came to their table. They never exceeded the limits that Tanya had spelled out. They never tried to kiss me or stick their fingers inside of me. But they worked right up to the only two things that were forbidden them.

“All four of them played with my boobs and teased my nipples. I thought I was going to hate it when Tanya was telling me what to expect and I realized that this was going to be a part of my job. But when it started I was actually a little concerned about how good it felt. I know it sounds bad. I probably shouldn’t tell you this. But I was afraid that if they kept that up I’d end up doing something I really didn’t want to do. I hated it that the discovery came at the hands of four dirty old men in a strip joint. But I quickly learned how much my body likes to be touched.

“They also worked their fingers inside my little g-string and rubbed my pussy or traced the thin string that ran between the cheeks of my ass and ran the tips of their fingers around my … well, you know. I couldn’t stop blushing when they did that. But I even found that arousing. It was even more embarrassing because I watched the other women and they acted like they didn’t even notice the fingers exploring their bodies. I sure as hell noticed!

“It wasn’t long before I saw a lap dance taking place nearby. It was Tanya with a kind of cute younger guy. And it really looked like she was having fun. She straddled his legs and rubbed her body all over him. I knew she was wearing one of those little g-strings. But from where I was standing it looked like she was naked. My four customers were watching her, too. We watched until I was almost positive that Tanya had an honest to god orgasm. I was watching her so closely that I don’t know how the guy she was rubbing on reacted.

“Tanya stayed there in his lap and they talked for several minutes while he ran his hands over her. I was distracted by one of my customers calling me closer. He reached out and pulled me up next to him by getting a firm grip on one cheek of my butt.

“I bent closer to ask him what he wanted. I was becoming accustomed to the loud music. But it was still too damned loud. It varied by what song was playing. But usually it was hard to hear unless you had your ears right up to someone’s mouth. The guy asked me if I would do that for him.

“Hell! I didn’t even know how much they charged for a lap dance. To be honest, I was tempted. Watching Tanya very nearly having sex with that guy was very exciting. But my heart rate was returning to normal and I started thinking a little more clearly. I smiled and told him I wasn’t ready for that yet. He was disappointed. But he made up for it by pawing me for a while.

“Eventually a man came in alone and sat at my other table. But those first four men occupied almost all of my time until the club closed at two in the morning. They turned the music off at closing time and it was like I could finally breathe again!

“I spent the next few minutes while my customers finished their drinks fending off offers of large amounts of money to come to their hotel with them. First it was all of them, then each of them one at a time for increasing amounts of money. But I smiled and made it clear that I wasn’t that kind of girl. They were disappointed. But eventually they seemed to accept it when I told them I didn’t do that sort of thing. Even though they were pretty drunk they never lost their tempers or got out of control.

“Tanya showed me how to get my tables cleaned off and put the chairs up. Then we got our valuables from the bartender and put our street clothes on. I went to the shelter. Tanya had a ‘date’ with the guy she gave the lap dance to.

“The people at the shelter don’t like it when girls come in that late. I got some dirty looks. But they didn’t say anything. They eventually started to tolerate it since I was working at the club six nights a week. But they never failed to make it obvious how much they disapproved when I returned there early every morning to get a place to sleep.

“After a few days they started bugging me about contacting Social Services and making a more permanent arrangement. The shelter isn’t supposed to be a permanent home. I never said I wouldn’t. But I didn’t. I didn’t dare. I knew it was illogical. I knew that the odds were that I’d be better off in a foster home or an orphanage. It would have to be better than getting groped in a strip club every night. Unfortunately, I just couldn’t bring myself to trust the authorities to take care of me. Not after my previous experiences. I had an illogical fear that they’d send me back to Florida. I think that somehow the fact that I had to do all the things I’ve done since my mother committed suicide was Florida’s fault. My logical mind tells me that isn’t right but I still feel that way.

“I wasn’t happy about what I did that night. I felt very dirty. But I made almost two hundred dollars for serving drinks and letting four old guys feel me up. If I couldn’t get an honest job I knew that at least I could feed myself this way.

“I showed up at the club in time to get my uniform on and get my tables ready for the evening. I only just put the chairs down when the bartender sent me back to Mr. Graham’s office in the back. I wondered if I was going to have to suck his cock again. But there was another man in his office with him. When I went in he tossed me a t-shirt with the name of the club on it. He told me to turn it inside out and put it on.

“After I put the shirt on the old guy with him took my picture and I signed my name on a blank driver’s license. I took the shirt off and went to work. Before he left an hour later he handed me a driver’s license that proved I was twenty-one years old.

“I still looked like I was fifteen in the picture, though. No one that didn’t want to be fooled would be.

“The next morning I opened a savings account using my fake ID and deposited most of my money. It was really foolish to be carrying around thousands of dollars, especially in the dangerous environments in which I was spending my time.

“I worked there for almost a full year. Not long after I started working there I made friends with one of the other waitresses. She offered to share her apartment with me after I’d been there a month in exchange for half the rent and utilities. She wasn’t much older than me and I thought I knew her pretty well by that time. I knew she wasn’t taking men home and she knew I wasn’t going out with any of the customers.

“I did eventually perform a few lap dances. But I didn’t do it very often. And only if I thought the guy was cute and I had been flirting with him for a while. I finally had a place to live. I could stop eating all my meals in burger joints and sleeping in the shelter.

“Everything came crashing down around me last night. They close early one night a week. It was only midnight. But I was late getting out of the club. I was feeling kind of depressed and after I got dressed I suffered a minor breakdown in one of the bathroom stalls off of the changing room. I had an unexpected attack of self pity and suddenly I just couldn’t stop crying.

“It took me a few minutes to pull myself together. By the time I was ready to face the world, all the other girls had gone home for the night. I grabbed the old backpack that I still use for a purse and started to leave.

“The men thought they were alone. Do you remember that guy I told you about? The man who was sitting beside Mr. Graham when I first got hired … the guy that felt me up and then fucked Tanya while I was doing what I had to do to get the job? It turns out he’s the owner of the club, that club and a dozen others all up and down the east coast. It also turns out that Mr. Graham got caught skimming money from the club’s profits. The owner, Mr. Califaro, found out and took exception. I walked out into the club from the changing room just in time to watch him shoot Mr. Graham to death.

“Of course I was too stupid to run. I stood there with my mouth gaping open like a moron while Mr. Califaro and the two goons he brought with him stared at me.

“Before I could move one of the goons grabbed me and turned to his boss. Mr. Califaro shook his head and told him to get rid of me and Mr. Graham’s body. They dragged us both out the back door and threw the body into the back of a big SUV. The goon who was holding onto me pulled me into the backseat. The other guy drove while I was forced to suck off the guy who was about to kill me. Half way up here they traded places.

“I had no idea where we were going. Come to think of it, I still don’t know where I am. I couldn’t see the time but I know it took more than a couple of hours to get here. It was probably closer to four hours. It was hard to tell, though. Time passes so slowly when a gorilla is trying to drive his cock into your throat.

“They drove down a narrow dirt road somewhere around here. Not even a road, more of a path, actually. They pulled me out of the back of the car and slapped me around until I curled up on the ground. Then they made the mistake of ignoring me while they disposed of poor Mr. Graham’s body. I gathered that before they killed me they were going to bury him in a shallow grave and then spend a few happy hours raping me.

“They started wrestling him out of the back of the SUV and I took off like a bat out of hell. They emptied their guns at me as I ran between the trees. But it was dark and there were lots of trees. They didn’t even run after me until their guns were empty. By then I was out of there.

“I hid for a few minutes until I was sure they weren’t going to come into the woods looking for me. When I thought it was safe I circled back around. I slowly snuck back up to the clearing and watched while they buried Mr. Graham. Then I listened while they discussed what they were going to tell their boss about me. I heard them decide to tell Mr. Califaro that I was dead.

“They didn’t have the nerve to tell him that they let me get away. But they weren’t going hunting for me in the woods in the dark, either. Like me, they were city people. They were uncomfortable in the woods and anxious to get back to town. They tossed my backpack into the woods, got in the SUV and drove off.

I probably would have stayed there and cried for a while. That was what I wanted to do. But all of a sudden it was scary quiet. I started thinking ‘lions and tigers and bears, oh my!’

“I’m not someone who has spent a lot of time in the woods. It was dark and I was scared. I didn’t want to get eaten by a squirrel or a rabbit or Bambi or anything. It took me a few minutes to find my backpack. Then I started walking out to the main road.

“When I reached it I realized that I didn’t even know which way was back toward civilization. There didn’t seem to be any homes or businesses anywhere. I dug my cheap watch out of my backpack and discovered that it was just after four in the morning. There wasn’t a car on the road. Of course, if I saw a car I probably would have ducked into the woods.

“The first sign I saw of another human being was your driveway. I didn’t have any idea where it would lead. But there was a mailbox by the road so I took a chance. I didn’t even realize until I came out of your driveway in front of your house that there’s a lake here!

“I rang your bell and knocked but there was no answer. I sat down and leaned back against your door and cried for a little while. I was just about to go to sleep there when I saw that fake rock with your key inside of it. You really shouldn’t use that.”

I found myself agreeing.

“I let myself in. I’m sorry. I know I shouldn’t have. But I was tired and scared and I swear I wasn’t going to take anything. I’m not a thief.”

I smiled reassuringly and said, “It’s okay. I believe you.”

“I figured that this must be some rich person’s vacation home and I’d be safe here for a day or two until I figured out what to do. I took a shower and borrowed an unopened toothbrush. Then I went to bed.”

“It was the strangest thing. When I awoke I somehow knew that I wasn’t alone in the house, even before I smelled the coffee. I got dressed and came downstairs. I saw a nice man who wasn’t upset with me and who didn’t try to rape me when he found me in his bed. I’m not accustomed to meeting nice men. I appreciate what you did for me.”

I shook my head and said, “I didn’t do anything for you.”

She smiled her angelic smile and said, “Yes you did. You didn’t get upset. You gave me coffee and a delicious omelet. You let me explain, and probably bore you to death. But most of all you haven’t tried to take advantage of me. That’s a new concept for me.

“Or is that next on the schedule?”

I laughed and said, “I’m retired. I don’t have a schedule anymore.”

Suddenly the numbers clicked in my head. I looked at her and exclaimed, “Wait a minute! You’re only sixteen?!”

She smiled and answered, “Not according to my driver’s license.”

Christ! I’ve been thinking she’s in her early twenties!

Her smile grew wider. She knew what I was thinking and she said, “Yeah. Amazing isn’t it! And technically I’m still a virgin!”

I sighed and said, “I have the strongest desire to give you a hug and tell you that your troubles are over and everything will be all right now. But I imagine that another strange man hanging off of you is the last thing you need.”

Her eyes filled with tears. The smile disappeared and she said, “Actually, I could use a nice hug from a good man right now.”

I got up and helped her to her feet. We held onto each other for several long minutes while she cried softly in my arms. I felt so bad that she has been forced to live the horrible life she just described in so much painful detail that I felt like crying with her. The system has failed her miserably.

For nearly half of her life she has been mistreated, abused, molested and taken advantage of. In that moment I resolved to do whatever I can to make it up to her. I can’t give her back her childhood. But I can let her know that the entire world isn’t the world she has been living in since before her mother was hounded to death and failed by the system. I can show her that sometimes good things happen to good people.

I waited until her crying was significantly diminished. I lifted her chin and kissed her cheek. Then I said, “I’m going to make it up to you. You’ll be safe here. Your life has just changed.”

She wiped her tears on her arms and smiled up at me. She said, “You’re sweet. But you don’t owe me anything. You let me sleep here and you let me get that story out of my system. It really helped to talk. I’ve kept everything bottled up inside of me for so long.

“Thanks for listening. And thanks for not judging me. You’re a very nice man. Meeting nice men is a new experience for me. But you don’t have to make anything up to me. You didn’t do anything to me to make up for. It’s nice of you to offer. But I’m uncomfortable enough about what I’ve taken from you already.”

I smoothed her luxurious long blonde hair down on her head and said, “It’s okay. I need a hobby. And I’m enjoying your company. Now, how about if I make us a light lunch and we go for a relaxing ride on the lake?”

She looked into my eyes for a minute and then she smiled and said, “I’d like that. And while we make lunch, maybe you can explain why a guy who isn’t much older than me is retired, if I’m not being too nosy.”

We went inside and I made BLTs while I told her about my wife and the business I still own but am no longer active in. She refused to believe that I’m in my mid thirties. Maybe she was just being nice. Either way, she’s a lot of fun to be with. I feel younger just being around her.

I couldn’t believe what a wonderful sense of humor she still has after all that she’s been through. And I continue to find it impossible to believe that her education stopped at the fifth grade. She has an incredibly broad range of general knowledge. She seems better informed than most of the educated adults I met on a daily basis before my wife was killed and I became a recluse.

It was a little early to bring it up. So I didn’t. But I think that someone with an inquiring mind like hers would really benefit from a college education. It’s something we’ll have to discuss later.

We ate lunch and then we had to find her something to wear. The only articles of clothing she had when they dragged her out of the club last night were a blouse and the pair of jeans she was wearing. It turned out that I have nothing appropriate for her to wear on the lake. Since I’m the only one here I don’t have a lot of women’s bathing suits lying around. She finally suggested that I loan her a t-shirt and she’d wear it like a cover-up.

She went into the bathroom and put it on over her panties. She came back out a minute later with her cute little butt just barely covered. She was actually blushing! I thought that was amazing after the life she has lived and the story she just told me. And it was incredibly endearing. Even after all she’s been through she’s embarrassed about being dressed in such a revealing outfit.

I smiled and said, “You look beautiful. Now please go back in there and put your clothes back on. We can drive over to the little town on the other side of the lake and get you a bathing suit and anything else you need until we can go shopping for a more complete wardrobe for you.”

She smiled and said, “I’m just being silly. So many men have seen me naked and had their hands all over me. It’s different with you. You’re nice. I like you. I care about what you think of me. But I don’t want you buying me anything. I have some money. I just have to sneak into town and get it without anyone I know seeing me.”

I nodded and said, “And we will. But not for a while. Unless you want to get involved with turning Califaro in to the cops and testifying at his murder trial I suggest we stay out of the city for a while.”

She looked sad and said, “I feel bad about Mr. Graham lying out there in a shallow grave.”

I asked, “Does he have a family?”

She shook her head.

“Then no one will miss him. Dust to dust. He won’t rape any more young girls. I don’t feel sorry for him. He was a thief and a child abuser. Let him rot.”

She looked at me funny and said, “That’s kind of cold. I wouldn’t have expected that from you.”

I guess it does sound cold. But it’s how I feel about the son of a bitch. I shrugged and said, “I have a different perspective than most people. I don’t believe in funerals or burials. Funerals are for the living. From what you’ve told me I gather that there are no living people who would be interested in attending his funeral.

“I believe in leaving the planet pretty much the way you found it when you got here. When my wife died she was cremated. Her sister took her remains back to Ohio to be with her mother’s ashes. It was what my wife would have wanted. When I die I’ll be perfectly happy to end up just like Graham. There are already enough tombstones in the world that no one ever visits and there are thousands of people dying every day.”

She thought about that for a moment and then said, “You know, I never thought about it that way. I suppose you have a point.”

Then she took my hand and said, “I apologize. I shouldn’t have rushed to judgment like that.”

I squeezed her hand and replied, “Of course you should. You don’t owe me any special consideration. Challenge me when you think you should. Make me explain myself. I’ll understand. I don’t think like most people about a lot of things.”

She pulled me out of the bedroom and said, “Come on. You can enlighten me out on the lake.”

I pulled her back into the room and said, “Andrea, I don’t want you to do anything that will make you uncomfortable. That lake isn’t going anywhere soon.”

She brought my hand up to her lips and kissed it. Then she said, “I had a moment to think about it. If we went somewhere and you bought a bathing suit for me, would I be more or less exposed?”

I laughed and said, “Maybe that’s my devious plan.”

I finally gave in. We went out on the back deck and took the steps down to the boat house. I have a small powerboat there. It’s a small lake and anything larger than my twenty-eight foot runabout would be too much boat. But I much prefer to take out the canoe or a kayak.

I handed her a life vest and helped her into it. I tossed one into the canoe for myself and helped her into the front seat. I showed her how to get comfortable and then I opened the boathouse door. I got in and started paddling along the rugged, deserted shoreline.

This little lake is a long way from just about everywhere. There’s a very small community on the far shore serving tourists and the few residents in the area. And there is one restaurant that I have found halfway around the lake on the eastern shore. But there are very few homes along the shore. That was one of the things that attracted my wife and me to this place. It’s so quiet.

As we moved away from the shore she looked back at my cabin stuck up there on the side of the hill. She said, “I didn’t realize how beautiful your house is, or how large. You can’t tell from the front. Have you lived here long? It looks new.”

I explained that actually I’m not entirely moved in yet. I still have some things from the final load out in the car. Then, with some surprisingly probing questions she got me to explain some of my other less popular philosophies.

I found it increasingly difficult to think of this girl as being sixteen years old. She’s so mature and she actually gives a lot of thought to things that most people don’t. They just accept whatever the conventional wisdom is on whatever subject and give it no thought. I have found that as a general rule our species is not nearly as analytical as it claims to be. She continued to amaze me as the conversation got deeper. Each of her responses was reasonable, intelligent and well thought out.

We paddled around for just over an hour. We were both enjoying the hell out of it. But we can’t stay out on the water all day. I turned around and paddled back to the house at a leisurely pace.

While she went upstairs and got cleaned up I unloaded the rest of my things from the car. Then I took a shower and changed clothes.

I insisted on taking her shopping and then out to dinner. She was uncomfortable with the idea of me buying her any clothes. But she can’t go back to town and get her old clothes from the house she was sharing with the girl from the club. Not yet. No one in the city can be allowed to know that she’s still alive. It will be two or three weeks before I think it may be safe to go in and close out her bank account. So with no other options available to her she reluctantly gave in. She was forced to accept my offer of new clothes.

It took me a while to convince her that I’m having fun shopping for her. I am, though. It’s a lot of fun. She enjoyed it, too, once she relaxed a little. She’s been getting all of her clothing from thrift stores. When I asked she was unable to remember the last time she bought an item of clothing that hadn’t been owned by someone else first. These are probably the first new clothes she’s gotten since her mother died.

We ended up buying enough clothes for her to get by for a couple of weeks. But there are only a couple of boutiques in the small tourist town by the lake. We’ll have to fill out her wardrobe in a larger town somewhere. I suppose we’ll have to drive down to Middlebury in a few days. It’s unlikely that we’ll run into any of the thugs from Burlington there.

After we spent a few hours shopping we went to the nice steakhouse I discovered on the shore of the lake. I parked and we got out. Andrea stood staring at the place as I came around the car to escort her inside. She looked at me nervously and said, “I’ve never eaten in a nice restaurant. I’ve always had to be too careful with my money. I hope I don’t embarrass you.”

I smiled and put my arm around her shoulders affectionately. I said, “You must be crazy. I’m proud to be seen with a beautiful girl like you.”

She gave me that “Yeah, right!” look.

I turned to face her and put my hands on her shoulders. I looked her right in the eyes and asked, “Do you really not know how pretty you are?!”

She looked at me for a long moment and finally replied, “I’m not so ugly that I break mirrors. But I’m not pretty. It doesn’t matter, though. No decent man is going to want me, or at least he won’t want me for anything but sex when he finds out about the terrible things I’ve done.”

I had an easy response to that. I didn’t even have to think about it. “I would. If you weren’t half my age I’d be making a major play for you. You’re beautiful and intelligent and sweet despite being so terribly victimized for so much of your life.

“I’ve been astounded at how well you seem to have come through the abuse you’ve suffered. Believe me, Andrea. You won’t have any trouble attracting a nice man your age. Hell! I’m jealous already.”

She gave me a funny look and then she quietly exclaimed, “You really mean that, don’t you?!”

“Of course I do! I’ve probably gotten to know you better today than most of the people you’ve known since your mother died. You spent most of the morning laying out a pretty comprehensive diary for me. You didn’t do anything that was terrible. And what you did, the things you did to survive, they didn’t screw you up. That’s the important thing.

“You really impress me. I’m embarrassed to find that I’m much fonder of you than I should be of a sixteen year old girl. Until the numbers started coming out I assumed that you were in your early twenties! Now I find myself having to pull back a little. I hope that doesn’t make you uncomfortable. You have my word that I shall remain a perfect gentleman.”

I took her hand and we started for the restaurant. She stopped suddenly and I turned to see what was wrong. Her eyes looked moist. She wasn’t smiling at all when she quietly said, “You aren’t so old. I thought you were in your twenties, too.”

I smiled and said, “Thanks. But I’m not.”

She squeezed my hand and said, “Maybe I don’t care.”

Now I’m getting really nervous! I put my arm around her shoulder and sighed as I started toward the restaurant again. I hated to say it out loud. But it had to be said. “Andrea, I’m twenty years older than you. I think that we both need to start thinking of me more as a father figure than a potential boyfriend. I refuse to be one of the many men who have taken advantage of you for your entire life.”

“I never thought that you would. Isn’t that strange? From the very first moment I saw you I knew that you wouldn’t hurt me.”

“That was a snap judgment made before you had your first cup of coffee.”

“Yes. But it was accurate.”

We went in and were seated by the window overlooking the lake. I asked her if she likes wine. I know. She’s too young. But she has the fake ID. I figure with all that she’s been through if she wants a glass of wine it won’t hurt her. Kids in Europe drink wine and beer all the time. I’m not saying that the alcohol is responsible. But look at how much more mature they are than we Americans!

She answered that she could really use a glass of wine after spending all morning in confession. I ordered my favorite red wine when the waiter arrived and I ordered two of my favorite appetizers, shrimp cocktail and escargot. They do escargot here just the way I like it. She’s going to have a lot of new experiences tonight.

She wasn’t sure how she felt about the escargot. I think that she likes the taste but has a problem with them because she knows what they are and she isn’t fond of the idea of eating snails. She had shrimp cocktail for the first time, too. That she loved.

She ordered her usual French dressing for her salad. But I talked her into trying my bleu cheese dressing and I think I made a convert. I ordered steak. But I convinced her that she would never forgive herself if she didn’t have the lobster tail. That she loved unquestionably. I think she came pretty close to an orgasm while eating the lobster. And then there was Crème Brulee.

For most of her life she has lived on snacks and fast food. She loved eating good food almost as much as I loved watching her. But I found myself getting worried. I watched her enthusiastically enjoying her meal and our conversation and I’m all too aware of the way she’s tugging at my heart. Unfortunately, I know that what I’m feeling is totally inappropriate due to the difference in our ages. I refuse to be one of the many men who have taken advantage of her. But it isn’t going to be easy to resist this elfin charmer.

I looked at her beautiful face and saw the animation there, the lust for life even after the terrible way life has treated her. I saw the intelligence in her eyes and I found myself experiencing emotions that I assumed I would never feel again after my wife died.

I feel guilty because I know it’s wrong to feel this way about my little Goldilocks; because of her age, but also because it hasn’t been quite a year since my wife passed away. It’s too soon. Just having the feelings for this young girl that I’m experiencing is being unfaithful to the memory of my wife.

Despite my mixed feelings about the growing and totally inappropriate attraction I feel for her, I really hated it when the meal finally ended. We were laughing and joking, interacting as though we’ve known each other for years. I have not felt this carefree in a year. And I doubt if poor Andrea has ever enjoyed a lighthearted evening like this.

We finally had to leave. The restaurant is one of the very few in the area. While we enjoyed our leisurely meal it has begun to fill up and we have eaten until we can’t eat another bite. I paid the bill and invited Goldilocks back to my place for a Jamaican coffee.

She grinned and said, “I’ve never had one. But it sounds good. And I’d love to see your etchings.”

But then she got just a little serious and said, “I haven’t enjoyed myself like this in … ever! Thank you for a fantastic meal and a wonderful evening. It’s so nice to laugh like that. You may not believe this. I’m having trouble believing it myself. But for a while there I forgot all about how I came to be with you out here in the middle of nowhere.”

She smiled then. She reached out and squeezed my hand and we looked into each other’s eyes for a moment before I came to my senses and drew back. I reminded myself once again that she’s sixteen. She’s beginning to scare me. She’s not going to make it easy to do the responsible thing here.

I offered to let her drive back to the house since she has that fake driver’s license.

She started to laugh. But then she turned serious and said, “I would like to learn. Everyone should learn how to drive.”

I smiled and said, “Your wish is my command. I believe the driver’s manual for this state is available online. I think we should start there. Study that and then we’ll go somewhere that you can practice without hitting anything. Once you have a clue we’ll sign you up for a good driving school. That’s the best way to learn.”

I opened and held the car door for her. But before she got in she turned and looked up at me. She put her hand on my arm and said, “Don’t do this to yourself. Don’t spend all of your money on me. I don’t want that. It makes me feel guilty. And I’m afraid that the time will come that you might think I’m taking advantage of you. I don’t want to take advantage of you.”

I leaned forward to kiss her forehead. It was intended to be a nice, platonic kiss, a show of affection. She was too fast for me. She put her arms around my neck and met me in the middle, planting a kiss right on my lips. I was weak for a moment and it started to turn into a kiss right out of a romance novel. But after a long and far too erotic moment I came to my senses and pulled back.

She smiled and said, “You didn’t hate that. I think I can wear you down.”

I smiled right back at her and said, “You took me by surprise. You caught me at a weak moment.”

Then I grinned and said, “You aren’t too old to spank, young lady.”

She laughed and said, “No. But I’m old enough to really appreciate it.”

I put my arms around her and held her for a moment. Before I let her go I said, “It has been a very long time since I read the story of Goldilocks. I don’t remember her being this devious.”

She rested her head on my chest and said, “I can hear you heart beating.”

Then she softly said, “Goldilocks had to worry about getting eaten. That isn’t something I’m afraid of … not with you.”

All I could do was sigh. This isn’t working out the way I envisioned it.

I drove home and pulled into the garage. We went inside and I made coffee. I got out the ingredients for Jamaican coffee and when it was ready we went into the living room. The entire wall looking out over the deck to the lake is glass. One other wall is stone with a huge, walk-in fireplace. The other walls, the cathedral ceiling with the huge beams and the floors are all wood. The evening has turned a little cool so I started a fire. We sat in the dark on the couch with a view of the moon reflecting off the lake and the glow and the pleasant sounds from the fireplace.

The atmosphere was probably a little too romantic. That was not my intention. I was going for relaxing. We sat together on the oversized leather sectional. Andrea leaned back against me and asked, “Would you put your arms around me, please? You held me today and for the first time since I was nine someone was holding me just to be holding me. It felt so nice. I didn’t realize how much I missed that.”

I put one arm around her and held her against me. She leaned her head back against my shoulder and I sat there feeling her soft, firm body relaxing against me. I was forced to remind myself over and over that she’s only sixteen years old and that men have been abusing her for almost half of her life.

I have to admit that I’m confused about my own feelings. I want to believe that what I feel for her is just sympathy, compassion, and genuine affection. After listening to her recital of the dark tale that has been her childhood to date I feel compelled to atone for the wrongs that men have done her.

But I know it’s more than that. I also feel a totally inappropriate desire to hold this beautiful young woman and love her and make her mine. Everything about her draws me in. Her beautiful, angelic face, her strength of character, her intelligence, and if I’m going to be totally honest, she has the most perfect body that I’ve ever seen.

Unfortunately, even if her driver’s license was telling the truth she would be much too young for me.

It doesn’t help that she seems to be trying so hard to entice me. I realize that she’s doing it for all the wrong reasons. She doesn’t know me. She saw me this morning for the first time. We’ve known each other for slightly longer than twelve hours. She’s attracted to me because I’m safe. I’m one of the few people in her life who hasn’t tried to use her or take advantage of her. She feels gratitude more than anything else I’m sure. But she probably isn’t even aware of the distinction.

And even if she does feel an attraction toward me, it is no less inappropriate than the feelings I have for her. I need to control myself and be the adult here. I need to protect her and make her feel safe and let her just be a teenage girl. Later, she can go out into the world, hopefully to a nice college, and meet boys her own age. She can form more appropriate relationships.

I should be writing these thoughts down so that I can show them to her and so that I can remind myself. Because you can’t believe how wonderful it feels to hold her pliant young body in my arms this way!

We didn’t talk much. We both had a long, hard night last night. Between that and the wine we were getting sleepy long before the Jamaican coffee settled our stomachs and I could take her up to the spare bedroom where she’ll be staying from now on.

The fire began to burn low and I discovered that Andrea was already asleep in my arms. I took her empty coffee cup from her limp hand and set it on the table beside me. We sat there like that for another hour until the fire was just embers. I hoped that she would wake up. I didn’t want to wake her to take her to bed.

Eventually, though, I gave up on that. She didn’t really wake up. I eased out from behind her and gently picked her up. She never even opened her eyes when I picked her up. I carried her up to the spare bedroom and carefully placed her on the sheets. I removed her shoes and covered her up. I kissed her forehead and whispered goodnight.

I didn’t leave right away. I couldn’t. I stared down at that gentle young woman who seems to have been so impossibly unaffected by the horrible life she has been forced to live. She’s safe now and I’m sure I can see that on her face. She looks so serene, so peaceful, so very beautiful. As wrong as I knew it was I stood there watching her sleep and struggled to control the attraction I feel for her. I found myself wanting to love her so much that it nearly brought tears to my eyes.

I probably stood there like that for ten minutes or more before I finally went out and softly closed her door.

I went to bed that night and I lay there in the dark, still able to feel her warm body against mine. It’s quickly becoming clear to me that I cannot be trusted with that young woman. The feelings that have developed inside of me in such a short amount of time, before I had any idea how young she really is, are going to be irresistible.

I hate to even think about it, but I’m going to have to make some other arrangements for her. I’m going to have to find somewhere safe, a loving family that she can live with and feel protected. People who can be trusted to offer her affection that’s more appropriate than what I’m feeling for her. She deserves better than me.




Have I mentioned that I sleep in the nude?

I awoke the next morning with my right arm draped over the soft, warm, naked body of the beautiful girl whose charms I’m trying so hard to resist. It took me a moment to realize what was going on. She was curled up against me, breathing deeply and evenly. I thought she was asleep. I started to gently lift my arm so that I could roll away and get out of bed without waking her.

She wasn’t asleep. Her hand closed down on my arm with a surprisingly firm grip for such a diminutive little thing. I tried to be calm. It wasn’t easy with her cute little butt nestled up against my thighs and my arm pressed against the underside of her breasts. But I was sure that what’s called for here is calm, serious, logical, reasonable behavior. I’m a mature adult. It’s important that I behave like one. And it’s important that I don’t overreact.

It was incredibly difficult to do the right thing. I wanted nothing more at that moment than to take her into my arms and hold her tight. I wanted that so much that the blood was pounding in my ears and I was having trouble breathing.

I was just about to say all the right things in a calm, reasoned, rational tone of voice when she said, “I can read your mind you know.”

I could feel my cock, which has been dormant for a year now, stirring against her little butt. I thought to myself that she would be able to read far too much of my mind if I didn’t soon extricate myself from this predicament, preferably without seeming like I was rejecting her.

I leaned forward and kissed the back of her head and then her shoulder. She shivered but I knew she wasn’t cold. I quietly said, “I can read your mind, too. And if I’m going to be honest I’ll have to admit that we both want the same thing here. But we both know that this is totally inappropriate. I want to wrap my arms around you and hold you close. I want that a whole hell of a lot more than I should.

“But if I do that then I’ll be just as bad as every other man in your life, every dirty old man who has taken advantage of you. If you were older, if you were even as old as it says you are on your driver’s license, maybe I could convince myself that after some time has passed if you still feel this way it might not be such a bad thing for you.

“What the hell. Thirty-six isn’t so old. But sweetheart, you’re just a young girl. You have missed out on a lot in your life thanks to the predatory males you have a bad habit of running into. But you still have a few years left in which you can be a young girl. I don’t want to take those from you. I want you to understand that not every guy out there wants to take something from you or use you. I can’t leave you with that lesson if I give in to these feelings I have for you. It wouldn’t be fair to you.

“There is still time for me to be there for you. I can be what those other men should have been, your protector. I can still love you. I just have to love you more appropriately. But you’re going to have to cooperate. I cannot leap tall buildings in a single bound.”

She wriggled around until she was lying on her side facing me. I quickly pulled the sheet up to cover her remarkable breasts. She grinned at my attempts to preserve her modesty and in a challenging voice she demanded to know, “Do you know what I just heard you say?”

“What?”

She put her arms around me, pressed her naked body against me and said, “All I heard was, ‘We both want the same thing; I want to hold you close; I can love you; and something about jumping over a building.’

“You think I’m too young for you. You think that after the life I’ve lived I can somehow reclaim the childhood I never had.

“I can’t do that, Dean. I’m the oldest sixteen year old you’ve ever met. I’ve seen things and done things and I’ve lived a life that no kid should ever have to live.

“That’s over now. But I’m already who I’m going to be. I’m actually kind of proud of how well I’ve survived the life I lived.

“I want you to know that you’re a special man. I’m not saying that I think you’re special because I’m grateful to you for what you’ve done for me. I am grateful. But you’re different than most men. I knew you were different ten minutes after I started talking to you yesterday morning. You’re the kind of man girls dream about. If you think I’m going to let you go because of a few years difference in our ages you don’t know me very well. I can be very determined.

“I love feeling your arms around me. You can’t hide the look of love on your handsome face and seeing it takes my breath away. I love that you’re so compassionate and caring, so understanding, and so incredibly intuitive.

“I love the things you say and I love the way you walk. I watched you when you took me shopping yesterday. I love the way you talk to people, as if everyone you meet is already a friend of yours. You’re amazing.

“I love something else, too. I’ve always avoided getting this close to a man. But I love the way your body feels against mine. And you know something else? You don’t snore. Your deep, even breathing is so restful. I may have to work on you for a while. But you’re going to be the first man to make love to me.”

She couldn’t avoid feeling my cock growing hard, despite my best efforts to restrain myself. She smiled and said sweetly, “If you would just stop trying to fight me on this, now would be a good time. I don’t have any appointments that I know of.”

It was getting very difficult … no, nearly impossible to do the right thing. I leaned forward and kissed her forehead. Then I said, “I have to go to the bathroom. Let’s get dressed and have breakfast. We need to talk some more. I’m starting to think with the wrong head and I don’t want to do that.”

She reached down, wrapped her hands around my hard cock and said, “I have a better idea. Let’s take a shower, a long, hot, sensuous shower. That way you won’t have so far to go when you realize that you can’t win.”

I’m starting to fear that she may be right. But I know that with her hand wrapped around my cock I can’t possibly think clearly. I look into her knowing eyes and I don’t see a teenage girl. I see the young woman I thought she was when I saw her at breakfast less than twenty-four hours ago.

Christ! I just met her! And yet I feel such love for her already. But with that love I feel a need to protect her … even from myself. I want to love her so much. But if I’m going to love her the right way I have to do what’s right for her.

I pulled her tight against me. I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself. Finally I said, “I do want you, Andrea. I want you out of all proportion. As impossible as it sounds I love you already. But when you love someone you do what’s right for them. You don’t act to satisfy your own desires to the detriment of the person you love.

“The right thing for us to do is for me to have the courage of my convictions. If I do what’s right you’ll be happier in the long run. Let’s go have breakfast and talk, seriously and reasonably and maturely.”

She pulled back and smiled up at me. She kissed my chin and said, “You are so sweet. I love you for wanting to do what you mistakenly believe is the right thing for me. But you’re wrong and I’m going to prove you wrong. I’m going to win because I’ve never wanted anything or anyone as much as I want you.

“If you think that I’m going to live through the things I have and then turn loose of the perfect man when I’ve finally found him you’re out of your mind. But you go ahead and relax. I’ll humor you for a while. Let’s go downstairs and you can show me how you made that omelet … but just one this morning. Let’s split one. That thing almost killed me yesterday and I have to watch my figure. I’m trying to attract the attention of a good man.”

She suddenly threw the covers off. Her impish little smile made it clear that she knew exactly how hard it was for me to keep a clear head and hold onto my resolve when I saw her beautiful body on display.

I tried to remind myself that she has been putting her body on display for years. It probably isn’t that big a deal for her to be naked in front of someone she’s trying to seduce.

It’s a big deal for me, though. She has a perfect body. I tried unsuccessfully not to stare. When she saw the way my eyes explored her body she smiled and asked, “Do I look like a little girl to you?”

I grinned and shook my head. I cleared my throat and said, “No. You are certainly beautiful. And you are sixteen years old.”

She replied, “I’ll be seventeen in a few weeks. But that won’t matter to you, will it?”

I sighed and shook my head again. She isn’t making this easy.

The next three weeks flew by. It was like a honeymoon without the sex. In many ways Andrea did finally have something of a childhood, though it was brief. She got to enjoy being a carefree, happy young woman who is loved and protected. By loved I mean she was the recipient of a lot of genuine but platonic affection. I held her and hugged her and let her know that she could relax and let someone she trusts take care of her now.

She didn’t stop trying to seduce me. And I won’t try to tell you that resisting her was easy. It wasn’t. I dreamed of how wonderful it would be to give in and make mad, passionate love to her. And she was very good at trying to lure me into doing just that.

She dressed provocatively and she spent a great deal of time sitting in my lap. She held my hand whenever we went anywhere. She kissed me at every opportunity and although I made her go to bed in her own bedroom every night, I woke up with her in my bed every morning. I stopped sleeping in the nude and began to sleep in my underwear in self defense.

In those three weeks I began to teach her how to cook. No one ever gave her the opportunity before. She has lived most of her life on sandwiches and fast food.

I took her shopping in several nearby towns until she had all the clothes she had room for in her closet and her dresser.

I taught her how to drive. It was my intention to take her to the DMV for a real license with her correct age on it. That turned out to be impossible for the moment. She doesn’t have a birth certificate. Her only identification is a fake driver’s license! We’re going to have to contact Florida to get a copy of her birth certificate.







Chapter 32


Three weeks passed in an instant. We talked it over and decided it should be safe to go into Burlington and close out her savings account. We planned to go in early, long before anyone went to work in the strip club where she worked. We had already opened a new account for her at a branch of the bank I use in a small, nearby community.

We waited until lunch time when the sidewalks would be crowded. The bank her account is in is only a block from the strip club where she worked so we were a little nervous. We dressed her in a man’s shirt, a baseball cap and wraparound sunglasses to disguise her appearance a little without making her look like she was there to rob the bank. She looked around constantly, on the lookout for anyone who might recognize her.

I stayed with her while she closed out her account. Then we went straight back to the car and left town. I’m sure that there will come a time when we feel free to visit Burlington again. But that time is not now.

I drove until we were out of the heaviest of the city traffic. Then I let Andrea drive so she could get the practice. In retrospect that turned out to be a mistake. If I’d been driving I might have noticed that we were being followed once we got up into the mountains and out of traffic. We were unaware that one of the bouncers spotted Andrea going into the bank and told Mr. Califaro. He must have been more than a little unhappy to learn that the witness to the murder he committed is still alive.

Andrea spent all of her time focusing on what was in front of her and trying to keep the car in her lane and I didn’t have a rearview mirror. So we were unaware that we were being followed. Andrea drove us home and pulled the car into the garage.

A few minutes later the doorbell rang. I was upstairs at the time. I knew when I heard the chimes it was trouble. People don’t go door to door in this neck of the woods. I rushed downstairs to find two stereotypical goons in the house. One look at them and I knew them for the thugs they were. I would have known even if one of them didn’t have his arm around Andrea, holding his hand clamped tightly over her mouth.

I couldn’t help but notice that they were both holding large handguns, too.

One of the thugs, the one who wasn’t restraining Andrea, looked me over, decided I wasn’t a threat and asked me if anyone else was in the house.

I told him that there was no one else here and his partner took his hand away from Andrea’s mouth. But he didn’t let her go. He continued to hold her against his body with one arm around her neck. His other hand began to explore her body.

He nuzzled her ear and growled, “I was beginning to think you didn’t really love me, cunt. You ran away before we had time to get better acquainted after we took you for that romantic ride in the country three weeks ago. We’re in a lot of trouble over that little episode. You’re going to have to make that up to us.”

She glared at him and responded, “Aw gee! I feel real bad about that! If I’d known you were going to get in trouble I’d have let you and that other gorilla rape me and kill me. I guess I just wasn’t thinking.”

Her spunky response made me smile, even under these dangerous circumstances. I couldn’t help but be very proud of her. She had to be terrified. But you couldn’t tell from her voice.

He didn’t bother to respond. He probably wasn’t bright enough to say anything appropriate but he’s apparently bright enough to know he can’t win a battle of wits with her.

He was watching me as he reached under Andrea’s top and roughly groped her breasts. I could see in his eyes that he was hoping I’d react. But I didn’t see any sense in getting shot or beaten half to death if I can avoid it. I’m not going to go to my death peacefully. But I’ll wait for the right moment to do whatever I can to get us out of this.

Hopefully these Neanderthals will screw up and there will be a right moment. It certainly isn’t while they’re both standing there with guns drawn waiting for me to do something stupid.

Andrea wisely offered no resistance to the gorilla who was groping her. She stood still and let the goon feel her up. While his large hand explored under her top she pleaded, “Please, let him go. He doesn’t know anything and he isn’t involved. I’m the one you came here for.”

Not surprisingly they totally ignored her. The goon who wasn’t mauling Andrea put his gun in the holster under his gaudy sport coat. He ordered me to hold my arms out in front of me and join my fingers. I obeyed and he used a large plastic tie to secure my wrists together.

He must not have felt it necessary to handcuff Andrea. I suppose they thought it would interfere with their plans for her.

He looked around and spotted the telephone. He placed a call and when someone answered he said, “Hey, boss. We got her. She’s with the guy. We got him, too. He’s got a house out on the lake. You want us to do ‘em now?”

He listened for a minute and then said contritely, “I had to! Our cell phones don’t work out here. You said to call you if we got them.”

He listened for another couple of minutes and then said, “You got it.”

He hung up, turned to his partner and said, “Bring her. He don’t want us to do it here. He don’t want any sign of a struggle. They’re just gonna turn up missing.”

The goon wrapped his large hand around Andrea’s neck and asked, “We’re still gonna fuck the bitch before we off her, right?”

The gorilla that made the phone call and seemed to be the one in charge smiled and said, “Yeah. We got time. The bitch ain’t gonna get away from us this time.”

They took us out to their Suburban. I got in front with the guy who was groping Andrea in the house. The man who seemed to be in charge got in the back seat with Andrea. He pulled her shirt off and while the driver turned around and drove slowly down my driveway, the guy in back pulled his cock out and ordered me to watch while he pulled her face down into his crotch.

Andrea started sucking his cock while the goon and I stared into each other’s eyes. He saw the hate in my eyes. He seemed to find it really amusing.

The car turned onto the road and I glanced at the driver. He didn’t strike me as being particularly bright. Neither of these men did. But the driver, though cruel and perverted, seemed nowhere near as intelligent as a Golden retriever I once owned.

The driver wasn’t paying as much attention to his driving as he was to what was happening in the back seat. I noticed that he had placed his pistol between his legs so he could get to it in a hurry if I tried anything. I was evaluating my chances of reaching it if I dove for it. They weren’t good. But it might be the only chance we’d have.

I was just about to jump for the gun when the guy in the back seat screamed. The smug look was gone from his face in an instant. He reached for Andrea’s head and the driver slammed on the brakes.

Before the driver figured out what was going on I dove for his gun. It wasn’t easy with my wrists joined. But it was a life or death situation. And it was now or never.

I managed to get a grip on the pistol before the driver even realized I was reaching for it. I got lucky and my finger slipped right inside the trigger guard. He tried to stop me as I pulled the gun away but instead of grabbing my wrists or my hands he grabbed the barrel of the pistol as I was pulling it away. The gun went off, hitting him right in the belly.

He didn’t even cry out. He gasped in shock, swerved across the road and drove into the drainage ditch.

Fortunately, the car was almost stopped when he lost control of it. I pulled the gun the rest of the way up just as the man in back with Andrea was pulling his gun out. He was too late. He was still pulling his gun out when I put a bullet into his forehead.

The driver looked up from his stomach with a stunned look on his face and whispered, “You shot me!”

The truth of the matter is that he’s more responsible for that bullet hole in his belly than I am. But I accept full responsibility for the hole that appeared in his forehead a moment later.

I scrambled from the car and immediately bent over and vomited violently. I was shaking like a leaf in a hurricane. When I was able to move I turned back to the car and opened the back door. I pulled Andrea out and she threw her arms around me. My wrists were still tethered but I slipped my arms over her head and held her tight.

I was deafened by the three gunshots from that large caliber pistol inside of the SUV. We both were. It took us both a moment to realize that we were asking each other if we were alright.

I lifted my arms and pried myself out of her frantic grip. I finally got her attention and was able to get her to reach into my pocket for my knife. She cut the plastic handcuff holding my wrists together and I reached into the car for her shirt.

She put it on without an argument for a change. I asked her if she had any idea where they were taking us. I assumed we were on our way to the same narrow trail into the woods where she escaped from them the first time.

She took a moment to calm down a little and she struggled to remember the path she took on that dark and very scary early morning walk from the clearing where she almost died.

She thought back to that night with obvious reluctance. She didn’t look too confident. But after a moment’s thought she answered, “Maybe. I might be able to find it.”

I did my best to avoid looking at him as I pushed the body of the driver over to the passenger side. It took some coaxing to get Andrea back into the car with those two dead bodies. But I couldn’t leave her out here alone.

I said, “I’m sorry, honey. I can’t move this gorilla into the back. He weighs close to three hundred pounds. And I can’t leave you here. I need your help to find that clearing. Just get in and look out the window. Don’t look at them.”

She shuddered and said, “I know. Of course you’re right. But damn!”

She trembled violently. But she climbed back into the backseat beside the dead goon whose cock she had clamped her teeth down on and created the diversion that saved our lives.

I was just as reluctant to climb into the blood soaked driver’s seat. But it had to be done. My ears were still ringing and I could still smell and taste the residue from those three gunshots in that confined space. The metallic taste in my mouth was making me ill. Add to that the disturbing coppery smell of the blood that’s all over the front seat and is already soaking through the seat of my pants and I’m quickly growing very queasy.

I almost had to get out and vomit again. There was blood and brain matter spattered around the quarter sized hole in the driver’s window. I hit the switches to lower all the windows. That only helped a little.

The culvert in which the SUV came to a stop wasn’t deep or muddy. I was able to drive out easily. I continued down the road slowly while we both looked for a narrow dirt track into the woods.

We had several things going for us. There was no traffic. That’s an important consideration when you’re driving around in a vehicle with two dead bodies. And on the side of the road away from the lake there is absolutely no development. If we spot a narrow path into the woods it’s likely to be the one we were looking for.

It took us a long time to reach a turn off into the woods. Andrea couldn’t be certain it was the right one. But she said that she thought that it might be. I turned in and drove slowly up the dirt trail with branches scraping the SUV on both sides.

I wasn’t paying attention to the distance we traveled. But thinking back I guess we were probably close to five miles from my house. It must have been pure hell for a scared sixteen year old girl, all alone in the dark, early in the morning with no idea where she is and with two men trying to kill her after just witnessing a murder. I continue to be awed by this girl’s bravery and strength of character. I know grown men who would be reduced to babbling idiots if they were forced to go through what she has.

The narrow track ended in a small clearing. I stopped the car and we got out. She pointed off to the side and said, “That’s where they buried Mr. Graham.”

Looking around I got the uncomfortable feeling that I could make out other mounds, other possible grave sites. I began to have second thoughts about keeping this place a secret. There might be young women buried here whose families would like their loved ones’ remains returned to them.

I walked around the clearing, careful to avoid leaving any tracks. I came to the conclusion that there are, indeed, several other graves here. I turned to Andrea and told her what I was thinking.

She actually looked relieved when I told her that I was thinking about reporting the site to the police.

She said, “I’d like that. The things you said about burial and gravestones make sense. But I don’t feel comfortable making that decision for others. I wouldn’t have wanted my body to end up here, even though I have no family to miss me. This little clearing is creepy as hell!”

I hugged her and said, “Okay, let’s leave them here. We’ll take the SUV back to my place. You can get our car and follow me to someplace we can leave it. We’re going to have to torch it. I don’t want us to get dragged into this and I don’t want to leave fingerprints or DNA evidence for the police to find. We can’t do that here though. It will have to be somewhere that we don’t have to worry about the fire getting out of control.”

I have a place in mind. There’s an old furniture factory in Bristol that’s closed down now. We can leave it in the parking lot when it gets late enough that no one is around and torch it there without endangering any buildings.

I pulled the bodies out of the car and left them lying on the ground. They aren’t worth burying. Thug number one’s cock is still hanging out of his pants. That reminded me that there might be DNA evidence on his cock and the bite marks on his cock would no doubt draw their attention to that area of his body. I remembered seeing a pint bottle of whiskey on the floor of the Suburban when I was dragging his body out. I went and looked. It still had a few shots in it. I poured it on the bastard’s limp cock and hoped that would be sufficient. I know I can’t bring myself to torch a human body.

We drove back to the house and took showers. I disposed of the empty whiskey bottle and burned the blood stained clothing we were wearing in a small pit I dug beside the house. When there was nothing left but ashes I filled the hole with dirt and covered it with mulch. I covered the driver’s seat of the SUV with a tarp and put my five gallon gas can in the back.

We waited until almost dark and drove to Bristol. We parked by the town square where we were unlikely to be noticed at that time of day. We ate a light meal in town. Neither of us had much of an appetite.

After we ate we walked down to the river to kill some time. We spent quite a while there. Not talking. Just staring at the shallow river and listening to the rush of the water around the stones. It was very soothing. We both needed that.

It was almost ten o’clock when we drove through town to the deserted furniture factory. It was still earlier than I would have liked. But I wasn’t comfortable with Andrea driving around alone in the dark, either. She just learned to drive and isn’t very experienced.

I drove past the small factory and parked around the corner on a side street. I made sure no one was watching and I doused the interior of the SUV with gas. I put the gas can back in my car and made Andrea wait for me there.

I drove back to the factory and parked. I looked around and when I was as sure as I could be that no one was around I got out and torched the car.

I walked away as calmly as I could. I stopped at the corner and turned back to look. I still didn’t see anyone around. The Suburban was totally engulfed in flames. I walked to my car and drove slowly away.

Unfortunately, there’s one more thing I have to do before we can go home.

I drove to Burlington. I tried to leave Andrea at a small diner for a little while. She absolutely refused to get out of the car. No amount of pleading or threatening would get her out.

She knew what I had to do. She insisted that I might need her to point out the man I have to find. Mr. Califaro has my phone number now. The goons told him where I live. He knows about me and he knows Andrea. This won’t be over until I do something about him.

I parked in the dark, narrow alley that runs the length of the entire block behind the strip club. Andrea pointed out Califaro’s car nearby. We had nearly three hours to kill before he normally leaves. But I doubt very much that he’ll be leaving on time tonight. He’ll be waiting for his two goons to let him know that Andrea and I have been disposed of.

He must have known that they intended to rape Andrea. I can only hope that he’ll assume that’s why they’re late returning. At least I hope he’ll attribute the fact that they haven’t yet returned to that. But so much time has passed since they called him from my cabin that he must surely be on edge by now.

I know that I can’t just wait outside for him to leave the building. He’ll feel obligated to wait in his office until he hears from his goons that the problem Andrea and I represent has been resolved. The two idiots already screwed it up once. I doubt if he trusts them all that much to get it right the second time.

As much as I hate the idea, I know that I’m going to have to go in after him.

I got out to scout the area. I was looking for security cameras. I checked the buildings on both sides of the narrow alley. I brought a can of spray paint with me in case I spotted any. But this isn’t a high crime area. No place in Vermont is a high crime area. No place, except perhaps for that little clearing in the woods near my home.

I searched the entire alley carefully. I wasn’t able to spot any cameras. I can only hope that means there are none and not that I couldn’t see them in the dark.

I thought about going to a diner and waiting for a while. But I decided that it would be a better idea to stay where we are and watch for anyone coming or going. I’m going to want to be as certain as possible that Califaro is alone in his office.

Andrea put the armrest up, stretched out on the seat and leaned back against me. I held her in my arms and she finally started to relax. I rested my chin on top of her head and told her how proud of her I am.

I could feel her tears, dripping off of her cheeks and onto my arm. I thought she was crying from the stress or maybe from relief that it was almost over. I was shocked when she whispered, “I’m so sorry. I’m sorry for getting you into this. I’m sorry for almost getting you killed. And I am so sorry that you had to see what he made me do. You’ll never be able to love me after seeing that.”

I kissed her neck and said, “You dumb broad! I don’t care about that! Do I seem that prissy to you?!”

She was still crying softly. But she answered, “Yeah … kinda. You won’t make love to me. You treat me like a kid. You may not think so. But you have a lot of puritan in you.”

I didn’t! I mean I don’t! Certainly no puritan would harbor the thoughts and feelings that I have for her. I finally responded, “You know better than that. You know how I feel about you. I’m just trying to do what’s…”

“FUCK THAT!” she screamed. “FUCK WHAT’S RIGHT!!”

She sat up and turned to face me. She was crying hard now. But she wasn’t just sad. She was angry, too. She was frustrated and she was fuming. She lowered her voice slightly and said, “I told you everything about me. You know how the things I’ve experienced have affected me. You know I’m different because of the life I’ve lived. And you know how much I love you. And yes, I know how you feel about me and that’s why you make me so god damn furious.

“We want the same thing. We’re in love and we want each other. I don’t give a flying fuck how old you are! When are you going to stop being a stubborn ass about this?!”

I looked her right in the eyes and said, “You’re right. I’m being stupid. I want you now more than I did three weeks ago. I love you even more now after getting to know you better. Three weeks ago I would have told you that wasn’t possible. You are the most remarkable young woman that I’ve ever met and if I get out of that club alive tonight I want you to marry me.”

She looked at me in shock for a moment, as if she wasn’t quite certain she was hearing me right. Then she screamed, “YES!! OH GOD YES!! Oh, Dean! I love you so much!”

She threw herself into my arms and continued to cry softly for a long time. We held onto each other for the next couple of hours. We talked quietly and kissed lovingly. But as distracting as she is I forced myself to keep an eye on the back door of the club. We saw the bartender leave at about two-thirty. He’s the only one that left by way of the back door. Everyone else went out the front.

Andrea told me that the bartender and the manager are always the last to leave and that normally they leave at the same time. So we were pretty certain that Califaro is now alone in the club, waiting for news of our tragic demise.

I told Andrea to wait in the car. I absolutely refused to let her go inside with me. I left her with one of the pistols I took from the two goons, just in case. I took the other and went to the back door of the club.

I stood in the dark and listened for a minute. I tried not to think about what I was about to do. Only a few hours have passed since I killed two men. The violence of what I did bothers me. But my conscience doesn’t.

Now I’m about to kill another man. But it doesn’t require any thought. It isn’t like I have options. I’m only doing what I have to do to save our lives. Those two thugs were killed in self defense. This will be different in a way that will make what I have to do even more difficult. This man is just sitting in his office waiting.

But it’s still going to be self defense. As long as this asshole is still breathing, our lives are in danger. Andrea’s life is in danger. It has to be done. But the realization that this is going to be premeditated murder weighs heavily on me. I never imagined that I’d be capable of something like this.

I almost went back to the car and called the cops. I know that’s what a good citizen like me is supposed to do. But I know our justice system well enough to know that the only thing they might find a careful man like Califaro guilty of is being sleazy. And I know enough about men like him to know that long before he went to trial he would reach out to more men from his shady world and see to it that Andrea and I are unable to testify.

Assuming the door isn’t locked and I can get in, when I get to his office I really hope he reaches for a weapon. I’m not sure I can just point a gun at a man and pull the trigger if he isn’t trying to kill me.

I finally screwed up my courage. I pulled on a pair of gloves and as quietly as possible I tried the door. I was a little surprised but very relieved to find that it wasn’t locked. He must be expecting his two hit men to return with the good news at any moment.

I checked for about the fiftieth time to make sure there’s a round in the chamber and the safety is off. At the last second it occurred to me to remove my shoes. I quietly opened the door, moving in slow motion, listening for any sound. I held my breath and stepped into the dark, narrow hallway.

I waited there in the dark for a minute. I didn’t hear anything but the sound of my heart beating so loudly that I was afraid he would hear it. I stood just inside the door for a long time, listening for some indication that someone heard me enter. It’s a cool, spring evening but I can feel a stream of nervous sweat running down my spine.

A dim stream of light from a doorway on the left just twenty feet up the unlit corridor provided the only illumination. I waited until I was certain that my prey didn’t hear me enter. I took a couple of careful steps, keeping close to the wall and holding my breath, listening for even the slightest sound.

I had almost reached the office door when I heard him pick up the phone, dial a number, then swear and slam the phone down.

I knew what he was doing. He’s trying to call his goons. But even if they were in any condition to answer there’s no cell tower anywhere near my home. They were forced to call him on my telephone this afternoon because they couldn’t get a signal on their cell phones.

I took a deep breath, exhaled quietly, and stepped through the doorway into Califaro’s office. He saw me immediately, standing in his door with a gun pointed at him. I expected him to dive for a weapon. Or maybe I hoped that he’d reach for a weapon. It’s more than a little unsettling to cope with the idea of shooting a man who’s just sitting in his chair looking at me.

He knew who I was as soon as he saw me. He didn’t say a word at first. But even with a gun pointed at him he looked confident. I can see in his eyes that he doesn’t think I can pull the trigger. It may have been an act. But he didn’t look the least bit worried.

Time seemed to drag on forever. I need him to do something. I need an excuse. He seemed to realize it and he didn’t move.

It seemed like an hour passed in the brief moment before he finally asked, “Are they both dead?”

I nodded.

He leaned back in his chair, careful to move slowly and keep his hands where I could see them. In a conversational tone of voice he said, “They weren’t too bright. But they were pretty good at what they do. Are you a pro?”

I shook my head.

He smiled wryly and said, “You don’t talk much, do you?”

I didn’t answer.

I don’t know if he saw the determination in my eyes or if the stress was starting to get to him. But he finally tried to talk his way out of it. He offered to forget all about it and leave us alone. Then he offered to make me very wealthy.

It wasn’t until a couple of incredibly long minutes later when we heard the back door open that he reached for a gun. That was what I needed. I honestly don’t think I could have done it if he continued to just sit there without moving.

As soon as his hand dove for the gun under his jacket I pulled the trigger. I was only ten feet away. I got him right in the chest.

His eyes opened wide and he looked down at the tiny hole in his shirt. He muttered, “Aw fuck!”

And then he died.

I stood there staring at him for a moment before I remembered that someone just opened the door. I hoped it wasn’t a cop or a security guard checking the doors of buildings. This might be difficult to explain.

It was Andrea.

She came up behind me and saw him in his chair. He almost looked like he was asleep.

She whispered, “You were gone so long. I got worried.”

I carefully removed from her hand the pistol she was gripping so tightly and went over and looked around on his desk. I spotted a pad by the phone on which he had taken notes when one of the killers called him from my house earlier.

I picked up the pad and put it in my pocket. I thought of one other possible problem. I asked Andrea, “Do these people keep files on the girls? Is there some sort of record that you worked here?”

She thought about it for a moment and said, “I doubt it. He didn’t take any money out of our pay for taxes. And in my case someone might have checked my age against my Social Security records. That would have been a problem. No, I know I never gave them my Social Security number. I don’t think they even knew my last name. They paid us all in cash with no deductions.”

I looked through his desk drawers just in case. There were no file cabinets. I couldn’t see any information on employees. Under the circumstances, if he had anything on Andrea he probably would have destroyed it.

I said, “I think we’re in the clear. Let’s go.”

We went back to my car. The only possible problem I could think of would arise if someone thought to check his phone records and saw the call from my home phone to his office. There would be no way to explain that.

I considered calling the police in the morning to report a break-in at my cabin. That might at least create some confusion. If anyone asked about the phone call later I could suggest that whoever broke in had placed the call. But reporting a break-in would just call attention to us and it would probably be a little too much of a coincidence for a suspicious investigator. I decided that it would be best not to call attention to myself.

It was almost three in the morning as I drove slowly out onto the main road. I was tempted to drive to a hotel. But I know I’m too wound up to sleep. And I don’t want anyone to start wondering what the hell we were doing out at this time of night. A lot of honest, law abiding people aren’t out and about at three in the morning.

Andrea and I didn’t speak for a long time. We were well on our way back to my house before she asked, “Do you think it’s over?”

I couldn’t be certain. I resolved to be watchful. But I thought that there was a good chance that it is.

I answered, “I think so. If he was at the top of the food chain in those clubs he won’t want a lot of people knowing that he killed someone, or that he was trying to kill you. The fewer people who know something the more likely it is that it will remain a secret. The bouncer who spotted us in Burlington and told Califaro won’t say anything. If he did it would make him an accessory. If the bartender knows anything he won’t say anything for the same reason. It won’t hurt to keep an eye peeled for strangers for a while. But yeah, I think it’s over.”

She was slumped in her seat with her eyes closed. She sighed, happy to take my word for it. A few minutes later she said, “I’m sorry I involved you in this.”

I reached over and gently squeezed her hand. I replied, “I’m not. I’m sorry that our relationship is starting out so violently. But that isn’t your fault.”

After another pause she said, “I hope I didn’t screw things up when I went in after you. It seemed like you were in there so long. I was afraid that something went wrong.”

I assured her, “I’m glad you came in when you did. I was standing there with the gun pointed at him thinking that I can’t shoot even an animal like him in cold blood. He was being so careful not to make any threatening moves. He thought I was distracted when we heard the door open and he reached for his gun. I needed that.”

She turned to look at me and said, “I’m glad. I’m glad you couldn’t do it.”

I knew what she meant.

“What about the others? What about the bodies in the woods?”

I have a plan for that, too. “I’ve been thinking about that. I’m going to write a note to the police with a vague description of events. I’ll need to word it carefully. I don’t want to give them any clues that might lead them to us. I’ll give them directions to the bodies of the two goons and suggest that there appear to be more graves hidden back up in there.

“I imagine that they’ll canvas the area for witnesses. They’ll come to our door someday soon and ask questions. I’m an upright citizen who doesn’t frequent strip clubs. I’ll act dumb and they’ll most likely believe that I am.

“I’ve just killed three men. But it had to be done. My conscience is clear. I’ll even be able to point to the bikini clad beauty on my back deck and let them see my alibi, my fiancée who has only recently arrived from Florida.”

We rode in silence for a while longer. We were the only car on the road. The horizon was just starting to lighten in the east when we pulled into my driveway. I put the car away and we went inside. I was reminded of coming downstairs just a short time ago and finding those two gunmen in my house … our house. I decided that I needed a drink. I earned it. I killed three men today.

I told Andrea that I was going to have a strong drink and sit by the fire until I unwound. She took a sip of my drink after I made it. Her face wrinkled up in disgust. But then she asked, “May I have one?”

I grinned and poured her a small glass of whiskey. I mixed in some ginger ale to make it a little more palatable and we went out to the living room. I started a fire and we sat together on the couch.

I put on some soft music and sat with my arm around Andrea. We stared into the fire for a long time before she said, “It kills me to say this. But I’m going to give you a chance to rethink your recent proposal. I’ve put you through a lot of terrible things. And you were forced to watch me do something … something that a man doesn’t like to think about the woman he’s going to marry doing with another man. I think it’s only fair that I give you more time to decide what you want.”

I was tempted to tell her I changed my mind just to fuck with her. But even my warped sense of humor isn’t that cruel.

I looked at my watch for a moment and said, “Okay. That was long enough. I thought about it. Andrea, it became clear to me when those thugs came in here yesterday afternoon to take us out in the woods and kill us that I’ve been well intentioned, but very wrong. I love you too much to keep trying to be the father figure I imagined for you. I can’t keep this up. When it looked like we might very well be dead within the next few minutes I was suddenly struck by how misguided I’ve been.

“It isn’t entirely my fault. You have to admit that the difference in our ages could be a problem. We have different frames of reference in our lives. And that problem will be magnified when I’m in my sixties and you’re in your forties. You probably enjoy music that I cannot stand to be in the room with. And if you’re familiar with the music I grew up with, the music that I still enjoy, listening to it probably bores you. The truth is I’m too old for you. But we love each other so much that I think we can make it work.”

We were both too exhausted to do anything but fall asleep as soon as our heads hit the pillow. The sun was coming up when we finally went to bed, together in my bed this time. We undressed and for the first time I didn’t avert my eyes to avoid temptation. I stared openly at the sexiest, most beautiful young woman that I’ve ever seen.

Her extreme beauty is certainly a consideration. I’m not a lump of coal. And I haven’t been intimate with a woman in more than a year. But this isn’t about sex or beauty. Nor is it about the compassion I feel for a young woman who has been forced to forfeit her childhood.

I love that she survived her tragic youth so well. I love that she has a fifth grade education but is more intelligent than most people I know, myself included. I love that she loves to read. I love that even though she has been a victim of nearly everyone who has come into her life she is one of the most compassionate people I know. I also love the look in her eyes when she looks at me.

I’m intrigued by the way she greets new experiences with such gusto. And she doesn’t seem to be afraid of anything. I worry about the difference in our ages, especially when I think about what it will be like for her in thirty years. But she seems to have considered that and she doesn’t seem as concerned about it as I am. So I’m going to try to let the future take care of itself and enjoy the present.







Chapter 33


It was just after two in the afternoon when I awoke. I was a bit disoriented at first. It isn’t as if I could forget what happened in the last twenty-four hours. I killed three men. Something like that doesn’t slip your mind. Those four words seem to keep screaming through my head. Maybe I should take that as a good sign. It means that I’m not cut out for a job as a hit man.

I woke up slowly and for a few long, uncomprehending moments I stared at the clock. It took me a minute to figure out that it was not as bright as day at two o’clock in the morning.

I quietly slipped out of bed and went to the bathroom. I used the toilet and started to take a nice hot shower. I was just lathering up my hair when I heard the bathroom door open. I was soon joined by my brand new fiancée.

It turned into the long, sensuous, very erotic shower she has been trying to talk me into since she entered my life. I experienced a brief moment of overlapping guilt. I feel guilty because it has only been a year since my wife passed away. And there remains a twinge of guilt about being a child molester.

But her enthusiasm and her beauty quickly overcame my guilt, for the most part anyway. And I have to be honest. It isn’t like I haven’t wanted to make love to this sexy woman child for weeks now. I only know she isn’t an adult because she told me her age.

I thought she was in her twenties when I first met her and I still relate to her as an adult. It can’t be avoided. She’s so mature. Not just mature for a girl her age, mature.

We went back into the bedroom and she stood by the side of the bed expectantly. I looked at her and thought of what she has been through. She spent years posing for kiddy porn pictures and then worked in a strip club for a year. She even performed lap dances! And those two thugs forced her to perform oral sex. Despite all that she’s still a virgin!

I’ve never made love to a virgin. I’ve never had any desire to deflower a virgin. I don’t even like the phrase “deflower a virgin.” I can look into her eyes, though, and see that I’m more nervous about what we’re about to do than she is.

I took her in my arms. I smiled and said, “Be gentle. It’s been a long time since I’ve done anything like this.”

She grinned. Then she rested her face against my chest and said in a quiet but surprisingly tense voice, “I’ve wanted to do this for a very long time. I met girls who, because of what we were doing and the way they treated us, have a very low opinion of the opposite sex. They had no desire to make love to a man.

“I’ve never felt that way. I haven’t liked a lot of the men I’ve met since my mother died. But I always knew that men are just like women in one respect. They’re all different. There are good ones and there are bad ones. You’re one of the good ones. I knew it from the moment we met. And I want this so much. I want to do everything. I want to make you so happy that you never want to get out of bed.”

I kissed the top of her head. Then I tipped her head back and kissed her soft, warm, moist lips. She pressed her body against mine and returned my kiss passionately. I ran my hands lightly over her back and pulled her even closer. I tried not to sound too much like an actor in a soap opera when I said, “I’m sorry I waited so long to do this. I love you with all of my heart. I’m going to make it my life’s work to see to it that the rest of your life makes up for your life to date. I’m going to fill your life with love and excitement and security.”

She chuckled wryly and said, “I thought I was going to have to rape you at gunpoint. But now I’m glad you made me wait. Not just because the anticipation was so delicious. But I know you better now. I know what a good man you are. I’m so proud that I’m going to be your wife.

“I promise you that I will always do everything I can to make you happy. I have a lot to learn. I want you to help me. I want you to tell me if there is ever anything I’m doing wrong or that I haven’t thought to do. If there is anything I do that bothers you, I want to know that, too.”

I smiled and said, “I will make that agreement with you, if you will make that same agreement with me.”

She sighed and exclaimed, “Oh, Dean! If I were any happier my heart would burst!”

I picked her up and gently placed her on the bed. I sat beside her and softly teased her body with my fingertips for a very long time while we stared into each other’s eyes.

She was looking up at me with nothing but love in her beautiful eyes. But then I saw the tears forming in the corners of her eyes. I asked her what was wrong.

She blushed and said, “I’m so embarrassed.”

She saw the confusion in my eyes and she explained, “So many men have seen me naked. So many men have touched my body. But this is the first time I’ve been with a man I love. The other, the things I did, they never bothered me before.”

She paused and closed her eyes for a few seconds. Then she looked at me and said, “That’s not true. They did. Of course they did. I hated the things I had to do. I became an expert at rationalizing and compartmentalizing. But now I feel like I’ve…”

I leaned down and kissed her. I stretched out beside her. I held her in my arms and said, “Don’t have any regrets. I don’t. The way I see it, the things that happened to you made you who you are. I love who you are. And just think! Later, if I want to see what a cute little kid you were I can probably find your pictures on the internet!”

She punched me in the shoulder. But she laughed and put her arms around me. She kissed my neck and said, “Only a warped son of a bitch like you would say something like that! God I love you!”

We kissed for a while longer. We want each other very much. But we’re both enjoying the foreplay, the anticipation. Our hands explored eagerly. It excited me that she didn’t just lie there and let me touch her. She was an active participant. I liked that she seemed so fond of the way my hard cock felt in her hand.

But it’s going to be a while longer before she loses her virginity. I’m just getting started. I’m just beginning to drive her crazy.

I started moving my lips softly over her face, kissing and lightly licking her supple, young flesh. I kissed my way down her neck, down over her shoulders and around her breasts for a long time before I started to tease her hard little nipples.

I don’t think that anyone has ever touched her to bring her pleasure before. She has been felt up, groped, even raped. But no one has ever spent any time trying to please her.

I watched her face as I licked and sucked on her breasts. It’s obvious that she has never felt like this before. Her moans and groans and soft cries were the most sensual sounds I’ve ever heard. Her arms came up and she held my head pressed against her chest. In a breathless voice she cried out, “Oh god! That’s … I … I never imagined! Oh, Dean! I love you so much!”

I slipped out of her grip and began to kiss and lick my way down her stomach. I took my time. I took a lot of time. And I enjoyed every second of it.

I finally reached her warm, red, swollen little vulva. It was so hot it was steamy. The lips were swollen and pulsing with her lust. The hair on her mons is just starting to grow back. It’s a fine, soft down more than anything else. It swirls around, lying flat against her skin. She still looks child-like enough to make me uncomfortable. I put her age out of my mind and began to tease her vulva with my lips and tongue.

The involuntary sounds of lust that escaped from her, the way her body tensed and quivered, she’s driving me as crazy as I’m driving her. When I ran my tongue through her moist slit she screamed and had her first orgasm of the day. I’m looking forward to giving her many, many more before the day is over.

I shifted my position, stretching out between her legs and gently spreading her open to make room for my body. My face hovered directly over her sex. I reached up and gently separated the sides of her virginal opening. The entrance to her vagina lay before me. I leaned down and gently kissed her there. Her breath caught in her throat. She emitted some sort of strange, yet highly erotic animal like keening sound and then shivered through another orgasm.

I licked all around her swollen clit without actually touching it. I don’t think she even knew what she was doing when her hands reached down and tangled in my hair. She didn’t pull my face down. At first she only held onto me as if she was gripping the mane of a horse she was riding.

I started lapping up the moisture that’s pouring out of her. I ignored the pain as she began pulling at my hair without even seeming to realize it. I noticed that she has no hymen and I was relieved. I don’t want to hurt her. I want this first time to be the best thing that has happened to her, ever.

I slipped my tongue inside of her vaginal opening and fucked her with it for several minutes before I lifted my head away. She screamed when I stopped. But I gently lifted her legs up to her chest and began to tease her anus with my tongue and she instantly went crazy again.

She cried out and in a raspy, lust choked voice she stuttered, “W-w-what are you … what … you can’t … OH MY GOD!!”

I smiled. But I didn’t stop. I licked all around and then stiffened my tongue and worked it right up inside of her. Her entire body began to shiver and gyrate as if she had just grabbed onto a hot wire. I didn’t stop until she shuddered through another orgasm and went almost limp.

I lowered her legs and began to concentrate on her sweet pussy again. I ate her pussy until she reached down and wrapped her fingers in my hair once more.

This time it was purposeful. This time she knew what she was doing. She screamed at me to fuck her and pulled on my hair until I gave in and slid my body up over hers.

She pulled my head down and we kissed like vampires feeding off of each other for a long time. While we kissed I could feel her hips moving. Her body was trying to find my cock.

I inched up a little farther until the head of my cock came into contact with her wet opening. I groaned when my cock sensed the moist heat from her opening and she cried out again. She reached down with one hand and guided my throbbing cock to her sopping wet pussy. She whispered, “Fuck me! Love me! Dean I want you inside of me.”

I slowly pressed down, sliding several inches of my cock inside of her. I stopped, pausing to savor the moment, enjoying the heat from her body, enjoying the feel of a hot, wet, extremely tight pussy clamping down on my cock for the first time in a year.

I opened my eyes after a moment and looked down at her face. I almost laughed at the surprised expression on her face. I knew what she was thinking. She thought it was supposed to hurt. She experienced only pleasure.

I leaned down and kissed her lips. She returned my kiss. But then she whispered, “I don’t understand. I thought…”

I kissed her again and slowly slid the rest of my cock into her. Her eyes grew wider and wider and her breathing was reduced to quick pants of lust. When our pubic bones were rubbing together I quietly explained, “Many girls lose their hymens before adulthood. They either tear them through normal activity, or in many cases they just shrink away as girls reach maturity.”

I only learned that myself recently while researching something completely unrelated on a medical site on the internet. I don’t know if it’s true or not. Andrea is the only virgin I’ve ever made love to. I didn’t realize that it was not an uncommon phenomenon. And apparently I’m not alone in my ignorance.

She relaxed a little more when she realized that the process was going to be painless. Well, perhaps relaxed is the wrong word. We were definitely not relaxed. But the tension she experienced while anticipating that initial stab of pain dissolved. After that it was pure pleasure.

We spent the next hour or so locked together like that. She was in an almost constant state or orgasm. I climaxed three times. But I never pulled out of her. I reached orgasm. Then I waited; resting, catching my breath with my cock still inside of her while we kissed and whispered lovingly to each other. My cock would get hard again in record time and we would start all over.

We were exhausted and about to lose consciousness from dehydration by the time we finally agreed that we had to stop for a rest. We were covered in sweat and bodily fluids. Even then I had to struggle to get away from her strong grip.

I rolled over and lay beside her. She turned and rested her head on my shoulder. I held her close while we laughed at nothing and caught our breath. Just before I got up to drag her into the shower she frowned and asked, “You believe me don’t you? I really never … you know.”

I smiled and hugged her tight to my sweaty body. I kissed the top of her head and said, “Of course I do. I wouldn’t care. But I know you wouldn’t lie. Not about that, not about anything. If you want I’ll show you the article I found. It came as a surprise to me. Apparently it isn’t even common knowledge among medical professionals.

“There are exceptions. Some poor girls have super hymens that they end up having to have surgically removed. But apparently, from what I read, if a woman waits to have sex until her body is mature enough to reproduce, in many cases her hymen will slowly recede and eventually disappear.”

I had to help her out of bed. She could hardly move. We went in and took a quick shower. While we were drying off she looked down at her pussy and said, “There have been times over the years when I wished that I didn’t have that thing. It has made my life very difficult.”

Then she grinned and said, “But I’m sure glad it’s there now!”

I laughed at her enthusiasm and the look of excitement on her elfin face and exclaimed, “Me, too!”

She tried to drag me right back to bed after our shower. But I insisted on going downstairs and getting us both a large glass of ice water. We took them out onto the deck and sat side by side in lounge chairs. We held hands, drank our water, and stared out at the small but very scenic body of water in my back yard.

Andrea sighed and said, “I never want to leave this house again. Not ever in my life. I never imagined that this much happiness existed in the world. I certainly never thought I’d ever experience it.”

I decided that this would be a good time to bring up what I’ve been thinking about. I squeezed her hand and said, “It’s funny you should mention it. I’m going to keep this place. But I think we’re going to have to move to Middlebury for a few years.”

I heard her stop breathing for a moment. Before she could panic I assured her, “We can still come here on weekends and holidays. But while you’re going to college I think we should find a place in town. You certainly can’t be driving back and forth to school from up here. That road is very dangerous in the winter and it’s much too far to commute.

She didn’t move, she didn’t speak, not for a very long time. Finally she sat up and turned to look at me. She had a very serious expression on her face. She looked me right in the eye and said, “No! You can’t do that. And I can’t do that. I have a fifth grade education. People don’t go to college with a fifth grade education. They certainly don’t go to the third or fourth best school in the country with a fifth grade education.

“I admit that I’ve had fantasies about it. But let’s be realistic. The best I can hope for is that I’ll be allowed to take some evening classes at a less prestigious school, maybe even something on the internet. And I won’t let you spend that much money on me. Not ever.”

I smiled. She knows that Middlebury College is one of the top five schools in the country. So she must have looked into it. She must want to go. She saw my smile and shook her head. She said, “Don’t even think it. And let’s get real. Even if I wanted to go, they’d never admit me.”

I simply said, “Oh, I think they will.”

Not long ago, upon our return from one of our shopping trips, I carried some bags up to her room. I went into her closet to hang up some items I was carrying that were on hangars. When I did I stumbled on her old backpack. It fell over and the results of the GED exam she took while she was working in Burlington fell out. The backpack and those little pieces of paper are the only thing she still has from her previous life.

When I saw them I wasn’t at all surprised to see that she nearly maxed out every test she took. The damn kid is a genius!

I know my way around the college. It is, after all, my alma mater. It’s been fifteen years since I graduated. But in those fifteen years I’ve given that school a lot of money and I’ve continued to do so in increasing amounts as my company grew and my fortunes increased. If they want to continue to receive my donations they’re going to admit Goldilocks, my little blonde genius. I’m not above a little extortion if that’s what it takes.

I reached out and took her hand again. I said, “We both know that you’re more than smart enough. You’re a hell of a lot smarter than I am and I loved it there. I know you have gaps in your education. I don’t worry about them at all. I’ll help you if you need it and where I can’t help you we will find someone else who can. I know that you’ve never written a term paper or anything more challenging than a book report. But you have the brain for it and you have the desire. I’m going to insist on this.”

She stared into my face and I could see the realization that her dream of an education is going to come true finally dawn on her. Her face lit up.

But she has reservations. That’s understandable. I smiled and quietly said, “Sweetheart. You’re a genius. I’m not exaggerating. I saw your GED scores. But I knew you were smart long before I stumbled upon the results of your tests. I listened to you speak. I watched you use logic more skillfully than highly educated people I have known. I’m so impressed by you. I’m so proud of you. And I guarantee it’s going to be the most exciting four years of your life.”

She finally smiled and let the excitement show through. She squeezed my hand so hard it hurt and said, “I … I’m…”

For the first time since the day I discovered her sleeping in my bed she was at a loss for words. I smiled and said, “I don’t want to hear any more of your shit. You’re going and that’s final.”

She gulped down her water and took my glass from me. Then, on second thought, she handed me the glasses and said, “How about if you refill these while I go up and put clean sheets on the bed. We made one hell of a mess up there this morning.”

We stood up and I wrapped my arms around her. I was holding an ice cold water glass in each hand. Her head was pressed against my chest and she quietly said, “I know what you’re thinking. Just remember whose mouth your cock is going to be in a couple of minutes from now and decide if it’s worth the gamble.”

So I restrained myself. But it wasn’t easy. There are some acts of foolishness that we males never seem to outgrow.

We spent most of the day making love. We took a short break later in the evening and ate a light snack. Then we took a short nap before returning to the important work of making love. We did just about everything that two people can do together at least once.

By the time I surrendered, by the time I admitted defeat, by the time I confessed to her that my stamina was inadequate to the job at a little after eleven that evening I was starting to feel my age.

We put fresh sheets on the bed, again, and then we took another shower. We were both exhausted, but too wired to go right to bed. We went downstairs and while Andrea got us a fresh glass of water, I put a pair of gloves on and wrote a note to the homicide cops in Burlington.

I’ve been thinking about what I should say since I decided to send the note. I have to be careful not to give them any information they can use to identify me or Andrea. I didn’t mention Andrea at all. It didn’t seem necessary. I told them that I was responsible for the deaths of Califaro and his two thugs and I told them where the bodies are buried. I explained without going into too much detail that Califaro killed Graham and that I killed Califaro and his two thugs in self defense. I told them that the primary reason I’m sending the note is that it appeared to me that there were other bodies buried in the clearing, probably victims of Califaro and his employees.

I don’t expect them to take my word for the events that took place that night. But I hope that the men I killed will be known to the cops and maybe they won’t try too hard to discover my identity.

I know that I should come forward and tell them everything. But I’m too afraid of consequences that might arise for Andrea if I do. I also worry that someone else in Califaro’s organization might feel it necessary to make an example of us. I’m not interested in going into the witness protection program. So the note will have to do.

I put the note in an envelope and I put the envelope in a plastic sandwich bag before I removed my gloves. The following evening we drove to the steak house on the other side of the lake. On the way to dinner I stopped and mailed the letter in the small town we pass through on the way. I was careful at all times to avoid touching the envelope with my bare hands.

It was a big story in the local news for weeks. We weren’t surprised to learn that Califaro, Graham, and the two thugs all have extensive criminal records. The thugs were both wanted men in several states along the Atlantic coast.

But the real tragedy was the result of the search they made in that small clearing after removing the bodies of Graham and the two thugs I killed. They continued to pull human remains out of there for days. I don’t know if they’ve identified them all yet. But of the nine bodies they were able to identify when last I heard one was a local accountant who disappeared a couple of months ago. The other eight were runaway girls from all over the country. The last I heard the total body count was nineteen. But they’ve broadened the search perimeter and they’re still looking with cadaver dogs.

Detectives from two different agencies came to my door on several occasions. But they didn’t seem to suspect me of anything more serious than living nearby. They apparently only came to my door because I’m the closest resident to the site and they wanted to make sure that I didn’t see anything or know anything that could help them.

I graciously invited the cops in whenever they appeared at my door and offered them a drink. I answered any questions that they asked with the same answer. I know nothing.

The truth is that they didn’t expect me to know anything. They just felt that they had to ask. So it was easy to convince them that I was oblivious to the killing field just down the road from my house.

The story died down quickly once they stopped pulling bodies out of there. They apparently believed that the recent bodies were responsible for the earlier bodies and they didn’t seem all that interested in finding out who killed the killers. But then, I’m not privy to their investigation. For all I know they’re still hard at work trying to track me down.




On a nice warm morning in early August I called an acquaintance at the college and asked about getting Andrea enrolled. He was intrigued when I told him her educational background and her GED scores. He invited us to come see him and we made an appointment for the following day.

You should have seen Andrea’s face when I told her. Suddenly it wasn’t theoretical any longer. Now there’s a chance that it might actually happen. She looked more scared than she was when it looked like we were going to get killed and end up in a shallow grave a few miles from my house.

We got dressed the next day and early in the morning we headed for Middlebury. It’s been more than fourteen years since I graduated. For many years after I graduated I would go back and visit the campus when I had some free time. Walking among those old buildings and reminiscing always relaxed me.

I’ve acquired friends among the faculty over the years. My wife and I lived and worked in the town until she was killed. The plant that I still own but no longer manage is located there. But I haven’t been back to take a leisurely stroll around the campus in more than five years.

I somehow expected that it would have changed in that time. It hasn’t. Well, it has. But the feeling of the place, the atmosphere is the same. And I’m pleased that it’s still the same. To walk around that campus again was to step back in time.

Andrea tried to act nonchalant. But she looked around in awe as I tried to explain what, to the outsider, is the unnecessarily confusing commons system that is peculiar to Middlebury College to her. I’m not sure she heard a thing I said.

When it was time to meet with Dan Fortier I guided her to his office. There was a time when Dan and I were pretty close friends. But after my wife passed away I became something of a recluse. I haven’t seen any of my old friends in a long time.

He greeted us warmly and took us into his office. Dan has a way with people and he easily drew Andrea into conversation. I could see that he was impressed with her poise, her beauty, and her depth of knowledge on almost any subject. When he saw her GED certificates he was even more impressed. They’re the highest scores he’s ever seen by a wide margin. He found it just as hard to believe that her education stopped with the fifth grade as I did.

We discussed what she would need to do to get admitted and the difficulties she is apt to face once she’s enrolled. But by the time we left his office it looked like it was going to happen. I didn’t even have to threaten to stop donating money to the school!

It was too early for lunch so we drove over to my plant on the edge of town. It’s been so long since I’ve been back there that I had to show my identification to the security guard to get in.

My manager, Lori Olson, wasn’t expecting me. We ended up sitting in her waiting room while she was taking care of a problem out in the plant. When she came in and saw me she screamed, “DEAN!”

She ran across the room and threw herself into my arms.

She hugged me for an uncomfortably long time. Then she backed up and asked, “Are you coming back to work?”

I actually got the impression that she wouldn’t mind if I did. But I smiled and shook my head. I said, “No. I was in town and thought I’d stop by and see how you’re doing. This is purely a social call.”

I introduced her to Andrea. When she learned that we’re engaged she threw herself at Andrea and hugged her, too!

Lori keeps me informed about the company and how she’s running it. She sends me monthly reports even though I’ve told her repeatedly that it isn’t necessary. I really didn’t come here to check up on her. I know she’s doing a good job. I just stopped in to say hello to her because we’re friends.

Lori told me that she was just about to call me. A Mr. Morris has been trying to get in touch with me. I’ve met him on a few occasions. He’s a pretty nice old guy. He owns J.A.M. Aluminum. It’s a family business. He took over from his father years ago when his father retired. Morris and I are in much the same business, though we aren’t in direct competition.

Lori gave me his number and I promised to call him. We talked until her next appointment showed up and then Andrea and I went to lunch at a sidewalk café that my wife and I enjoyed visiting when we lived in town.

After lunch we stopped in to talk to a realtor. I wanted to check on rental properties near the college. The agent showed us a few places. But there weren’t many and I wasn’t impressed with the places we were shown. Naturally I don’t want my future wife living on campus. But it looks like we were going to have to expand the boundaries of our search if we want to find a nice place.

We talked it over and decided to spend the night in a hotel and have dinner in town. It was still early enough that I decided to call Mr. Morris and see what he wants. When I told him that we were staying in a hotel in town tonight and suggested we get together tomorrow he suggested instead that I let him put us up in his home and join him and his wife for dinner. After dinner he wants to introduce me to some of the people he has working for him and hopefully make me an offer I can’t refuse.

I wouldn’t go so far as to say that we’re good friends. But I liked Morris the few times I met him so I agreed. He gave me directions to his home and invited me over to meet his wife. He said that he would meet us there in ten minutes.

I lived in Middlebury for many years and I was aware that the area Morris lives in was being developed. There was a bit of a fight between locals and the developer when they first started to build there. But this is the first time I visited the exclusive area.

I don’t think that I was quite prepared for the homes we encountered. I’m considered well off. But I’m not sure I could afford one of these places. Well, I could. But I’m not the sort of person who’d spend that much of my savings on a house. My impression was reinforced when I stepped inside of Morris’s home. It’s a fucking mansion!

Morris has remarried now. He was a widower and had been for many years when I knew him. His new wife, Helen, is one of those people that you instantly like and feel comfortable with. Her weird sense of humor is a lot like mine and we hit it off instantly.

Helen is also an excellent cook. We thoroughly enjoyed a wonderful meal and the conversation was as good as the food. After the meal we went out on the back deck overlooking the creek that runs behind their home. Helen served coffee and we relaxed and talked some more while digesting that fine dinner.

We still had not discussed the reason for our visit. I tried to bring it up over coffee but Mr. Morris, or Mo as he wants us to call him, asked me to wait. Two of his junior vice presidents live nearby and they’re going to be joining us shortly.

I smiled and jokingly asked him if they were planning on ganging up on me.

He grinned and replied, “Yes. But I promise it’ll be painless.”

Then he said, “No. I want you to meet some of my people. I want you to see what a close family we are before we talk business.”

It’s obvious that he’s working up to making an offer to buy my company. Selling it isn’t something I’ve ever considered. And I’m all but certain that won’t change. But we’re enjoying ourselves and I don’t mind being courted.

It was only a few minutes before three of Mo’s young VPs showed up with their lovely wives. All three are impressive, surprisingly young men in their early to mid-twenties. Mo introduced us to Gregg and Amanda Collins.

Everyone addresses Amanda by her nickname, Mouse. Believe me, she’s no mouse! She’s a beautiful, poised, intelligent, self assured young woman. They live in the house next door and were the first to arrive.

The next to arrive were Brad and Jan. They live just a block away. They were accompanied by Mike, another of the junior VPs and his wife Chaz.

They are all very personable and attractive people. But when I saw Chaz my jaw dropped. I don’t believe that I’ve ever met a more strikingly beautiful woman in my life!

I finally realized I was staring and pulled myself together. I glanced at Andrea to see if she noticed. She grinned and whispered, “She’s beautiful isn’t she?”

After introductions were made, Helen came out with a tray containing a huge pitcher of Long Island iced tea and glasses for everyone. The conversation was friendly and light and watching them interact I was struck by how lonely my life has been since my wife died and I went into seclusion. It suddenly occurred to me that I’m having a very good time with these people. Andrea is, too.

When it came out that Andrea and I just became engaged everyone turned to look expectantly at Jan. Chaz turned to her and said, “Well?”

Jan just smiled and said, “Maybe. It’s too early. Let’s see how this goes.”

It was all very cryptic. But they were such engaging people that we didn’t care. Once we all had a little time to get better acquainted the conversation turned to the reason for the invitation.

Mo turned to me and said, “Of course you’ve figured out by now that I’m interested in your company. That interest stems from my resident genius here, Gregg. He has been upgrading and improving our company and mainly due to his efforts we’re going to start expanding.

“He informs me that one of your engineers has developed a process that he insists would be a huge asset for us. Your company holds the patent on it.

“I suggested that we offer to work out some sort of deal with you so that we could use the process and pay royalties. I didn’t think that would be a problem since we aren’t actually competitors.

“Brad looked into it, worked out some preliminary figures, and he has come up with an alternative offer. Let me know if I’m stepping on any raw nerves here. If I am I don’t mean to.

“Brad informs me that since your wife died last year you’ve withdrawn from the day to day operation of your company. But it has been a year and I suspect that a man like you with the drive to start such a thriving business must be getting bored and looking for a little more challenge in your life by now.”

He’s right about that. The truth is that being among the idle rich is nice at first. But it begins to grow boring pretty quickly. Recently I’ve had Andrea to distract me. And I’ve loved the distraction. But lately I’ve been thinking that I’ll soon need to find something more to do with my life than to sit on my back deck and stare at the lake.

I’ve already decided to move back to Middlebury for the four years that Andrea will be in college. I just don’t know if I want to go back to work at my own company. That wouldn’t be much of a challenge. And to be brutally honest, I believe that Lori is doing a better job of running it than I did.

Mo continued, “I’m losing one of my junior VPs. He has never really fit in and he’s resigning. He has found a job in another state. I know this is going to sound a little crazy. I’m offering to buy your company for whatever fair market value is determined to be. And I want to hire you as one of my junior VPs. I know that seems like a step down for you. But don’t dismiss my offer out of hand.

“We’re more than a company. We’re a very happy family. That may sound trite. But in our case it’s really true. The work is challenging. But the hours are not. We don’t believe in overtime at J.A.M. It interferes with the parties and I’m a firm believer that family and friends are the most important things in a person’s life.

“I want you to take a little time, talk to my people. Let Jan show you around the plant. Talk to the people at every level. I think you’d like working here. Do you have any questions off the top of your head?”

I did, though I’m not even sure that I’m considering the offer. I expected him to offer to buy my company. I wasn’t expecting a job offer.

I asked, “What would you do with my company? I wouldn’t want my people to be let go. And Lori has turned out to be an excellent manager. What about them?”

Mo smiled and said, “I would’ve had second thoughts about you if you didn’t ask. I have every intention of leaving your company functioning just as it is now, with all the same personnel. I’m not a corporate raider.

“I may ask Jan to go over there to see about improving working conditions. You wouldn’t believe how much she has accomplished for me. But my main concern will be acquiring the rights to a couple of the processes upon which you hold patents. It’s my understanding that your company is well run and profitable. I’d be a fool to mess with that.”

Everything seems to be going pretty well. I didn’t come here intending to accept any offers. But I genuinely like these people and enjoy their company. This is starting to sound like something I should seriously consider.

I like the sound of his tentative offer and I like the people I’ve met so far. And then something amusing happened. I’m not sure what brought it up. But at some point in the conversation, Jan and I discovered that we’re both graduates of Middlebury College. I was twelve or thirteen years ahead of her, though. We talked a little about college life there and then I mentioned that Andrea is going to be starting there in the fall.

Chaz said something about admiring her courage. She didn’t think that women their age have an easy time of it in college.

Andrea smiled and said, “I just turned seventeen a few days ago.”

For the longest time after that you could have heard a pin drop. I thought their response was all out of proportion. I know there’s a large gap in our ages. But it isn’t that shocking!

Finally I asked, “What’s wrong? She’s seventeen, not seven!”

Everyone looked very uncomfortable. Mo cleared his throat and said, “Maybe we should talk in private. I can explain. But I don’t think I should say anything in front of the young lady.”

I smiled and said, “If you are worried about shocking ‘the young lady, ‘ well, good luck with that.”

Andrea had such an innocent look on her face when she asked me, “Do you think they’d feel more comfortable if they knew I made kiddy porn and worked in a strip club?”

I couldn’t help it. I laughed so hard that everyone seemed to think I’d lost my mind. What she said was amusing. But the way she said it, she sounded so young and naïve. She cracks me up!

Chaz looked back and forth between us for a moment and then asked, “You’re kidding … right?”

I got myself under control and said, “Sorry. She really cracks me up sometimes. And no, she wasn’t kidding.”

Then I looked at Andrea and asked, “Would you like to explain or just leave them wondering? Either way is fine with me.”

She smiled and asked, “That depends. I get the impression that you’re interested in Mo’s offer. Are you considering it?”

I shrugged and said, “If the numbers are right I might be. He’s right. I’ve been thinking about doing something for a living lately. And the truth is that Lori doesn’t need me at the plant. But it’s your life story. You have to decide if you want to share it.”

She handed me her glass and said, “I guess I don’t mind. But I’ll need another glass of that wonderful tea.”

I poured her a glass of Long Island iced tea and everyone listened as she told them about her childhood. She told a much shorter version of her story, leaving out a lot of the meat and just laying out the bones. Their reactions were much like mine when I heard her story for the first time.

When she got to the part about working at the strip club she stopped. She turned to me and asked, “What should I say? How much should I … you know where this could lead.”

Everyone looked at me. I decided that I could trust these people. And if Mo is going to have a killer on his staff I suppose he has a right to know it. I shrugged and said, “Go ahead. We might as well get it all out in the open.”

But then I turned to the others and said, “I want to make it clear that what she is about to tell you could get us in a lot of trouble or even put our lives in danger if it got out. Can I trust you to keep this to yourselves?”

They looked at each other and all gave their word. It was obvious that her story had them all hooked. I watched them closely, though. I was curious to see how they’d react to learning that I recently killed three men.

As she neared the end of her tale and revealed that last incriminating chapter of the story the faces of most of the people sitting around the table exhibited the proper amount of shock. But not everyone reacted as expected.

Jan and Brad both seemed to think nothing of hearing that I just recently took three lives. And Mo was positively beaming! He saw the confused expression on my face and in a booming voice he exclaimed, “I’ll be damned! I love it! Finally! Someone who has the balls to do what needs to be done! I wish I’d had your balls a little while ago. I had a man working for me who deserved the same fate. I did the civilized thing. I let him go. It hasn’t yet come back to bite me in the ass. But even so I’ve regretted it ever since. I could have easily killed that son of a bitch!”

Brad smiled and said, “Riggs. I’ll tell you all about it sometime.”

Jan had tears in her eyes. She said, “I remember that story in the news. They found all of those poor dead girls’ remains in shallow graves in that little clearing. Those men killed so many people. We may never know how many they killed.”

After a moment in which everyone was so quiet that I was sorry we’d told them the story, I found out our story wasn’t why the others seemed to feel uncomfortable. Brad said, “We have something to tell you now. It isn’t as touching or as tragic as your tale. But you may find it just as shocking. It will explain our reaction to learning that Andrea is only seventeen. Let me see if I can explain EPOD to you. Obviously Andrea won’t be expected to take part. But I suppose she needs to know about it. After what she’s been through I suppose she can handle this without fainting.”

Brad was right. Now it was our turn to be shocked. From the moment that we learned what the acronym EPOD stood for they had our complete attention. I looked at the beautiful women sitting around the table and tried to picture them providing Executive Pussy on Demand. I just couldn’t imagine it! And yet they were sitting there smiling proudly, not embarrassed in the least that they have a lot in common with high class call girls.

That wasn’t the only shock I received, though. I looked at Andrea to see her reaction. As she listened to the details of the program and the women chimed in with even more details and stressed how happy they are I saw on her face how excited she was as she listened to them describing their unusual lifestyle.

I got the impression that if she had a cock it would be as hard as mine was at that moment. I’m not saying that she was interested in becoming an EPOD girl. But the concept of living the lives these obviously sexy and very happy and well satisfied women seem to enjoy so much certainly didn’t put her off.

Andrea saw me watching her and she blushed. Then she smiled and shrugged. The little minx! She’s really interested! Andrea and I have some talking to do.

Everyone at the table contributed to the tale they told of their little organization. They weren’t embarrassed in the least. It was strikingly obvious that these people are all very close friends.

When they finished I asked, “Doesn’t anyone get jealous?”

Jan sighed and said, “Unfortunately, one person did. Carl Scott, the man who’s leaving. He talked his wife into joining EPOD to further his career. But then, when he saw how much fun she was having he couldn’t handle it. He’s quitting because of it.

“His wife, Madison, is staying. Mo has given her a job and she’s staying here with us. She’s one of our best friends and it turns out that she prefers us to the man who’s in the process of becoming her ex-husband.

“Oh, and one of the senior vice presidents had a problem with it. But he got promoted out of it. As it turns out, though, he doesn’t have a problem with fucking us whenever he has a chance. He just didn’t care for the idea of his wife being in the program.

“His wife never liked it either. So they aren’t in the program now and everyone is much happier because they’re out of it. No one that’s in the program now has a problem with jealousy. We’re all the best of friends and spend a great deal of our time together.”

Then she turned to Andrea and said, “I’m sorry that we misjudged you so. I think we all thought you were around our age. You seem so mature. After what you’ve been through in your life I know the idea of EPOD must be pretty traumatic. I hope you’ll forgive us for what we thought, what we were about to suggest.”

Andrea smiled and said, “I’m flattered that you thought I was older. I suppose that my life has made me more mature than my chronological age would suggest. Dean came to the same conclusion when we first met. He thought I was in my early twenties. I nearly had to rape him at gun point. It took me three weeks to get him to take my virginity.”

Their jaws dropped again. Chaz asked incredulously, “You went through all that and you were still a virgin?!”

Andrea smiled and blithely explained, “I was forced to suck off the strip club manager to get the job. I told you about that. And the two thugs who came to kill us both made me provide them with that same service. But that was the extent of my sexual experience. Other than that I posed for pictures when I was younger and I let a lot of guys feel me up at the club. I had to. It was a part of the job. But I never had sex … I never made love until Dean finally asked me to marry him.”

Mike exclaimed, “Kiss my ass! Doesn’t that beat all!”

Jan got up and stood behind Andrea. She leaned down, put her arms around her shoulders and hugged her. She said, “I think I admire you more than any woman I’ve ever met. I can’t believe what you’ve been through and you turned out so well! You’re amazing! And now you’re going to go to one of the best schools in the country with a fifth grade education!

“Girl, if I can do anything for you, please let me know. I still know a lot of the people at the school. And come to think of it I still have a lot of my notes. I was a pretty good student. You don’t sound like you need it. But I’d love to help if I can.”

Andrea grinned and said, “There is one thing you can do. I’d like to hear more about EPOD. It sounds fascinating!”

Everyone looked at me. I chuckled and asked, “What the hell are you looking at me for? Surely you don’t think I’m in charge of her!”

Mouse, who has hardly spoken a word all evening, reached out, took Andrea’s hand in hers and smiled. There was open admiration in her voice when she said, “You’ve had a hard life. But you’re everything I wasn’t when I was younger. You’re what I wanted to be when I was really a mouse, before Gregg saw something in me and changed my life.

“I envy you your strength of character and your bravery. You survived on wits and backbone where most girls would never have survived at all. I admire you. Obviously you’re too young to be in EPOD right now. But I hope you stay with us. I think you’ll be happy here. We all are. I’m the last to join this strange group. I love these people. They made me welcome from the moment we met.

“Mo wasn’t kidding earlier. We are a family of sorts. There is more love and respect in our small group than you will ever find anywhere else in your life. If you join us you’ll never want to leave. Our lives are exciting. But it’s the love we share that’s irresistible. I don’t mean sex, though there is plenty of that and we’ve all gotten pretty good at it. The men and women in our little group of friends really do love each other.”

She looked closely at me and at Andrea. Then she said, “I know you’re young. But I think you belong here. You both do.”

Then she looked at me and said, “You’re worried about her. Don’t. Look at her. She isn’t a child. Perhaps she never was.”

Everyone sat in silence for a long time after Mouse finished speaking. I had the strangest feeling that I had just been listening to a prophet speaking. I think I’m not the only one who felt that way.

I watched Andrea. I knew now more than ever that I’ve been overly protective of her. I think I can be forgiven for that, given the strange circumstances under which we met. Mouse is demonstrably more intuitive than me. I was very impressed by the way she was able to read Andrea after such a short time. But if she’s saying what I think she is, do I want my future wife having sex with other people?

It’s certainly not something that I ever contemplated. I remembered my reactions to her life story and to seeing her with that goon in the back of the SUV. I was definitely not aroused.

On the other hand, hearing about her running around in that sleazy strip club nearly naked and giving the occasional lap dance, I’m embarrassed to admit to being somewhat aroused by certain aspects of that part of the story.

Jan distracted me from that confusing train of thought when she asked how long we’ve been engaged. I was embarrassed to admit that I couldn’t remember how many days ago I told her that I wanted to marry her. The last couple of weeks are pretty jumbled up in my mind.

Andrea saved me by telling them we’ve been engaged for almost five weeks. I smiled and whispered, “Sorry. I lost track.”

She grinned and whispered back, “Me too! I’m guessing.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. She really does understand. Some women I know wouldn’t be so forgiving of that particular oversight.

I saw the women looking at Andrea’s naked finger and explained, “This is the first day since we became engaged that we made it into the city. And we were pretty busy today. We’re going ring shopping tomorrow.”

Mouse said, “Let me go with you. I know a very nice man to buy a ring from. We got ours from him. He was so nice to us that we invited him to our wedding.”

She showed Andrea her ring and Andrea exclaimed, “Oh my! That’s beautiful! But I don’t want anything that big. I’m not…”

I’m not sure. But I think she caught herself just as she was about to say that she isn’t worthy of a ring like that. When she saw my face she caught herself and said, “I mean … oh fuck! Oops, sorry.”

Chaz laughed and asked, “What the fuck are you sorry for?”

These young ladies are all beautiful and sophisticated. You might not expect any of them to use that word. But I think you would least expect it from Chaz. She looks like a cross between a Playboy centerfold and a choir girl. Maybe that’s why it was so funny when she said it.

Shortly after that the party started to break up. It was late and we were all tired. I’m glad we accepted Mo’s invitation to stay the night. I realized that I was in no condition to drive. That Long Island iced tea is some sneaky shit!

We made plans to meet at Jan’s house tomorrow morning after their husbands leave for work. I’ll be the only man in attendance. I hope my heart can take it. We’re going to have bagels and coffee and more conversation before we go ring shopping.

Before Helen showed us to our room, Mo said goodnight and told me that he’s going to put some people to work on putting together a more detailed offer for my company since I didn’t turn him down … yet.







Chapter 34


Helen showed us to our room and we went right to bed. We were exhausted and we were a long way from being sober. But before we went to sleep we had to begin feeling each other out on the changes these charming people are proposing that we make in our lives.

I put my arm around her sexy body and held her tight against me as we lay there in the dark and I told her yet again how much I love her. Then I said, “I saw your face when they described EPOD to you. But I want to hear you say the words. I’m really surprised that you’re interested in that sort of lifestyle. After what you’ve been through I can’t imagine that the idea of providing men with sex on demand appeals to you.”

She laughed quietly and admitted, “I’m more than a little surprised myself. Maybe it’s because of who these people are. Aren’t they something?!”

I chuckled at the way she said it. But I found myself in total agreement on that point.

She added, “It wouldn’t be like they were using me. You saw those women. They love being in EPOD. And you saw the men. They treat the women with love and respect. It really is like one big family. We aren’t even a part of it yet and already I feel like one of them. They’re all so giving. Except for the time I’ve spent with you I’ve never been around people like that before. I had a wonderful time tonight.”

She placed her hand over mine. My hand was resting comfortably on one of her perfect breasts. She squeezed it gently and said, “But the important opinion isn’t mine. It’s yours.”

I gently bit her shoulder to get her attention and then responded, “Don’t you ever say that again! Your opinion is always going to be my primary concern. You are my total equal in this relationship and don’t you fucking forget it!”

She quickly replied, “Yes, sir! Whatever you say, sir!”

I nipped at her ear lobe and growled, “Sarcastic bitch!”

Then I admitted, “I’m embarrassed to say that I’m intrigued. I’ve read of men who enjoy watching their wives and girlfriends having sex with other men. I didn’t think I was one of them. Not because I’m the jealous type. I’m not. It was just never one of my fantasies.

“I have to admit, though, the idea of living the strange lifestyle they described with those charming people is something I find peculiarly attractive. I find myself wanting to at least give it a chance. But only if it’s something you would like to try and only if you want to try it for the right reasons. I wouldn’t want you to do something like that because you thought you were doing it to please me.”

We were both quiet for a few minutes until Andrea said, “Let’s wait until you hear Mo’s offer. If you like his offer and you’re still interested we can decide then.”

I had some strange and erotic dreams that night. But they’re hard to describe. They weren’t very focused. They were more like photographs flashing through my mind than like my normal dreams. And while they were vaguely erotic, they were troubling, too.

I awoke in the morning to find Andrea lying beside me, watching me sleep. She smiled when I opened my eyes. Then she moved into my arms and we kissed. She rested her head on my shoulder and began to kiss my nipple and tease it absently with the tip of her finger.

No one has ever done that for me before her. Until I met her I never realized that area was an erogenous zone for a male. My nipples aren’t as sensitive as hers. But when we lay together like this and she teases my nipple like that it’s always mildly erotic.

I asked, “Have you been awake long?”

“No. Just a few minutes.”

“Now that you’re sober and the sun is up, what are your thoughts on EPOD?”

She hesitated. It sounded like it embarrassed her to admit, “I’m still intrigued. But I’m scared, too. It would kill me if it came between us.”

“I should probably be more worried about that than you. I’m a much more traditional person than you. My background has certainly not led up to a life such as the one they described for us last night. Somehow, though, after meeting those people and seeing them together I’m not as worried as I might otherwise have been. And if it turns out that we aren’t cut out for that life, we can always move back out to the lake after you graduate … or anywhere else you’d like to go.”

“You really don’t think it would bother you to see me with another man?”

“I haven’t had time to give it a lot of thought, of course. But I’ve thought about it since they described what their lives are like last night. I’ve come to the conclusion that it wouldn’t bother me, as long as you were enjoying it.

“I was a bit surprised when I realized it. But I honestly feel that way. I don’t feel threatened by these people. I think that has a lot to do with it. What about you? How would you react to seeing me with another woman?”

She laughed quietly and said, “I saw a lot of that in my dreams last night. But you have to realize that because of the way I grew up I’ve always been more able to separate love and sex than are most women. I’ve learned that it’s fantastic when love and sex come together. But I’m able to imagine you with the women we met last night and be happy for you. To be honest, it kind of turns me on.

“The test will come when I actually see it happening and see how excited you become when you’re with another woman. But I honestly think that I love you so much, and trust you so much, that it won’t bother me. You’re the most honorable person I’ve ever met. How could I not trust you?!”

I kissed her on her cute little nose and said, “Well put.”

We got up and took a quick shower. We had to wear the same clothing we wore yesterday. We didn’t bring a change of clothes. We weren’t planning on spending the night in town when we left our house yesterday. We went downstairs to find Helen and Mouse waiting for us.

Helen apologized for not having coffee ready. But she said that Jan called a few minutes earlier. She has coffee ready and freshly baked bagels were just delivered. So we walked the block and a half to Jan’s house. We were accompanied by Mouse and her housekeeper, Kat.

I almost made some kind of a lame cat and mouse joke. But I managed to restrain myself. I have to assume they’d be tired of those by now.

We had a chance to get a better look at the homes in the area. They’re all beautifully designed and landscaped and they’re all huge. My company has prospered over the years and as a result I’ve reached a point in my life that I can afford a home like this. But until we saw the inside of one for the first time last night I never had a desire for one.

I noticed the way Andrea looked at them, though. And I saw how hard she’s trying not to let me see how much she likes them. With Andrea attending college here we’ll have to move into town. If Mo and I come to an agreement about selling my company I suppose we could happily live near our new friends. It would certainly be convenient. This small, exclusive little subdivision is located half way between J.A.M. and town.

We were walking up Jan’s sidewalk when Helen said, “I just thought of something. We probably should have warned you.”

But before she could actually warn us, Mouse, with a mischievous grin on her face, said, “No don’t. Let’s not warn them. Let’s see how they react.”

Helen smiled at her and said, “You do have a cruel streak in you, you little devil.”

Mouse rang the doorbell. The door was answered by a beautiful, smiling, naked young woman. We were introduced to Jan’s housekeeper, Dani. I had to smile. I’ll admit it was a shock. But it was certainly a pleasant one.

I glanced at Andrea as we were being introduced. Andrea smiled and said, “Good morning.” Then she added, “My! You certainly are beautiful.”

Dani smiled modestly and said, “Thank you.”

She obviously thought nothing of being nude in front of us.

Then she said, “Good morning, Helen, Mouse. Everyone’s out on the deck. The bagels are almost ready. Go on out and have some coffee.”

As we walked through the house, Kat went into the kitchen to help Dani, peeling her clothes off as she went. We went out onto the deck where Jan and Chaz and three other beautiful women I don’t know were all sitting around drinking coffee, in the nude!

As we were introduced to Madison, Carol and Midge, Helen and Mouse began to undress casually. Everyone was smiling and watching us for our reactions. I’m not sure what they expected. I’m the only man here, surrounded by seven beautiful, sexy, naked women, with two more on the way out. Hell! I’m in heaven!

If they were looking to find shock on my face they were looking for my reaction on the wrong part of my body. They were going to have to look a couple of feet lower to see my honest reaction.

Jan seemed to relax a little when she saw that we weren’t going to run screaming from her backyard. She said, “Sorry. I can see by your faces that my crazy friend Helen didn’t warn you. This is pretty much what we wear around here. I hope you don’t mind.”

I laughed and exclaimed, “You’re kidding, right?!”

Andrea began to undress. Jan said, “You don’t have to, sweetheart. This is natural for us. We wouldn’t dream of forcing our peculiar lifestyle on you.”

Then she smiled and added, “At least not until you’re little older.”

Andrea smiled back and said, “I am a little older. After all, which of us has worked in a strip club?”

Andrea and I were both a little surprised when several hands went up. Mouse’s hand was one of them. She grinned and added, “Well, we don’t actually work there. We just drop by every now and then to put on a show for the men.”

I shook my head and said, “You people certainly are full of surprises. I can’t wait to hear about that!”

Once Andrea was naked I was the only one who was still wearing clothes. I felt a bit overdressed. But I was also the only one with an erection and I didn’t think it was appropriate to have it waving around in front of all of these lovely ladies.

Before I could take a seat, though, Chaz and Madison surrounded me and began to take my clothes off, totally ignoring my mild protests.

While they were undressing me, Chaz said, “You never have to feel self conscious around us. And if you’re embarrassed about having a hard on, don’t be. I promise you we’d be a lot more concerned if you didn’t.”

Then she wrapped her fingers around my hard cock and said, “There must be someone here that can do something about this. It looks awfully uncomfortable.”

Everyone, including Andrea, watched in amusement as she bent down and swallowed my cock whole! I mean she took my slightly above average sized cock straight down her throat! The most beautiful woman I have ever met had my entire cock in her mouth and throat!!

Just then, Dani and Kat came out with the bagels and a fresh pot of coffee. The two housekeepers sat down and were immediately a part of the group. I was more impressed than I can say that they weren’t treated like help. The two young housekeepers are obviously a welcome part of the family. I like that about these people. I like that a lot.

Chaz paused long enough to push me down into my seat and then, with Madison’s assistance, she gave me an expert blowjob, right there in front of my fiancée and eight other women who acted as if this happens all the time. But then, I suppose it does happen all the time around here.

Andrea got up and squatted down beside me. She watched Chaz take my cock down her throat in amazement.

I didn’t last long. Even though I was more than a little self conscious about doing this in front of everyone I was surrounded by beautiful naked women who are all taking this in their stride and Chaz turned out to be very, very good at what she was doing. I doubt if I lasted five minutes. I know I didn’t.

As soon as I climaxed Chaz straightened up and said, “He’s one of the good ones.”

I looked at her curiously. She smiled and said, “Your cum tastes good. Some of the guys have very bitter tasting cum. You’re going to be popular with this group of ladies.”

Andrea still had that look of amazement on her face. She asked Chaz, “Can you teach me how to do that? I’ve heard of it. But I thought it was just an urban legend. I didn’t think a girl could actually do that!”

Chaz smiled and said, “We’ll be happy to teach you that little trick. Don’t let on to the guys. But it’s actually kind of easy once you learn how it’s done. We keep that a secret, though. We want them to think we’re really sacrificing ourselves for them.”

We all sat around after that vulgar display of blatant sexual abuse to which I had been forced to submit. We drank coffee and ate freshly baked bagels delivered by Brad’s chauffer when he came to pick Brad up. Andrea and I learned a lot more about J.A.M. and about EPOD. And everything we learned we liked.

We also learned that Jan is nominally in charge of EPOD. It’s an unofficial title. She’s tasked with making certain that no one mistreats the women and that if the women have any problems or concerns they are addressed. She is also the focal point of the social scene for the girls in EPOD and the executives at J.A.M. She isn’t certain how that came about. It just sort of evolved over time.

Her other unofficial job is working with the employees in the plant to improve working conditions and morale. Since she assumed that mantle the productivity in the plant has skyrocketed. J.A.M. employees are the highest paid in the industry and they have the best benefits. And yet the margin of profit at that small company far exceeds any other similar plant in the country.

And things have been getting even better since Mouse’s husband Gregg was hired. I now learn that he’s an engineering genius. I heard someone say that last night. But I assumed it was just hyperbole. It isn’t.

After we ate, Jan and Chaz took Andrea on a tour of the house. They were only gone for a few minutes before Madison and Carol pulled me to my feet and said, “Come with us.”

I let them lead me inside. At the foot of the wide staircase, Madison put her finger to her lips and whispered, “Shhh, don’t say anything.”

Carol led the way up the stairs. I tried to be polite. But I couldn’t help staring at her beautiful ass. Madison chuckled and whispered, “She’s such a slut!”

But she said it with such affection in her voice.

We walked quietly down the wide hallway. The carpet is so plush I felt like I was sinking in up to my ankles. We stopped outside of a wide open bedroom door. Madison reminded me to be quiet and she and Carol led me into the room.

Jan and Brad’s master bedroom is as large as the living room in my cabin at the lake! The massive bed was occupied. Andrea was blindfolded and tied by her wrists and ankles to all four corners. But she was obviously not in any distress!

Jan and Chaz ignored us. They were concentrating on Andrea. They were kissing her and exploring her body with their fingers and their lips and their tongues.

It was definitely having the desired effect. Andrea was squirming around, moaning and swearing under her breath. I felt a little guilty, as if I were spying. I wasn’t sure I should be watching this. And yet I couldn’t look away. It’s the most erotic sight I’ve ever seen.

I stood there staring at the three naked women on the bed and I had an instant erection. Carol and Madison watched with me for a moment. Then Carol knelt in front of me and began to suck my cock. She did it differently than Chaz. She didn’t take it into her throat. Well, she did, a couple of times. But for the most part it was a slow, sensual blowjob using her lips and tongue. I got the impression that she was trying to prolong it for as long as possible. I was afraid that wouldn’t be very long.

Madison didn’t make things any easier when she knelt behind me and began to work her tongue into me from behind. I had to bite my lip to remain silent. I doubt if Andrea would have heard me over her own blissful moans. But for some reason it seemed important that I remain silent.

Even though I had an orgasm less than an hour ago with Chaz down on the patio, this was just too much stimulation to resist. I fear that I’m going to get a bad reputation if I continue to reach orgasm so quickly. But they’re going to have to understand. I’ve never had two women doing what they’re doing to me. In only three or four minutes I flooded Carol’s mouth with cum.

She moaned softly and swallowed eagerly. But she and Madison both continued what they were doing and I watched in awe as Andrea enjoyed one incredible screaming orgasm after another for the next … I have no idea how long. Time had no meaning anymore.

There finally came a time when Andrea began to plead with them to stop. She couldn’t take it any longer. The two women moved up beside her and took turns kissing her lips for a moment while softly caressing her breasts. Then all four women rose to their feet and silently left the room, leaving Andrea and me alone.

I went over and stared down at her perfect young body for a moment. Then I climbed up onto that massive bed and moved between her legs. Since I’m the only male in the house she has to know it’s me. But I think that the blindfold, the bindings, and just the slight possibility that it’s a complete stranger who is about to take her on that bed drove her to new heights.

When I began to slide my cock into her she screamed and tugged violently at the ropes holding her. But it was evident that she loves being restrained this way and has no desire to be released. As soon as my cock was buried to the hilt in her tight little pussy she started begging me to fuck her.

My first wife and I experimented with bondage for several years and quickly learned how pleasurable loving bondage can be. But I don’t think she ever reacted as strongly as Andrea.

Andrea and I have spent a lot of time making love since I accepted the fact that we were meant for each other. But I don’t believe … no, I know for a fact that I’ve never seen her like this. This is a whole new level of eroticism, for both of us.

I didn’t hold myself off of her like I normally do when we make love. I rested on her sexy body and wrapped my arms around her. I fucked her violently. I raped her. I went a little bit crazy. And she enjoyed one screaming orgasm after another while I slammed my cock into her more violently than I ever have before.

When it was finally over we kissed and licked each other’s faces like animals and mumbled nearly incoherently. I suddenly had the strangest feeling. It’s as if this entire morning has been a single sex act. It all led up to this exciting climax.

I finally rolled off of Andrea and removed the leather cuffs that held her arms and legs in place. I carefully removed the blindfold and we lay together for a moment, looking into each other’s eyes and smiling like idiots.

I finally said, “I think I’m going to like working for J.A.M.”

She laughed and said, “And I think I’m going to love EPOD! Oh god! Dean! Did you see them? Did you see what they did?”

She shivered violently and said, “I hope you aren’t upset. But fuck me! I loved that!”

I chuckled and said, “I love it when you turn into a horny cunt!”

She laughed again and said, “Me too!”

We got out of bed at last. It was a struggle. We went into the huge master bath. Someone had put out a couple of clean bath towels. We assumed they were for us. We took a quick, invigorating shower and then went back downstairs.

I was still a little self conscious about being the only naked man in the area. But the women made it all seem so natural and normal that I was soon comfortable.

When we were seated at that large patio table under the awning with the rest of them, Jan asked, “Any regrets?”

Andrea and I smiled and I said, “Yeah. I regret that we didn’t meet you people sooner.”

Andrea chuckled and said, “But then I would have been even younger, Dean! It took me weeks to get you to fuck me after I turned seventeen.”

Jan said, “I was a little concerned about that myself. But you really are the oldest seventeen year old I’ve ever met. And I thought back to how Brad and I got our start. I was much younger than you are now. I don’t think I suffered because of it.”

Helen laughed and exclaimed, “Are you kidding?! Look at what a slut you’ve turned out to be!”

Jan smiled sweetly and shot her the bird.

I found myself wanting to be a permanent part of this group of close friends. They really care about each other. They are unlike any other group of people I’ve ever encountered. And they’re all so genuine. No one is pretending to be anything other than who they really are.

We talked to our new friends for a little longer. While we were talking, Chaz got a call on her cell phone and said, “I have to go to the plant. Some poor guy has an erection and apparently has two or three minutes to spare.”

The others laughed. I noticed that she seemed happy for the call, though. She seemed to be genuinely looking forward to going into the plant to service some man like a very beautiful call girl.

Carol and Madison took off in one car. Madison took the morning off to meet us but she has to go to work now. I would soon come to realize that those two are as good as joined at the hip.

Helen said that she had to go home. She’s expecting a young woman to come over to interview for the position of housekeeper, a position she has been trying to fill since they moved in months ago.

Dani and Kat offered to help with the interview. After considering their offer for a moment or two Helen said, “You know, that might be a good idea. Why don’t you girls get dressed and come on over.”

Dani looked at Jan as if to see if it was alright.

Jan smiled and said, “Isn’t that cute the way she acts like she gives a damn what I think?”

Dani laughed and said to Kat, “Are you sure you don’t want to trade jobs? I can’t take much more of this abuse. The woman I work for is such a bitch!”

Jan got to her feet and went over to where Dani was sitting. She rested her hands on Dani’s shoulders, gently massaging her and said, “I can’t wait to hear how the interview goes. You’ll tell that poor woman how awful your life is and about how I beat you all the time. Sometimes I think about how horrible your life is and I cry for you.”

Helen laughed and said, “Maybe I should do this alone after all.”

Helen, Dani and Kat left for Helen’s house. Midge left. Only Jan, Mouse, Andrea and I remained. While the four of us were standing around the table getting dressed Mouse said to Andrea, “You’re going to love Mr. Baum. Let’s go get you decorated. We don’t want all those hunks at the college hitting on you … or do you?”

Andrea chuckled and said, “Who needs little boys when I have all of my new girlfriends, their husbands, and I’m engaged to the most wonderful lover in the world?!”

Jan laughed and said, “Way to suck up, girl!”

Our car was still parked in Mo and Helen’s driveway. Jan drove us to the jewelry store in her luxury sedan, a Mercedes that probably cost more than my cabin. On the way to the jewelry store, Mouse annoyed Jan by explaining to us that the car was a gift from Mo. When I expressed my surprise I learned that their house was a gift from him as well. I was promised an interesting story about the history between Jan and Mo when we have more time.

We drove to a small strip mall nearby and went into an unassuming little jewelry store that I probably would have passed right by if I were on my own. The owner looked up when we came in. When he saw Mouse and Jan his face lit up. He rushed around the counter and gave them both a big hug. Mouse introduced us and explained that I need to buy my fiancée an engagement ring.

Mr. Baum looked at me and then Andrea as if he could tell what ring we should have by reading our auras. But then I remembered the story we heard last night of what happened when Gregg and Mouse came in here for an engagement ring. Mr. Baum was so taken with Mouse that he sold them the ring his wife wore until she passed away.

I didn’t expect him to come up with another antique ring. But it impressed me that he’s so caring and compassionate and that he looks at his customers as more than walking wallets.

We approached the counter and Mr. Baum spent a moment or two looking us over closely. He smiled and said, “Since I met Mouse and her husband my business has gotten too good. I’m not sure how much of that is because of the ring I sold them and how much of that is my good deed coming back to haunt me. I have some nice, expensive, very attractive rings. But I’m afraid that I can’t offer you anything like what Mouse is wearing on her beautiful hand now.”

I smiled and said, “That’s quite alright, Mr. Baum. We didn’t expect you to have that ring’s twin. But I like the way you treat your customers. I was impressed that you looked at Mouse when they came in for their ring and were touched by something you saw in her. I think it’s wonderful that you looked at her and Gregg and saw something special in them, special enough that you felt that ring that meant so much to you belonged on her finger.

“It may be that they just caught you in a sentimental moment. But I don’t get that impression. I think you’re a very perceptive man who is probably much too generous for his own good.”

He smiled and said, “If you’re trying to butter me up you’re very good at it.”

I laughed and said, “I’m not that devious. And I have no intention of buying a ring for anything less than it costs.”

He looked into my eyes and said, “They’re an amazing group, Mouse and Jan and the lovely Chastity and their friends. I got to know them at the wedding and they force me to join them regularly since then for dinners and get-togethers in their home. I must say I’ve never met another group like them.

“Don’t tell them I said so. But they are the most remarkable little group that it has ever been my pleasure to call my friends. They have a genuine affection for each other and they care very much about the world around them. That they invite a lonely old man like me into their lives and make me feel genuinely welcome in their homes I think speaks volumes for their character. And I get the impression that you and your lovely fiancée will fit right in.

“Now! Let me show you what I have that I think you will like.”

He pulled out a tray and set it on the counter. He said, “These are not my most expensive engagement rings. I have rings with larger stones if you prefer. But I think you will be impressed. The stones in these rings were specially selected and are flawless. But that isn’t what makes them special. These rings were designed and hand made by a man you have probably never heard of. But he’s a true artist and it shows in his work.

“These pieces have character, something I think is often lacking in most engagement rings now. These rings hearken back to a time when engagement rings were created by artisans for men of means. Men from an era in which, perhaps, art and beauty were more important than carats. I honestly believe that people these days place too much emphasis on the size of the stone and not enough on the craftsmanship of the ring.”

There were only nine rings in the tray. And they were certainly beautiful. I watched Andrea as she looked them over. I saw her eyes come to rest on a three ring set. But she suddenly straightened up and stepped back slightly from the counter. She had a look on her face that I really didn’t understand. She suddenly looked afraid!

She turned away from the rings and I saw that her eyes were moist. She shook her head and whispered, “This isn’t right. I … I’m not … no Dean! Those rings are for women who…”

She turned back to Mr. Baum and said, “Those are beautiful, Mr. Baum. Truly beautiful. But they aren’t … they weren’t made for a girl like me.”

He seemed startled at first. But then he smiled and said, “I think you are wrong. I know you are wrong. I wasn’t sure at first. You were so quiet. But I see inside of you now. These rings are not to tell the world that you are taken. These rings are to show the world that you are loved.”

She started to ask him to show us something smaller. But before he could remove the tray I picked up the engagement ring from the trio and looked at it more closely. It’s very ornate. There’s a large diamond in the center of it. But it’s not ostentatiously large. It isn’t gaudy. The craftsmanship is unlike any engagement ring I’ve seen before. It really is a work of art.

I had to hold her wrist to put it on her finger. She shook her head and tried to pull her hand away. I finally said, “Andrea! Stop it. Do you really think that you aren’t good enough to wear this?! Or are you worried that I can’t afford it?”

She stopped resisting and stared at the ring on her finger. There were tears on her cheeks when she looked in my eyes and said, “You know what I am. You know what I’ve done. This is for someone special. Not for someone like me.”

I pulled her into my arms and held her for a moment. I let her cry for a minute or two and then I said, “You can’t believe how badly I want to pull your skirt up and spank your ass right now.”

Suddenly she was laughing and crying at the same time. She buried her face in my shirt and softly said, “Okay.”

I put my hands on her shoulders and held her away from me so that she could see my face. I said, “If you ever say something like that again I will. But what you just said really disturbs me. You as much as said that you don’t think you’re good enough. You don’t think you’re as good as other people!

“We’ve been through a lot together from the moment you showed up at my cabin. I know that you know how much you mean to me. Where is that coming from?”

Andrea turned to Jan and Mouse and almost whispered, “You people are wonderful. You made us feel like we were welcome from the moment we met. You don’t look down on me, even after you heard the horrible things I’ve done. I’m grateful for that.

“But I look at you. You’re all so beautiful and sophisticated, so intelligent and I’m … I’m not like you. I wish I could be. But I will always know that I’m the girl who posed for nude pictures when I was little girl in exchange for a place to stay and a hundred dollars a week. I’m the girl who worked in a strip club because I couldn’t even get a job in a fast food restaurant. I’m the girl who almost got her fiancé killed by a couple of goons for doing nothing more than trying to help me.

“I’m not a nice person. I was wrong to try and make Dean fall in love me. He deserves better. I realized it when I saw that ring. He deserves a decent woman. He deserves the kind of girl that ring was made for. Not a girl like me.”

I was so shocked I couldn’t even speak for a moment. I came to my senses and said, “Would you please excuse us for a moment? And Mr. Baum, we’ll take those rings.”

I started to escort Andrea outside so that we could talk in private. But before I took a step, Jan intervened. She took Andrea’s arm and said, “You pay for the rings. We’ll come back for you in a few minutes.”

I stared after them for a moment. When I turned to face Mr. Baum he was smiling!

He said, “Don’t worry. Those girls will straighten her out. I knew that ring belonged on her finger. Let’s make sure your wedding band fits.”

I tried on the band. It did fit. It was kind of spooky. It was as if the rings were made with us in mind. I wrote out a check for the rings. He wrapped up the wedding bands and put them in a small, decorative bag. While I was waiting I called my banker and told him that I was calling from a jewelry store and I needed him to transfer a large amount of money into my checking account to cover a check I just wrote.

After I hung up, Mr. Baum said, “Your young fiancée is a lot like Mouse. Those girls are all special in many ways. But Jan and Mouse are more special than most. I think your Andrea is like them. She doesn’t realize yet how strong she is, how good she is.

“Don’t worry about what just happened. Believe it or not, that was a good thing. The ugliest trait a person can exhibit is arrogance. She just showed she doesn’t have that, despite all of her wonderful qualities. She just demonstrated how much she loves you. You must be a very good man if a woman like her loves you enough to say those things. You should be very proud.”

I smiled. But I wasn’t as unconcerned as he was. I said, “I never suspected that she felt like that. She was a little self conscious at first. But she seemed to be having so much fun. She seemed so comfortable with them. She has seemed so strong from the moment we met.”

He shrugged and said, “Maybe now she has you to be strong for her. Maybe she just had a chance to be vulnerable for the first time in her life. I know those girls. They’ll make her feel good about herself. You’ll see.”

While we were talking I was looking around at his displays. Something caught my eye and I asked him about it. It was an antique diamond and ruby necklace he picked up at an estate sale recently. He just finished cleaning it and it’s on display today for the first time. He pulled the black velvet tray out as he was explaining its history to me.

I don’t care that much for or know anything about jewelry. But that necklace was striking. I looked at it, afraid to touch it. I thought that if anything would cheer her up it would be this.

As if he could read my mind he said, “I’m sure she would love it. But you can’t give it to her now. She feels guilty now. She thinks she’s unworthy. I’m not saying she shouldn’t have it. But if you were to buy it you’d have to wait to give it to her until she feels a little better about herself.”

It was much too expensive. I had to call my banker again. But I bought it and stuck it in the bag with the wedding bands. I don’t know if she’ll ever get a chance to wear it. But I want her to know how much she means to me. That should give her a clue.

They were gone so long that I started to get very worried. I talked with Mr. Baum about the day that Mouse and Gregg came in and he first saw her. He still doesn’t know exactly what it was about them, about her, that struck a chord with him. But he still feels the same every time he sees her.

I was just about to go outside and see what was going on when they came back in. Andrea was blushing. She came over to where I was standing with Mr. Baum and quietly said, “I’m sorry.”

She looked at Mr. Baum and said, “I’m sorry I made a scene.”

Then to me she said, “I’m sorry I embarrassed you like that. I didn’t even realize I had that in me. I could explain. But it would take a long time and require alcohol. So let’s save it until we get home. I just want you to know that I’m deeply sorry and I will try never to embarrass you again.”

I took her into my arms and said, “I’m not embarrassed. I understand. I have my work cut out for me. I’m going to have to do more to show you how proud of you I really am. You’re embarrassed about things that you should be proud of. You’re the strongest young woman I’ve ever met. So you shouldn’t have any trouble surviving the spanking you’re going to get when I get you home.”

She smiled and nodded toward Jan and Mouse. She said, “That’s what they said, except for the part about the spanking.”

I asked, “Are you alright now?”

She nodded. Then she held up her hand and looked at the engagement ring on her finger. She said, “I’m going to make it my life’s work to make certain you never regret this.”

I kissed her nose and said, “No. You only have one thing to do in this life. Your only task is to be as happy as you can be.”

Mouse came closer and put her arms around Andrea. She smiled at me and said, “It was just pre-race jitters. You need to put a couple of laps on her. Once her tires get warm she’ll be okay.

“I was almost as bad when Gregg brought me in here. Andrea has had a rough life. She has survived things that most girls would not have been able to put behind them and they have made her stronger. She came out beautiful inside and out.

“She isn’t accustomed to good things happening to her and now they are coming at her fast and furious. It can be overwhelming. A girl starts thinking too much and she has these small, nagging doubts in the back of her mind that she isn’t good enough, she doesn’t fit in. I can testify to that first hand. She just needs a chance to let it all sink in. Don’t worry about her, Dean. She’s fine now. But that doesn’t mean the spanking is a bad idea.”

We said goodbye to Mr. Baum and went back out to the car. Andrea and I got in the back seat again. She moved into my arms and whispered, “Please forgive me. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. I adore you.”

I whispered, “Dumb broad! You can’t embarrass me!”

We kissed and finally remembered that we weren’t alone. Jan and Mouse were turned in their seats, watching us and smiling. When we looked up, Jan asked, “Would you like to take a guided tour of J.A.M.?”

I turned back to Andrea and asked, “Do you mind?”

She grinned and said, “Not at all. I’m curious to see what it’s like in that sweat shop that I understand Jan is running there.”

Jan laughed and said, “I don’t run it. I’m just the den mother.”

Mouse exclaimed, “Bullshit! Even Mo admits that Jan is in charge!”

Jan could only roll her eyes. She drove us to J.A.M. Aluminum and took us to the front desk so that Andrea and I could get visitor badges. Then she led us out to the three buildings in back where all of the real work is done.

I couldn’t help but notice that the two young women at the welcome desk greeted both Jan and Mouse by their first names and that there seemed to be a strong bond of genuine affection between them.

But what was really striking was the way Jan was received when we arrived at the small break area outside the first of the plant’s three buildings. There were eight people sitting around drinking various beverages that Jan informed us are being provided by the company. As soon as they saw Jan they stopped talking among themselves. Their faces lit up and they welcomed her like a long lost sister. They all addressed her by her first name and she knew all of their names.

She introduced us and we exchanged a polite greeting. We were promptly forgotten as they engaged in light banter with Jan. It was obvious that these people adore her. And it’s just as obvious that she’s very fond of them.

She asked one young guy if he had managed to get laid yet. He grinned, shook his head and responded that he’s still holding out hope that she’ll call him.

Jan accepted his lighthearted flirting in the spirit it was intended. We could see that this is the sort of thing that goes on between these people all the time. The poor guy was forced to sit there while his co-workers heaped good natured abuse upon his head and shoulders.

I couldn’t help but notice that they’re all wearing strange and uncomfortable looking vests. After a brief conversation Jan pointed them out to us and explained that she ordered them from a motorcycle catalog. They’re cooling vests and the people working in the plant all love them. I can understand why they would. Heat has always been a problem at my plant as well.

Jan took us inside. As soon as we stepped inside one of the supervisors came over. He and Jan talked for a moment and then Jan pointed out some of the simple improvements she brought about that make working here so much more pleasant for the people working the floor.

I was upset with myself when I saw what simple things most of the changes were and how much more bearable the working conditions are as a result of them. It would cost next to nothing to institute most of those changes at my plant. I felt like I should drive across town and apologize to my employees.

When we went back outside and we could better communicate I told her that I would like to make those same changes at my place. I told her, “I feel guilty for not thinking of many of those things myself. I’ve always left the day-to-day running of the plant to my supervisors. These things never even occurred to me!”

Jan smiled and said, “It was the same here. Even the people who work here never bothered to suggest most of those changes until I started bugging them and making small changes a few at a time. They were always a very well paid and very loyal bunch. And they were reasonably satisfied with their working conditions. They seemed to accept that the process is the problem.

“But gradually we began to chip away at the irritants and now you couldn’t get them to go to work somewhere else if you doubled their pay. And the minor changes Mo made have paid for themselves in increased productivity in less than two months. They really appreciate that the people in the front office honestly seem to care about their welfare. It isn’t just about productivity, either. Mo and the others really do care about the people who work here.”

We went inside the administration building next. Jan took us through the various sections until we ended up in the enclave where the VPs all have their offices. Once more I noticed that everyone loves Jan. Women came up to us. They smiled and said hello. But nearly every one of them hugged Jan and gave her a kiss on the cheek.

It was the most amazing thing to watch!

We visited with the junior VPs for a few minutes. Then we were introduced to the senior VPs. While we were talking with David Burton he got a call. It was Mo’s secretary. Mo heard we were on the grounds and he was trying to track us down. He asked if I would come to his office.

The others waited in Brad’s office. David led me down the hall to Mo’s office. His assistant, Heather, joined us with a sheaf of papers. Mo got up when we entered. He came around his desk and greeted me warmly. Then he asked me what I thought of the place.

I readily admitted that I’m very impressed. I told him that whether we’re able to work out an arrangement or not I intend to steal much of what I saw to improve conditions for the employees in my plant. Then I said, “But I have to say, the thing that impresses me most is Jan and the relationship she has with your people. It was fascinating to watch her with them, fascinating and very touching. Everyone we met loves her!”

Mo, David and Heather all smiled knowingly. Mo said, “Yes, she is a treasure. There isn’t anything that I wouldn’t do for that young woman. And everyone who works here feels the same way about her. We’ve all had our lives touched by her. I doubt if there’s another woman in the world as special as she is. And she doesn’t even seem to realize it. In fact, she gets upset whenever anyone tries to tell her how special she is.”

I chuckled and said, “Yes, I noticed that.”

We took seats in some very comfortable leather chairs in one corner of Mo’s office. Heather handed him the papers she brought in with her and Mo said, “David and Brad worked these figures up for us this morning. It’s tentative and I’m open to a little honest dickering if you don’t think these numbers are accurate or fair.”

He handed me the papers and said, “Take a look and tell me what you think. You don’t have to decide now of course. But you might be able to let me know if we’re in the ball park.

I was already sold on working here. But when I saw the figures on the papers in my hand I was shocked. I skipped over most of the figures they used to get to the bottom line. That was the line that was of interest to me. It’s twice what I was expecting!

I looked again to make certain I was reading it right. Then I looked through the rest of it. My salary would be the same as the other junior VPs. With perks and bonuses that’s three hundred thousand a year to start. That’s more than I’m making as the owner of my own company!

I made sure that Lori Olson will continue to manage the place and that they intend to keep it running and not just take the patents and run.

I was struggling to remain calm and keep a straight face as I read over the offer. He was offering me one hundred million dollars for my business! Half of that will be in cash and the other half in stock options.

I finally put the papers aside and looked up at Mo. I said, “This is ridiculous!”

He didn’t even blink. He asked, “How much more would it take?”

I shook my head and said, “Not more. I didn’t expect anywhere near this much. I hate to sound like a moron, Mo. But I like you and I don’t want to screw you.”

His face relaxed and he smiled for the first time since I started reading. He laughed softly and exclaimed, “Asshole! You scared the shit out of me!”

David and Heather chuckled. David said, “It’s actually a very fair offer. Granted it’s a large number. It’s too large a figure based on the value of your operation alone. But I have to be honest. Those patents we’ll acquire will make it worth the money.”

I thought about what he was saying for a moment. Then I said, “I’m going to have to accept your offer. But since this is all a result of the work of one of my engineers, it only seems fair that he should share in the wealth. Perhaps we could work out a reduced price for my company and a nice bonus for him.”

Mo said, “I’m really impressed by the way you think, Dean.”

He paused thoughtfully for a moment. Then he said, “I expected you to hold out for a higher number. Most people would.”

I shrugged and replied, “I don’t need the money. I’m not really sure why. But I haven’t worked at my company since my wife passed away and I can’t see myself ever working there again. In just over twelve hours I’ve met a strange group of very nice people and I have to tell you, I’m really looking forward to working here.”

Mo smiled and said, “I know that you and Andrea will fit right in here. Hell! You already have. Now, since I expected you to screw me out of a lot more money, how about if I offer the difference to your engineer as a bonus?”

I chuckled and said, “You suck as bad as I do at this dickering!”

He nodded and said, “Yes. I do. That’s why I hire people for that sort of thing. What do you think of ten mil for your engineer?”

I answered, “That’s more than fair. And you’ll incorporate those changes on the plant floor that Jan has put in place here?”

Mo smiled and said, “Done!”

It was agreed that I would get two weeks to find a home and enroll Andrea in college.

Mo invited us to spend another night at his house. I told him that I’d love to. But we need to get back to the cabin and pack some things. Instead I suggested that as many of them as possible join us at a nice restaurant for dinner tomorrow evening.

David smiled and said, “I know just the place.”

I shook hands all around and went back to Brad’s office. Brad, Jan, Chaz, Mike, Gregg, Mouse and Andrea were all in there relaxing.

I walked in and calmly said to Andrea, “Well, dear, you’re a call girl now. I hope it doesn’t interfere with your classes.”

She jumped up and hugged me. Our new friends gathered around to congratulate us. They all seemed as thrilled as we were! They were genuinely happy that we’re going to be a part of their extended family and I was really moved by that.

We talked for a little longer and then I asked Jan to take us back to Mo’s house so we can get our car. I told them of the plans we made for dinner tomorrow evening. When I told them that David has a restaurant in mind I could tell by the knowing looks on their faces that it was going to be interesting.

We stopped in to thank Helen for her hospitality and say goodbye. She gave us both a big hug and a kiss. I told her we would see her tomorrow for dinner. Then we got in our car and headed home.

Before we left the area, though, I drove around looking at the few remaining empty houses and vacant lots. I have more money than god now. Andrea and I both like these houses and these people. Why not splurge?!







Chapter 35


As we headed out of town and back up to our little house on the lake, Andrea could hardly sit still. I don’t even have to look at her to know how excited she is. I can feel the excitement and the happiness radiating from her.

She pulled her legs up under her and sat facing me in her seat. I glanced over at her and saw her looking at me with so much intense emotion showing plainly on her face.

She grinned and said, “This has to be a dream. This is just like the fantasies I would play with in my mind when I was lying in my bed in the dark, doing my best to dream myself out of my shitty life. I’m in love with the perfect man. I’m going to go to the school of my dreams. I’m finally going to get an education! I have a bunch of new friends who are so amazing I can’t even put it into words.”

She took a deep breath and visibly attempted to calm down. After a moment, in a quiet, serious voice she said, “I have a confession to make. I really do feel guilty about this. I’m so sorry that I put your life at risk when we first met. But you demonstrated that you were willing to die for me. I can’t get over that. I know that must sound so shallow. But my life has been about people using me, doing things to me. The concept that a wonderful man was actually willing to die for me is … there aren’t even words for that!”

I smiled and responded, “Well, to be fair, what I actually had in mind was killing someone for you. I had no intention of dying. And to be honest I was doing it for me as well. But I understand what you’re saying. While I know in my heart that I would be willing to die for you, I certainly love you that much; I was only doing what I had to do.”

She shook her head gently and said, “No. You could have called the cops. But you were worried about what would happen to me if you did. Or you could have taken off and left me on my own. You could have kicked me out of your house that first day. You started looking out for me from the moment you saw me sleeping in your bed.

“And I know how hard it was for you to do what you did. I know how much it bothers you that you killed those men, even though you had no choice. I’m sorry you have to deal with those violent acts on your conscience. I know it troubles you.”

I reached over and took her hand. I squeezed it gently and said, “I’ll admit the first few days after I shot those men were … unpleasant. But I don’t regret what I did and I never once doubted that it needed to happen. And when I heard how many sets of remains of poor young girls they found in that clearing I quickly stopped having nightmares.

“I don’t even think about it now. So you have nothing to feel bad about. Well, there is one thing. Don’t I still owe you a spanking?”

She laughed quietly, apparently not scared in the least.

After a few minutes of silence she changed her position, turning until she was leaning on the armrest. She rested her hand on my upper thigh and lightly moved her finger tips over my thigh in an almost innocent but very suggestive manner.

She smiled up at me and said, “There is something else we need to discuss. What is your honest opinion of EPOD? And how do you feel about the possibility of me becoming a member of it? I know that we talked about this briefly. But I worry that when it actually starts to happen it will change how you feel about me.”

She laughed quietly and added, “I know how you feel about having me tied to a bed and molested by a couple of beautiful women. But how would you have reacted if it had been a couple of men instead of two naked women?”

“I’ve actually been giving that a lot of thought. Apparently I’m not the saint you think I am. Because the more I think about it the more exciting it sounds. I wasn’t so sure at first. But watching you move around, so free and comfortable about your beautiful body and your sexuality, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of you. Even when you were surrounded by beautiful, naked women I couldn’t keep my eyes off of you.

“And listening to that great group of people laughing and having fun and talking so comfortably about sex has had an effect on me. I never even considered living that kind of lifestyle. It never even occurred to me. But now that I have considered it I find myself looking forward to it.

“Your participation will be limited in the beginning. But you’re the smartest person I’ve ever met, with the possible exception of Gregg. I don’t think college is going to be much of a challenge for you. I fully expect you to be spending a lot of time in the near future on your back or on your knees. And I won’t always be with you.

“I reached that conclusion even before Mo made his offer for my company. He was very surprised when I accepted the first offer he made. But I don’t care about the money. We have money. Now we have more money. He’s going to pay me three hundred thousand dollars a year and he’s giving me a hundred million for the company.”

She gasped when she heard what we’re going to get for the company. For some reason it never even occurred to me that she didn’t already know. There’s so much going on that we haven’t even discussed the sale of my company yet. It just slipped my mind!

She smiled and said, “Now I don’t feel so bad about all those clothes you bought me.”

I said, “You ain’t seen nothin’ yet!”

I reached into the pocket behind her seat and said, “I was going to wait to give you this. You freaked out so bad when we bought the rings that you scared me. But I think you’re over that now. You still need to be punished, though. So, take that, bitch!”

I handed her the fancy velvet case with the diamond and ruby necklace I bought from Mr. Baum and waited to hear how she would react.

She opened the box and she gasped once more. She stared at the necklace in silence for a very long time before she cleared her throat and said in a breathless voice, “If you don’t stop this … oh god! It’s beautiful! Where in the hell could I ever wear this?”

I shrugged and said, “To our wedding? You are invited.”

She continued to stare at the necklace for a very long time, lightly running her fingertips over it as if she couldn’t believe it was real. She slowly closed the jewelry case and held onto it tightly. She turned to look at me finally. There were tears running down her cheeks. She laughed softly and said, “I almost never cried. Not since my mother died. I suppressed my emotions and my fears. There were a lot of times that I was depressed or scared. There were times when I was homeless and broke. But I never cried. Now you seem to keep bringing all the emotions I’ve suppressed back out. I promise you, I’m not really a weepy female. I’ll get this under control.”

I reached over and rested my hand on her thigh. I gave her an affectionate squeeze and said, “Of course I’d rather see you smile than cry. But you don’t have to control your emotions with me. If you feel like you need to cry you have my permission.”

She dug a tissue out of her purse and blew her nose. She wiped her eyes and her cheeks with another. Then she sat back in her seat and said, “I love you more than you will ever know.”

Then she held up the necklace and said, “Now please, stop buying me things!”

I smiled and said, “No, not entirely. And anyway, you’ll have your own checkbook and debit and credit cards once we’re married. You can buy anything you want. You can buy anything you’ve ever wanted. Andrea, in a few days we’ll have sixty million dollars in the bank. We couldn’t spend that if we tried!”

That brought the subject of marriage back up. I learned that Jan has offered to host the wedding in her back yard. Mo and Helen were married there and Gregg and Mouse held their wedding there, too. It’s becoming a J.A.M. tradition to marry in her backyard. Andrea explained that she gave her tentative approval. She asked if that’s okay with me.

I nodded and told her that weddings are for women. I’ll only object if she tries to have it in a church.

The time flew by as we talked about all the exciting changes in our life. I was almost surprised when I realized that we were nearing our cabin. I made the turn and drove slowly up the meandering driveway toward the house. She sighed and said, “Most of the happiest moments of my life have been spent in this house. My happiness began here. I hate it that we can’t stay here.”

“I feel the same way. But that would mean a three or four hour commute each way in the summer. In the winter there are many times the roads around here are impassible. And to be honest, I’ll feel a lot more comfortable if you’re doing most of your driving around town until you’re more comfortable behind the wheel.

“We can still spend time up here. And we can invite our new friends to join us. I guess I’ll have to talk to an architect about adding on. We’ll need more bedrooms and bathrooms and I suppose we’ll need a larger deck if this is going to turn into a party house. But for now I think we should find a home in town and see how things go.”

I pulled into the garage and we went inside. I found myself checking to make certain that everything was undisturbed and that no one was lurking inside. But I did it without letting Andrea know what I was doing. I want her to feel safe here and I don’t want to do anything to remind her of those thugs from the club if I can avoid it.

I was about to go up and start the laundry but she said, “Let me. It’s my turn. You did laundry last time.”

I went with her. There wasn’t that much to wash. We undressed and took a shower. This showering with a loved one that we have been doing so much of lately has a very pleasant side effect. It’s difficult to take a shower with Andrea and not become very aroused. She seems to have the same problem. Well, perhaps problem is the wrong word.

After our shower we went into the bedroom and made love. We both seem to enjoy that. But then we always end up needing to take another shower. It’s a vicious circle.

We took a second shower and then Andrea started the laundry while I went down to the basement to get my suitcases. We need to pack enough clothing for a week.

Before I started packing I did a search on the internet for a conveniently located hotel. I called one of the better ones and reserved a suite for a month. I was certain it would take us that long at a minimum to find and purchase a home and furnish it.

Once the reservations were made we started trying to figure out what to pack. I haven’t worn a suit since my wife died. I lost a lot of weight after she passed away. But between the early efforts of my sister-in-law and now with Andrea doing her best to mother me, thanks to the two of them I’m almost back to my normal weight.

I tried on one of my suits. It fit pretty well. I’m in much better shape now than I was a year ago. I spend much more time exercising. I do a lot of paddling and Andrea has been doing her part to help me keep the calories off.

She came in and saw me in a suit and whistled. I grinned and spun around like a male model for her. She said, “Damn! You look pretty fucking hot in one of those power suits!”

She crossed the room and dropped to her knees in front of me. She started to unfasten my pants and pull my cock out but I stopped her. She looked up at me and said, “I can’t help it! When I see you in that suit I have to suck your cock!”

I laughed and pulled her to her feet. I pulled her into my arms. We hugged lovingly and I said, “Maybe not every time. I understand how you feel. I feel the same way every time I see you in your birthday suit. But if I attacked you every time I got the urge you’d never get any rest.”

She chuckled and asked, “Yeah … so what’s the problem?”

We talked it over and decided that we should take both vehicles to town. I let Andrea drive the Cadillac to the hotel the next day. I was nervous about her driving on these mountain roads. She was more nervous about driving in town where she has to deal with all the traffic. But she’s going to have to get accustomed to it. And since we’re going to be busy over the next few weeks I thought it likely that there will be times that we’ll both need a vehicle.

She did a very good job. But now that we’re going to be staying in town we’ll have to enroll her in a driver’s ed. class, once we get her birth certificate and can get her a legitimate license.

But the first thing we need to do is check in at the hotel and go back to Riverside Estates to take a more in-depth look at the remaining properties they have to offer.

It only took us ten minutes to check in at the hotel. We took our suitcases upstairs and then drove over to Riverside.

I asked Andrea to call Jan on her cell while I drove out there. Since we’re going out to dinner tonight we need to find out what the schedule is. Jan insisted that we stop at her house. She wants to go to the realtor’s office with us.

We drove straight to her house. She was upset with us for checking in at a hotel. But I wouldn’t be comfortable staying in anyone’s home for as long as it’s likely to take for us to buy a home and get settled in. Not even someone as nice as Jan and Brad.

We walked up the street to the sales office with Jan. It isn’t a long walk. There are only a limited number of homes in the subdivision. It isn’t that far to anywhere in the small, upscale development.

The agent, Mr. Crane, probably knows all of his customers pretty well. He certainly remembered Jan. But I soon discovered that Jan is more than just a customer. I overheard them talking a few minutes later and I discovered that she often invites him over to her house for lunch if he’s in the office alone. And if he isn’t able to get away she sometimes brings him something for lunch that he can eat at his desk. Jan is one of those rare people who are always thinking of everyone else and just naturally enjoy doing nice things for them.

Mr. Crane informed us that there are only five unsold houses that have been completed. There are two more under construction. Mr. Crane accompanied us to the homes that are available. They’re all very nice. All of them cost in excess of one million dollars so of course they’re nice. They are large custom homes made from the best materials that money can buy. They contain nearly every amenity known to man.

But not one of them had the charm or the homey feeling of my cabin on the lake.

Mr. Crane could see that we weren’t all that excited by the homes he was showing us. He mentioned over and over again that if none of these homes are what we’re looking for he has other plans available and several unsold lots remaining.

He saved the two unfinished homes for last. They’re both pretty far along in the construction process but if we should choose one of them we were in time to be able to select colors and patterns.

The first was too near to the entrance of the subdivision. I didn’t care for that. We didn’t even go to look at it. The second, the last home he showed us, is on the river. It’s just three lots down from Gregg and Mouse’s house.

They seem to be putting the largest homes on the water, probably because they’re able to charge so much more for them. This one is all but finished on the outside and they have the drywall up on the inside. The realtor showed us around and by coincidence the contractor was inside checking with his foreman when we walked in.

He said hello and greeted Jan by name. I’m starting to wonder if there is anyone in town she doesn’t know.

He joined us as we went through the house. It turned out to be fortunate that he did. He was able to point out many features about which the realtor was unaware.

Unlike the other houses, something about this house was starting to click. For one thing, it’s set back much farther on the ten acre lot. The large, navigable creek is visible from the great room, the breakfast nook, and of course from the deck around the pool that’s already in place.

I kept a close eye on Andrea as we walked around the house. She tried to act noncommittal. But I know her too well by now. She saw the potential, too. She can imagine us living here.

At the end of the tour I asked Jan, “Would you and your friends be willing to help us pick out the colors and patterns? Andrea has a lot on her plate right now and neither of us has much experience with that sort of thing. I just finished having a cabin built up on the lake. It’s all knotty pine and I still had trouble getting it finished.”

Andrea turned to look at me. I thought she was going to say something. But in that moment there was an understanding between us. We both like this one. Maybe it’s the creek in the back that sold us. It isn’t a cabin on the lake. But it is near water. And there are certainly a lot of other attractive features to recommend it.

The realtor cleared his throat and looked uncomfortable for a moment. He said, “May I speak to you outside, Mr. Steadman?”

I went out onto the deck with him. He closed the door and turned to look at me. He looked very uncomfortable still. I knew what this was about. I could have let him off the hook. But I was having too much fun watching him suffer.

He cleared his throat again and said, “This is the largest home on the largest lot in the subdivision. There are a lot of special features going into this one. And, of course, because it’s on the river the developers are charging a premium price for this property.”

I replied, “It isn’t a river. It’s a creek. It’s a relatively large creek. But nevertheless, it’s only a creek.”

It looked like he was going to break out in a sweat at any moment. I finally smiled and said, “I’m screwing with you, Mr. Crane. I expected that you would charge far too much for this home. How much is far too much?”

He cleared his throat again and answered, “Three point seven.”

That’s nearly twice what I expected. I’ve been thinking more in the neighborhood of two point three or four.

He saw the skepticism on my face and said, “This house is huge. It’s nearly eighteen thousand square feet. The interior has been designed by one of the most talented men in the business. Those men working in there are not carpenters. They’re craftsmen, artists at what they do. This home was going to be the showpiece for this entire area. This was to be the pièce de résistance for phase one of Riverside Estates. The developers didn’t expect this home to sell this quickly.”

I turned and looked back at the house. Through the windows I could see Andrea and Jan moving around in the kitchen and talking to a couple of the builders. I’m sorry, craftsmen.

I looked at Andrea and said to myself, “What the hell! She deserves this.”

I asked Crane if there was any wiggle room in the price. But the truth is, with the numbers he’s talking it really doesn’t matter that much.

He shrugged and said, “No. Not really. But I can guarantee you carte blanche when it comes to selecting carpets, tile, appliances and everything.”

I sighed and said, “Sold.”

We shook hands and went back inside. Andrea looked up when we came back in. She took one look at our faces and clamped her hand over her mouth to keep from screaming in excitement. Jan looked nearly as excited.

We walked back to the office and I signed some papers. I put Andrea’s name on the paperwork with my last name since we’ll soon be making it official. I wrote out a very large check for a deposit. Then I called my financial manager and told him that I need him to transfer five million into my bank account.

He was silent for so long I thought he was having a heart attack. He finally said, “For a transaction that large I’m going to have to ask you to come in and sign some paperwork. May I ask what you are going to do with the money?”

“Buy candy, of course!”

I didn’t think it was any of his damned business what I was going to do with the money.

Then I said, “I’m going to marry Goldilocks and we’re buying a house. Before you panic, I’m selling my company. The deal has already been worked out. You’ll be receiving a large amount of money from me very soon. I’m pretty certain you won’t starve.”

He sighed and said, “I’ll get right on it. I don’t suppose that it’s a secret that I’ve never gotten your humor.”

I chuckled and said, “That’s why I enjoy working with you, Tom. It’s so easy to freak you out. I’ll come in tomorrow and sign whatever you need signed. How long will this take?”

He thought about it for a minute and said, “Normally it would take about three business days. It may take a little longer with this much money to move around. I’m going to have to take a close look at your distribution. No longer than five working days.”

I thanked him and hung up. Then I told Crane, “The money won’t be in the bank for three to five days. Is that a problem?”

He smiled and said, “No, sir. Not at all. I’ll hold the check until you call me. Alright?”

I thanked him and then Jan made arrangements with him to get together later to help Andrea make her selections on tile, counter tops, carpet and whatever else they’ll have to pick out. Jan wants to get her decorator involved in those decisions. Having seen what a great job he did on her house and Mo’s house I’m more than okay with that.

We walked back to Jan’s house. I walked behind them and listened to them planning our wedding. I noticed something strange as I listened. I’m not nervous. And I no longer experience those pangs of guilt at either marrying a girl so much younger than myself, or at marrying only a year after my wife passed away.

There were many times after my wife died that I didn’t think I could go on. I thought I would never be happy again. But she was a wonderful woman and I think now that she would be happy for me if she knew I found Andrea. I don’t believe in heaven or hell or life after death. But her spirit lives on in me. She’ll always be a part of me. I often find myself stopping to think before I do something, checking to make certain in my mind that she would approve. I know she’d approve of Andrea.

Jan asked me if there was anyone I want to invite to the wedding. I nodded and said, “Yes. There are a few people. Not many. But I don’t know how many will be interested in attending.”

Then I turned to Andrea and said, “I hope it doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable. But I was thinking of inviting my sisters-in-law and their families. I don’t know if they’ll want to come. But they’re the closest thing I have to family now. We’re still in touch and they’ve been bugging me to come and visit with them.”

She moved into my arms and we hugged for a moment. She said, “Of course I don’t mind. But once they meet me they may never speak to you again.”

I grinned and said, “They’ll probably wonder why I’m not adopting you instead of marrying you. But they’re nice people and I’ve gotten pretty close to them over the years. One of them flew up here after my wife died and beat some sense into me when I was moping around. I still feel like we’re related.”

She kissed me and said, “I’ll try to act old while they’re here.”

Jan asked me where they’re located. When I told her she offered to provide transportation in the company jet. When I looked at her funny she said, “It’s okay. Mo has a pretty liberal policy about the jet. As long as it isn’t being used for business it’s available to the VPs and junior VPs. I just have to clear it with Heather first. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of it as soon as you let me know they’re coming.”

I smiled at her affectionately and said, “You take care of everyone, don’t you? You’re probably the most amazing person that I’ve ever met. You and your friends and their mates are all pretty amazing. But you … there’s something very special about you.”

She blushed and said, “Apparently you’re right. It has just about reached the point that people I pass on the street stop me to tell me that very same thing. DAMN IT! I’m not special! I like people. I like doing things for them. There are a lot of people like that. But I’m getting tired of fighting the reputation.”

I shook my head and said, “There certainly are a lot of considerate and caring people in the world. Not as many as there needs to be. But there are quite a few of them. On the other hand, how many of your neighbors are on a first name basis with Mr. Crane? How many of your neighbors invite him over for lunch? How many of the other wives at J.A.M. have taken such an interest in the welfare of the poor schmucks working their butts off out in the plant?

“And Mr. Baum! That nice old guy loves Mouse. But he couldn’t stop telling me how special you are. I didn’t need to be told, though. I’ve seen you with your friends. I see how they look at you. I see the way you are when you’re with them. There is something about you that is better than everyone else … in a good way. If I wasn’t an atheist I’d accuse you of being a saint.”

She made a noise, sort of a growl. She threw her hands in the air and said, “I give up!”

Andrea laughed and quietly said, “He’s right, Jan. I’ve noticed it. Everyone loves you. It’s obvious when they look at you or talk to you. Hell! I think I love you!”

Jan reached out and took Andrea’s hand. She started pulling us down the sidewalk to her house. As we walked she said, “I’m going to give you a lot of opportunities to prove that over the next thirty years.”

Then she looked at me and said, “You, too. Now shut up. Let’s go have a drink. Spending that much money is hard work.”

Andrea looked up at me and asked, “I know it’s your money. But I’m curious. How much money did you just spend?”

I smiled sheepishly and said, “Let’s get that drink and have this conversation sitting down.”

Then what she said sank in. I came to a screeching halt and said, “Whoa! Stop right there!”

Andrea stopped and turned to face me, not sure what was wrong. Jan took another step and she, too, turned to see what was wrong. In my sternest tone I said, “I don’t want to ever hear you say something like that again! It is not my money! It’s our money and our house and our cabin and our cars and our everything. I already told you that as soon as we’re married and your name is changed you’ll be put on everything. Or, if you want we can do it today. But then you’ll have to go through all that name change crap.”

Then something occurred to me. “Were you planning to change your name? I’m sorry. I didn’t even think to ask!”

Andrea chuckled and said, “I’m sorry, Dean. But you’re going to have to give me time. I’m not accustomed to having money. And let’s be honest. I’ve contributed nothing to the coffers. This is all money that you earned and saved. This is going to be a big adjustment for me.”

Jan came up behind Andrea and put her arms around her. She said, “Don’t worry, Dean. I had almost the same adjustment to make when Brad was promoted to VP. We weren’t living in the same dire situation that Andrea was. But suddenly I felt as if everywhere we went I didn’t belong. I kept waiting for people to notice me and ask me to leave. And Gregg and Mouse had this same conversation in almost this same exact spot when they bought their house. I can promise you, though, it’s something that we adjust to rather quickly once the reality of it sinks in. After a week in your new home she’ll lose that inferiority complex that we all seem to start out with.

“You should have seen Chaz when she first joined us! She told me off for being a snotty bitch because she thought my friends and I were looking down on her, judging her because she didn’t go to college. Now she’s just as big a bitch as the rest of us!”

Andrea laughed and said, “Yeah. You’re such an evil bitch!”

We turned and continued toward Jan’s house. I learned as we walked that the same decorator is responsible for Jan’s house, Gregg and Mouse’s house, and Mo and Helen’s house. Jan offered to coordinate everything with him, invite him to join them in the office when they started selecting wallpaper and carpets and whatever else they would have to select.

We haven’t been in Gregg and Mouse’s house yet. But we like the way Jan’s house and Mo’s house are furnished and decorated. Andrea and I glanced at each other and nodded.

As soon as we stepped into Jan’s house she shut the door behind us and undressed. It’s obvious that for her being naked is the most natural thing in the world. But it doesn’t come that naturally to me. Not yet. I don’t mind that nudity is her natural state. I quite enjoy it, in fact. But seeing her and the others naked is not something that I can take in my stride yet.

Andrea, on the other hand, doesn’t seem at all reluctant. She quickly undressed along with Jan. I just watched and enjoyed the show.

When they were both undressed we went into the kitchen. Kat and Mouse were there. Helen was making a pitcher of Long Island iced tea. Dani was sitting at the large kitchen island.

Dani looked up when we came in and said, “Chaz and Midge called. They’ll be here in a couple of minutes. Carol isn’t sure if she’s coming. She sounds so depressed. She’s lost without Madison.”

Jan sighed and said, “Yeah. I miss her, too. I’m glad Carl quit and left town. He was such a … well, I’m glad he’s gone. But I miss Madison almost as much as Carol does. I hate it that she had to go to work. It was sweet of Mo to give her a job. But sometimes it seems like Carol is only half a person without Madison.”

Helen came over and started pouring the iced tea she’s so famous for. While she poured she suggested, “I have a suggestion. I think everyone knows that the job Mo gave her is just one of those make-work things. And the guys all miss her in EPOD. As I understand it, she got the house in the divorce. It’s paid for. She has her car. I’m willing to bet that we could talk the men into contributing some reasonable amount on a monthly basis to get her back into EPOD.

“If Mo and the nine VPs each chipped in a hundred dollars a week that would be a thousand. Madison could live well on that. We hardly ever wear clothes. Her only expenses would be food, taxes and utilities. And she eats half of her meals with us.

“I suppose that sounds demeaning, being paid to be in EPOD. But if we put it to her in the right way, she might go for it. I know she misses being with us as much as we miss her. I know that I could talk Mo into it.”

Jan said, “We’re in!”

I smiled and said, “I’m not officially on the payroll yet. But you can count on me. It only seems fair that I contribute since Andrea won’t be able to give as much time to EPOD as the rest of you until she graduates. I suppose I should even kick in a little extra.”

Andrea looked concerned. She asked, “I’ll still get to play won’t I?”

I laughed and nodded. Then I added, “As long as your homework is done.”

Jan laughed, too. She assured Andrea, “Don’t worry. I’ll help you with your homework until you get the hang of it.”

Andrea joked, “I’m not worried. I received an A+ on my book report in the fifth grade.”

Midge and Chaz showed up a few minutes later and once again I was the only male in a room full of beautiful, naked women. I had an erection all afternoon. The women were well aware of it and went out of their way to tease me, patting the tent in my pants or running fingertips over it lightly. Or running their fingers through my hair, kissing my neck, even reaching under my shirt and teasing my nipples.

I ignored them at first. But it was getting to the point where I was afraid I was going to really mess up my shorts if they didn’t stop. I had to ask them to please take it easy on me.

Midge came over and carefully took a seat in my lap. She sat there with her arm around my neck and said, “The poor girls are just doing their job, Dean. I’m sure that they feel bad about not being able to relieve the pressure.”

She wriggled around in my lap and said, “And it feels like there’s an awful lot of pressure. But we’ll be going out to our favorite, well, our second favorite restaurant tonight and you’re going to need your strength.”

Midge is at least ten years older than I am. But you wouldn’t know it to look at her. She has a perfect body and her skin is soft and smooth. She’s very, very sexy. If I wasn’t curious about what they have planned for tonight I would have picked her up and bent her over the table and taken her right then and there. I think that I was only able to restrain myself because Andrea and I made love before we left the cabin this morning.

We kept the noise down while Jan made a few phone calls. She called her decorator and explained that she has another job for him. Then she called someone named Ken and said, “Hi, lover! Is our room available this evening?”

She listened for a moment and said, “Great! We have a new couple joining us. They’re brand new at this. It should be pretty amusing.”

Another pause and then she said, “I was just going to call him. See you tonight.”

She called someone named Paul and invited him to join us, with his three slaves! Then she called Madison to make sure she’s coming.

With that all taken care of she turned back to me and said, “Okay, Dean. The tension has been building for long enough. We are dying to know how much your new house cost.”

Before I could speak there was a flurry of questions from the other women. They wanted to know where we were buying a home. Midge and Chaz both frowned when Jan told them we were buying a house near Helen and Mouse. They looked at each other and Chaz asked, “Do you start to get the feeling we aren’t good enough? I’m going to have to talk to Mike about selling our house and moving into the J.A.M. housing area.”

I sat there watching them tease each other good naturedly for several minutes before they all seemed to remember at the same time that I didn’t mention the price of our home yet. It’s not a question that I would have even considered answering with any other people than our new friends. Somehow the question didn’t even sound rude coming from them.

I looked at Andrea and asked, “Do you want all of these nosy broads to know how much your house cost?”

Midge tightened her grip on my throat and threatened, “You better watch yourself mister. If you aren’t careful you’ll be going home tonight with that uncomfortable bulge still bouncing around in your pants!”

I grinned and surrendered. I suddenly realized that I’m embarrassed to admit how much we’re paying for the house. I said, “Keep in mind that it’s far too large and it’s located very near the water. The house came to three point seven million.”

I heard a couple of gasps, one of them from Andrea. Then just silence for a very long moment. After a long silence, Chaz said to Midge, “Suddenly I like my house a lot more than I thought I did.”

Jan pointed out that there are half a dozen other homes in the area that are for sale for about what their home cost.

Midge chuckled and said, “I’d look into it, Jan. But then I’d have to find someone like Kat or Dani to come to live with me. Helen has been looking for someone for months! There aren’t that many beautiful, sexy housekeepers out there. It just wouldn’t work out.”

Jan suddenly remembered that Helen interviewed another woman for the job and asked, “The girl you interviewed didn’t work out?”

Helen smiled wryly and said, “No. And it’s so frustrating. Asking those young women the questions we have to ask to find out if they’re suitable reminds me of you trying to find out if a couple is suitable for EPOD.”

Midge finally climbed out of my lap. I love having a naked woman in my lap as much as the next guy. But my cock has been so hard for so long it hurts. I sighed gratefully when she got up and relieved the stress on my manhood.

Andrea saw how much distress I was in and said, “I can’t stand to see him suffer like that. Won’t anyone help that poor man out?”

I tried to say that I was just fine. But before I finished the sentence I was pulled to my feet and three women began to undress me. I’m just starting to get comfortable with them being naked. I was embarrassed all over again when I found myself naked, too.

I will admit, though, that I’m not opposed to letting one of these beautiful women do something about that painful erection I’m suffering from. Chaz, Midge, Jan and Mouse all escorted me out of the kitchen. The others all followed. This is turning out to be more of a production than I bargained for!

I thought I was being led upstairs to a bedroom. Instead, I was led out into the backyard. We walked off the deck into the grass to a large chaise lounge. Two of my female attackers picked up the cushion and dropped it onto the grass.

I was manhandled, or perhaps I should say woman handled, down onto the cushion on my back. I was surrounded by eight of the sexiest, most beautiful women in the state. They grinned down at me for a moment. Helen said, “You are about to learn that coming to work at J.A.M. is the smartest thing you’ve ever done.”

Like I didn’t already know that!

I glanced at Andrea to see how she was taking this. She seemed to be almost as amused as I was excited. I knew in an instant that she wasn’t troubled by what she was seeing. That was a concern even though she initiated this friendly rape. I relaxed then and enjoyed one of the most remarkable sexual experiences of my life. Mouse and Midge knelt on either side of me and began to tease my cock and balls with their tongues.

Jan and Chaz knelt and began to tease my nipples with their tongues. Andrea knelt by my head and leaned down to kiss me. I put my arms around her and we kissed each other passionately while first four women and then more began to tease my body with their lips and tongues.

I have never experienced anything like it. I highly recommend it!

I could no longer see what was happening and who was doing what to me. One of the women began to suck my cock expertly as others squeezed in and teased other parts of my body.

Jan pulled Andrea away from me and took her off to the side. I saw them whispering for only a moment before Dani took up where Andrea left off.

Our friendly little gang rape went on like that for several minutes before the women who were driving me crazy in the nicest way all sat up on their heels. I nearly panicked, thinking that they were going to leave me like that. But then, along with the women who have been driving me crazy, I watched as Andrea took the place of whoever had been sucking my cock. I smiled down at her and watched. But the look of pleasure on my face turned to shock as her lips started sliding down my hard shaft, all the way to the base in one smooth move! She didn’t stop until my cock was fully engulfed and as much as three inches of hard cock slid straight down her throat!

She had suddenly acquired the ability to deepthroat a cock! We all watched her for a minute before the other women leaned down and once more began to kiss me and bathe me with their tongues.

I was pretty proud of myself. I thought I lasted a long time, considering the horrible abuse to which those cruel women were subjecting me. But a long time is a relative term. Once again I doubt if I lasted five minutes from the time they stretched me out on that cushion. I don’t think I can be blamed for losing control, though. It was five minutes of pure ecstasy.

I shot my cum down Andrea’s throat, all the while moaning and groaning like a man who just lost a fight with a gorilla. The women gradually straightened up and I was able to look down and see Andrea’s smiling face. She was still kissing my cock lightly.

Between panting breaths I managed to ask, “Where the hell did you learn how to do that?!”

Andrea grinned and said, “I didn’t. I cheated. But I can’t tell you the secret or Jan said she would have to kill you.”

Everyone got up and returned to the kitchen island and the tasty iced tea. As soon as we were seated, Jan handed me a small spray bottle. It contained a throat spray that partially anesthetizes the throat and makes blowjobs much easier. The idea is that once you get comfortable doing it that way you won’t need the spray.

Andrea asked me what I thought of her new skill. I pulled her down into my lap and kissed her. Then I confessed, “To be honest, I love the way you do it normally. But from what I’ve seen and heard you may need that skill very soon, maybe even tonight.”

Jan exclaimed, “I’ll be damned! An honest man!”

Mouse blushed and said, “Gregg feels the same way. He likes it the old fashioned way.”

Helen added thoughtfully, “Makes you wonder, doesn’t it?”

Mouse, replied, “Yeah, especially after I swallowed Paul’s big cock trying to acquire that skill to please Gregg! And I didn’t have any throat spray!”

We did talk about things other than sex. Midge asked us where our cabin is located. When I described the location she exclaimed, “That’s only about fifteen minutes from The Slave Traders! That could be very convenient. Or are you planning to sell it?”

I answered, “No. We want to keep it. In fact, we were talking about hiring an architect to design an addition. There are only two bedrooms and two baths now. We thought we could invite you folks up for weekends and holidays. I don’t know if you’re familiar with the area. It’s on a very nice little lake. There isn’t much to do there. It’s very quiet and restful. But I have several canoes and kayaks and a small runabout. Once the cabin is a little larger it would be a nice place to kick back and party.”

Chaz laughed and said, “It sounds very nice. But we’re a very friendly group. Two bedrooms is one bedroom too many.”

Most of the girls found that amusing.

I asked, “What’s The Slave Traders? I’ve lived here all my life and I’ve never heard of it.”

The girls all looked at each other and grinned. But the mood changed when Mouse reminded everyone that Andrea is only seventeen.

Andrea was quick to inform them that she has a driver’s license that states her age is twenty-two.

She and Midge looked at each other. Midge looked at her skeptically and said, “That may be. But you’re only seventeen. I wasn’t thinking when I mentioned it. It’s hard not to think of you as being older than you are. You look and act so mature.”

Jan said, “Let’s see how things go tonight. I think we’ll be able to get a better idea how she’d react after dinner.”

I tried again, “What is it? I’ve never heard of it.”

Helen replied, “It’s more fun if you don’t know. It’s an amazing club we enjoy going to about once every month or two. But it’s way the hell out in the woods … not far from your cabin as it turns out. Let’s wait and see how tonight goes before we decide if we should take you. I have a feeling you’d enjoy it. You two have a good attitude about life … our kind of life. I’m so glad you’ve found your way into our strange little group. We didn’t even know you were missing! But you were and now we know it. The people who belong here with us are rare. But they always seem to fit right in once we find them.”







Chapter 36


We switched to regular iced tea when the pitcher was empty. We didn’t want to get too much of a head start on the others. Only about an hour passed before more of our group started showing up.

Brad was first. He came in, said hello, and went up to take a quick shower and change. Mo and Gregg showed up twenty minutes later, ready to go. Mike and David were next, and then Carol and her husband Jeff. Madison was with them.

We were quite a crowd. I was waiting to find out how we were going to get all these people to the restaurant when I was informed of the company policy of always using chauffeured limousines when alcohol is involved. I also learned that the company provides each of the VPs with a stretch limo and a chauffeur. I already knew that Brad and Mo were transported back and forth to work in limos. It didn’t occur to me that I would be, too. It struck me as being just a bit pretentious for a casual guy like me. But I suppose I’ll learn to cope with it.

We split up into two limos. Andrea ended up sitting between Mike and Brad. I was between Jan and Chaz. Those two women share a bond almost as close as Carol and Madison. And I soon learned that they work very well together. This strange crowd made riding in a limo a lot more fun than I expected it to be.

I watched as the two men on either side of Andrea began feeling her up, kissing and touching her. They were very smooth and they worked well together, too. Watching them it was easy to see that they were only interested in making Andrea feel good, getting her turned on. In the process they worked on her dress until it was nothing but a belt around her waist.

I watched to see her reaction to being the recipient of so much attention from two men she doesn’t really know all that well. I needn’t have worried. She gave as good as she got. Without any urging from the two men teasing her nearly naked body her hands went to the laps of the men on either side of her and clamped down eagerly on two hard cocks.

I was so fascinated by the show in progress across from me that I was neglecting my duties with the girls. Jan and Chaz each grabbed one of my hands and placed them high up on their thighs. They slid my hands up over the soft skin of their firm thighs until my fingers came to rest against their moist slits. I’m finding that I enjoy the hell out of being a sex object!

Mouse got up and dropped to her knees on the plush carpeting. She moved over between Andrea’s legs, pressed her body against Andrea’s and began to kiss her while the men played with the beautiful flesh that they’ve uncovered.

Andrea returned her kiss enthusiastically, deep, soulful kisses that were no doubt curling her toes. They kept it up until Mouse finally straightened up and gasped for air. She drew a couple of deep breaths and exclaimed, “Fuck! You really are one hot little cunt! I think I love you!”

Mouse pulled Andrea’s head down and whispered in her ear for a couple of minutes. When she released my fiancée’s head, Andrea was grinning from ear to ear. She leaned forward again and whispered something to Mouse.

They kissed again for a minute or two until Andrea lost control and began to cry out as the men drove her to an obviously very exciting orgasm with their hands. I watched her and I realized that not only am I not jealous, I’m very happy for her. And I’m very, very aroused.

She finally lifted her head back up and smiled at me. But there was a question in her smile. When she saw the expression on my face she knew it was all good. She sighed and went limp in her seat.

The men on either side of her continued to tease her exposed breasts but we arrived at the restaurant a minute or two later and they had to help her put her dress back on.

I recognized the restaurant. I’ve never eaten here. But that isn’t because I have anything against the place. This restaurant just happens to be located in a part of town that I didn’t spend a lot of time in when I lived here and I didn’t think of when planning a meal out.

Judging by the excited looks on the faces of my friends, though, I probably should have tried it before tonight.

We all gathered into a sloppy line behind Jan and followed her through the door. Jan greeted the young woman standing beside the hostess desk. The poor girl looked embarrassed and more than a little nervous when she looked up and saw our large group.

Jan reached out and took her hand. She smiled sweetly and said, “I’m sorry we make you so uncomfortable. I know you aren’t at ease with unusual people like us. And yes, we know we’re unusual. But I promise, we won’t give you any trouble and we’ll try to avoid doing anything to embarrass you.”

The young woman smiled self consciously and replied, “It’s not that. I think you people are a lot of fun. Crazy, but a lot of fun. I wish I could be like you. You really seem to enjoy yourselves. Believe it or not I honestly envy you. But I just couldn’t do the stuff you guys do. I’d be way too embarrassed.”

Jan said, “And you should be. My friends and I are all a little over the top. Not a lot of people have it in them to behave the way we do. One of these days I’ll take you out to lunch and tell you how I got to be this way. And I promise to keep my clothes on.”

The girl laughed and said, “I’d like that.”

Then she said, “Your room is ready. Is anyone else coming?”

Jan replied, “Paul and his…”

The girl blushed again and completed Jan’s sentence, ” … slaves. They’re already back there. Come on. I’ll take you back.”

We followed the girl to a private dining room. I was a little surprised when I looked around. The restaurant itself is nice enough if unremarkable. But the private dining room to which the young hostess escorted us turned out to be warm and friendly. It was very nicely furnished and decorated. Not what you’d expect at all. In my experience, most of these restaurant meeting rooms are Spartan and unappealing.

There were two couples already seated at the long table and another man standing behind them carrying on a conversation with the larger of the two men.

Andrea and I were separated from the pack and introduced to Ken, the owner of the restaurant and apparently a good friend, and Paul and his three slaves! They actually looked quite normal. I was a bit taken aback to discover that one of the slaves is a man. But I’m pretty open minded. Whatever floats their boat.

One of Paul’s slaves is a beautiful redhead named Jo. From the few clues I picked up about her from Jan when we were talking earlier I estimate that she’s two or three years older than me. She must be about forty years old. But she is just as well preserved as Midge. She looks much younger and she is very sexy. Or maybe it’s just that bright, warm, very sexy smile on her pretty face that gave the impression of youth.

Another of the things I learned about Jo is that she owns a clothing store in town called Sweet Nothings. Sweet Nothings has become the favorite place to shop for all the women in EPOD. Plans are already in the making to take Andrea there as soon as she has a few hours to spend shopping.

Paul’s other two slaves are a younger couple. They are an attractive husband and wife. In fact, the wife, Kara, is absolutely gorgeous. We didn’t have time to hear their entire story. But I heard some of it when we were introduced and I can’t wait to hear the rest of it. Kara is nearly as striking as Chaz. And I quickly learned that she is just as personable and just as full of mischief.

Her husband, Glenn, on the other hand, is a quiet little mouse of a guy. He didn’t smile or speak. I started to wonder if something was wrong with him.

We were just finishing up the introductions when two young waiters came in. They seemed to know everyone. One of them didn’t look much older than Andrea. He looked at Mouse and smiled but his face turned beet red.

Mouse went over to him and put her arms around him. She whispered something in his ear and kissed him. He stood there like a statue, apparently terrified, until she patted his stiff cock and let him go.

The two waiters started going around taking drink orders. Most of us were ordering wine. It seems that the owner, Ken, buys a special wine by the case for himself and his close friends. He won’t let anyone in this group buy wine and he won’t let us have anything but his very expensive wine. As it turned out, it’s probably the most delicious wine I ever tasted. Drinking it wasn’t a hardship.

Before the girls sat down they all undressed, completely. Andrea watched them at first. She was as surprised as me since the room we’re in is a semi-public place. But then she grinned. She was game! She began to undress, seemingly with just as much self confidence as the other eleven women in the group.

With Andrea that made an even dozen beautiful, naked women. It’s incredible that Mo is actually going to pay me to live like this!

The waiters managed to find a reason to hang around until the women were all naked. I doubt if anyone could blame them for that. After they left to get our drinks, Mo came over and put his arm around my shoulders. He invited me into a quiet corner to speak privately for a minute.

I followed him to the corner. He looked very uncomfortable when he turned to face me. I started to worry that he had changed his mind about hiring me. I would have been very disappointed at this stage.

But that wasn’t the problem. He still wants to hire me. He said, “I want to alter our agreement for your company. I hope you don’t mind.”

I was just relieved that he still wants to hire me! I don’t mind taking less money for my company. I can live quite well on what I already have.

He went on to say, “When we put together that offer I was planning to take the company public. We have some pretty big expansion plans in the works and I thought I’d need the capital.

“But the company has been family owned since its inception and I really don’t want to give that up. Would you be opposed to taking the entire sum in cash?”

I think he probably saw the relief I felt when he didn’t call the deal off. I smiled and said, “You could have made that sound a lot less like you changed your mind about offering me a job! If you did that you would have broken both our hearts.”

He laughed and said, “Sorry. I’m sure that there are tax disadvantages to altering our arrangement. I didn’t know how you’d feel about it.”

I said, “We can do it any way you like. If you’d like to issue a promissory note for some of the money that would be alright, too. I don’t need the money.”

He quickly shook his head and said, “Oh no! I have the money. Business has been so good we’re having trouble keeping up. That’s why we’re expanding. I have more cash than I know what to do with. So it’s agreed? You’ll take the entire amount in cash? You don’t mind?”

I shook my head and said, “I’ll be honest with you. When I saw your face I was afraid you changed your mind about the job offer. However you want to complete the deal is fine with me. I have to start being nice to you. We’re going to be neighbors. I just made a deal to buy the house they’re building down the street from you.”

He looked like he felt sorry for me. I asked, “What’s wrong? Did I make a mistake? I had the impression that you people love your homes.”

He sighed and said, “We do. The homes are of the highest quality. And the builder is incredibly easy to work with. I suppose for what we pay for those houses he has to be. But now you’re going to be in the same position we are. You can’t believe how hard it is to find a live-in housekeeper who has a dirty mind and a good sense of humor.”

We rejoined the party then. Normally with a group this large the service leaves something to be desired. Not for us. Not this night. And it wasn’t only our two waiters who constantly checked to make certain that we didn’t need anything. Other waiters and some of the braver waitresses came in to check on us. The bus boys cleared away empty glasses and dishes almost before we realized we were done with them. Some of the kitchen staff even came in to make certain that everyone was satisfied with their meal.

The staff was amusing. But we ignored them and laughed and joked and partied for more than two hours. I’ve never enjoyed a meal more. After the meal, several of the women cornered our two waiters in the back of the room to give them a special tip.

While they were doing that, Kara and Jan got Andrea out of her seat. They got dressed and left the room.

I thought they were going to the ladies room. I found out when they returned that they went to Ken’s office and gave him his normal gift to show our appreciation for the nice room and the great wine.

Andrea had to stop in the ladies room on the way back to get cleaned up. She was the appreciation gift.

Because coming here was Jan’s idea, Brad paid for our dinner. I offered to split it with him but he suggested instead that I pick up the check next time. Apparently the group dines here often.

Everyone got dressed. Well, the men were already dressed. The women got dressed and we went out to the limos. I thought we were going back to Jan’s house and continue the party. I was more than a little surprised when the limos came to a stop and we got out in front of a seedy looking strip club. It looked very much like the place in Burlington that held so many unpleasant memories for Andrea.

I looked around nervously for Andrea. I didn’t know how she’d react to coming to a place like this considering what she recently went through in a similar establishment.

Jan saw that I was concerned. She locked her arm in mine, leaned close and quietly said, “It’s okay. We asked her first. We come here regularly. When we told her about it and asked her how she’d feel about coming here with the group she was all for it. Knowing what she went through I made certain she wasn’t just going along. She really is okay with it.”

Andrea may have told them she’s okay with this. But I’m not totally convinced that she’s ready for something like this. I resolve to keep an eye on her. If she’s really up for this then that’s fine by me. But if she shows the slightest sign of discomfort we’ll be taking a cab back to the hotel.

I needn’t have worried. Those women were having a ball. To make certain, though, I went over to Andrea and told her that if she’d like we can catch a taxi. She doesn’t have to do everything these people do. And I made it clear that she better not be doing this for the wrong reason.

She smiled and took my hand. She squeezed it affectionately and said, “I’m fine. Put my past out of your mind. I have. I’m having a fucking ball! But thanks for worrying. I love you.”

I wanted to stay close to Andrea, just in case. But we got separated on our way through the door. As we walked through the crowded room the girls were greeted by what seemed like nearly all of the customers. It was obvious that the men know them, especially Jo, Kara and Mouse, and the ladies recognized many of the men. They stopped frequently at the tables and greeted the men with hugs and kisses while the men groped them freely.

Someone must have called ahead. A large table near the stage has been reserved for us. It isn’t quite large enough, though. The table only seats fourteen. Our numbers have swollen to twenty-one with the addition of Paul and his slaves. So, of necessity most of the women ended up sitting in someone’s lap. No one seemed to mind.

I ended up with a cute little Kat in my lap. She kept my hands busy and I got a chance to know her a little better as we watched the surprisingly lackluster dancers perform on stage. Some of the women working there came over and said hello. Kara and Jo got a lot of hugs.

Two waitresses appeared with trays of drinks for everyone but Andrea and me as soon as we sat down. The waitress took our orders, looked skeptically at Andrea for a moment. But then, without even asking to see an ID, she shrugged and went for our drinks while we turned our attention to the show. We had to. The music was so loud we couldn’t talk to anyone but the girls in our laps.

I kept an eye on Andrea for a few minutes. She was sitting in David’s lap and obviously having a great time. So I relaxed and waited to see why these people enjoy this place so much. They can’t possibly be coming here because of the quality of the stage show we’re watching!

The woman on stage finished her third number with a last few apathetic bumps and grinds and left the stage. As soon as she was gone I noticed a change in the room. The men got quiet and then a few at a time they began to get out of their seats and gather around the empty stage. There was a feeling of anticipation in the room that wasn’t there when we first sat down. I watched the stage to find out who the next dancer is going to be. I figured she must be someone special to attract this much attention.

They’re certainly special to me! Or at least one of them is. The black curtain at the back of the stage parted and three beautiful women stepped out on stage, Kara, Jo, and Andrea! I never even saw them get up and leave our table! I guess I was too busy trying to make Kat purr.

A loud cheer went up from the crowd as Jo and Kara guided Andrea to the front of the stage. Andrea was still fully dressed. Jo and Kara were already naked.

Kara picked up a microphone and waited for the guys to get quiet. She greeted them warmly and they returned her greeting. When they settled down again, Kara said, “You all remember me and Jo. This is our new friend. Her name is Andrea. She’s just twenty-two, and she has the fake ID to prove it.

Everyone laughed at that.

Kara waited for the laughter to die down and said, “Andrea just got engaged to a lucky man in the audience. This is her first time on stage and she’s a little nervous. So I want everyone to be real nice to her.”

It’s difficult to characterize the crowd’s response. There were a lot of lewd comments. But for some strange reason I could tell that those men genuinely like Kara and Jo and of course they’re happy to make Andrea’s acquaintance.

Kara put the microphone down. Instead of the blaring dance music that has been playing since we came in the sounds of soft jazz filled the room at a bearable level. Jo and Kara turned to Andrea and pressed up against her from both the front and back. They began to kiss her and caress her sensually through her clothing.

While I stared at the sexy show they were putting on, Mouse came up behind me and said, “You’re going to love this, though probably not as much as Andrea will. They did the same thing to me the first time I came here. It’s really hot. The owner is recording it. You’ll get the DVD later.”

Mouse returned to her seat and I devoted my full attention to the show. Well, my hands were still busy exploring Kat’s body. But she and I were both staring at Andrea’s stage debut. I got the impression that Kat was as excited as me, and I can’t deny that I’m pretty damn excited by what I’m seeing. I was surprised to realize that all those men who were gathered around the stage added immeasurably to the eroticism of the sex show we were watching.

I leaned closer and whispered in her ear, “Have you done that?”

She grinned and nodded.

I asked, “Did you enjoy it?”

She leaned back and put her lips near my ear. She said, “It’s one of the hottest things I’ve ever done in my life. I was a changed woman when I left here after my turn on that stage; changed in a good way. But it isn’t just the stage show. This is hot. But there’s more. Keep watching.”

I needed no encouragement. I watched as Kara and Jo began to slowly undress Andrea. The men crowding around the stage obviously approved.

My initial concern for Andrea soon dissolved. Looking up at the excitement on her face it’s obvious that the fact that we’re in a strip club isn’t a problem for her. I remembered her saying once that when she worked in that club in Burlington she was aroused by the fantasy of dancing on stage for a bunch of horny men. Now she’s getting her chance … sort of. They aren’t doing much dancing.

Kara and Jo drew it out as long as they could but Andrea wasn’t wearing much. It didn’t take long to undress her. They kissed her and caressed her while she stood between them only a foot from the edge of the stage and the men pressed up against it, watching every move they made.

Kara broke away from the affectionate threesome and spread a blanket out on the edge of the stage. She smoothed it out and stretched out on her back. She was so close to the men pressing against the edge of the stage that she must have been able to feel their hot breath on her naked body. She reached up and grasped Andrea’s hand. She pulled Andrea down to the floor beside her. They kissed for only a few more minutes before Jo whispered something to them and they moved into a sixty-nine. Andrea was on top.

Jo waited until they were comfortable and knelt between Andrea’s legs. As soon as the two women started eating each other’s pussies, Jo leaned down and spread the cheeks of Andrea’s ass.

She leaned down and started to tongue that sweet ass and that seemed to be what the men were waiting for. As soon as the three women were fully engaged the men began to reach in and fondle them.

When the men first started to feel the women up I was annoyed. But I quickly realized that Kara and Jo expected this to happen. It’s part of the show. The women are lying on the edge of the stage for that very reason. They want the men to be a part of the show. And then I understood why. It added immensely to the eroticism of the show.

I watched Andrea up there, eating a beautiful pussy and having her pussy and ass eaten out. And through it all there were more male hands than I could count groping her freely. I’m so fucking proud, and I’m so glad that later tonight I’ll be the lucky man taking that beautiful young woman home. I’m also pleased that there’s going to be a video record of this. It’s an incredibly erotic scene. I know she’s going to want to watch this and relive it.

I briefly worried about what would happen if a vice cop should wander in. But I reminded myself that these women apparently put these shows on all the time. I suppose the owner of the club must have some sort of arrangement with someone.

It startled me when Kat tensed up and cried out in pleasure. I’ve been fingering her while watching the show. But my attention was diverted. I can’t actually say that I was no longer aware that my finger was invading the pussy of a beautiful woman I only just recent met and whom I hardly know. But most of my attention has been focused on the three women on stage. I have to confess that I was so distracted by the stage show that I wasn’t even aware that Kat was nearing orgasm until she had one!

The incredibly sexy show lasted for a very long time. Kara and Andrea both had several violent orgasms before they traded places. Andrea ended up on the bottom of another sixty-nine, with Jo this time. Kara knelt between Jo’s legs and ate her ass while the men’s hands resumed their exploration.

The women enjoyed more loud, violent orgasms than I could count before they finally couldn’t take it any longer. They rolled apart and lay side by side for a minute or two, gasping for breath and smiling like crazy. Finally they struggled to their feet and stood on trembling legs to take a bow.

When the thunderous applause and the loud cheering died down a little, Kara picked up the microphone and announced, “Thank you, gentlemen. Now, if you will all return to your seats and be a little patient we’ll be around to visit with each and every one of you.”

Kat explained that now they were going to go around to every table and say hello to the men. They’ll flirt a little, get felt up some more and collect their tips to be split among the dancers.

While she was explaining that, two older men who look like thugs came over and after whispering in her ear for a few seconds they took Mouse away. Kat waited until they were out of range and told me that those men are the vice cops who work here in the evening and keep the place from being raided. They’ve worked out a deal in which they get to fuck the girls as partial payment. They usually fuck Kara. But apparently they can’t wait that long tonight. It was a very exciting show.

It’s still an exciting show!

I watched as Kara and Jo came out of the back. All three women were still buck-ass naked. They were leading Andrea on a leash attached to a dog collar around her neck! They went to every table in the club and the men all took advantage of the opportunity to feel them up freely. I looked around and realized that this was going to take a while. Every table was occupied and there were four men seated at nearly all of them.

Considering the quality of the dancing I’ve seen tonight it’s hard to understand why this place is so popular. I can’t help but wonder if the men come here in the hopes of being here on a night when the girls from our crowd drop by to perform.

The girls went around to each of the men at every table and they took a moment to speak with each man. Sometimes one or two of them got pulled into a lap for a few moments. Some of the braver men got kisses as well as a handful of hot young female flesh.

You got the impression from watching them that Kara and Jo really enjoy the men’s attention and soon it was obvious that Andrea was having fun, too.

There are probably close to fifty tables in the club. They’re almost all full. And the girls didn’t seem to be in a hurry. I can see that this is going to take a while. I might not have minded if the quality of the dancers on stage wasn’t so pathetic or if I had a better view of what was happening to Andrea. It might have helped, too, if the music hadn’t been turned back up. We could no longer carry on a conversation.

But I can’t complain too much. The woman on stage may not be the best dancer in the world. But she’s reasonably attractive and she’s rapidly becoming naked. I can’t complain about her lethargic dancing too much inasmuch as, like most men, I’m very fond of the sight of a naked woman. And of course I still have a sexy Kat in my lap. She remains an interesting pastime.

Jo came back to the table three or four times and deposited a double handful of cash on the table in front of me. Kat started straightening it out and separating it by denomination. I was surprised at the number of twenties in the pile. Several times she showed me a bill that was soaking wet. She sniffed it and smiled. I didn’t have to sniff it to realize where it had been.

It took the girls more than an hour to visit every table. While they were visiting tables, one of the dancers brought out a small stack of neatly folded clothing. She placed it on the table and said hello to Paul and Glenn and a few of the other men. Then she went around and spoke to a few of the women that she has apparently come to know intimately.

She stopped by my chair and said, “You’re a very lucky man. Your fiancée is really hot. But if she’s twenty-two so am I.”

I just grinned and said, “That’s what it says on her driver’s license.”

She laughed and said, “Then it must be true!”

After the girls made their circuit of the room they disappeared. Kat explained that they were in the owner’s office. Dave, the owner, always fucks the new girls.

These attractive, sophisticated people that are now my good friends really know how to plumb the depths!

Kat finished counting and announced, “Holy shit! Twenty-two hundred dollars! And Jo still has some of the cash in her hands!”

Mouse returned in time to hear the total and she wasn’t happy. She exclaimed, “Fuck me! That’s more than seven hundred dollars more than I made my first time! Now I’m pissed!”

Everyone laughed. Kara said, “Don’t feel bad, Mouse. She beat my record, too. And she seems like such a nice girl!”

They finally returned from the owner’s office and sat naked in the laps they left so long ago. Jo handed Kat another two hundred and twenty dollars and Kat announced the total. She gave the money to the dancer who seems to be such a good friend of theirs.

The dancer thanked them and took it away to be divided up among the girls that work in the club.

I glanced over at Andrea. She looks exhausted. But she looks very, very happy. I was both pleased and relieved to see that she’s still having a ball. She grinned at me and mouthed, “I love you.”

I winked at her. But the next dancer was just coming on stage and the loud music started again. No more talking.

We finished our drinks and prepared to leave. We had to wait for our three performers to put their clothing on. We said goodnight to Paul and his three slaves in the parking lot but after a little discussion they were talked into following us back to Jan and Brad’s house.

We climbed back into the limos for the ride back to Brad and Jan’s house. I checked my watch and was surprised to see that it’s only about ten-thirty! It seems much later. It’s been another eventful day and I’m feeling a little tired. But I’m having a lot of fun and I’m not ready for the evening to end. And after watching those three women on stage I’m so horny I can’t stand it!

Between the sexy show I just watched and having my fingers all over Kat for the last two hours, I’m primed and ready to explode.

Judging by the behavior of the men around me in the limo, I’m not the only horny man in the car. Before our car even left the parking lot most of the women’s breasts were exposed and their skirts pulled up to their waist. But all that sexy female flesh that had been revealed was quickly covered by large, male hands. Everyone was groping each other and kissing passionately. And not one of us had our own spouse in our laps. My fiancée had been escorted to the other limo for the return trip. I don’t know who among my new friends might be groping her. But I have no doubt she’s in someone’s lap.

I somehow ended up with Chaz. It isn’t so much that we chose each other. It just kind of worked out that way. She sat in my lap and threw her arms around my neck. She whispered, “I’m so fucking horny! I love these fucking shows!”

We started kissing and groping before the driver even started the car. As he pulled out of the lot I whispered, “Do you have any idea how beautiful you are?! I can’t stop looking at you. You should be in Playboy.”

She laughed quietly and said, “I get that a lot. It certainly is good for my ego. But it’s just makeup. Every one of these women is as good looking as I am. But it isn’t the way they look on the outside that’s so exciting. These women are all beautiful on the inside. They’re fun and funny and sexy and loving. I truly love all of these people. I’ve never been so happy in my life. I can’t imagine any other life. I feel sorry for all the people in the world who aren’t a part of our group.”

I nodded. I was in complete agreement. These people are special. I feel honored to be among them.

Chaz hugged me then and pressed her lips to mine. She stopped long enough to whisper in my ear, “I’m so glad that you and Andrea are going to join us. I was worried at first when I found out how young Andrea is. But obviously I needn’t have been. You two belong here. You belong with us. You’re like us.”

We began to kiss passionately again. But before she drove me completely out of my mind I had time to feel honored that she feels that way about us. There was just a hint of teenage male fantasy in play here. Imagine you’re a teenage boy admiring the centerfold of a Playboy magazine. Suddenly she comes to life and throws herself at you. That’s almost what’s happening to me!

It seemed like only seconds passed before the car stopped and everyone got out at Brad and Jan’s party house. Before he let his driver go, Mo did an inventory of the others in the group. He assured himself that everyone was sober enough to drive before he dismissed his driver.

It wasn’t until that moment that I realized that everyone is, indeed, sober. We’re having the most fun I can ever remember having. We’ve all had a few drinks over the course of the evening. But no one has drunk a lot and we’re all sober now. That’s remarkable considering the kind of evening we just enjoyed and the size of our group.

We all went inside and this time it wasn’t just the women who undressed. Everyone took their clothes off. We went through the house and out into the backyard. A few people dove into the pool. Most of us started to separate into couples or threesomes and move toward lounge chairs.

I stood watching in amazement for a few minutes. Chaz came up behind me and put her arms around me. She kissed my shoulders and asked, “Wanna play?”

I most certainly did!

I turned to face her. When she looked down and saw how hard my cock is she smiled and said, “I’m going to take that as a yes.”

She glanced into the pool and called out, “Kara, would you mind giving me a hand here? Let’s see if we can kill him.”

Kara laughed and started climbing out of the pool to join us.

Andrea called out, “You can play with him all you want. But I want him able to walk when we leave here tonight. I don’t like to drive at night.”

She was on a nearby cushion with Paul. When I saw the size of the cock with which he was about to penetrate her I suddenly felt inadequate. It’s about eight inches long. A good size but not all that remarkable. But it’s easily the fattest cock I’ve ever seen. It isn’t me that has to worry about being able to walk when we leave here!

Chaz laughed when she saw the expression on my face. She said, “Don’t feel bad. I’m not going to lie and tell you that a fat cock like that doesn’t feel good now and then. But a girl wouldn’t want it for a steady diet. Yours is much nicer.”

I’m pretty sure she was just trying to make me feel a little less inadequate. But I was willing to grasp at straws. So I tried to make myself believe her.

I let Kara and Chaz lead me to an unoccupied area in the grass. All the cushions were in use. She passed by a table with a stack of beach towels and grabbed one. We spread the large towel out in the grass and sank down in an exciting tangle of arms and legs.

Two of the most beautiful women in the world began to work on my cock and balls with their lips and tongues. I tried to make them stop. I’ve enjoyed so much nearly constant sexual stimulation this evening that I knew I wasn’t going to last very long.

Kara lifted her head and said, “It’s okay. This is just the appetizer. The main course is coming right up.”

I fought it. I honestly tried to make this wonderful moment last. But they were much too talented. I felt Chaz take my cock into her mouth and slide her lips down all the way to the base.

Kara was taking my balls into her mouth one at a time and teasing them with her tongue. And one of them was teasing my anus with a fingertip. It was a conspiracy and I knew it. But I was unable to resist.

I tensed up and filled Chaz’s mouth with cum. There must have been a lot of it. My cock has been hard most of the afternoon and evening. This has probably been one of the most intensely sexual days of my life. I’ve been constantly surrounded by and continuously teased by all these beautiful naked women.

After my orgasm subsided and I slowly relaxed back onto the towel, Chaz held my still hard cock in her mouth and Kara continued to tease my balls with her tongue. Thanks to their talented touch my cock never lost its erection.

The girls straightened up and I looked down in time to watch Chaz straddle me. With a little help from Kara she slowly worked her pussy down over my hard cock. Her mouth felt wonderful when it was wrapped around my cock. But her hot, wet, very tight pussy felt even better.

She began to slowly move up and down on my shaft while Kara came around and straddled my head. She lowered her pussy down over my lips and I ate her enthusiastically while she and Chaz kissed and fondled each other.

What we were doing was very exciting. But for some reason it really turned me on to know that not long ago the love of my life had her lips plastered against this very same pussy while god only knows how many men groped their bodies and a hundred other strange men watched lustfully.

I was able to last much longer, thanks to the wonderful blowjob I just received. I obviously wasn’t the only person in our little grouping who was turned on. Chaz came almost as soon as she started to grind her hot pussy against me. She kept fucking me, though. She came twice more before she finally had to stop.

She rested with her pussy clamped down on my still hard cock for a few moments before she slowly lifted herself up and off of my cock. She sighed loudly and muttered, “I have to rest!”

She moved to the side, sat in the grass beside us and watched, reaching out and lightly touching us as I continued to eat Kara’s juicy pussy.

I finally couldn’t take it any longer. I lifted Kara off of my face and put her down on her back on the towel. I moved up over her sexy body and Chaz guided my cock into her opening.

I started fucking Kara violently and she was just as ready for it as I was. Chaz caught her breath and stretched out beside us. The three of us kissed lovingly while Chaz reached down between us and teased Kara’s clit.

Kara enjoyed so many orgasms on stage this evening that I couldn’t have counted them. And I just gave her several more while she was sitting on my face. But she went crazy now with my hard cock pounding into her and Chaz’s fingers teasing her clit and both of us kissing her passionately.

She wrapped her arms around me, pulled the weight of my body down on top of her and her fingernails dug into my flesh as we both experienced one last violent orgasm.

When I started to regain my senses I became aware that there were half a dozen people standing or sitting nearby watching us. I should have been embarrassed. At any other time in my life prior to this I would have been crippled with embarrassment upon discovering that people were watching me have sex. But I wasn’t. Not now. Not with these people.

I rolled off of Kara and both of us lay there panting. I suddenly remembered Andrea and glanced over to where I last saw her with Paul.

She was now on top, sitting up, riding up and down on that large cock. Her perfect tits were bouncing violently and she was eagerly sucking on Mike’s cock.

What an evening!

I thought I was finished for the night. But as I watched Andrea going cock crazy with Paul and Mike I felt my own cock getting hard again. I wasn’t the only one who noticed. I felt a warm, wet mouth close over my very messy cock and looked down in shock.

Dani lifted her head and smiled sweetly. She said, “Cleaning up around here is my job. Now go back to watching your sexy fiancée. I’ll try not to bother you.”

Yeah. I’d sure hate to be bothered.

I turned my attention back to the two men driving my future wife crazy and let Jan’s housekeeper do her job. While Dani was sucking enthusiastically on my cock, Gregg got into position behind her and started to fuck her from behind.

I have to assume she enjoyed it, based upon the sexy moans that began to escape around my hard cock. The vibrations caused when she moaned like that added immeasurably to an already exciting experience.

A few minutes ago I would have bet that I didn’t have another erection left in me. And I certainly thought I was incapable of another orgasm. But I soon discovered that with the proper motivation I’m much more resilient than I ever could have guessed.

I watched that other threesome until Andrea screamed loudly and shivered like a dog that’s been beat too much as she experienced a huge orgasm. I couldn’t believe how happy I was for her. She must have climaxed dozens of times this evening. I lost count when I was watching her up on that stage with Kara and Jo. We’re both going to remember this day for a very long time.

Paul and Mike came at almost the same time, driven over the edge, no doubt, by Andrea’s reaction to what they were doing to her.

After watching all three of them cum and then collapse together and hold and kiss each other affectionately I lay back down on my back and closed my eyes. I don’t think another minute passed before I ejaculated into Dani’s warm, sucking mouth.

She moaned as she swallowed my cum. She gulped it down enthusiastically and then rested her head on my belly. She still held my shrinking cock in her mouth. But now she devoted her attention to Gregg’s cock pounding away at her pulsing vagina.

I squirmed around until I could reach her pussy. I reached under her and teased her clit while Gregg fucked her. Helen came closer. She smiled down at us for a moment before kneeling beside Gregg. She ran her hand down his back, caressed his ass for a moment, and then she reached between his thighs and began teasing his balls.

With a little help from Helen and me, Dani and Gregg reached orgasm at almost the same time. She gasped and moaned in pleasure as he pulled his cock from her. She slowly removed her mouth from my soft cock. She sighed loudly and said, “I may have mentioned this before, but god I love working here!”

At some point during all this, Jan had come over to watch us. She was standing nearby when Dani spoke. She leaned down, lifted Dani’s chin with her fingertips and kissed her affectionately. Then she said, “And we love having you. Can I get you anything? Do you want a drink?”

Dani smiled at her and said, “No thanks. Not right now. I feel like I’m wrapped in cotton. It feels nice. I don’t even want to move.”

She stretched out beside me and I held her in my arms while we both recuperated. Mo and Brad pulled two large tables together on the patio. As they recovered from the orgy everyone began to gradually get to their feet and gravitate over there and take seats.

I quietly said to Dani, “This has been one of the most exciting nights of my life.”

She giggled softly and said, “Hold on tight, because it just keeps getting better.”

We finally managed to get to our feet and hobble over to the table to join the others. Andrea was sitting in Mo’s lap, smiling like a Cheshire cat. Her head was resting on his shoulder. She saw me approaching the table with Dani and asked, “Do you remember what you said about making it up to me, making me forget about the life I’ve lived? Tonight did it. It doesn’t get any better than this! Fuck me! This has been … I don’t even know how to put it into words!”

Jan smiled at her and said, “You don’t have to. We’ve all experienced it. I’m so glad you had fun tonight. We were worried about you. I can see that we don’t have to. We’ve decided to tolerate you and Dean. Well, we like you. You’re pretty nice. We’re going to tolerate Dean. I’m certain that we could have found a nicer couple. But it’s such a hassle doing all those interviews.”

Andrea stuck her tongue out at her. But then she exclaimed, “Damn it! I’m gonna start crying again! Shit!”

Helen reached for a box of tissue on the small table behind her and handed them to Andrea. She said, “Don’t be embarrassed. We all know what it’s like to find happiness, the kind of happiness that this strange extended family provides. We haven’t lived a life as traumatic or deprived as yours. But most of us came to this happy family after struggling with poverty and sadness. My first husband was in the Army. He was killed in a senseless war. I was certain that I’d never be happy again. And then I met that horrible bitch, Jan. She sucked me into their den of depravity. Now look at me! I’m almost as big a cunt as she is!”

Everyone laughed at that. We all know how close those two women are. Even Andrea and I realize it. And we just met them.

Helen continued, “We all have our stories. Mouse was a real basket case before she came to us. Chaz may be the most beautiful woman in New England but she had a huge inferiority complex. Carol and Madison are a circus act. I won’t go into their history. It’s too embarrassing. But in a very short time that slut Jan sucked us all into this horrible lifestyle.

“She wasn’t the first in our group. Midge, Carol and Madison were all in EPOD before Jan came along. But she changed it. She made it even more exciting than it already was. She made it into what it is now. Somehow she changed the way we feel about ourselves and about each other. If you look around at the faces of your new best friends you’ll see so much love, so much happiness. Jan made that happen.

“Life in our little group isn’t perfect. Not yet anyway. We just need to find the right men for Kat, Dani and now Madison. If we can accomplish that we will have achieved nirvana.”

Madison said, “Let’s hold off on finding a man for Madison for a while if you don’t mind. My divorce isn’t even final yet. I’ve just gotten my freedom. And I’m not worried about ever having to go to bed horny. Not with all these dirty old men around.”

Kat was less inclined to leave things the way they are. “We can look for a man for me! I’m having a ball. But I look at you people and I think how wonderful it would be to be in love the way you are. I’ve never been in a relationship like you have with each other. Not where there was total love and total trust. I love you all. But I envy you so much.”

Mouse reached out and held hands with Kat. She smiled and said, “It’s going to be hard to find a man who’s good enough for you. You’re pretty much perfect. But I know we can do it. If no one else can, I’m sure Jan will be able to. Jan works miracles you know.”

Kat smiled and said, “Yes. I know. Am I the only one who thinks she should run for president?”

Jan laughed and said, “Just imagine that! I’m up on stage in a presidential debate and the moderator asks me about the shows I enjoy putting on in a sleazy strip club or the evenings spent at The Slave Traders.”

Kara laughed and said, “Better than that! Imagine going to the club and hearing Hail to the Chief when you walk out on stage naked with a couple of your close friends and put on a show!”

Jeff, who has been nearly as quiet as Glenn all evening, chuckled and said, “Better you than Hillary.”

Kat’s face suddenly dropped and she looked like she was in a lot of distress. Jan asked, “What’s wrong?”

Kat replied, “What if I find a man and get married and he wants me to quit my job?!”

Jan smiled and said, “I’d hate that. But you’ll still be our friend and you’ll always be welcome in my home.”

Mouse smiled and added, “You’re one of us now, Kat. We’ll let you fall in love and marry. But you can never escape from our clutches.”

She looked pretty happy to hear she was trapped. I didn’t say anything. But I thought it unlikely that any potential suitors for Kat would be inclined to let her remain a part of group like this one. Most men just aren’t wired that way.

It was after midnight and except for me the men all have to go to work in the morning. Everyone started to get up, get dressed and say their goodbyes. Brad and Jan insisted that we spend the night with them. We couldn’t refuse. Just like everyone else we have come to understand that you can’t say no to Jan.







Chapter 37


The next morning started off slow. We enjoyed a leisurely breakfast. I’m quickly coming to appreciate the benefits of having a live-in housekeeper and cook. But I can’t even imagine how difficult it must be to find someone who’ll be comfortable working under the conditions presented by our new lifestyle; this almost polygamous extended family life we are so eagerly embracing.

After breakfast, Andrea was scheduled for testing at the college. Before she left I received a call from Heather asking me if I’d mind coming in and picking up the paperwork on the sale of my company to J.A.M. so that I can have my attorneys look it over.

My response was, “I’ll come in and take a look at the documents. But I trust you people. I trust Mo. I see no reason to draw this out and involve teams of attorneys. When you’re ready to complete the deal let me know. I’ll be happy to sign.”

Heather was quiet for a moment. Then she said, “That’s so refreshing. I’m touched. Mo is ready to complete the deal whenever you are. Let me know when you want to do this and I’ll set it up.”

I said, “I’m free this morning. Andrea is going to be in town getting tested to find out how soft her brain is.”

I got an elbow in the ribs for that remark.

Heather asked me to hold on for a moment. She came back on a few seconds later and asked, “Is ten o’clock alright with you?”

“That’s fine. I’ll come in around nine-thirty and take a quick look at the documents. I’ll make sure you spelled my name right. But as I said, I trust you people and I’m not worried about the content of the agreement.”

Andrea got ready and went in to take the tests the school required of her before they would allow her to matriculate. We agreed to meet for lunch if she’s free by then. She’s going to call me and let me know.

I got dressed and Jan loaned me her car to drive in to J.A.M. at nine-thirty. Heather put me in the office that’s going to be mine when I start work. I sat at the desk with a three inch thick folder.

Most of it was legal and technical jargon. I was reserving nothing of the assets for myself. I checked to make certain that Lori was going to remain in charge at the plant. As it turns out, not only is she named manager but her pay will be doubled and she’ll receive annual bonuses! She’s worth every penny of it.

The engineer responsible for the patents that J.A.M. is interested in is being reimbursed as we agreed. I double checked to see that they had removed the stock option from the deal. It was all right there in black and white. All the provisions we discussed. Paper clipped to the cover of the folder was a check for one hundred million dollars.

I never need to work again. And yet I’m eagerly looking forward to working here with these people.

I took the folder back up the corridor to Heather’s office and handed it to her. She smiled and said, “That didn’t take long.”

I shrugged and said, “I just wanted to make sure that my people were taken care of. But as I said, I trust you.”

She stood up and picked up the folder. She looked me in the eye and said, “Good. Because you can. Mo is ready if you are.”

I nodded and we went to a nearby conference room. Mo was inside along with a dyspeptic looking lone attorney who probably drew up the contract. I was struck by how strange it is that there’s only one attorney in the room for a deal this large and complex. I like what that says about Mo.

Lori and the engineer who is about to receive a large check for his work on the processes that resulted in the patents were also there. All of the Senior and Junior VPs were there, too.

Everyone stood up when we entered. Lori rushed over and hugged me. She put her hands on my cheeks and said, “All these people are wonderful. But I’m going to miss you, Dean.”

Neil came over and shook my hand. He said, “I can’t thank you enough, Dean. When Heather called me this morning and gave me the news … I still don’t know what to say. You’re a decent man. Thank you.”

I slapped him on the shoulder and said, “If you start crying the deal is off!”

He grinned and replied, “The tears are going to come when I get home and tell my wife what you’ve done.”

The three Senior VPs that I was meeting for the first time all welcomed me to the company and shook my hand. The other two nodded and smiled. Gregg took Neil aside and they talked engineering stuff like a couple of super geeks for a while. It looks like they’ve already established a good working relationship.

The attorney asked me if I read the contract. I told him that I looked it over and I was satisfied.

He seemed a little put out that I’m not having a team of my own attorneys look it over. He actually seems reluctant to let me sign the deal. I chuckled and said, “Mo, there’s something wrong when I trust you more than your own attorney does.”

Mo laughed and said, “He can’t help it. He’s an attorney. They don’t trust anyone. They’re missing that gene.”

The attorney was not amused. I half expected him to pull a handful of antacids out of his pocket and gobble them down. I couldn’t help wondering if he wears that same sour expression when he isn’t at work.

We sat down and the attorney went through the agreement pointing out all the places that required our signatures or initials. There were a hell of a lot of them. When we finally finished he handed the check to Mo. Mo signed it and handed it to me. I thanked him and said, “It doesn’t look like I’ll need two weeks. I bought a house. I have a decorator. I hear he does pretty good work. I may need a day to get Andrea enrolled. But except for that I’m ready. When do you want me to start?”

He told me to come in Monday. Then he asked Heather to escort me to personnel to sign my employment papers and get an ID. It’s official. I’m no longer self employed. As I was leaving, Mo called after me, “Dinner at my place tonight.”

I nodded and went off with Heather to sign my name a few dozen more times. She left me with a woman in personnel and I thanked her for her help. She shook my hand and said, “Welcome to the company. You’re going to love working here. We all do.”

I smiled and said, “I know. I already feel like some of these people are the best friends I’ve ever had.”

She nodded and said, “Some of them are. See you Monday.”

It felt kind of strange to be signing all those employment papers when I have that huge check in my pocket. But I went through everything with the extremely thorough young woman who was very helpful except that she absolutely refused to let me turn down the company car.

I posed for a picture for my ID card and that concluded our business. She graciously offered to escort me to the front door because I was all turned around and didn’t know the way out.

I drove straight to my financial manager’s office. He was in the reception area talking to his receptionist when I entered. Actually I’m being generous. It sounded very much like he was flirting with her. He looked up and said, “I don’t have your check yet, Mr. Steadman. To be honest I’m still reviewing your accounts. This isn’t like a bank account where you can just withdraw funds. Certainly not in amounts that large. I’m trying to find the most economical way of doing this.”

I wasn’t impressed with his handling of the matter. I was tempted to take my money elsewhere. But I decided that would be too much of a hassle. So instead I said, “Never mind. Just leave everything the way it is.”

I turned to leave but before I could he asked, “What about the deposit you were going to make?”

I held the check I just received up so that he could see it and replied, “Never mind that, too. I’ll find somewhere else to invest a hundred million dollars. I’m not impressed with the way you’ve responded to my needs.”

I felt an enormous amount of satisfaction from the look on his face as I turned and left.

I went to my bank and discovered just how difficult it is to deposit a check for one hundred million dollars. You’d be surprised. It would have been easier to deposit a bag full of pennies.

I ended up leaving there nearly as dissatisfied as I was when I left my financial manager’s office. They promised to call me when the funds are available. I notified them that I was staying at a local hotel until our new house is ready and then I went out to the car. I took out my phone to call the agent at Riverside Estates to tell him what the banker told me. I had a couple of missed calls. I’d forgotten that I turned the ringer off when I was reviewing and signing the contract.

I checked my messages. Andrea called to tell me that she won’t be able to make lunch. They came up with more tests they want her to take.

Instead of calling I drove to the office at the subdivision and explained that the check to cover my down payment has been deposited but that he’ll have to wait until it clears.

He didn’t seem concerned. He informed me that work on the house should be completed in three weeks if not sooner. I thanked him and drove to Jan’s house.

I rang the bell. Dani let me in and said, “Andrea isn’t back yet. The usual suspects are out back.”

I wasn’t surprised to see Dani naked. I was more surprised that after just a short time with these people I took it in stride. That isn’t to say that I was blasé about it. She has a very sexy body and my body likes her body, a lot. But I’m no longer embarrassed by all the naked females I run into here.

On my way through the house to the patio I ran into Mr. Grant, one of the Senior VPs from J.A.M. He and Mouse were just coming downstairs. He smiled and said hello and goodbye.

Then Mouse, totally at ease with the fact that she’s just coming down from having sex with Mr. Grant, took my arm and smiled as we walked out to the back deck.

Jan and a woman I haven’t seen before were making love to each other on a cushion in a quiet corner near the fence. Chaz, Helen, Carol and Kat were sitting at the large table in the shade of the awning where everyone always seems to gather.

In answer to their questions I told them that I received a message from Andrea, or Andi as everyone has started to call her. She finished the tests they scheduled for her and they asked her to take a few more. She didn’t know what tests or why but judging from the tone of her voice she’s nervous about it.

While I was telling them what little I know of Andrea’s day, Jan and her guest came over to join us. I was introduced to Laura Newman. Her husband is Bryan Newman, another of the Senior VPs.

She was already dressed. She couldn’t stay. But she joined us at the table for a few minutes. She told me she was very disappointed. She has heard a lot about Andi and has been looking forward to meeting her.

I’m not sure who started calling her by a boy’s name. And I’m not sure how I feel about it. Andrea thinks it’s kind of cute. For most of her life her only nicknames were bitch or cunt. And she has never been that fond of her name. She said it sounds much too sophisticated for her; too pretentious. She likes having a nickname given to her by her friends.

I guess I’ll adjust. It would probably be easier for me if they chose something that sounded more like a girl’s name.

I told everyone that our house is scheduled to be completed in three weeks. Jan said she’ll let the decorator, Mike Morris, know. She suggested that if we were to go through the house with him and let him get a feel for our tastes in furniture he could have all the furniture on hand when the house is finished and could probably finish in a few days. He won’t have to have his people paint or wallpaper since we bought the house early enough in construction to make our choices known to the contractor.

That made sense. I also told them that I was starting work next Monday. I sighed loudly and said, “I’m almost sorry I took the job. I like being the only rooster in the henhouse.”

Mouse laughed and said, “We don’t doubt that. But if you didn’t work at J.A.M. you wouldn’t have a key to the henhouse.”

Laura left, though I got the impression that she really didn’t want to. After she went inside I asked, “She didn’t leave because of me did she?”

Jan laughed good naturedly and replied, “You aren’t that important yet!”

I laughed, taking it in the spirit it was intended. She added, “No. Laura fills her days with a couple of Boards she’s on. She has a meeting in half an hour.”

We had a late lunch of BLTs and then sat around and gossiped most of the afternoon. I asked if they objected to my presence. I could understand if they do. I don’t want to intrude and I’ve been spending a lot of time here lately.

Jan got up and sat in my lap. She put her arm around my neck and said, “My girlfriends and I love each other. But we get all of the female company we can stand. It’s nice having a man around. If you really want to see us happy, come by when the pool man is here.”

Jan is a hugger. I noticed that about her right from the beginning. Huggers usually make me uncomfortable. But not Jan. You can’t help wanting to hug her right back. She’s just so damned adorable!

I sat with the ladies and occasionally took part in their banter. But I was becoming increasingly concerned about Andrea. I didn’t understand what the additional testing was all about and I worried about her driving in city traffic, especially as it started to get into rush hour. She isn’t that comfortable behind the wheel yet and she’s still driving on a counterfeit license.

Andrea finally returned just after four. She looked exhausted. She also looked very upset.

I got up and took her in my arms. She threw her arms around me and loudly exclaimed, “SON OF A BITCH!”

I led her back to my seat and pulled her into my lap.

Helen got up and said, “There is a girl who needs a glass of my special iced tea. Don’t say a word until I get back. I want to hear what happened.”

Dani asked if she ate anything today.

She shook her head but said, “No. But I’m not hungry now. Thanks.”

Dani went to the kitchen with Helen to help out. They were back in five minutes with a large pitcher of Long Island iced tea and a tray full of glasses. Dani made a sandwich for Andi and told her she had to eat it or else.

We all had a few sips of our drinks. Then Jan exclaimed, “Come on, Andi! The suspense is killing us!”

Andi (I give up. I guess her name is Andi now) sighed. She seemed embarrassed. I got the impression that she’s uncomfortable talking about what happened to her today. After a long pause she finally said, “There were about a dozen of us being tested. I don’t know why the others were there. We never had a chance to talk. We took a battery of tests and at first I was relieved because they seemed so easy. But then I started getting nervous. They were just too easy. I started to worry that I was doing something wrong or that I was taking the wrong tests.

“They gave us six hours to take the tests. I finished in just over an hour. I held up my hand and told them I was finished. You would have thought I was tearing off my clothing and screaming obscenities from their expressions.

“The female proctor got up and came to my desk. She looked through my answer sheets for a few seconds and then took them to the front of the room. She went over them with the male proctor and he left the room. He came back a few minutes later with the answers. He went over my answers for ten or fifteen minutes and scored the tests I took. They whispered to each other for a few minutes and then I had to go to an office with the woman and take off all of my clothes. She looked in my ears. She went through my purse and searched my clothing. Then she let me dress again.

“She apologized. Then she explained that no one has ever taken the test so quickly before. And no one has ever gotten every answer correct before. She took me back to the testing room and the man talked to me in the hallway. He asked me if I would take a couple more tests.

“I asked him if I did something wrong. I was scared shitless. He finally smiled and said, ‘On the contrary! You’ve done everything right!’”

Brad, Gregg and Mo came in quietly while she was talking. They nodded to us but didn’t speak. They pulled up chairs and sat quietly to listen.

Andi continued, “We went to another office and I spent most of the next five hours taking one test after another. He was grading them as fast as I could take them. When I was finally finished he made a few phone calls from an adjoining office. While we waited for the people he called to arrive he explained that I have the highest IQ he has ever encountered. I tested at two hundred and fifteen. I don’t know anything about IQ scores or what that means. Apparently I’m smarter than I look.

“The people he called finally arrived. I don’t know who they all were. They were heads of departments and deans and counselors. I sat there while the proctor showed everyone my test results. Everyone looked stunned. It was scary as hell.

“They talked quietly for a few minutes and then the dean turned to me and said, ‘Young lady, while I would dearly love to have you in this school, allowing you to matriculate here would be doing you a terrible disservice. You belong at a technical school like M.I.T. You belong in a school that can challenge you and prepare you.’”

Her impression of the dean was pretty amusing.

“I almost screamed ‘FUCK!!’ right in his face. It sounded like he was trying to get rid of me! But I forced myself not to cry and I made myself calm down. I took a few deep breaths and explained that what I need is an education. I’m not sure they believed me when I told them I only have a fifth grade education. I told them that I just want a good liberal arts education. I want to fill in all the gaps. I don’t want to be a scientist or a doctor. I just want to know the things that everyone else knows!”

She laughed quietly and said, “I almost told them that I just want to be good at EPOD.”

We all laughed at that. With a touch of awe in her voice Chaz said, “It sounds like you already know what everybody else knows … and then some!”

Andi was starting to calm down. She hadn’t touched her sandwich. But she emptied her glass of tea and Helen refilled it. She smiled her thanks and then said, “I think they’re going to let me in. But I’m not sure. They keep going back and forth. They were still arguing among themselves when I left.”

Jan smiled and said, “Don’t worry, Andi. Dean and I will take care of it. Between the two of us we know everyone who is anyone at that school and we’ve donated enough money to them that we could have bought the damned place. You’re in, sister!”

Andi groaned and said, “God, I hope so. And anyway, they sucked out all of my brains with those tests today. I think I’m dumb now.”

Everyone sat around in shocked silence for a very long time. Gregg finally broke the silence. In a voice not much louder than a whisper he breathed, “Two fifteen! That’s higher than … everyone! I’ve never heard of anyone having an IQ that high!”

Carol said, “I heard you’re a genius, Gregg. What’s your IQ? Or is that a rude question?”

He grinned and said, “None of your damned business. But it’s one thirty-seven. That puts me in the top one percent of the world’s population. Andi is all by herself. I don’t think there’s even a classification for an IQ that high! I feel like asking for her autograph!”

Andi shot him the bird, and that seemed to remove the look of awe from people’s faces. But the silence prevailed.

Everyone remained speechless until I asked, “Do you suppose that’s why she’s such a good fuck?”

That seemed to relieve the tension. She squeezed me tight and kissed me passionately. Then she looked around and said, “Oh shit! I forgot!”

She stood up, quickly removed her clothes and sat back down in my lap.

I wrapped my arms around her again and said, “I’ve got good news, too. I’m no longer unemployed. I start working for some crabby old fart on Monday.”

Mo laughed and replied, “I’m not that old! You perverts keep me young.”

I noticed that he was looking at Helen and Jan when he said that.

I thought of something else that might cheer her up. I pulled the deposit slip out of my shirt pocket and showed her how much I deposited in our bank account.

She looked at me nervously and asked, “Are you certain the bank is solvent?”

I nodded and said, “I checked. And it won’t be there long. Once it clears I’ll get most of it invested.”

Helen nudged Jan and mouthed Madison’s name.

Jan nodded and said, “Mo, we’d like to suggest something. We haven’t discussed it with Madison yet. She might not like the idea. But we miss her and the VPs miss having her in EPOD. If we don’t do something soon we are going to have to put Carol on antidepressants. We were talking and someone suggested that if you and each of the VPs kicked in a hundred dollars a week you could pay Madison to stay home and be in EPOD. I imagine she’s worthless at work without Carol sitting beside her.”

Mo laughed and said, “Actually, she’s doing a very good job. But I miss her at our little gatherings, too. I wonder, though, how the other women will feel if one of you is getting paid.”

Jan smiled and said, “Silly man! The rest of us are getting paid, too. We take all of our husband’s money! We have nice cars to drive and nice places to live and we have an incredible set of perverted friends. We are all well compensated for the horrible things you beasts force us to do.”

The girls all laughed at that. Helen reached over, patted her hand and said, “Poor, poor, pitiful you.”

Jan indignantly responded, “Yeah! It sucks being me!”

Carol laughed and said, “No. You suck. And you’re very good at it from what I hear.”

Mo shook his head and said, “I don’t have a problem with it.”

He looked at Brad, Gregg and me. We all nodded to indicate that we were in favor of the idea.

Mo turned back to Jan and said, “Check with the other men and see if they’re okay with it. If they are I’ll leave it up to you to … wait a minute. I have a better idea. Let me check with Heather and see if there’s a way to keep her on the payroll without doing anything illegal. That way she’ll have a healthcare plan and a retirement plan. And if she ever wants to go back to work she’ll have some seniority. I don’t imagine she’ll want to be in EPOD until she’s sixty-five.”

People started heading home for dinner. We were invited to dinner at several places and I’d already accepted an invitation from Mo earlier today. But Andi was exhausted and as much as we enjoy their company, we need some alone time. We begged off and gave out rain checks. I drove us to our hotel and we ate a quiet, romantic dinner in our suite.

On Thursday I received a call from Dan at the college. He asked us to come see him in his office. We drove right over. He welcomed us warmly. I was impressed by the way he spoke to Andi. It’s obvious that he holds her in high regard. Actually, it almost seems like he’s afraid of her!

Once we were seated he asked me if Andi told me about her testing. I nodded. He said, “She’s more intelligent than anyone who has ever attended this school in the past. She has an incredible mind. The people administering the tests were so stunned they gave her three different versions of the test. They’ve never seen anything like it. They assumed she was communicating with someone with computer access somewhere.”

He turned to Andi and said, “I apologize for the search. That wasn’t authorized and I’ll testify to that if you hire an attorney.”

Andi smiled and said, “It’s okay. I don’t get that upset about taking my clothes off. I have the most fun with my clothes off!”

Dan chuckled and shook his head. He said, “We all agree that you belong at a school like M.I.T. or some other school with an excellent science curriculum. We can provide you with an exceptional education at this school. But we feel that your brain would be wasted here.”

Andi sighed and said, “I hate to disappoint all of you. But I have no desire to be a scientist or a doctor or … ANYTHING! I’m looking forward to being Mrs. Steadman. Beyond that I have no aspirations.

“If, at some time in the future I start to feel that I should be doing more with my life, those schools will still be there. I want to learn the things that the people around me, my friends know. I’m self conscious about having so little education. I want to find out what I’ve missed.”

Dan shook his head and said, “You may not have the paperwork. But you certainly have the knowledge. The only questions you didn’t get quite right were a couple of problems in the upper level testing pertaining to some esoteric math problems. It’s highly unlikely anyone at this school could have answered those questions, including the professors in the Math Department.

“That reminds me, how did you work the math problems? You didn’t work any of them on paper. Everyone wants to know how you did it.”

She shrugged and said, “I just used logic. The hard part was usually figuring out what the hell they were asking me.”

Dan shook his head again. With a rueful expression on his face he signed some papers and handed them to Andi. He handed her his card and said, “If you have any problems, any problems at all, please give me a call. It’s been years since I worked in the classroom. But I’m tempted to start teaching again just so that I can teach a class with you in it.”

Andi blushed and thanked him for his help. I shook his hand and thanked him, too. Then we drove back to the hotel. We put her papers in our suite and went for a walk around town until it was time for lunch.

We planned our route so that we would arrive at our favorite sidewalk café just before lunch. Middlebury is a nice little city, with the emphasis on little. It has grown a lot over the years. But it’s still a small city.

It’s a college town. But it’s a college town by Vermont standards. That’s a good thing. I thought it was time that Andi got to know it a little better.

We did some window shopping. As we stopped in front of stores she would look at the nice clothes or the jewelry without saying a word. After walking for a couple of blocks she turned and put her arms around me. She hugged me tight against her body and said, “This is really strange. I’ve walked down streets looking in windows for as long as I can remember. But I could never let myself buy anything. I never knew when I was going to be broke and need my last dime for food.

“I look at all those beautiful things now and it seems so strange that I can actually buy them. And it’s all thanks to you.”

I gave her a funny look and asked, “Well then, why aren’t you buying anything?”

She smiled and said, “I wouldn’t do that to you.”

Then she laughed and said, “I’ll come back later with some of the girls and buy everything!”

I kissed her and said, “You may if you wish. You may do whatever puts a smile on your beautiful face.”

We walked on toward the restaurant. We were just about there when Andi stopped suddenly and turned around. She stared at a young woman sitting on a bench for a moment. She was an attractive young woman but obviously distressed about something.

Andi gasped and exclaimed, “April?!”

The woman looked up. She saw Andi and cried out, “ANDREA! I THOUGHT YOU WERE DEAD!!”

She jumped up and the two women ran to each other and hugged frantically. They remained locked in an embrace for several minutes before Andi stepped back and said, “April, this is my fiancé, Dean. Dean, this is April. She’s the girl I lived with when I was working at the strip club.”

April blushed. I guess she would have preferred that her profession wasn’t public knowledge. Her eyes are red. She has obviously been crying recently. Andi asked her what was wrong. Before she could answer I invited her to join us for lunch.

She looked excited for a second or two. But then her face fell and she said, “No. Thank you. I have to go.”

I insisted and she finally let Andi pull her along to the café.

We took a seat in the corner. If they’re going to talk freely I thought that would give us a little extra privacy. We took our seats and I said, “Lunch is on us. Don’t hold back. Pardon my candor, but you look hungry.”

She blushed again and said, “Thanks. Times have been a little rough since the club closed.”

Then she turned to Andi and exclaimed, “What happened to you?! I thought you were dead! The cops came and shut the place down. They asked us all a bunch of questions. But you never came back. And then they started finding all of those poor dead girls in the woods. I was certain that you were one of them!”

Andi reached out and took April’s hand. She shuddered and said, “I almost was. They tried.”

Then she asked, “What have you been doing, April? What are you doing in Middlebury?”

April slumped down in her seat. It looked like she was going to start crying again. She shrugged and answered, “I’ve been looking for an honest job. Once you tell someone you were a waitress in a strip club, especially the sleazy club where we worked, they don’t want anything to do with you.”

She looked at me nervously and said, “I don’t know how much you know. But you don’t have to worry about Andrea. She was one of the nice ones. She didn’t do anything … she didn’t do anything to be ashamed of.”

I smiled and said, “I know everything. But I really don’t care what she did. She did what she had to do to stay alive. I respect her.”

April looked at me for a moment. Then she smiled wryly and asked Andi, “I don’t suppose there are any more like that one hidden around here somewhere?”

Andi smiled and said, “No. Sorry. He’s one of a kind.”

We ordered lunch and April filled us in on what she knew of the aftermath of the shootings. Then she told us how hard things are for her now. She has been looking for an honest job. But once she tells people where she worked they tell her they’ll call her if they need her.

I asked her what kind of work she’s looking for.

She sighed and said, “I’ve only ever done two things in my life. I’ve pushed drinks in that strip joint and I’ve cleaned houses for a maid service. But I tried every housekeeping business in Burlington and Middlebury. When I tell them where I worked they look at me as if to say, ‘Why are you wasting our time like this?’”

I glanced at Andi. She asked, “Would you mind?”

I smiled. Of course she didn’t need my permission. But I said, “You better let her know everything before she decides. Remember how much trouble everyone else has had trying to find someone.”

April was looking at us, trying to figure out what the hell we were talking about. Andi turned back to her and said, “We’re buying a new home and we’re looking for a live-in cook and housekeeper. It pays…”

Andi stopped when she realized that she didn’t know how much we were willing to pay. She looked at me and knowing what our friends are paying Dani and Kat I said, “Since our place is larger I suppose five thousand a month plus room and board and the use of a car is fair.”

Andi smiled at me and turned back to April. April’s head was cocked as if to look down and see who was pulling her leg. Finally she must have decided we were teasing. The tears formed in her eyes and she whispered, “That’s cruel.”

I asked, “Does that mean you aren’t interested?”

She started crying quietly. Finally she asked incredulously, “Are you really serious?”

Andi and I both nodded. Then I said, “But there are some strange circumstances that you might not feel comfortable with. Andi, please explain to your friend what our life is like.”

April asked, “Andi?”

Andi smiled and said, “My friends have started calling me that. I like it. I never liked my name. I never felt like I was an Andrea. It’s so pretentious.”

April thought about it for a few seconds, nodded and said, “Yeah. I like it, too. And I don’t care what your life is like. If you’re willing to take a chance on me I’ll do anything. I don’t want to spend the rest of my life working in strip joints and getting pawed by drunken men.”

Andi sighed and said, “Maybe you better listen to what I have to say before you decide.”

She told April about EPOD and her new friends. She explained that people in our immediate group of close friends don’t wear a lot of clothes when we’re home and we have a lot of sex without paying that much attention to who we’re with at the moment. She stressed that April won’t be required to take part in the fun and games. She can remain fully clothed at all times and she’ll never be pressured to have sex with anyone. But she will have to get accustomed to those things happening around her.

April looked very confused. I heard the bewilderment in her voice when she said, “I don’t understand. Even when you worked in that awful club you were always … you didn’t do those things. You didn’t go with men for money. You probably gave three lap dances that entire year. But only because you liked the guy. You absolutely refused to go on stage, even when they offered to double your pay. And now… ?”

Andi smiled and said, “Now no one is making me do anything I don’t want to do. And I’m not doing anything for money. I’m doing it because I love my fiancé and my friends and because we have a lot of fun.

“I almost died on the last night I worked in that club. They were going to kill me. But I escaped from them and this wonderful man saved my life. We fell in love almost instantly. My old life ended, my new life began, and I’ve never looked back.

“My life now is perfect. It’s better than perfect. I’m going to start college in the fall. I’m going to be married in a few weeks. The biggest problem in my life right now is that I need to find a housekeeper with a sense of humor and an open mind.”

April smiled and said, “I’ve been working around naked people for a couple of years now. Do you really think you and your friends can shock me?”

Andi chuckled and said, “Maybe. Probably. But if you’re willing to put up with us … the truth is, April, I’ve missed you. You and Krista were my best friends. You looked out for me. I wanted to let you know where I was but I couldn’t because … well, I just couldn’t. It would have been too dangerous. I’d really like it if you would take the job. If you think you can work for me and still be my friend, that is.”

April leaned closer and hugged Andi. Then she said, “I’d kill for that job. I’ve never made that much money in my life!”

She looked at me and said, “But you need to know that I just cook regular food. I’m a good cook. But I don’t know how to cook anything fancy. Andrea … Andi can tell you.”

Andi turned to me and said, “She’s a very good cook. Or at least she was a very good cook when we could afford to buy food. And our house was always spotless. I know you’ll like her. She’s a little bit crazy like me and she has a great sense of humor.”

I laughed and said, “Why are you telling me all this? If you want her, hire her.”

She turned back to April and said, “You’re hired! Where are you staying? Our house won’t be finished for a little more than two weeks. And then the decorator gets it. It could be another month before we move in.”

April blushed and whispered, “I’m at the homeless shelter here in Middlebury. I had to get out of Burlington. Unfortunately, I haven’t had much better luck here, as you can see.”

I asked her where her things are. She said that she has some things in a locker at the bus station. Most of her few remaining belongings are in a storage locker in Burlington. But the rent will be due at the end of the month and she’s broke.







Chapter 38


After lunch we went to the bus station and retrieved her overnight bag. We drove to our hotel and I arranged for a room for her. She was uncomfortable with the idea of accepting charity. But she was desperate and I insisted. And anyway, this way we can keep her close. I wouldn’t want to take a chance on losing her to a better job while we’re waiting for our house to be completed.

We got her settled in the hotel and I gave her a five hundred dollar retainer so that she wouldn’t be broke.

April and Andi sat together and got caught up. I called Jan and asked if I could bring a girl over to let her get an idea of what life will be like if she comes to work for us.

Jan laughed and said, “Here we go again! Sure. Bring her over. Mouse and Kat are here. She can look us over and have a nice long talk with Dani and Kat. It would be a good time to check with Crane to see if there are any problems with the things we ordered for the house. Just come on in when you get here. We’ll be out back.”

I thanked her and the three of us went back down to the car. On the way over there I explained where we were going and why.

April looked nervous. But Andi took her hand and said, “Relax. They’re good people. Strange, but good. You have no reason to be nervous. You’ve seen lots of naked women in the last few years.”

I asked April if she’d mind telling me more about her background. She doesn’t appear to be much older than Andi and that made me curious. She doesn’t strike me as the kind of woman I imagine working in a titty bar. She struck me as being very vulnerable.

She was obviously hesitant. After a long pause I said, “That’s alright. I didn’t mean to pry. If you don’t want to talk about it you don’t have to.”

She exclaimed, “Oh no! You have every right to know my background. I was just trying to decide where to start and what you might want to know.”

I told her, “You already have the job. You don’t have to tell me squat if you don’t want to. Andi hired you, not me.”

She ignored me and said, “I graduated from high school three years ago. I was raised by my mother. My dad died when I was young. I come from a small town up by the Canadian border. My mother died of cancer just months after I graduated. I saved up my money and traveled to Burlington when I saw an ad in the paper for a modeling agency. For years my friends have told me I should try to be a model. I guess it went to my head.

“I managed to get a couple of small jobs for local businesses in the beginning. I didn’t make much money. But the fact that I got work made me start to think I could have a career. The problem was that it took most of my money to get the jobs. I paid the photographer they referred me to a lot of money to take a handful of pictures for a portfolio and I paid the agency all kinds of fees and all of a sudden I was broke and homeless.

“I guess that was what they had in mind. They started trying to talk me into posing for nude pictures. I just turned eighteen and I was so shy I couldn’t even watch myself undress! So I absolutely refused. I refused right up until I was sleeping in the park and about to get sick from malnutrition. I finally got desperate enough and told them that just once I would do some nude poses.

“It wasn’t anything like I expected. It was worse. I was driven to a small photo studio by the agent. It may be that he wanted to be there to enjoy the show. Or maybe he went to make sure I didn’t back down. But it’s more likely that he was in on what happened and they planned it all along. I doubt that I’m the first stupid girl they did it to.

“He took me into the studio and they put a closed sign on the door. We went into the back and the photographer stood me in front of a mock bedroom and ordered me to undress. I think the only reason I could make myself do it was because of the hunger. I was still a virgin. No one but my mother and my doctor had ever seen me naked.

“I stood there and thought about a nice, big, greasy cheeseburger to take my mind off of how degrading it all was. The agent stepped back and watched while the photographer started taking what must have been hundreds of pictures. He took pictures of me undressing and then posing on the bed.

“After about an hour I asked if they didn’t have enough pictures. I was just about at the end of my rope by then. They told me to take a break. They even let me put a robe on. The photographer gave me a Coke and they each had a beer.

“The next thing I knew it was morning. I was lying in that bed with the photographer. I was a mess. The bed was a mess. And I had a headache that I was certain was going to be fatal.

“I got up and got dressed and tried to sneak out. I don’t know why. I should have called 911. But I was so humiliated. There was dried cum all over me.

“The photographer woke up before I could sneak out and told me that before I leave he has something for me. He gave me a large envelope with copies of all the pictures he and the agent took that night. It must have lasted for hours. Both of them raped me repeatedly. And all I could do was run out of there as if I was guilty of something.

“That was the end of my modeling career. I started looking for work. I was still broke and homeless. They didn’t even pay me for the nude pictures they took.

“Andi can tell you how hard it is to find a job when you don’t have an address. I was sitting on a park bench after another long, cold night of sleeping in a public park when a young girl stopped to talk to me. I kind of unloaded on her. I was about to give up and sit there and starve to death just to end the suffering.”

“She took me to a diner and bought me a meal and told me that she knew where I could get a job. That’s how I ended up as a waitress in a strip joint.

“It was unbearable at first. I didn’t have to have sex with the men. But I was as good as naked and they were free to grope us at will. The pay wasn’t bad, though. We weren’t getting rich but most weeks we made enough to survive. Never enough to get ahead, but we could eat and put a roof over our heads.

“They kept after me to dance. But I was too shy to get up on that stage, as dumb as that probably sounds. I told myself that at least as a waitress I got to wear the little g-string.

“I didn’t stop looking for a real job. I got a few day jobs with a cleaning service. But they didn’t pay me enough to support myself and they always found out that I was working in a strip joint and let me go. Apparently the company that provided their bonding frowned on employing people working in the sex trade.

“It got a little better when Andrea came along. She was so nice. I had a friend at last. She made my life bearable and not just because she split the expenses with me. I had someone I could talk to, someone who was having as hard a time of it as I was.

“And then it all ended. One night she didn’t come home. I got up the next morning and she still wasn’t home. I worried about her all day. Three weeks went by and I didn’t hear from her. I knew something bad must have happened. But I didn’t know what to do. Her clothes were all still there. I knew she didn’t just walk away and leave everything.

“I called missing persons a couple of times. They asked me a few questions. But we were just roommates and she was a topless waitress working in a strip club. They didn’t get real upset about her not coming home. I doubt if they even took a report. I know they never went to the club to ask any questions.

“Then one night I went to work and the club was closed and sealed with police tape. A detective stopped me and asked a few questions. I didn’t mention Andrea … Andi. I didn’t think there was any connection. She disappeared three weeks earlier. I just told them my name and address and that I was a waitress.

“They asked me what time I left the previous evening and they asked me if I knew of anyone who had it in for Mr. Califaro. I could have told them that everyone hated him and was afraid of him. But I said the same thing everyone else was saying, that I knew nothing.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then she looked at Andi and asked, “You didn’t have anything to do with that, did you?”

Andi tried to look innocent. She didn’t pull it off very well.

April clapped her hand over her mouth and looked at Andi in shock. Then she gasped, “Oh my god! Andrea! What did you do?!”

Andi glanced at me. I sighed and said, “We’ll tell you about it later. We don’t have time for that now. It’s a long story best told in private.”

Just then I pulled into Jan’s driveway. April looked out and saw the huge, beautiful, obviously very expensive home in front of us and shivered. She looked at Andi and exclaimed, “This is where your friend lives?!”

Andi grinned and said, “Yeah, one of them. You’ll like her. She’s really nice. All these people are. But Jan is special.”

April seemed even more uncomfortable after seeing Jan’s house. She nervously asked, “Does she know you’re bringing me? Does she know where I worked?”

Andi looked at me and I answered, “She knows that you’re coming. She doesn’t know where you worked. But she knows that Andi worked there. It doesn’t matter where you worked to these people. It only matters who you are. I think they’ll like you. I do.”

April looked surprised. She exclaimed, “You do?!”

I laughed at the look on her face and said, “Get out of the car.”

We went to the door. I think it made her nervous all over again when I just opened the door and stood back to let them in. But the big surprise came when we walked through the house and stepped out onto the back deck.

April gawked at the house as we went through it. She saw the beautiful back yard with the large pool. She was so impressed that at first she didn’t notice the four naked women off to our right under the awning.

She didn’t know they were there until Jan got up and came over to greet us.

April was beet red as I made the introductions. Jan tried to hide her amusement, as did the other three ladies still sitting at the table.

Mouse, Kat and Dani all stood up as we approached the table. They all greeted April warmly as I made the introductions. Andi undressed and sat down. April looked like she didn’t know what to do.

Andi laughed and said, “Sit down, April. No one here bites. Well, they only bite affectionately.”

April took a seat, obviously grateful that she wasn’t being asked to undress first. Dani stood up and asked what everyone wants to drink. Jan told her to sit down. It’s her and Kat that April needs to talk to.

Jan said, “It looks like she could use a glass of Helen’s tea. I’ll call her.”

Jan went inside to use the phone. Dani smiled warmly at April and said, “Kat is Mouse’s housekeeper and I work for Jan. As you can see we aren’t a very formal group. We work for them. But they’re our friends, too; our very good friends.

“We both love our jobs and the benefits are fantastic. Don’t be nervous. And don’t think that you can’t handle it. You can ask Kat. I was the shiest woman she ever knew when I came to work here. These people are so nice that they make you want to be a part of the fun. I could never work for anyone else now. I’m spoiled rotten.”

Kat interjected, “But you don’t have to do anything but remain fully clothed, clean house and cook if that’s all you want to do. No one will make you undress or make love to anyone. In fact, if you decide that you want to participate in the fun and games you’ll have to convince them that you really do want to. Well, except for me of course.”

She tilted her head toward Mouse and said, “That nasty bitch beat me until I took my clothes off and groveled in the dirt.”

Mouse smiled and said, “No, dear. You were on the carpet, remember?”

Jan came back out in time to hear those last two sentences. She said, “I’m sorry. I should have warned you about them. But then, I suppose that they’re no more screwed up than the rest of us.”

She went over and stood behind Dani. She draped her arms around her and kissed the top of her head. Then she said to April, We have to chain her up every night so she doesn’t run away.”

Dani turned her head. She and Jan kissed affectionately. Then Dani turned back and said, “You can see how horrible they treat me. In a few minutes another woman is going to come in and make me drink Long Island iced tea! Working here is pure hell!”

April looked like her head was spinning. I chuckled and said, “Alright, ladies. Poor April doesn’t know whether to call the cops or the loony bin. Give the poor girl a break.”

Andi took April’s hand and said, “These are my best friends. And yes, they’re all a little bit crazy. But they’re a lot of fun and they’re very good people.

“Kat was right, though. You don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to do. You will, however, be subjected to scenes such as this. None of us are very fond of wearing clothing around the house. And as often as not, we do more than undress. It usually gets even more interesting when our husbands and my fiancé are here. But there is a plus side. The living quarters are plush. The food is great. You don’t have to let anyone touch you anywhere if you don’t want them to. And I promise I will almost never beat you.”

April suddenly laughed. She exclaimed, “I can’t believe the change in you! How in the hell did you go from being who you were to being who you are now?!”

Andi looked at her, trying to figure out what she was asking.

April smiled at Andi and I saw the affection in her eyes. She was obviously impressed by the new Andi. She exclaimed, “Look at you! You’ve blossomed! You’re like a different person. You were just like me and now … now you’re like them. You’re strong and beautiful and you seem so self assured. You even look and sound more sophisticated. I almost can’t believe you’re the girl who was once Andrea!”

Andi drew herself up and demanded indignantly, “You take that back! I am not sophisticated!”

Then she smiled and said, “Dean is responsible for who I am now. Dean and these wonderful women and a few others you haven’t met yet. Dean saved my life, literally and figuratively. And then, after he gave me back my life, he and these amazing new friends gave me love and the room to grow. If you give us a chance I know you’ll love them, too.”

Jan said, “Ahhh! Isn’t she sweet! She thinks we like her!”

Andi shot her the bird and said, “She’s the one that I told you is special before we came in. I meant that as in special education.”

I think April is starting to catch on. She even seemed to be relaxing a little. Kat, Dani and April talked for several minutes about what the job entails and what it’s really like to be working in a strange situation like this, especially in the beginning. They also talked about what it was like getting comfortable with it. Apparently they both adjusted relatively quickly.

Kat said, “We probably shouldn’t be having this conversation in front of our slave masters. If they find out how easy these jobs are and how much we like working here they might decide to stop paying us.”

Mouse laughed and said, “Surely you don’t think that anyone believes you two actually do any work!”

Kat grinned and replied, “I knew it! We screwed up!”

Right about then the patio door opened. Helen came out wearing nothing and carrying a large pitcher of her famous Long Island iced tea. We’re not sure what her secret is, but she makes it better than anyone else and everyone relies on her for it.

Helen put the pitcher down on the table and looked at April. She shook her head and said, “This isn’t right! I’ve been trying to find a housekeeper for months!”

She threw up her hands and, still muttering under her breath, she went back inside for glasses before anyone could stop her.

She came back out and poured everyone a glass. Then she sat down. Jan introduced Helen to April and explained that Helen is the traitor who was once her housekeeper, right up until she married the man who employs all of their husbands.

April looked at Helen closely for a moment. Then she asked Dean, “This is your boss’s wife?!”

Dean nodded his head. Then he said, “So it’s important that you only call her a bitch behind her back. She thinks she’s a nice person.”

But April was still smiling. She shook her head and exclaimed, “You people are all crazy!”

We sipped our drinks and talked for a while. Dani and Kat took April around. They showed her what the housekeeper’s suite is like and then they showed her the rest of the house to give her an idea of what will be required of her.

When they returned it looked like April’s eyes were glazed over. She turned to Jan and breathlessly exclaimed, “I love your house! It’s so beautiful!”

Jan adopted a pout and said, “And my house is the smallest one around. It turns out that I live on the poor side of town. Those three all bought bigger homes just to spite me!”

Dani said, “I assure you, your house is plenty big enough. If there was one more cubic foot I’d ask for a raise.”

Jan got suddenly serious and said, “Actually, you probably deserve one. You’ve been doing a wonderful job. I don’t know how you do it. I never see you do anything. If I didn’t know better I’d swear you were even lazier than Helen. But I have been impressed.”

Dani smiled and said, “I subcontract the cleaning out. An entire crew comes in at night after you go to bed.”

With a straight face, Jan said, “Seriously, I’ll talk to Brad about giving you another dollar a month. That’ll double your pay, right?”

Dani laughed and said, “Don’t do that, Jan. I’m well paid and I love working here. I love living here. I don’t need anything and I already put most of my money in the bank. I never thought I’d say something like this. But I really don’t care about the money.”

Jan hugged her again and said, “Maybe you don’t care about it now. But someday you might. I’ll talk to Brad. Now stop giving me a hard time or you’re fired.”

Mouse said, “Shit! Now we’ll have to give a raise to her partner in crime. I don’t want her to go home and start picketing the house.”

Kat held up her hands in self defense and exclaimed, “I didn’t say a word!”

Jan finished her drink and said, “Let’s get dressed and go see Mr. Crane. Then we’ll see if we can talk him into letting us see how the new house is coming along.”

Mouse said, “I’m going! I haven’t been in it yet. I’m dying to see what it looks like on the inside.”

It has only been a few days since Andi and Jan picked out colors and patterns. So I don’t expect to see much difference in the condition of the house. But I’m getting excited about moving now that it’s official and I want to talk to the contractor to see if he’d be interested in doing the expansion work on my cabin.

The girls got dressed and we walked up the street to the sales office. We talked to Crane for a few minutes and he told us to go ahead and have a look at the house. He said that he gave the information on our preferences to the builder but he doubts if they were much beyond the ordering stage yet.

We walked around the corner and pointed out Helen’s house to April. The next house is Mouse’s. April turned to Helen and said, “Your husband must pay very well!”

Then she blushed and said, “I’m sorry! That’s none of my fucking business!”

Her blush deepened and she said, “I’m sorry for that, too. I don’t normally talk like that.”

We all laughed. Helen said, “I told the old fart that he pays these lazy bastards too much. But he’s sleeping with all their wives so he doesn’t care.”

April looked shocked for a moment and then she exclaimed, “Oh yeah! EPOD! Doesn’t that bother you?”

Helen shook her head and said, “No, honey. We don’t get jealous. If we did we couldn’t live like this. Sex is just sex. Well, maybe ‘just’ is the wrong word. Sex in our little group is very damned good. But we love our spouses and we love our friends and the only one of us who couldn’t handle it finally quit and left the state. We don’t miss the uptight little bastard, either.

“To be honest, I have Jan to thank for my wonderful sex life. I probably shouldn’t be telling anyone this, but she’s the wonderworker who brought Mo back to life for me and then put us together. No, April. There aren’t a lot of uptight people in our little group. It’s kind of like a commune. But without the poverty, drugs, and the wild eyed religious leader.”

We stood at the foot of our long driveway then. April gasped when she saw the house. She whispered, “It’s huge!”

But then she smiled at me and said, “I’m glad I’ll be working inside. I’d hate to have to mow this lawn!”

We walked up the driveway and went in the front door. There must have been fifteen people working in there. I could hear more of them upstairs. The builder was in the kitchen. One of the workers called to him and he came out to greet us.

He already knows Jan, Mouse, Kat and Helen. He worked with them on their houses. And we met him on the day we decided to buy the house. Andi greeted him and asked, “If we promise to stay out of your way, is it alright if we make our friends jealous?”

He smiled and replied, “Sure. Come on. I’ll give you a tour.”

As we moved through the house he explained that the tile, the counters, the carpets and the wallpaper we requested were all on order and will be installed by the end of next week. He already has the appliances we selected. They’re out in the garage waiting to be installed.

The painting and plastering are almost finished. He told us that Mike, our decorator, came by on Tuesday and started taking notes and drawing pictures. He asked for and received a set of the plans.

I waited until the tour was concluded to ask him about the work I want done on our cabin. He suggested that I contact his architect. Once I have a plan drawn up he’ll be happy to meet me at my cabin, look at the plan and then work up an estimate.

We walked back to Jan’s house and Helen made another pitcher of her iced tea. We all went back out onto the back deck and the ladies all started to undress. April watched for a second and then started to take her clothes off.

Andi reached out and stopped her. She smiled and said, “That’s okay, April. You don’t have to. Get comfortable with us first. Decide how you really feel about it. If you don’t want to undress you don’t have to. No one will mind if you aren’t comfortable being naked with us.”

April stood there for a long moment. Then she said, “The funny thing is, I’m only uncomfortable because you’re all such nice people!”

She turned to face the others and said, “I worked with Andi in that strip club in Burlington. I worked in only a sheer g-string so small it didn’t even cover my vulva. I was as good as naked every night in front of a room full of men I didn’t know. And if I got to know some of them I usually found I didn’t like them. They were loud and rude and crude and I was forced to allow them to grope me to their heart’s content.

“The first week I worked there I thought about committing suicide every night. But after a while it was … I don’t know. It was just a job. It was a job I hated. But it put a roof over my head and allowed me to eat. I paraded around all but naked like that for more than two years. And now, the idea of undressing in front of the nicest people I’ve ever met makes me … this is silly!”

She squeezed Andi’s hand and went back to undressing. When April was naked, Jan said, “That must have been some job, working in that club. You and Andi have two of the hottest bodies I’ve ever seen! Maybe we should get jobs in a club like that just to stay in shape!”

Andi chuckled and said, “Yeah, right!”

Then she turned to April and said, “Wait until you meet Chaz! I feel like a boy when I stand next to her!”

The doorbell rang at that moment. Dani got up to answer it. April tried to act like she wasn’t nervous about someone new arriving. She sat down, looked at me and asked, “How come only the ladies undress?”

Helen answered for me, though it wasn’t the answer I might have given. “Because we can’t tell them what to do and because they’re all afraid that someone is going to point at their little pee pees and laugh.”

I laughed along with the others and then said, “The truth is, we don’t want to be guilty of leaving pecker tracks all over Jan’s nice house.”

Jan exclaimed, “Bullshit! You guys can sit on towels, just like we do when our pussies start to cry for attention.”

Dani came back out onto the patio. She was followed closely by Bryan Newman. He smiled and said, “Hello, ladies! I hope I’m not interrupting. I was on my way back to the plant from a meeting with Lori.”

He looked at me and exclaimed, “That woman really knows her shit! I’m impressed! Anyway, I was in the area and I thought I’d stop in and see if anyone was feeling playful.”

Jan looked at him sternly and said, “No! Now get the hell out of here!”

Helen reached over and took her glass of Long Island iced tea away from her. She smiled at Bryan and said, “The bitch is so drunk she forgot she was horny!”

April turned around in her chair and Bryan saw her for the first time. He exclaimed, “Oh shit! I’m sorry! I didn’t realize you had company.”

Andi introduced him to our new housekeeper. He shook his head and looked at April, Kat and Dani and said, “I don’t know where you guys find these beautiful women and trick them into coming to work for you. I think I’m going to have to buy a house out here so that Laura will let me have a beautiful, sexy housekeeper.”

He shook hands with April and she smiled at him. Once more I got the impression that she seems to be adjusting quickly. I’m glad. I feel sorry for her. But sympathy aside, I think it will be good for Andi to have her around.

Mouse stood up and said, “I’ve got two minutes. I guess I can take care of your base, animal needs since Jan is apparently wasted.”

Jan said, “I was just kidding! And besides, you know that Bryan always lasts at least three minutes.”

Bryan turned to Helen and said, “Do you suppose that Mo will let me have Carl Scott’s address? I wonder if he could get me a job somewhere that I don’t have to take all of this abuse.”

Mouse came around the table and moved into Bryan’s arms. She smiled, went up on her toes and kissed him affectionately. Then she said, “You know we’d never let you leave us, Bryan. We love Laura much too much to permit that.”

Bryan grinned at me and said, “It wasn’t that long ago that she was such a sweet girl!”

Jan said, “Use the room at the top of the stairs, unless you want to use the toys. If you use my room don’t forget to pull the bedspread down. It just came back from the cleaners.”

Bryan smiled and said, “I’m afraid I don’t have time for toys. Mouse is only letting me have two minutes of her time.”

They went inside and I watched April’s face. She seemed to vacillate between amusement and astonishment. She finally turned back to face the table and realized that everyone was watching her. She laughed self consciously and said, “That was … I don’t know what that was! It wasn’t like what I expected. She didn’t mind at all! She seemed perfectly happy to go upstairs with him! And the rest of you think nothing of it!”

Dani said, “I’ll be honest. It takes some getting used to. Or at least it did for me. From what I hear, Jan started calling them up on her first day and inviting them all over.”

Andi suddenly exclaimed, “Shit! I forgot! I’m in EPOD, too! I could have … it didn’t even occur to me!”

The women laughed and Jan said, “It isn’t too late. I’m sure there’s room in the bed for one more.”

Andi looked at me. I laughed and said, “It’s about time you earned your damned keep. You lazy broad!”

She grinned, jumped to her feet, kissed me violently and ran after them.

I heard April mutter under her breath, “I don’t fucking believe it! She’s got more balls at seventeen than I have at twenty-two!”

She clapped her hand over her mouth and looked at me. I smiled and said, “I know everything about her, including her age.”

She looked relieved that she hadn’t given away a secret. Then she turned to Dani and Kat and asked, “Can I ask you a personal question?”

Dani smiled, cupped her breasts in her hands and said, “C cup.”

April laughed and said, “And they’re lovely. But that isn’t my question.”

Kat said, “Just ignore her. We all do. What do you want to know?”

April said, “If you don’t want to answer, feel free to tell me to mind my own business. But I was wondering. You girls aren’t in EPOD are you? The men can’t come over here and take you to bed, right?”

Dani shrugged and replied, “Sort of. We aren’t in EPOD. And they can’t come over here and order us to do anything. But we have sex with them, if that’s what you’re wondering. We go out to dinner with them and we go to clubs with them. We have parties with them and we have sex with them … and each other.

“But no one makes us do it. We do it because we enjoy it. They’re nice guys and we like them. They treat us well. They always treat us with respect. Or at least when they don’t show us respect they do it in a charming way.

“There is one recently promoted Senior VP that is kind of a jerk. But even though he’s a jerk he’s nice to us. The other VPs are all great. The EPOD rules are that the wives in the program only have to be available to the Senior VPs. What they do with the Junior VPs they do because they want to. Kat and I do it because we love these guys and we enjoy the hell out of being a part of their family. And we really are a family.

“But that brings me back to the point I made earlier. You’ll be just as welcome if you work in a burkha and don’t have sex with anyone. You won’t be as happy. But we will still like you and we’ll still help out when the party is at your house.”

April smiled at her and said, “You guys really feel that way! I think that’s great.”

Then she turned to me and asked, “Can I ask you a question now?”

I grinned and said, “You want to know how I feel, sitting here while my fiancée is upstairs helping her friend screw the hell out of Bryan?”

April blushed and nodded.

I said, “Not to be too crude, but I have a hard on. What does that tell you?”

She laughed and said, “That tells me quite a lot.”

Jan sat up straight and demanded to know, “Why the hell are you just sitting there if you have a hard on?! Jesus, Dean! You are such a tease!”

She stood up and said, “I’m going to take this man upstairs and…”

I laughed said, “No, Jan. I’m alright. Every time I get around you ladies I get a hard on. You can’t take care of them all.”

She grinned sweetly and said, “Wanna bet?!”

Then she said, “If you don’t get up I’m going to suck your cock right here.”

I sighed and said, “I would normally think that was a good idea. But I’m afraid that April has had enough shocks to her system today.”

April smiled shyly and said, “I don’t mind.”

Everyone looked at her, more than a little amazed by her apparent easy acceptance of our bizarre sexual practices. But then, as I was thinking about how quickly she seems to be accepting us it occurred to me that Andi and I haven’t even been members of the group for a week yet! These people make you feel like a part of the family almost instantly.

Jan looked at April appraisingly for a moment. I guess she saw what she wanted to see. She took the cushion from her chair and dropped it on the deck at my feet. I saw the determination in her eyes and knew I couldn’t fight her. So I unfastened my belt, pulled my pants and underwear down and kicked them off.

Jan knelt between my knees and teased my already hard cock with her lips and tongue for several minutes before taking it into her mouth and giving me one of her expert blowjobs.

Dani and Kat came around the table. April moved out of their way and they unbuttoned my shirt and removed it. Then they started kissing me and teasing my nipples and my balls while Jan slurped noisily on my cock and I struggled to last longer than two minutes.

I did, but not much longer. Once more I doubt if I lasted ten minutes before I cried out and filled Jan’s pretty mouth with cum.

She stopped and held my cock in her mouth while it shrank back to its normal size. Kat and Dani kissed me for a little longer before straightening up and returning to their seats. Jan still had my cock in her mouth when Dani sat down and loudly exclaimed once again, “God I love this job!”

It seems like I hear that enthusiastic exclamation from her every time I come over here.

Kat was still standing beside her. She smiled down at Dani and said, “I’m feeling a little horny myself. How about you?”

Dani smiled at her and got back up. The two of them went off to a lounge chair and started making out.

Jan finally released my cock and sat up on her heels. She looked me in the eyes and was totally serious when she said, “Don’t ever sit around my house with a hard on! We will always be happy to take care of it for you. I mean that.”

I sighed and replied, “Yes, ma’am.”

Then I turned to see how April was taking all this. She was staring at Dani and Kat in awe. Jan stood up and went around behind her. She leaned down and whispered, “Have you ever done that?”

April shook her head almost imperceptibly. She whispered back, “I’ve only had sex one time. I was drugged and raped. I don’t even remember it. I woke up one morning and I wasn’t a virgin anymore.”

Jan exclaimed, “Oh my! That’s awful! I didn’t know. If I knew that I wouldn’t have…”

April looked over her shoulder at Jan and smiled. She said, “Don’t feel bad. I was watching you and thinking, ‘This is like therapy!’ You people make me realize how much I’ve been missing. I watch you and your friends and I listen to you and I see that you can have sex with someone and not be a victim. I think that’s wonderful!

“And I can’t believe Andrea! When I knew her she went weeks without smiling! I almost don’t recognize her! I don’t know how she ended up here as one of you. But I’m very happy for her. She’s a good kid and she’s had a very hard life. She deserves this.”

Bryan stuck his head out of the door a minute or two later and said his goodbyes. As soon as he closed the door and left, April smiled and said, “I can’t believe I’m saying this. But I think I’m going to like living here.”

Helen may or may not have been kidding when she said, “It isn’t fair! I need you more than Andi does! And I’ve needed you longer!”

April smiled but then she got serious and said, “There are several other girls who worked at the club with me who might like the job. I don’t know how you feel about having a girl who worked in a strip club in your home. Most of the girls get hard inside pretty quickly. But some of us are just desperate and have no other place to turn.”

Helen looked at her for a moment. Then she asked, “Do you know how to get in touch with any of them?”

April shrugged and suggested, “I’d start at the homeless shelter in Burlington.”

“Do you know of any who might like the job … and be good at it?”

April looked very sad when she said, “Unfortunately, several. Most of us hated working in that club and constantly looked for something to get us out of there.”

“Would you go with me?”

“I’d be happy to.”

I said, “We have to go to Burlington to get April’s things out of storage. We can all go together.”

Helen said, “I’d appreciate that. I hate driving around Burlington. I get lost every time I go there.”

Mouse and Andi returned to the table freshly showered. April smiled at her and said, “Look at you! I hardly recognize you! You’re not the same girl I shared an apartment with for a year.”

Andi smiled and said, “No. I’m the girl who was locked up inside of her and afraid to come out.”







Chapter 39


On Friday, after determining that the things April has in storage will fit in the back of my Yukon, we picked up Helen and headed for Burlington. It’s only about forty miles up Route 7. It’s a pleasant, scenic ride. It’s best not to make the trip during rush hour. There are only so many roads in and out of the city and most people in that part of the state work in or around Burlington. Unless you work on a farm, that’s where the jobs are. But the roads are better than they once were and it’s not that bad, even at rush hour. Not compared to any major city in almost any other state.

Our first stop was the storage unit. We picked up a few suitcases and a couple of boxes. I was pleased to learn that April likes to read. All she really owns are her clothes and her books.

Our next stop was the homeless shelter. April gave us directions. We found a parking lot nearby and walked to the shelter. April went in but didn’t see anyone she knew. We decided to have brunch at a nearby diner and try again before heading back to Middlebury.

We crossed the street and were just about to enter the diner when someone called out to Andi from behind us. We turned to see a beautiful young woman running across the street between the cars in a suicidal fashion.

Andi and April both screamed, “Krista!!”

Without even looking they ran out in the road and threw themselves into a group hug. I don’t think that they even heard all the horns blaring around them.

I went out and guided them out of street muttering, “Two fifteen my ass!”

Andi blushed and whispered, “Sorry.”

Krista was crying like a little girl. She sobbed, “We thought you were dead! Oh god, Andrea! We thought you were dead!”

She turned to April and asked, “How did you find her?!”

April chuckled and answered, “I didn’t. She found me.”

April looked at Helen and nodded to indicate that Krista is one of the women who might be interested in the job.

We invited Krista to join us for brunch. She looked uncomfortable. I thought I knew why. I recognized the expression on her face from when I first invited April to lunch in Middlebury. I said, “On me.”

Krista looked at me, obviously unsure about accepting candy from a stranger. Then she looked at Andi and April.

Andi smiled and said, “It’s okay, Krista. Come on.”

Andi blushed and said, “I’m sorry. I should introduce you. I got so excited when I saw you I forgot my manners. Helen, Dean, this is a very good friend. I suppose you’ve guessed that her name is Krista.

“Krista, this is Helen. She came here to meet you. And this is my fiancé, Dean.”

Poor Krista didn’t know which piece of information to react to first. She looked at me and exclaimed, “Your what?!”

Then she looked at Helen and exclaimed, “You what?!”

It’s early and the diner is nearly empty. We moved to a large booth away from the few other customers and ordered lunch. Helen and I sat back and gave the three girls a chance to get caught up.

Andi left out most of her story, promising to tell them the entire story when they have more time. She and April both asked Krista how she’s doing now and what she’s doing.

Krista sighed. She looked at me and Helen, obviously uncomfortable about opening up in front of two strangers.

April smiled and said, “It’s okay, Krista. They’re good people. You’re going to love them both. I promise you.”

Krista blushed and almost whispered, “I decided just this morning to go to…”

She glanced at Helen and me again and said, ” … that other place. I give up. I can’t find anything anywhere.”

She covered her face and sobbed, “God I don’t want to do this!”

April hugged her and whispered, “You don’t have to.”

Krista wiped her eyes, blew her nose and quietly said, “I’m sorry. Forgive me. I thought I was past that.”

Andi said, “We came to offer you a job if you want it. The beautiful woman beside me is looking for a live-in cook and housekeeper. We think that you’d be perfect for the job.”

Krista looked at Helen and said tentatively, “I’ve worked as a house cleaner. But I’ve never been a housekeeper. And I’ve never cooked for anyone but myself.”

Andi and April both exclaimed, “And me!”

Krista grinned ruefully and added, “And them. But they’ll eat anything. They don’t count.”

She looked at Andi and April and asked Helen, “I take it that you’re aware of my background? Why would you want to hire anyone who worked in a strip joint? Apparently no one else will.”

Helen replied, “We seem to be having pretty good luck fishing in that particular hole. The job pays well. You’ll be making what seems to be the going wage in our area now, five thousand a month, plus room and board and the use of a car. But there are drawbacks. You’ll have to work for a mean cunt like me and you’ll have to learn to cope with my strange friends.”

I expected an entirely different reaction from Krista. But she just smiled and said, “You don’t look all that mean. And I slept in a homeless shelter last night … again. When I woke up this morning I learned that someone had helped themselves to my last few possessions during the night. Can your strange friends compete with that?”

Helen shook her head. She said, “No. My strange friends are all pretty nice. And as far as I know they hardly steal at all. But we do have an unusual lifestyle. I’ll give you some idea of what you’d have to put up with if you come to live with me.

“But I want you to know that you have a choice. We won’t just leave you here like this if you aren’t interested in the job. We’ll find you someplace to stay and help you find a job if you don’t want to come to my home.”

Krista sat back and quietly said, “I find that interesting. I wonder if you were conscious of the way you phrased that. You said, ‘come to live with me’, not come to work for me.”

Helen smiled and said, “You’re quick. I like that.”

Helen turned to April and asked, “Where do you think I should start?”

April laughed and said, “With a glass of your delicious Long Island iced tea?”

Helen nodded and said, “Yeah. I could use one about now. Oh! You mean for her!”

We all chuckled. Then, with occasional input from Andi and April, Helen told her about the job and the living conditions.

Krista didn’t just listen. She watched their faces, especially Helen’s face. When they finished laying out the kind of life that she’s being invited to take part in, Krista looked Helen right in the eyes and said, “As cunts go, you seem pretty nice. And the job sounds like fun. I just can’t believe that Andrea and April would do it. But if they’re able to handle it I’m sure I can.”

Andi said, “I’m not Andrea anymore. Call me Andi. And my lot in life is slightly different. I’m also in EPOD. Helen isn’t. But she hangs around all day with those of us who are. You may find it all pretty confusing at first. And April works for me. But we’re still friends … right April?”

April shrugged and said, “I don’t know, honey. I never really liked you.”

That cracked everyone up. I’m pleasantly surprised at how quickly April is becoming one of us. It’s very reassuring to see her sense of humor blossom as quickly as it is. I was a little worried for her at first.

There followed a brief description of EPOD. Krista listened with her mouth open in shock as April and Andi described Andi’s new duties in that strange organization.

Krista looked at her and exclaimed, “And you wouldn’t even do lap dances?!”

Andi exclaimed, “I did a few!”

Krista chuckled and said, “Yeah, when you had the hots for the guy!”

Then she glanced at me and said, “Sorry. I was just joking.”

I smiled and said, “It’s okay. I know all about her past. A couple more beatings and I’ll consider it all a thing of the past.”

Krista wasn’t fooled. She asked with a straight face, “Who’s beating whom?”

Helen nodded her head and said, “I think she’ll do just fine if she wants the job.”

Krista said, “I don’t trust many people in this world. I’ve learned that I can’t. But I trust those two flakes. I’d like to give it a shot. I don’t have a problem with nudity. Not after working for nearly two years in a strip club. And I’ve enjoyed sex since I discovered it. I don’t have much experience. I don’t meet a lot of nice men in my line of work. But as long as no one is hauling bodies away I think I’ll be able to handle it.”

Helen said, “Alright. I’ll hire someone else to haul the bodies away. And I want you to always remember that you don’t have to take part if you don’t want to. You are perfectly welcome to do whatever makes you feel most comfortable.”

April chucked and said, “They even offered me a burkha.”

Krista leered at her and said, “Now you’re turning me on!”

I asked her if she needed to do anything or contact anyone before we return to Middlebury. She sighed and looked out the window. “No. I can’t wait to get out of this city. I never thought I’d end up like this.”

I paid for lunch and we headed back to Middlebury. Once we were out of town the conversation turned to Krista. She told us how she came to be working as a waitress in a strip joint.

“I was engaged to my high school sweetheart. He talked me into coming to live with him while he attended classes at the University of Vermont. Once he started hanging around with all those coeds he decided that he wasn’t ready to settle down with one girl.

“Unfortunately, my father warned me when I left home that if I went with my fiancé and “lived in sin” I would never be allowed back in his house. It turns out that the asshole wasn’t kidding.

“My fiancé called off the engagement and moved on campus. He left me with a cheap apartment and a week’s worth of food. But I still didn’t have a job. I worked for a while slinging hamburgers. I worked for a maid service. I tried selling door to door. Nothing I did would even pay my rent, much less food and utilities. So when I saw an ad in the paper for waitresses at a living wage I ran right over there.

“I was so desperate that I even went inside once I found out what kind of place it was. I flunked the first job interview. I wouldn’t let the old bastard who managed the place bend me over the table and … well, you know. But I came back two days later and took the job. I didn’t have a choice.

“Now I go through life feeling filthy and I wonder if I will ever be able to get clean again. I didn’t dance for them and I didn’t turn tricks or do lap dances. But I let any man with the price of a drink grope my nearly naked body and all I could do was smile at them.”

April put her arms around Krista and held her while she cried softly. Andi said, “We all felt that way. But trust me, Krista. It’s over now and it leaves you a lot quicker than you might think. We have some wonderful new friends and a new life that will quickly make up for what you went through. You get to be human again. You own your body again.”

I glanced at Helen. She was sitting beside me in the front passenger seat. Her eyes were misty and I was feeling about that close to looking pretty wimpy myself. Helen saw that I was looking at her. She smiled wanly and wiped her eyes. She said, “It makes you want to go back there and find all of those girls and try to help them.”

Krista sounded so sad when she said, “Unfortunately, no matter how they first got into it, most of those women no longer want out. They wouldn’t take an honest job if you offered it to them. Some are too fond of what they think of as easy money. Some have actually grown to enjoy the work. There probably aren’t two or three other girls from that club who’d take a job where they had to get up in the morning and go to work.”

Helen turned to face her and asked, “If I could find them jobs, could you get in touch with those women?”

Krista looked at her for a moment. She wasn’t accustomed to the concept of people wanting to help girls like her. At last she said, “I think so.”

Helen said, “Let me talk to my husband this evening. If he’ll go along, will you go back with me tomorrow?”

Krista smiled, suddenly quite taken by Helen. She said, “You’re the boss.”

Helen laughed softly and said, “Oh yeah! I forgot. I’ve never been the boss before. I’m not sure how I feel about that!”

Krista asked April and Andi questions about their new lives until we reached Riverside Estates. Helen called Jan on her cell phone as we entered town. As usual, we’re now on the way to her house.

I watched Krista in the mirror as I drove into the subdivision. She had the standard reaction. She looked at the huge homes in amazement. Then she looked at April and Andi. Then she looked out the window again. I heard her whisper to them, “You guys live in here?!”

Andi answered, “Not yet. Our house is still under construction. It’s around the block from here.”

I pulled up into Jan’s driveway and asked, “Should we warn her?”

April chuckled and answered, “No. Let’s not.”

That being decided we all got out and headed for Jan’s door. We were all watching Krista when Jan opened the door. Except for a slight rise in one eyebrow she never changed expression.

Helen put her arm around Krista and said to Jan, “I caught one!”

Jan laughed and stepped back. “Come on in. I’ll see if I can scare her off.”

Helen shook her head and said, “You would, too. After all I’ve done for your nasty ass!”

Jan hugged Helen and said, “I love you, but what the hell have you ever done for me you lazy cunt?!”

Andi smiled at Krista and said, “I’m sorry. But that’s what it’s like around here.”

Jan closed the door and first Helen and then Andi and April started to undress in the foyer.

Krista looked at Helen. Helen said to her, “We explained all this. Do whatever makes you the most comfortable. We honestly don’t care.”

Krista looked at her two friends who are now both naked. Then she turned to me and asked, “What about you?”

Jan put her hands on her hips and looked at me with a large dare in her eyes. So I shrugged and said, “I’m just one of the girls.”

I began to undress. Before I was finished, Krista made up her mind and took her clothes off, too.

Andi waited until she was naked and hugged her. She kissed her on the cheek and said, “You won’t regret it. I promise you. For the first time in my life I’m happy. And I don’t even have anyone else to take out the bodies.”

Jan raised her eyebrow and asked, “Bodies?”

We all laughed at our silly inside joke and went out to the patio. I watched Krista looking around as we passed through the house. She smiled at Jan and said, “I love your house. It’s beautiful.”

Jan sighed and said, “I like it, too. But it kind of makes me jealous that your suite in Helen’s house is bigger than my house.”

Andi said to Krista, “Remember all those lies that the men at the club once told you to try and get you into bed? Jan’s like that … except I promise you she’s much better than they would have been in bed.”

Krista laughed at that. Then she realized that Andi wasn’t totally kidding. She looked at her in shock and exclaimed, “You?! Sweet little Andrea?! I don’t believe it!”

April corrected her. “She isn’t Andrea. She has a new name to go with her new personality and her new life. She’s Andi now.”

Krista smiled and thought about that for a minute. Then she pronounced, “I like it.”

Then she nodded in my direction and said, “But that’s no Amos.”

Just then the patio door opened from the outside and Dani came in. She spotted Krista and exclaimed, “Oh crap! Another new face! Now I have to behave myself and act like I actually work here. It’s a damned good thing I’m getting a raise.”

Then she smiled and said to Krista, “Hi. I’m Dani.”

Krista ran her eyes over Dani and smiled. She nodded and said, “Hi. Krista.”

Dani said, “I just came in for some drinks. What can I get for you girls?”

We all asked for plain tea. April said, “Let me help. I need to do something around here until their house is finished.”

Andi put her arms around April and said, “Our house, April. You’re part of the family.”

April’s eyes became moist in an instant. She looked at Krista, blushed and said, “I was lying in bed last night. I found myself thinking that everything I’ve experienced up until now was worth living through because it led to this. Andi and Dean found me on the street yesterday and in an instant they made me a part of their family. And as soon as they did, these wonderful people accepted me as part of their families, too.

“Last night, despite all the terrible times I’ve had in my life, I cried myself to sleep for the first time. But they were tears of happiness. Every time I get near these people I want to hug them … all of them!”

Jan went to her and took her in her arms. She kissed her on the lips and said, “Any time you want a hug, we all like to be hugged. Don’t ever feel like you have to hold back.”

She let April go and April and Dani went into the kitchen. Krista asked them if they wanted any help.

Dani said, “No thanks. Go on out and meet the rest of the crazy broads you’re going to have to put up with.”

We stepped out onto the deck and I heard Krista mutter under her breath, “Holy shit!”

Sitting around the table were Chaz, Mouse, Carol, Madison, Kat, and Midge. When Dani and April return to the table there will be eleven beautiful, naked, sexy women and me at the two tables.

As soon as everyone had a drink in front of them, Jan got our attention and said, “Ladies and gentleman, with the assistance of Midge’s sexy husband we are putting together a trip to The Slave Traders. It might be interesting because it will be the first time for Carol’s husband. It will be like trial by fire. We’ll see if he has really turned over a new leaf.”

“Mouse and Chaz will be going. Dani and Kat, I assume you two sluts will want to go again?”

They smiled and nodded eagerly.

She turned to Madison. Madison smiled and nodded.

Jan exclaimed, “Oh! I almost forgot! Madison is back in EPOD. She took the new job that Mo offered her. She and Carol are once more joined at the hip.

“That brings me to our new friends. Dean and Andi, I think you may be ready. We’ve had a chance to warm you up and judge your reactions. I think you’ll have as much fun as the rest of us.

“I’m not so sure about inviting April and Krista. Ladies, what we experience there can be pretty intense. You have to really have a good imagination and a great sense of adventure. And a dirty mind doesn’t hurt. We, my pervert friends and I, all enjoy it. We go every month or two for dinner and the fun and games that follow. Andi? Dean? Do you want to come along?”

I looked at Andi. We smiled and nodded as one.

Jan exclaimed, “Great!”

Then she turned to April and Krista and said, “I don’t want you girls to feel like you’re being left out.”

She paused for a moment. Then she said, “If you will give me your solemn word that you will not say anything to the people who have not been there yet, I will take you inside and give you some idea of what to expect so that you can decide if you’re interested in joining us.”

April smiled a little nervously and said, “That would be cheating. I’ll go.”

Jan looked at her a little skeptically. She finally said, “You got a small taste of what we’re like when we play yesterday. Are you sure?”

April smiled and said, “I’m in. I can’t think of any reason why I can’t be just as brave as a mouse.”

Krista looked confused. April pointed to Mouse and said, “That’s her name.”

Krista smiled and said, “Oh yeah.”

Then she added, “I know I have more balls than April does. I’d love to go if you’ll have me.”

Helen laughed and said, “Oh dear girl, if you go I promise that someone will have you!”

Everyone laughed at that, even Krista.

Jan looked at both young women for a moment. Finally she said, “Why don’t you two come inside with me. I think we should talk before you decide.”

April and Krista looked at each other for a moment. I was watching them. The silent dare passing between them was obvious. They turned back to Jan and Krista said, “I think that we don’t want to ruin the surprise.”

She smiled and said, “Don’t worry. We aren’t as delicate or as fragile as we may seem.”

Jan looked at Midge. Midge shrugged and said, “They know themselves better than we do. If it turns out to be something they can’t handle we can have one of the drivers drop them off at Dean’s cabin and pick them up later.”

Jan’s face lit up. “Great idea!”

Then she started counting. She exclaimed, “My god! There have never been this many of us going before. Nineteen! But I’m sure we can fit in two cars. We’ll get Matt of course and…”

Mouse interrupted to say, “And John! John loves to work. And it will be interesting to see how he handles it.”

Krista muttered, “Nineteen people in two cars?”

Jan laughed and said, “We’re a very close group of friends.”

Then, as if with one voice, April and Krista said, “I don’t have anything to wear!”

Jan waved that concern away and said, “I’m sure that I have something you can put on.”

Then she got to her feet and said, “I’ll call David and tell him the plan.”

She started to go inside to use the phone but Madison said, “Wait. There’s something I need to say to all of you.”

Jan sat back down and looked at Madison curiously.

Madison cleared her throat and said, “You all know how much I’ve missed being with you lately. I was moved to tears when Mo offered to let me back into EPOD, explained the arrangement that you all made and sent me home. But I need to know that this arrangement is really okay with you guys. And I promise, I’ll understand if you don’t think it’s fair.”

Then she was silent. She looked around at the other girls in EPOD and at Helen. Jan finally said, “We had to let you back in, Madison. If we didn’t, you and Carol were both going to have to start taking antidepressants and all of our healthcare costs would have gone up. You stupid cunt! Of course we want you back! We’ve all been moping around here since you had to go to work. And Carol! We were about to start a suicide watch on her!”

Madison had tears pouring down her cheeks. It was amazing to watch. These women all love each other unconditionally. I’ll be glad when I start work on Monday and get away from them. All this sexy naked flesh is great. But my eyes keep getting moist and I’m afraid I’m going to start having periods if I hang around here much longer.

After a long silence, Carol said, “Hell! I don’t want the dumb cunt back. She’s always horning in on my action!”

Chaz shrugged and said, “The truth is, I never liked the skank.”

Then everyone started laughing except for Krista and April who weren’t sure what was going on. Krista exclaimed to no one in particular, “I’ve never heard the word cunt thrown around with so much love!”

Jan went in and called David to let him know that everyone was going and to make sure that Matt and John were driving. When she came back out, Helen stood up and said, “I need to call Mo.”

She looked at Krista and asked, “Only two or three?”

Krista nodded and said, “If I can get in touch with them.”

Helen came back out ten minutes later and said, “We’ll go back tomorrow and see if we can find them. Mo promised to find them jobs and a place to live until they’re back on their feet.”

Madison had finally stopped crying. Now Krista started crying quietly. She looked around through her tears and said, “I didn’t think that there were people like you in the world. Helen, I’ve changed my mind. I’ll take out the bodies.”

Helen laughed and said, “Hold off until we get home tonight. If you’re still speaking to me then we have a deal.”

Carol asked, “What bodies?”

Helen looked at her in surprise and asked, “Don’t you have bodies left over after you have a party?!”

Madison got up and went around behind Carol’s chair. She leaned down and hugged her tight and said, “God, Carol! I have missed your dumb ass so much!”

Carol turned her head, kissed Madison on the cheek and said, “I never have any bodies!”

It was still much too early to start getting ready so most of the girls went swimming for a while. I sat with Andi in the shade and we watched our friends enjoy the cool water.

Andi held my hand and said, “Like most girls I always hoped that someday I’d fall in love with a good man and be happy. I never dreamed that it would be like this.”

She got up and sat in my lap. She put her arms around me and we kissed lovingly for several minutes. Then she rested her head against my neck and whispered, “I love you so much. Thank you for everything.”

I squeezed her tight and said, “Thank you. And I will thank you to stop thanking me. Oh, and I’d really appreciate it if you stop playing in traffic.”

She giggled and said, “Two fifteen! I suppose I’m going to have to keep living that down.”

I chuckled and said, “Yup.” But then I said, “No. But I’ll admit your IQ score was the first thing that popped into my mind when you ran out in front of those cars.”

She sighed and said, “I never thought I’d see her again. She and April, they were so good to me. They were like my sisters. They helped me. They kept me sane when I couldn’t stand another day in that place. I owe them both more than I can ever repay them.”

April had come up behind us when we weren’t looking. She came around and sat down on the deck in front of Andi. She rested her head in Andi’s lap and said, “That is so not true! You helped me just as much as I helped you. You don’t owe me anything. If you did you’ve already paid me back with interest. But you owe me nothing. Jesus, Andi! When I saw you … when I saw that you were alive!”

Andi leaned down and lifted April’s face in her hands. She kissed her on the lips and their arms worked their way around each other. They kissed like that for a long time. Then they rested their foreheads against each other. I was aware that all three of us were feeling more emotional than I’m comfortable with. I finally said, “I can’t wait to go to work on Monday! I’m turning into a fucking broad here!”

That broke the mood and they both chuckled. April pulled her head back and asked Andi, “What does it say in my contract about fucking the boss?”

Andi laughed and asked, “Him or me?”

April blushed and said, “I’ve never been with another girl. But after watching Dani and Kat … that was pretty fucking hot!”

Andi grinned and said, “My first time was only a few days ago. Jan and Chaz took me upstairs. They laid me down and put a blindfold on me. Then they put thick leather cuffs on my wrists and ankles. For the next half hour or so they drove me crazy with their lips and their tongues and their fingers. I mean it. I nearly lost my mind!

“And then Dean came in and fucked me while I was still tied up. I kind of knew it was him. But still, there was just a hint of doubt. I really did lose my mind then!”

April leaned down and kissed Andi’s stomach just above her soft pubic down. She looked up as Andi shivered in pleasure and said, “You still look like a little girl just growing her first little patch of pubic hair.”

Andi chuckled and said, “I’ve never had a chance to grow pubic hair before. I posed for kiddy porn until I was fifteen and they made me shave it off. Then I had to shave it off at the titty bar because of those little g-strings.”

Andi leaned her head back and asked me, “I never thought to ask. Do you have a preference? Would you like me to shave it or braid it or what?”

I laughed and said, “I love you. I can’t wait to marry you. But I don’t own you. You do what you want to do with your body.”

Andi looked at April and asked, “Isn’t he sweet?”

April smiled and then she leaned down and kissed Andi’s belly again. She whispered, “Yes. He is. He’s very sweet.”

Then she kissed beneath the pubic hair. Her lips lightly grazed the lips of Andi’s pussy. I felt Andi react to the light touch of April’s lips and I watched, amused by the look on April’s face. It was a strange mix of curiosity and growing arousal. As she grew bolder and began to explore Andi’s pussy with her tongue she quickly discovered that she enjoyed what she was doing.

She continued to lick and suck, driving Andi nuts. She was so caught up in what she was doing that at first she didn’t seem to notice the other girls gathering around and watching her eat a pussy for the first time. When she did notice, though, she didn’t stop. In fact, having an audience of beautiful naked women seemed to excite her.

This sort of behavior was totally out of character for April. Or at least it wasn’t what I would have expected from her based on what little I’ve learned about her in the short time since we met.

Jan and Chaz came closer. They smiled at each other conspiratorially and dropped to their knees beside April. They began to lightly caress her while she attacked Andi’s pussy with growing passion.

Jan leaned down and kissed her shoulders and began to whisper, “It’s exciting, isn’t it? It’s especially exciting the first time. This is your first time, isn’t it, April?”

April moaned. But she didn’t stop what she was doing.

Carol and Madison came closer. They leaned down and took Andi’s nipples into their mouths and gently teased them. I’m still holding her in my lap. But except for that I’m just a member of the audience. Everyone not taking part in the erotic moment has gathered around to watch now.

After listening to her life story I would have expected April to be very self conscious. The only other time she had sex she was drugged and raped. But she isn’t, or at least she doesn’t seem to be. She seems to be enjoying what she’s doing nearly as much as Andi is.

I saw Krista standing nearby. It’s obvious from the look on her face that she’s fascinated by the unusual and unexpected behavior of her two friends. I was happy to see that she didn’t seem shocked or offended. She seems more curious than anything else, and I think she, too, is aroused by the erotic sight.

Mouse went over and stood behind Krista. She put her arms around her and whispered something in her ear.

Krista shook her head. But then she paused and nodded.

I watched as Mouse began to tease Krista’s breasts and kiss her neck and her shoulders.

I was distracted then when Andi experienced a huge and very loud orgasm in my lap. And then a minute later April enjoyed a loud climax, too. She stopped eating Andi’s pussy and just pressed her face into her soft flesh while she moaned loudly and shivered, her body wracked by one strong orgasm after another.

I looked up to see what Krista thought of all this but she and Mouse were gone. I spotted them on one of the cushions in the grass near the fence on the other side of the pool

Jan and Chaz helped April up. Her legs were trembling. She really needed the help. They guided her back to her seat and gently lowered her into it. Our friends gathered around and told April and Andi how hot that they thought that little show was.

April laughed breathlessly and exclaimed, “I’ll say! I never … that was … FUCK!!”

Andi was still breathing heavily. It was a moment or two before she sighed loudly and leaned back in my arms. She turned and kissed my cheek and said, “We need to give that girl a raise!”

I groaned and replied, “I’m the one who has the raise. Damn that was hot!”

Jan leaned down and reached under Andi to wrap her fingers around my hard, throbbing cock. She smiled and said, “I would love to help you with this, Dean. But it’s time to start getting ready. I promise you it will be worth your while to wait.”

“That’s alright, Jan. I already knew that you had a cruel streak in you.”

She faked a cute little pout and in her defense offered, “It isn’t my fault your horny wife and housekeeper can’t control themselves!”

It may have been just the impression I got, but it seemed like the women are more open with Andi and April now. It was as if they had passed some sort of test. It isn’t anything overt, no particular behavior I can point to and say “That’s different.” There’s just more of a feeling in the air that the two new girls are truly a part of the family now.

Because no one trusted me I was forced to shower alone. Helen waited until Krista and Mouse were finished entertaining each other and she escorted Krista to her new home to get ready for this evening.

Mouse and Kat left with them.

The rest of us showered and changed at Jan’s house. I was ready first. I was sitting at the kitchen island with Dani after getting ready. Dani was wearing a garment that appeared to be made from a sheer curtain. She was as good as naked. It looked very damn good on her. It kind of amused me that she didn’t seem the least bit nervous about going out dressed that way.

The other girls started gathering around as they finished getting ready. All were dressed very much like Dani. Jan has generously provided Andi and April with tiny, lacy slips that are not quite as sheer as the thing Dani has on but are nearly as revealing.

Gradually the men started showing up. Brad came home, showered and dressed. Mo and Gregg showed up a few minutes later with their wives and housekeepers.

Jeff Mitchum and David Burton arrived at almost the same time. Jan was having a hell of a time keeping track of who’s here and who’s still on the way.

I tried to get some idea of what’s in store for us tonight. I tried pumping Jeff and Mo for information. Mo just smiled and shook his head.

Jeff hasn’t been to the club yet. But his wife has and she knows what’s in store for us. Unfortunately, if she told Jeff he’s stubbornly keeping it to himself.

Jan was finally satisfied that everyone that’s going is present and ready. We filed out and squeezed into the two stretch limos. This was another new experience for the three new girls. But now that everything is in motion they seem as eager as everyone else.







Chapter 40


The men took seats around the insides of the limo and the women distributed themselves around and on them. The odds were great for the guys. There are twelve women but only seven men in our group. So although it’s a little crowded, it’s crowded in a very pleasant way.

I sat with Krista in my lap. Mo served as a seat cushion and seatbelt for Andi. Mouse was sitting on Mike’s lap and Brad was holding onto Madison.

The two other girls in our car, Midge and Carol, sat together and kept each other from getting bored. It wasn’t long before the flimsy garments the ladies were wearing began to serve as belts or disappear altogether. There was a lot of touching and teasing. But we had all agreed that no one was permitted to have an orgasm on that long, exciting drive up into the mountains.

Krista leaned back against me. She’s obviously still amazed by everything that has happened to her today, and everything she witnessed at Jan’s house earlier. As we enjoyed the erotic scene taking place all around us she quietly said, “That was the most exciting thing I’ve ever seen. I couldn’t believe April!”

I’m not sure which “that” she was referring to. I’m just going to assume she meant everything that happened to her and around her today. I suspect, though, that she’s referring to April eating Andi’s pussy with the help of so many of our new friends.

I behaved myself at first since Krista is so new to our strange group. But she was being flirty, encouraging me, making it clear that she’s having fun and is interested in becoming an active member and full participant.

I kissed her softly on the lips and she returned my kiss affectionately. I asked, “That was your first time, too. Wasn’t it?”

She smiled and nodded. Then she said, “I took a shower with Andrea … Andi. She told me all about you while we were getting ready. She told me what you did for her. I think that was so wonderful. I watched her eyes when she talks about you. She loves you so much. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a woman that much in love before. It almost made me cry. I’m so happy for her.

“Most of us working in that club have had a hard life. No woman applies for that job because she wants it. At least no woman I ever met. It’s the last step down before hooking. But poor Andi, she had it worse. I can’t believe that she isn’t all screwed up. But she isn’t. And now, at last she is so very happy. She owes that to you.”

She kissed me again and said, “I watched your face out there on the patio this afternoon. You love her the same way. You two are so good together. I hope that someday I can find someone like you.”

I kissed her and said, “I hope so, too. I want that for you and April. You are both special and you deserve something good in your lives after what you’ve been through. When I hear you tell your stories I can’t help being embarrassed. It makes me ashamed of my gender. I hate it that you, all of you, have been so mistreated by men for so long. I feel as though I should do something to make it up to you.”

Krista hugged me affectionately. She lifted my hand up, placing it on her warm, firm breast. She smiled and said, “We’ve already found some good in our lives. And that’s thanks to you, too. Helen is an angel. And Mo is so funny. I know I’m going to love him. And that house! Have you seen the housekeeper’s suite behind the kitchen?! It should be on the cover of Good Housekeeping or something! It’s beautiful. I’ve never lived anywhere that nice in my entire life!

“But it’s the people who make this all so nice. You people are really different. But you’re different in a good way. I just met everyone and I think I love you all. But I love you most of all. Thank you for what you’ve done … for all three of us.”

I caressed her breast and kissed her again. I held her close and said, “I kind of know what you’re feeling. I’m new here, too. I’ve only just started getting to know these wonderful people. And yet I’ve never felt so close to any group of people in my life. They’re definitely unusual. But they really are special. I feel honored to be accepted among them.”

Krista pulled me a little tighter against her and kissed me with a lot more passion. Then she nuzzled my cheek and said, “I haven’t made love to a man in more than two years. I would like it very much if the next time I do it could be with you. I know Andi won’t mind. I asked her.”

She looked at my face and chuckled. She said, “Don’t worry. I’m not stalking you and I wouldn’t try to take you away from Andi. I just like you, a lot, and I’d like to thank you. The fact that you’re so good looking never entered into it.”

I answered, “I’d be honored. That’s an offer that I doubt many men would turn down. But I have no idea what’s going to happen tonight.”

She smiled and said, “This doesn’t count. I assume from all the lascivious grins I see on everyone’s faces there’s going to be a lot of hot, recreational sex going on tonight. Judging by the comments I’ve heard from the other women in the group we’ll probably all leave that club this evening walking bowlegged. But later, in a day or two, I would love to make love to you.”

I kissed her again and said, “I’d love that, too. I’ll make a point of it.”

Then I asked, “How do you feel about what’s going to happen tonight, whatever the hell that is? Does it bother you? I have a cozy little cabin near here if you start having second thoughts.”

She smiled and said, “I was nervous. I still am a little. But I look at the others, the ones who have been here before, and I listen to their excited comments and I have to admit that after a couple years of celibacy I’m horny enough to kill a man with my bare thighs. I think it makes a huge difference that it’s up to me now. Coming here was my decision. I could just as easily have said that I don’t want to come. No one would have minded. In fact, they encouraged me to wait until more time has passed. I think that’s why I suddenly feel so empowered.

“So please, don’t worry about me. Now that it’s happening I’m having fun. And what you’re doing right now with your fingers is going a long ways toward getting me in the mood for whatever the hell is going to happen.”

Krista and I continued to touch and kiss. But we gradually became more involved in the laughing and joking and general conversation. I think that we were all surprised when the car came to a stop near the entrance to a very large, very dark building. My watch said that almost three hours had passed. But it seemed like we just left the house!

There were only a couple of dim lights in the parking lot. There was enough light that I could see that the large parking lot is packed with cars, very expensive cars for the most part.

The building has no windows and no signs that I can see. Except for the building itself there are no signs of life. If it weren’t for all the cars I would have assumed it was an empty building, perhaps a warehouse surrounded by absolutely nothing but trees. We’re standing in a parking lot off of a side road in the middle of nowhere. I’ve never been down this road. If I drove by here in the daylight I doubt very much that I would have recognized this place as being a club. But considering how many large, expensive cars are parked in the parking lot this far from civilization they must be doing something interesting to draw a crowd.

We gathered in a group and the girls put their clothes back on and pulled themselves together. When we were ready we followed Dave to the very substantial looking door. Just as we reached the door it was opened by a stern looking man in a tuxedo. We all stepped into a darkened foyer surrounded by dark velvet wall hangings.

The door closed and a few dim lights came on. Even with the lights back on it was darker inside than it was out!

The man in the tuxedo acted as if the women in our group weren’t even there. He greeted many of the men in our group by name. He must have an amazing memory. He started to turn away when his eyes fell on Andi. He asked David to join him off to the side. I have to assume that he was concerned about Andi’s age.

David waved Andi over. After a brief conversation they waved me over. None of the women are carrying purses. The men are carrying their identification. When asked, I produced her fake driver’s license. The stern looking man in the tuxedo didn’t believe it for a minute. I saw it plainly in his eyes. But after a brief hesitation he thanked us politely and snapped his fingers.

Two beautiful, young, naked women appeared from behind a curtain. The man in the tuxedo announced, “These young ladies will be taking care of you this evening. Their names are Carrie and Karla.”

The young women smiled and Carrie, or at least I think it was Carrie, asked us to follow her. She led us through a velvet curtain into a room so huge and so dark that I couldn’t see the walls. We passed booth after booth, so dimly lit that we could only just make out that there were people sitting in them. I was certain it was a trick played by the dim lighting but I could have sworn that several of the women we passed were sitting there naked!

We came to a place where someone had removed the partitions between several tables and the tables were pushed together. They have apparently gone to a lot of trouble to accommodate our large group.

Jan and Midge took charge and started seating us. The men moved around and sat at one end. Then, much to my surprise and the surprise of Andi and her two friends, the women all undressed standing right there in the aisle.

Our waitresses took their clothes away and returned with trays of drinks. Those of us who are here for the first time looked around carefully. I still don’t see what’s so special about this place. Granted, the women are naked. But we have plenty of privacy. It’s very dark and our booths are surrounded by dividers on three sides. We can’t see into any of the other booths and no one can see into ours unless they stand directly in front of us. The seating is amphitheater style. Each succeeding row of booths is lower than the rows behind it. But as far as I can tell there’s nothing out there to see. There has to be something I’m missing.

We all sipped our drinks and those of us who haven’t been here before continued trying to figure out what’s so special about this place. I thought it strange that no one had placed a drink order. I guess we’re expected take what they give us and like it. But I did like it. We don’t all have the same drink. But we discussed the drinks and tried to decide what they contained. The only thing we were able to agree on is that they’re all delicious.

My drink was fruity but not too sweet. If given the opportunity I’m pretty certain I wouldn’t have ordered it. But it has a pleasant taste and it’s refreshing. I’d probably have enjoyed one of my usual drinks more. I can get by on these for one night, though.

I sat back and took a moment to contemplate the women in our group. These aren’t like any other women I’ve known in my life. And I don’t say that because they’re all so beautiful, though they are all very beautiful. They’re different because they’re more open to new experiences. They’re confident. They’re adventurous. They’re very sexual and sensual and they are more open about their sexuality than any women I’ve ever met. They’re almost masculine in their enjoyment of sex. In so many ways these are all, beyond any doubt, the most exceptional members of the opposite sex that I’ve ever encountered.

We continued to talk and laugh, but more quietly now. This is the quietest public restaurant, or club, or whatever the hell it is, that I’ve ever been in. It’s actually kind of pleasant. We’re able to converse easily in slightly hushed but normal voices. There was a barely discernable buzz of conversation from the other tables. But it never once intruded on our quiet bantering.

The waitresses kept our glasses filled almost magically. We never saw them until our glasses were empty and then they suddenly appeared with a full glass. They re-appeared after twenty minutes or so, each carrying a huge tray. They served us meals we didn’t order and disappeared again.

As a general rule I’m not fond of gourmet food. I want my food to be recognizable as food and I want it prepared for taste, not for appearance. I didn’t have any idea what I was eating, or what anyone around me was eating. But I’m forced to admit that whatever it is it was delicious. I almost wished that there was enough of it to make a meal!

I noticed that the members of our group who have been here before are watching us. I assumed that they were wondering what we thought of the food. We were half way through the meal when Andi started to choke. I looked up to see her recover. But she was staring off into space in a way that worried me.

I turned to look and saw for the first time that either our eyes are adjusting to the gloom or the room is gradually getting lighter. I’m able to see the far walls now. But they’re just plain dark walls with nothing to draw one’s attention. I was about to turn back to check on Andi when movement down at the lowest level caught my eye. I looked more closely and gasped in shock.

My eyes began to adjust and I finally understood what it is that’s different about this place. Or I thought I did. I didn’t know the half of it yet. There were naked women chained up to the walls all around the lower section.

I was staring at the women in shock when two men in tuxedos passed by. They were escorting two naked women to one of the sets of narrow stairs that leads down to the bottom level. I watched as they were led to an empty space on the wall and chained in place.

I was still staring when I finally realized that the women chained up down there are more than decorations. A growing number of men are slowly moving along from woman to woman, taking their time and examining them freely, as if they were shopping for slaves!

They looked and they groped. But the room was still incredibly quiet and it was apparent that those people down there didn’t speak to each other. The slave shopping was conducted in silence.

My first reaction, well, almost my first reaction, was that they have a great decorator. More and more women were being led down and chained up. I came to realize that those women chained up down there are customers. They’re probably being taken down there and chained up as they finish their meals.

As if in confirmation, I heard the table being cleaned off in the next booth and then the silent men in tuxedos came for the two women sitting there with their husbands or dates or whatever they are.

No one spoke about what we were witnessing going on around us. If we asked a question we were told to wait and see. The suspense continued to build until we finished our meals and our table was cleared off. The waitresses appeared with drinks for the men. But six men in tuxedos appeared and waited silently while all the women at our table were lined up double file and led away.

Andi tried one last time to ask a question. But before she got two words out she was sternly ordered to remain silent. Then I watched all twelve women being led down to the wall and chained up.

I looked at my male companions with a lopsided grin on my face.

Mo smiled and asked, “Are you ready to work off some of those calories?”

Mike laughed quietly and said, “Let’s go get some pussy while it’s still fresh.”

We got to our feet and I followed them down to the floor level. I stopped near where our women were chained up and watched as men stopped in front of each of them and groped them freely.

While I was watching, Brad whispered in my ear, “Each woman has a numbered plaque over her station. When you see one you want you go to the nearest hallway and tell one of the men in tuxedos the number of the woman you’ve selected. She is taken inside and placed on a padded bench and you may do anything you wish to her as long as you don’t harm her.

“The only other rules are that you cannot choose a member of your own party and you are absolutely forbidden to speak or you will be kicked out. You are free to select women and go into the back until you are wasting away and they have to call 911. Or, if you prefer to be reasonable, you can enjoy some woman’s charms, take a short break, have a drink, and then start examining the stock again.

“There are some special rooms inside and there is some equipment that is probably too advanced for people like us. So I advise that you just start slow and enjoy yourself.”

While Brad was explaining I watched two men in tuxedos come out, unchain Andi and Krista and lead them away. I whispered to Brad, “I don’t suppose they condone watching?”

Brad grinned and replied, “No. But if you were to select some other fine looking slave girl to sample, you’d probably be in a position to see what’s happening to Andi. Most of the action takes place in a huge room that is very much like an old high school gymnasium. There are padded benches everywhere with beautiful women strapped down and being taken like chattel.

“Come on. Follow me. There are a couple of lovelies over here that caught my eye. We can check them out and if they meet with your approval we can request that they be placed on adjoining benches so that we can share.”

I couldn’t argue with logic like that!

We joined the procession of men silently moving along the wall and examining the ladies chained up and available. The women are of every possible description. They appear to be of every race imaginable. Every hair color can be seen. Some that I saw are in their fifties and even sixties, and looked it. Others were a lot closer to Andi’s age. Most were in fairly good shape, though some were on the plump side. They aren’t all beautiful by any means. But they’re all horny and they’re all available and they all exude an aura of sexuality that’s hard to resist.

As we moved along the line and I explored their bodies anonymously with my hands, hefting all variety of breasts and exploring dripping wet vaginas, I found it almost impossible to keep from speaking to them. I thought it was awful that it wasn’t allowed. And yet, the eerie silence and the concept of selecting a woman that you have never seen before and ordering her like you would a drink in a bar struck me as strangely erotic.

We finally came to the two women Brad had his eyes on. We stood before them and felt them up for a moment. They’re both in their late twenties or early thirties. Even in the nude they look like young executives. I have the feeling that these two women were more apt to be found wielding power in a boardroom than chained up in a bedroom. There’s nothing to say that they came here together. But I’m almost certain that they did.

They aren’t pretty. Not strictly speaking. They’re both very fit and very sexy. But something in their eyes on those rare occasions when they glanced up was compelling.

Brad glanced at me and I nodded. He went off to request their services while I remained there, teasing the older of the two women and wondering about them. I noticed that both are wearing wedding bands. I was dying to ask them all sorts of personal questions.

I went to see what was keeping Brad. He was standing just inside the entrance to the hallway we would soon be going down. I could see people moving around at the other end in the comparatively brightly lit room where most of the sex is taking place.

I say most of the sex because there was an open doorway to my left. Through the not quite completely closed curtain Brad and I watched two women secured to a sturdy bench in a sixty-nine. They were eating each other’s pussies while two men were fucking them. I couldn’t see the women’s faces. I wasn’t even able to determine if they were part of our group. But whoever they are they’re enjoying the hell out it.

I could have stood there watching for much longer. It was fascinating. But Brad tapped me and pointed out that our selections are being led down the hallway. We hurried to catch up.

As I hurried down the hallway I passed several rooms on either side. The doorways were only nominally covered by curtains. I caught glimpses of people in every room having sex on beds or benches or even standing up.

I had to stop for a few seconds when we stepped out into the large main room. Naked women were tied down to benches of every possible description everywhere I looked. And each was being fucked by at least one man. In just the short time I stood watching I saw several men exchange women, pulling their cock out of one woman and driving it into another seconds later.

The sound of panting breaths, moans and groans of pleasure, and occasional cries as someone reached orgasm blended with the constant sound of flesh slapping flesh. There must have been fifty women tied up in that room. And I understand that there’s another room just like this one at the end of another hallway farther down the wall where the women are all chained up.

I spotted several of the women from our group. I walked right past Jan. She was on her back with a very familiar looking older man fucking the hell out of her. From the look on her face there was no doubt that he was doing a very good job of it.

It wasn’t until I passed them by that I recognized him as the dry cleaner to whom she introduced me when I asked her where I could get my suits cleaned.

I finally caught up with Brad. The men in tuxedos were just finishing up securing the two women we selected to a strange looking bench that was about eight feet long. The older of the two women was lying on her back with her legs up in the air. Her long, slender legs were spread; her ankles about three feet apart. They were secured to two posts extending up from the base of the bench. The younger woman was tied down on her stomach, her feet not quite reaching the floor.

Their faces were touching in the center of the bench and aligned perfectly. They had already begun to kiss each other passionately while Brad and I moved around them, exploring a bit more of that beautiful, helpless, feminine real estate.

I was gently but firmly kneading the ass cheeks of the girl on top while I watched Brad pull his cock out and slide it between their lips. They went after it like piranhas, devouring it lustily until he pulled it back and moved to the end of the bench. He slid his cock into the other woman all the way to the hilt.

I saw the pleasure on his face as her warm pussy clamped down on his cock. I pulled my cock out of my pants and let them have a taste of it before moving back down and ramming it home in the pussy of the girl on top. The women both started to moan with passion and they returned to kissing with an enthusiasm that made me wonder once more about their relationship.

But I’m not here to be her friend or her lover. I’m here to fuck her. I’m here to use her body. That’s a new concept for me. I’m not a man who uses people, and especially not women. I don’t recommend it as a lifestyle. But I must confess that there’s a kind of freedom that can be found in this sort of sex that I’ve never experienced before. Just for this evening I’m free to be selfish!

I found it quite exciting and that surprised me. And I don’t have to feel guilty because those women are using me in the same way. They aren’t here to bring me pleasure. They came here tonight to enjoy themselves. They came here to cut loose, to live out a fantasy, to get fucked and enjoy sex without responsibility or consequence. What a novel idea!

I started slamming into the young woman in front of me and the feeling was unbelievable. But it isn’t just that I’m fucking some anonymous woman whom I’ll never see again. It’s that, too. But it’s that in conjunction with the sights and sounds and smells and the very concept of this room.

If you would have described this place to me, told me what happens here and described the people who come here to experience this I would have called you a liar to your face. I would have insisted that people would not behave like this. Not normal, everyday, upstanding American citizens. Certainly not any of the people I know! And definitely not in the numbers I’ve seen here tonight.

But this is an incredible experience if you’re the proper kind of person, the kind of person who can let your hair down and enjoy this fantasy. I hope that Andi is having as much fun as I am. I will be very sad if she isn’t enjoying herself and we can never to return.

Brad caught my eye with a hand signal. It took me a moment to realize what he wanted. When it finally sank in I smiled, nodded and we changed partners.

When I pulled my cock free of the woman I was raping she groaned in disappointment. I smiled at the evidence that she’s having as much fun as I am.

I took up where Brad left off with the other woman. I no sooner started to fuck her than I saw Andi being led past us by two men in tuxedos, followed by a very large young man.

She was walking with her head down demurely like a slave girl. She must have sensed that I’m nearby. She glanced up. Our eyes met and she smiled and winked. Then she resumed her slave posture.

Seeing her elfin smile was a huge relief. She’s obviously having fun, too.

I turned my attention back to the woman I’m fucking. I began to tease her clit while I fucked her. It was so easy while she’s restrained on this bench at just the right height. Her pussy clamped down on my cock appreciatively. I kept that up while watching her large tits swaying in time with my increasingly violent strokes.

My senses were quickly being overwhelmed by all of this sexual input. I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer and there wasn’t anything I could do about it. I was so relieved when the woman I’m fucking screamed into the mouth of the other woman she was still kissing passionately and her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vise. We didn’t quite come together. She climaxed violently and just as she was coming down from her orgasm I sprayed her insides with the juices from my own.

Brad and the other girl were still going strong. I stood there with my cock still in the fist like grip of the woman I just fucked and watched for several more minutes until they both came. I can’t help but admire his stamina. But he has been here many times before. This isn’t all new to him. I thought I did pretty well, considering.

Brad smiled at me and mouthed that he needed a drink. I was all for that. I nodded and slowly pulled my cock free. Brad moved around and offered his slimy cock to the two women. They eagerly licked and sucked until it was clean.

He stepped back and indicated that I should do the same. I wasn’t really comfortable with the idea. But they didn’t seem to mind. So I took his place and watched as they provided that same service to me.

We put our cocks away. We were just about to leave the room when a young woman approached with a pail of warm water and some clean cloths. She went right to work cleaning the two women we just fucked. It was only then that I looked around and saw that there were half a dozen attractive, naked women moving around the room providing that service wherever it was necessary.

The girls weren’t released from their bondage until they were cleaned up. Then they were taken back out and chained up under their numbers again. Fucking amazing!

I followed Brad back up to our table. Gregg and Mike were there sipping on a drink. They grinned at me as I came up and sat down. I smiled back and quietly exclaimed, “Fuck me! I love this place! I just can’t believe that normal people behave like this!”

Gregg chuckled and replied, “Normal people don’t. People like us do.”

Mike asked, “Do you think the girls are taking it well?”

I replied, “I saw them leading Andi in for what must have been her second session. She smiled and winked. She looked like she was having a great time. I think I’ll check on April and Krista to make sure. But from what she said on the way up here I gathered that Krista had an inkling of what was to come.

I swept my hand around the room to encompass all the naked women in chains and exclaimed, “I doubt if she expected this!”

My three companions chuckled and nodded in agreement.

“But she knew there was going to be sex and I didn’t get the impression she minded. April struck me as the most fragile of the three. I’ll feel better after I’ve checked on her.”

The waitress appeared out of nowhere, as usual, and delivered our drinks. After she disappeared again I asked, “What the hell are we drinking? What the hell did we eat?!”

They all laughed. Brad answered, “We have no idea what the drinks are. But in case you’re wondering, they don’t serve alcohol here. The drinks are all various fruit juice concoctions. They’re delicious. But management doesn’t want the party being spoiled by a bunch of rowdy drunks.”

I nodded. That made sense. And I feel a little more sober now that I know I’m not drinking mixed drinks.

Brad went on to say, “As for the food, David might be able to tell you. I’ve been here half a dozen times and I have no fucking idea what I’ve eaten here. It’s good. But it could be my next door neighbor for all I know.”

Gregg chuckled and said, “Or your next door neighbor’s dog!”

Brad grinned, shrugged and said, “Whatever! We don’t come here for the food! Or at least I don’t.”

I finished my drink quickly and said, “I’m going to see if I can find April and Krista. Then I think I’m going to examine more of the livestock. I don’t know if I’m ready to go again this soon. But that was the most fun I ever had window shopping.”

I got up and took note of where our booth is located. I would never have found it after the first time if it wasn’t for Brad. I went down the stairs and oriented myself. I didn’t see any of the women from my party so I started walking along the wall. I stayed out of the stream of men examining the women and moving slowly along the wall. I didn’t have to walk far before I found someone I know. I saw a man in a tuxedo returning Madison to her place.

I waited until there was a gap in the window shoppers and stepped in. I leaned closer, nuzzled her cheek and whispered, “Are April and Krista doing okay?”

She smiled and nodded. Then she whispered, “We all are.”

I kissed her cheek and stepped back just as they were bringing April and Krista back out. They saw me and smiled as they were being chained back up. Krista winked at me and I winked back. I would have liked to have taken her into the back. But they have that stupid rule against having sex with people in your own party. It eased my mind to see that they’re alright, though.

I walked along the wall admiring all of the naked female flesh. I didn’t join the procession. I just looked from the aisle, enjoying the sight of all that feminine flesh on display. I saw a lot of beautiful naked women. None I thought were as beautiful as the small herd we brought with us. But many who were very tempting.

I almost missed the most amusing thing as I walked along. I did a double take when I realized that one of the ‘men’ moving down the line examining the chained up women was actually a large female wearing a man’s suit. I watched her for a couple of minutes. She was very rough, rougher than any of the men I’ve seen. And from the looks on the faces of the women she stopped to examine, they weren’t anxious to go into the back with her.

I was just about to return to the table for another drink when a woman caught my eye and I came to a stop. She’s probably in her early to mid fifties. Her face is very pretty and her body is perfect. But there’s something in her eyes that made me stop. In a split second I formed a scenario in my head. I was somehow certain that this woman does not want to be here. She could only be chained up that way as a result of a dare, a threat, or she lost a bet to someone with a very dirty mind. She’s not enjoying herself and it shows. More than that, she looks terrified, though she’s trying very hard to hide it from all the men who are molesting her.

I watched several men stop in front of her. They groped her in silence just as they’ve been doing to all the other women chained to the wall. But I assume that they were put off by the expression on her face and the way she tensed up when they touch her. They all quickly moved on. I may never know what made me do it. Without even approaching her I made note of her number and went to one of the tuxedo types to put in my request.

While I was waiting for her to be brought back I talked to another man in a tuxedo and asked if the woman I requested could be made comfortable and then blindfolded. He smiled and asked if I would be interested in a private room. One of the few available rooms had just come open.

I nodded and he suggested that I step into the alcove behind him if I don’t want the lady to see me. I think that he assumed that the woman and I know each other.

I did as he suggested and waited until he came for me. A few moments later I was led down the hallway to a small room just before the entrance to the large orgy room. I nodded my thanks and stepped inside.

The woman I requested was on a padded bench, held in place by fur lined leather cuffs. The end of the bench on which her head rested was slightly elevated. A silk scarf covered her eyes. Her head and her arms and legs were all supported by the bench. She looked nervous but not uncomfortable.

Understandably, she tried to pick up some clue to my identity as I approached, to somehow get a sense of what kind of person I am. I stood looking down at her for a long time before I reached out and touched her lightly. She shivered. But I was almost positive that it wasn’t from desire. I didn’t have to see her eyes to know that she hates this.

I teased her body for several minutes, trying to turn her on. Her nipples grew hard and her vagina became moist. But her jaw remained clenched. This woman doesn’t belong here.

I stopped trying to arouse her and started to unbuckle one of her cuffs. In a frantic whisper she suddenly exclaimed, “What are you doing?! Stop that!”

I whispered back, “You don’t belong here. I’m letting you up.”

She went limp and said, “No. Please don’t do that.”

I stopped unbuckling the cuff and stood over her. I smoothed my hand down over her lustrous auburn hair and asked, “Why are you doing this? You hate this.”

She only said, “I have to do this. It’s the price I have to pay.”

I waited while someone passed by the curtain that provided our privacy and asked, “Pay to whom, for what? This isn’t something you should do under duress. This is a place for consenting adults. You’re obviously not a consenting adult. I don’t take women against their will.”

She shook her head and said, “Please, just do what you want to do to me. I’ll let you. You have my consent.”

I said, “You’re a beautiful woman. You sound intelligent and educated. What could make you do something you so obviously detest?”

She was silent for a long time. Then she whispered, “Are you married?”

I nodded before I remembered she couldn’t see me. I removed the blindfold and nodded again. I’m not married yet, but as good as. The distinction didn’t matter.

She was too embarrassed to look me in the eyes. She saw my nod and she asked, “Is your wife here?”

I nodded again.

“Is she enjoying herself?”

I thought back to the expression on her face earlier in the evening and replied, “I imagine that she is getting pretty tired by now. But yes. She’s having fun.”

She sighed and said, “I’m here because I’ve never enjoyed sex. My husband told me that he’s going to leave me. I panicked. I told him that I’d do anything if he would just stay. This is one of the things I have to do. I suppose it’s a test. He must have assumed I’d refuse when he suggested it.”

I felt sorry for her. I felt sorry for both of them. But this is a terrible thing to do to someone who doesn’t enjoy it.

I asked, “Do you love him?”

She quickly replied, “Of course!”

But I saw in her eyes that she wasn’t entirely certain.

“There must be other ways to achieve whatever his goal is. Have you tried counseling?”

She blushed even more deeply and her voice was tinged with a mixture of guilt and defiance when she whispered, “I refused. I don’t want to talk about sex with a stranger and admit what a lousy wife I’ve been.”

“And you saw this as an acceptable substitute?!”

“I have no choice!”

“You have several choices. You can seek counseling. You can leave him … or let him leave you. Sex is really a lot of fun. Has it occurred to you that there are probably a couple of hundred people here tonight and they all enjoy it? You’re the only person I’ve seen who isn’t. Is your husband a lousy lover or are you unable to let anyone get that close to you?”

She finally looked me in the eye and with a wry grin she admitted, “Both.”

I smiled and said, “That was why I asked for the blindfold. Some women find that when they are bound and blindfolded it frees them. They’re no longer responsible for what they do or for what happens to them.”

I chuckled and added, “But others have a panic attack.”

She smiled and said, “You’re pretty nice. Are you a psychiatrist?”

I shook my head and said, “No. But I like to play doctor.”

She looked into my eyes for a minute and said, “Would you do me a favor? Would you put the scarf back on me and make … have sex with me?”

I looked at her for a moment. It may have been that she just didn’t want to go back to that wall. But I thought that she really wanted to try. Something about the way I’ve been talking to her must have made her feel like trusting me. That’s saying quite a lot after such a brief conversation under these strange circumstances. Maybe she feels reassured by how laid back I am; the lack of pressure.

I decided to let her try again. I put the scarf over her eyes. I carefully stretched out on the bench beside her. The narrow, padded ledge is only just wide enough to accommodate me if I were to lie flat on my back. That part of the bench I’m reclining on isn’t meant to lie upon but to give me a place to rest my arms and legs when I climb up over her and fuck her. I turned onto my side and made myself as comfortable as possible. I began to lightly tease her body with my fingertips.

I didn’t do anything that I didn’t do to her a few minutes ago. But she seemed more receptive this time. She didn’t clench up and she didn’t shiver with revulsion.

I moved my fingers over her sexy body for a very long time before I kissed her lightly on the lips.

She didn’t react at first. She didn’t return my kiss. But she didn’t pull away. She didn’t stiffen up. I kissed her cheek, her ear, her neck; light, soft kisses that didn’t threaten.

After several minutes she whispered just a little breathlessly, “You’re very good at this.”

I said, “I’ve been fortunate enough to have learned from some very good women.”

I kissed her on the lips again. She returned my kiss this time, tentatively at first. But then, as we continued to kiss, with gradually increasing enthusiasm.

After kissing her for several minutes I moved down and began to tease her breasts with my lips and my tongue. I carefully avoided her nipples, teasing the sensitive flesh all around them until she sighed and said somewhat breathlessly, “You’re very good at this, too. I’d like to thank those women you mentioned.”

I finally kissed one of her nipples lightly and said, “One of them is tied up around here somewhere. I’d be happy to introduce you.”

She sighed as I finally took her nipple into my mouth and teased it. Then she said, “She’s a very lucky woman.”

“I’m a very lucky man.”

“You’re a very nice man. You may have been right about the blindfold and the chains. I think I’m starting to enjoy this.”

I moved my attention to her other breast as she said, “My husband has never taken his time and touched me the way you do.”

I started to kiss my way down her stomach, very, very slowly. I paused long enough to say, “I’m sorry. I can’t help you with him. Maybe if you learn what it is you like you can teach him. Or if not, you can find a man with a little patience and an imagination.”

Unfortunately we weren’t on a bed. This would have been much easier in a bed than it was on this oversized bench with just enough room for me to lie beside her. I was forced to slide off and keep my feet on the floor as I slowly continued kissing and licking my way down her body.

I watched carefully for some sign that she objects to what I’m doing or that I’m moving too quickly for her. But I’m beginning to see obvious signs of arousal now and from the sound of her heavy breathing I’m getting the impression that she’s no longer in a mood to object.

I avoided touching her sex as I kissed my way past and worked my way down her slender, shapely legs. I thought that she must be a runner. She’s in excellent condition and her legs are very supple.

I whispered, “I love your sexy body. You must work hard to be in this kind of shape.”

She hissed, “Yesssss! I run.”

I worked my way down to her feet and kissed and licked them, sucking on her toes before starting back up the other leg to her moist, red, obviously excited pussy. I kissed my way up to it and then circled it with my lips and tongue, teasing her just a little longer.

Just before I touched my lips to her moist opening I whispered, “Do you enjoy this?”

“Yesssss! For the first time yesssss!”

I thought that her husband must be a real clod. All she needed was a gentle touch and a little patience. No special handling required. Now she’s in this strange club with a complete stranger, responding eagerly to a man with no particular skills in this area of human relations. As far as I know I’m not any better at this than most men. But then, I haven’t been to bed with that many men … not any actually. What do I know?

I feasted on her pussy for a very long time. I was rewarded by the sight of her having orgasm after orgasm, each more vocal and more gut wrenching than the last until she began to plead with me to fuck her in a loud, desperate whisper.

Nice guy that I am I fully intend to do as she asks. I’d be willing to bet that she has never before in her life voiced that request to any man. I was about to climb up over her and do just exactly what she’s requesting. But when I stepped away from the bench I noticed that it’s adjustable.

She moaned in disappointment when I began to unfasten her wrist and ankle cuffs. But I told her to be patient or I would have to spank her. That got her attention.

I helped her to turn over and get up on her hands and knees with her knees on the back edge of the cushion. I loosely placed the cuffs around her wrists and ankles again and then I lowered the bench until she was at the perfect height.

I thought that this position would be more in keeping with being taken in a club like this and it had the added benefit that my cock would be better able to stimulate her G-spot.

I took up my position behind her. I ran my hands over her sexy ass and down her thighs for a moment. Then I placed the head of my very hard cock against her sopping wet opening and slowly entered her, gently sliding about half of my dick into her.

She gasped and then muttered, “That feels so good!”

I grabbed her hips and held her while I slowly slid the rest of my cock into her. Her pussy clamped down hard and she cried out. It was a cry of intense pleasure. I stayed like that for a moment, gathering my strength and then I began to pound into her like the rape victim I fancy that she now imagines she is.

Her cries of pleasure and her almost constant orgasms as she devolved into a state of sexual frenzy were irresistible. It had been too much foreplay for me. I doubt if I could have lasted much longer. Her pussy seemed to be grabbing onto my cock and trying to squeeze an orgasm out of me. So I was glad when she reached one more violent orgasm and collapsed as I sprayed my cum inside of her hot, receptive opening.

I let my cock remain inside of her while I reached down and unbuckled the cuffs on her ankles. I gently laid her down and moved up to unbuckle the wrist restraints. When she was free I slipped the scarf off and held her in my arms for a few moments, lightly kissing her pretty face.

She finally sighed deeply, opened her eyes and smiled at me. We kissed one last time and I stood up and pulled my pants up. Once I had my clothing in order I winked at her and mouthed, “Thank you.”

She smiled and I left the small room, leaving the curtain open so that someone would come in and help her clean up.

As I was just about to step out of the hallway and back into the main room one of those men in tuxedos stepped out from behind his little podium and sternly requested, “Would you please come with me, sir?”

He said please and there was a question mark at the end of his request. But it was from his tone that it was not so much a request as a command.

I followed him through a door hidden behind a curtain and down a narrow passageway. He led me to a small room with several doors that were all labeled, “Authorized personnel only!” in large, black letters.

We stepped into an elevator and went up three floors. He led me to a huge, modern, well furnished office and through the open door. A large, casually dressed man was working at the desk on the other side of the room. He looked up and nodded to the man in the tuxedo who then left us alone.

The man behind the desk stood up and came around to meet me. He was smiling. That calmed me a little. He shook my hand and introduced himself and I returned the favor. Then he asked, “I believe this is your first visit to the club?”

I nodded.

“But you know the rules against speaking to the women?”

At last I knew what this was about. I answered, “Yes. I know the rules. I felt this was a special circumstance. If that’s a problem for you I won’t return.”

He smiled and said, “No. I was just making certain that you were aware of the prohibition before we have this talk. We monitor the rooms for sound. We don’t record anything. But we listen for any signs that someone is getting carried away in case some form of intervention might be required. One of my monitors notified me that you and the lady were talking. As I started to go down and ask you to leave she stopped me. She called me over and asked me to listen.

“I apologize for eavesdropping. But sometimes it’s necessary in a club like this. I want you to know that I think you did a wonderful thing in that room tonight. You were intuitive, sensitive, understanding and obviously very helpful. I think you must be a very good person. I just want to make sure it won’t happen again.

“This is a unique club with a distinctive atmosphere. It’s important to maintain that atmosphere. One of the primary rules that preserve the tone down there is the ban on speaking. If it happens again I’m afraid I’ll have to ban you. I’m going to overlook it this time because I think you did a very good thing in that room tonight. You should be thanked, not punished.”

I smiled and said, “That’s a relief. I would hate it if you asked me not to return. And I know that my wife would, too. I apologize for being out of line. I’m afraid I couldn’t help myself. The look of terror in that woman’s eyes touched me. I couldn’t just … well, you know. You heard.”

“I understand. But please, don’t do it again.”

We shook hands again and he offered to escort me back to my booth. Since I have no idea where I am I gladly accepted.

I also had no idea what time it was. As we made our way through the club I was surprised to see that the crowd is beginning to thin out. Many of the booths are now empty. I was even more surprised that he knew without asking where to find our party. Somehow he already knew who I came here with this evening.

The women in our party have already been returned to our booth. Their clothes have been returned to them but are still folded and stacked neatly on the table. The women are all still comfortably naked.

Everyone was waiting for me. David got to his feet and greeted the man escorting me back to our table, the man who apparently owns the club. They’re obviously friends. It was apparent from their brief conversation that they’ve known each other for a while, and not just from here in the club.

The owner left and everyone asked me where the hell I’ve been. I smiled and invited everyone back to Jan’s house for coffee. I didn’t think that was presumptuous since we’d all agreed before we left town this evening to return there. We have to go there anyway. That’s where our cars are. I promised to explain everything when we got there.

We made our way out of the club. All the ladies were still holding their clothing in their arms. It’s a beautiful evening. The ladies were comfortable wearing nothing as we walked across the parking lot to the two limos that brought us.

Before we reached them, someone called out and we all turned to see the woman I just spent most of an hour with. She was hurrying toward us, naked and apparently unashamed.

She smiled at everyone. But she walked up to me, threw her arms around me and said, “I wanted to thank you. If there is ever anything I can do for you, please let me know.”

When she stopped us I was holding hands with Andi. The woman turned and smiled at her and asked me, “Is this her?”

I nodded.

She hugged Andi and said, “You’re a very lucky woman. You’re going to lead a charmed life.”

She smiled at me again and said, “Thank you.”

She nodded and smiled at Mo, got in the passenger seat of an expensive Mercedes and they drove off.

It sounded like everyone exclaimed, “Who the hell was that?!” at the same time.

I shrugged and admitted, “I don’t know. We didn’t exchange names.”

Mo laughed and said, “That’s Sandra Garret. She’s the Governor’s assistant. She’s one of the most powerful women in this state. She’s probably one of the most powerful women in New England who isn’t a Kennedy.”

Mo asked, “What the hell did you do to her, Dean?!”

I smiled self consciously and said, “Coffee. But don’t go looking for much of a story. I didn’t really do much.”

David asked, “How did you meet Tucker?”

He saw my blank look and said, “The owner of the club.”

Oh yeah! He introduced himself when I went to his office. I was too preoccupied trying to figure out how much trouble I was in to remember his name.

I chuckled and said, “Same story.”

People started climbing back into the limos. The drivers were holding the doors open and seemed totally oblivious to all of the naked female flesh.

I put my arms around April and Krista and asked, “Are you girls alright?”

They grinned and Krista said, “We can’t wait to come back. But thanks for worrying. Madison told me you were checking on us. You’re sweet. But we both had fun. Don’t worry about us.”

I gave them a hug and turned to face Andi. I kissed her and asked, “Well, how many men did you kill?”

She laughed and said, “Just the opposite. I thought I’d have to be carried out of there. But I had a fucking ball. I couldn’t believe it when it was over and Midge told me that we were all sober. We drank nothing but fruit juice! I can’t believe I did the things I did while I was sober!”







Chapter 41


We ended up returning to town in the same cars we came in. But this time Andi wormed her way into my lap before Krista got the chance. As the others got in and made themselves comfortable, Andi put her arm around my neck and said, “Everyone else spent the night screwing around and you were politicking?!”

I laughed and said, “It’s okay dear. I screwed her, too.”

Then I asked again if she had a good time.

She sighed and said, “If anyone would have told me what was going to happen to me tonight I would have said I wasn’t going. But we got there and I felt like I had to make an effort to go along and not cause a scene. I was certain I was tipsy from drinking those fruit drinks and I guess I just let myself go. Dean, I had a fan-fucking-tastic time! I can’t wait to do it again! I just wish our cabin could hold this many people. I dread that ride back to town.”

Krista slipped out of her seat on the other side of the car and dropped to her knees on the plush carpet. She smiled up at Andi, took her hand and said, “I can help you pass the time.”

Andi laughed and said, “I bet you can!”

She slid out of my lap and joined Krista on the thickly carpeted floor. We all watched them making out in the middle of the floor at our feet. Andi’s place in my lap was quickly filled by Mouse. Mo was helping Carol remove his pants. Brad and Midge were making out.

It turned out that Krista was right. The ride to town passed in a heartbeat. I was having such a good time I even stopped worrying about what the driver must be thinking of all this.

We all got out at Jan and Brad’s house. Gregg’s chauffeur, John, could not be coaxed inside. But David’s chauffeur, Matt was attacked by Jan and ordered into the house.

I don’t think we even realized at first that the women and several of the men were standing around naked in our quiet little subdivision. No one seemed to care, though. We took our time filing inside and into the large family room.

Dani went to the kitchen to make coffee. The rest of us undressed, including Matt. He was instantly attacked by Jan. She jumped up on him and said, “I forget. Do I owe you a big one or do you owe me a big one?”

Midge laughed and said, “Sweetheart! You get so confused. Matt is the one with the big one. You just have a teensy weensy ittle one!”

We all started pairing up after Jan and Matt moved out of the center of the room and began to grapple rather violently on a hassock they were about to take for a test drive.

There are eight men now, with the addition of Matt to our little group of deviates. But the women still outnumbered us so there were some imaginative groupings. Carol and Madison paired off. April and Krista asked Andi if they could borrow me.

She smiled and said, “Certainly. Just don’t hurt him.”

Andi went over to Jeff and I heard her say, “You’re so quiet. You intrigue me.”

That was all I heard as two beautiful young women led me off to a vacant area of the soft carpet and pulled me down. I placed my hands on April’s cheeks and looked into her eyes. I gazed into her eyes for a moment and then asked, “Is this too much, or too much too soon? I’ve been worried about you since you told us what happened to you in that studio, especially when we arrived at that club tonight and figured out what was going on. If it’s…”

She gently pulled my hands away from her face, leaned down and kissed me affectionately. She smiled at me and said, “I can’t believe what I did tonight. But there’s no question in my mind that I loved it. You strange people have changed my life in just two days. I love you. I love you and Andi the most. But I love all of you. And people love me back! They love me and they worry about me. I feel it and it makes me feel so safe. I wouldn’t give up a single memory that you people have given me. For the first time in my life I’m happy. I’m so happy it’s scary.”

I was lying on my back with April stretched out on top of me. Krista nestled down beside us and kissed my cheek. Then she whispered, “Ditto. You can stop worrying about us, Dean. It’s sweet that you do. But you don’t have to. For April and me, life started when we came to Middlebury. It’s a good life … a great life! Now, who is fucking whom around here?”

I knew damned well that there wasn’t another orgasm in me. Despite all the teasing and the fantastic show we got to enjoy almost all the way back to town, and despite the fact that I have an erection and have had it for hours, Sandra Garret did me in. But that doesn’t mean I’m ready to stop playing with my new friends.

I grinned and rolled over on top of April. We kissed for a moment, and then I pulled Krista closer and let her kiss April and play with her firm little tits while I began licking my way down to her pussy.

She struggled at first. She tried to pull me back up over her. She pleaded, “No, Dean. Please don’t do that. I need a shower. I don’t even know how many men…”

I smiled up at her and said, “Shut the fuck up! And that’s an order!”

Krista pushed her back down and began to kiss her until she stopped struggling. When April finally gave in to the inevitable and relaxed, Krista began licking and sucking and biting her nipples while I finished working my way down to her red, swollen, obviously well fucked pussy. There could be no question that she was popular tonight. But she’s clean. She smells and she tastes just fine to me.

Once I started eating her pussy and she accepted the fact that I’m not going to get sick she finally let herself go. I ate her through several orgasms. I even lifted her legs and ate her cute little butt while she had another orgasm. It looked like I wasn’t the first one to explore that tight little orifice this evening, either. I hope that they were careful and didn’t hurt her.

When April finally couldn’t take it any longer and pleaded with us to stop, she and I moved over and attacked Krista in the same manner.

We could hear the sounds of sex and love and lust all around us. It was the perfect soundtrack for our activities.

I was exhausted by the time I wore Krista down to a shadow of her former self. I rolled over beside her. April moved to my other side and I held both girls in my arms while we looked around at the few remaining active players in the room.

April and Krista were holding and caressing my cock and balls. I knew they had something in mind. But I smiled tiredly and said, “I had a ball, ladies. But despite appearances, there isn’t another orgasm in me. I’m done in.”

They looked at each other and smiled. They tipped their heads up and kissed my cheeks and my neck. Then April said, “I think we should be the judge of that.”

I knew they were doomed to failure, or I was. But I let them have their way with me. They eagerly assaulted my cock and then my balls and then both at the same time. They took turns sucking my cock, switching off every few minutes until I started to realize that I was going to be made a liar of once again. I’m going to cum!

I started to moan and I ran my hands over the soft skin of their backs as they worked on my cock so diligently. And then it finally happened. My ass came up off of the carpet and I felt the spasm wrack my tired body.

I doubt if I was able to produce much in the way of ejaculate. But I guess it was enough to convince them that they achieved the desired result.

They moved back up into my arms and I finally opened my eyes. I was just a bit embarrassed when I noticed that everyone else had already finished. They were all watching us and smiling. Andi came over and stood at my feet looking down with a stern look on her face.

She looked me straight in the eyes and said, “I hope you saved some for me!”

I closed my eyes and groaned.

Dani and Kat came in then. They set out two pots of coffee, cups and cream and sugar for everyone. I waited for the crowd around the pot to get theirs and move away. I needed the time to catch my breath. But before I could get up, Andi came over carrying a tray with four cups on it. She handed out the coffee and sat on the loveseat behind me. I remained on the floor but sat up and leaned against the loveseat between her legs. Andi and Krista sat on either side of me.

There was a little light conversation for a few minutes but it slowly died down and everyone began to look at me. Jan said, “Okay, we’re all waiting. Tell us about Sandra Garret.”

So I did. But I found that it was a surprisingly embarrassing story to tell. I kept trying to play down what I did with her because I knew that in reality I did very little. I did nothing that any man who is a reasonably capable lover couldn’t have done. But everyone seemed to think I did something special despite my denials.

David said, “Whatever you did it must have impressed Tucker. I’ve never heard of him bending the rules for anyone before. I once saw him throw the Attorney General of a neighboring state out the door, naked! One of the women asked him to stop what he was doing, and she meant it. The guy ignored her pleas and found himself sitting on his ass in the parking lot with his clothing in a heap behind him.”

Mouse quietly said, “That’s nice to know. I didn’t know they were listening in on us in those rooms. I feel safer now. Someone should have told us.”

Midge disagreed. She shook her head and said, “But then it wouldn’t be as exciting. I’m kind of sorry I found out.”

We all sipped our coffee in silence for a minute before I said, “I never even considered that you girls might be in danger. It never even occurred to me.”

David said, “They’re safer in that club than walking down a city street anywhere in this country.”

I think we all had to concede that point.

The conversation became more generalized after that. The subject of sex still raised its lovely head. But we also discussed everything from stocks and bonds to politics. Krista was asked how she came to work at the strip club. She repeated the story that she told us in the car on the way home from Burlington.

Mo cleared his throat and said, “Helen will probably beat me to a pulp when we get home for saying this. But April, Krista, I think you should be able to take advantage of the same offer I intend to make to those of your co-workers from the club who want out. If you would prefer, you can come to work at the plant. I’ll see to it that you’re trained and given good jobs. While you’re getting back on your feet I’ll make sure that you have a decent place to live. I don’t think it’s fair that I make your friends that offer but not you. If you would like to think about it…”

April and Krista exclaimed in unison, “NO WAY!!”

April laughed and said, “I love you guys! I especially love Dean and Andi. I can’t wait to move into their new house and start working for them!”

I pulled her close and said, “Our house, April. Don’t make me remind you again. You’re a part of our family now.”

A sudden thought occurred to me. I turned to Mo and said, “Speaking of families, this is embarrassing, Mo. But I need a day off.”

He laughed and exclaimed, “The man hasn’t worked his first day yet and he’s asking for a day off!”

I blushed and said, “I’m sorry. I know it looks bad. I…”

Mo interrupted to say, “It doesn’t matter, Dean. If you need a day off take it. If I didn’t trust you I wouldn’t have offered you the job.”

I still felt that I needed to explain. I thanked him and said, “We have to get our marriage license and I offered to drive Helen and the girls back to Burlington to see if they can find a couple of stray strippers.”

Mo waved his hand dismissively and said, “That’s fine. But your day would be less hectic if you and Andi went for the license and I let Helen take the girls to Burlington in the limo.”

That did make sense. We decided on that plan. I saw him grin and I thought he was amused at something I said. But he nodded his head and said, “You’re fiancée and your housekeeper are sound asleep. I believe mine is, too.”

Krista mumbled, “No. I’m good. Can I get you something?”

But she never opened her eyes.

We all laughed and decided it was time to call it a day. David and Midge had Matt drive them home. Carol, Jeff and Madison were offered and accepted a bedroom. Mike and Chaz took another. Mo, Helen and Krista and Gregg, Mouse and Kat walked around the corner to their houses.

I helped Andi and April into the car and after politely declining the use of a room I drove us back to the hotel. I’m starting to feel like I’m spending too much time there. I don’t mind. I enjoy the time I spend with these people immensely. But I don’t want to become a nuisance.

As I drove through town at a little before two o’clock in the morning, though, I really looked forward to having our house completed. A pleasant walk around the block would have been nicer than contending with the types of people you find on the road at this time on a Saturday morning.





Epilogue

The next few weeks were very hectic. April and Krista were only able to locate three more girls who worked with them in the club. Only two of them were interested in Mo’s offer. The third had just received money from her family and was moving back to her home town.

Mo put the two girls up in a nice duplex not far from the plant and asked Mike to set up a training program for them that included half a day at the plant and half a day in school, finishing their education.

I don’t know that he’d want to do it for a large number of people but it was pretty rewarding for everyone involved. Both young women have begun to take control of their lives. It’s amazing to see what they can do for themselves with just a little help.

Our new home was finished a few days ahead of schedule. It’s beautiful, perfect even. But it really is too big for three people. I guess in a few years we can talk it over and decide if we want to start adding a few little people to the mix. If that’s what we decide we want then the house won’t seem so big.

There was a slight hitch that held up our marriage. We had to get a copy of Andi’s birth certificate. We expected that and we ordered it over the internet. But then we had to hire an attorney to have her emancipated because she was too young to enter into a legal contract. We weren’t expecting that.

But Mo, it turns out, knows everyone in the state and that little glitch was quickly taken care of. I learned later that Sandy Garret even had a hand in expediting it.

The wedding got all out of hand. I wasn’t too happy about it. Andi claimed to agree with me but I’m not so sure.

Jan had been stymied by Gregg and Mouse when she hosted their wedding. They kept putting a damper on some of her more extravagant plans. So to make up for it she went crazy making plans for our wedding and keeping them from us. By the day of the wedding her back yard looked like a wedding scene from a major motion picture.

She got together with Heather and flew in my three sisters-in-law and their families. Even the one who just moved to Texas when her husband took a job teaching at a university in Houston.

I was a little nervous about what their reaction would be when they met Andi. I needn’t have been. Like everyone else that meets Andi they loved her.

Mr. Baum came to the wedding. He gave Andi her wedding gift early so that she could wear it when she walked down the aisle. He gave her the earrings that went with her diamond and ruby necklace. They’re worth far more than someone we know so casually should be spending on her. But she certainly stood out in that white gown with those three pieces of jewelry on. And I don’t usually notice things like that.

Working at J.A.M. turned out to be the best job I ever loved. It’s challenging. But I found myself working with the most intelligent, highly motivated group of very good friends that you can imagine. I look forward to going to work every day.

Andi’s college career went just as we expected. She soaked up knowledge like a sponge. Jan and I both helped her with her first few papers but she quickly polished her writing skills and we were just in the way after that.

She loves going to school. But not as much as she enjoys being with her new friends. She cut back on the number of classes she was taking after the first semester. Not because the work is challenging. She wants to be more available to EPOD.

She had a different problem than Jan or Mouse or Chaz had in the beginning. When those three women were new to EPOD they were in high demand and couldn’t plan anything that didn’t have to be rescheduled because of someone dropping by from the plant for a little fun and games or calling up and asking them to come to their office.

The older VPs were reluctant to call on Andi at first because of her age and I suspect that they may have been intimidated by her IQ. But eventually she won them over and she became a productive and happy young call girl.

Like everyone else, our lives began to revolve around the activities at Jan’s house. We plan an outing at least once a week, often to our favorite steakhouse or the strip club. I still believe that the DVD we were given of Andi’s first night at that club is the most erotic movie I’ve ever seen. But we have copies of all of the DVD’s that all of the girls and Jo and Kara made there and most of them are nearly as hot. A couple of them are a little too hard to watch. The shows that Kara put on in the back room of that club are a bit too intense for us. It’s easy to see why she stopped doing them.

I received a call one day from Sandy Garret. She invited us to dinner in a local restaurant. She left the restaurant up to me since she isn’t that familiar with Middlebury.

Instead of going out we invited them to dinner at our house. She said that she would prefer a restaurant but finally accepted if she could bring another couple.

She sounded strange on the phone. But it seemed important to her that we get together. We set it up for a Saturday and I borrowed Krista to help out so that April could go all out without working her ass off.

Sandy and her husband showed up early. She was wearing a huge smile when I opened the door for them. She gave me a big hug and introduced me to her husband who turned out not to be the Neanderthal I had imagined when I met her at The Slave Traders.

They explained that their friends will be joining us soon but that they want to get to know us first and thank me for what I did for them. They’ve been seeing a therapist/marriage counselor and are happier than they’ve ever been. They both wanted to do something to show their appreciation to me for putting their marriage back on track.

I insisted that I did nothing worthy of their appreciation but they disagreed. Our mystery guests will be arriving soon. They’re bringing our gift.

I was surprised when the doorbell rang and April led the Attorney General and his wife into the room. We sat in the living room before dinner, enjoyed a glass of wine and got acquainted.

In the ensuing conversation we learned that Sandy had been curious about me after that night at The Slave Traders. I began to grow a little nervous about this thread in the conversation until Eric, the Attorney General, noticed and told me to relax. He admitted that he and his wife go to the club several times a year.

That’s nice. But that isn’t the only thing that’s making me uncomfortable. I would prefer that people not look into my past too closely for obvious reasons.

Sandy started asking around about me and then she asked for Eric’s help. Eric apparently started connecting dots. The gift they have for us is their assurance that the investigation into the deaths of the owner of the strip club and his employees is no longer an open case.

I was shocked that they had somehow been able to piece all that together. But I will admit that the news that the case isn’t something a homicide detective somewhere isn’t mulling over from time to time came as an enormous relief. I’ve been telling myself all this time that I’m out of danger. Our secret is safe. But one never knows when a witness might come forward or a piece of evidence might turn up. I don’t think I could be convicted of anything more serious than obstruction of justice. But even that would have been embarrassing and costly.

We ended up telling them the entire story over dinner. April and Krista joined us for coffee and added some background to the story.

At one point Sandy said to April, “He’s a remarkable man. You must love working for him.”

April smiled and said, “I don’t work here. Not really. I’m part of the family. I’m closer to these two people than I ever was to my real family. And the same is true of the other people from J.A.M. The three of us are living a dream now. We never imagined that there was this much happiness in the world. There should be a statue of Dean in the middle of town.”

I finally managed to change the topic of conversation. I had all of that embarrassment I could take. We had a very good time once we returned to discussing normal topics. We talked for hours and both couples ended up spending the night rather than go to a hotel or drive back to Montpelier.

Mo and Helen, Jan, Brad, Krista and Dani joined us for breakfast on the back deck the next morning. It turns out that Mo knows Sandy a lot better than anyone realized. Mo was once very active in politics and they’ve worked together on several important issues over the years.

Mo pulled back when people started trying to get him to run for office. He had no desire to go that route. He enjoys his life just as it is.

Don’t we all!
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