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Dedication

To everyone who helped me write this. Especially my husband who encouraged me to explore my fantasies in print.


Angelina’s First Adventure.

Angelina was walking back to her car when she heard a shout from behind her.

“Angel…. Angel Somersby, as I live and breathe, it is you!”

She turned and frowned at the guy whose pace had quickened behind her. Nobody had called her Angel since high school. Not even Brice.

“How the devil are you, Angel? You look fabulous.”

“I’m fine. And it’s not Angel anything anymore. Angelina Bixby, if you don’t mind.”

All the time she was speaking, she was trying to remember his name. Obviously, he knew her, and given he called her by her childhood nickname, he’d been at school with her. Probably one of the pack Brice had kept at bay. She bit her lip, trying hard to push the unhappy result of those happy memories to the back of her mind.

He slowed to a halt a couple of paces from her and then grinned and shook his head. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

She giggled. “Given you called me by my high school name, and they didn’t allow beards at school… no.”

“Paul…”

His identity clicked in her mind. “Paul Starkly. Is that really you under all that face fuzz?”

His grin widened. “Yep. In the flesh. How are you? Wait! You said you changed your name. You married Bricey? Congratulations!” Suddenly he stopped, and his face fell as information surfaced inside his memory. “Oh fuck! Didn’t he … car accident?”

She nodded, the lump in her throat more palpable than she’d anticipated.

“Shit, I’m so sorry. I wouldn’t have brought it up. What an idiot! One of the first order. I’m so sorry.”

Angelina bit her lip, trying hard not to let the tears form.

“Look, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. Not at all. I was just so pleased to recognize a familiar face.”

“It’s okay.” She was surprised at how strong her voice sounded.

“I know I got off on the wrong foot, but if you’re not in a hurry, can I at least say sorry by buying you a coffee?”

Angelina forced a smile, then choked back a giggle. For a moment, it sounded like a date. Something she hadn’t been on, well, not as such, not for a long time. She thought for a moment, then decided, why not. It wasn’t like he was a stranger, and very obviously, he felt bad.

“Okay, but can I put these in the car first?” She held up her shopping bags to show him what she meant.

“Here, let me carry them for you…”

“No need. They’re not heavy.” She found herself blushing. One of the carrier bags sported a well-known label, a brand that only made sexy lingerie. She’d treated herself, then wondered why but couldn’t bring herself to take it back. The last thing she wanted was for an old school friend to see what she was carrying, let alone the black lace confection inside the bag. “Anyway, my car’s just here.”

She stepped up to the side of the Camry and clicked the remote she had in her hand. Placing the bags on the back seat, she straightened up and spun around. Paul was possibly a little slow in looking up. He’d obviously been watching her ass as she bent over.

“Busted.”

“Sorry. But you have to know throughout senior high, every guy there was watching your ass.”

“Every guy?”

He nodded. “Everyone, except…”

“Except what?”

He swallowed and grinned. “Except when they were in front of you. You did tend to wear your uniform seriously tight at the top and spectacularly short lower down. Don’t tell me you didn’t know the effect you had?”

She let her eyes go wide and a shy smile from on her lips. “I didn’t…” She couldn’t keep it up and let the giggle out. “Okay, I did. Of course, I did. Why do you think I did it?” She paused. “On second thoughts, don’t answer that.”

She thought he was flirting with her, but she was trying harder to work out if she was flirting back. Throughout her senior years at school, and throughout college, and work since, she’d been flirted with, but she’d never responded. She’d had Brice, so she’d never needed to. She had watched her friends flirt, but she’d never knowingly done it herself.

“Come on, there’s a Starbucks at this end of the mall, and they do a mean Caramel Macchiato, complete with cookie crumble and swirled cream with caramel sauce.”

Angelina mimed gagging. Such an overly sweet confection was way over the top. “Yuck.”

“Oh, boring old Latte for you, I take it?”

“Not so much on the boring, thank you. A nice simple Latte would be nice. That amount of cream and sauce would have me doing an extra forty-five minutes on the treadmill, so no, thank you.”

“So I couldn’t twist your arm for a nice blueberry muffin to go with the Latte?”

She smiled and nodded this time. “I was thinking about the muffin anyway. And thank you, by the way.”

“For?”

“Not making the inane line about me not needing to go on the treadmill.”

“Por nada.”

Angelina locked the car and nodded back toward the mall entrance. Paul fell into step with her as they returned to the air-conditioned building. He was gentleman enough to hold the Starbucks door open for her, and she smiled a thank you as he gestured toward a window table. “A muffin? Blueberry?”

“Please.”

“Don’t worry, I remember your coffee order. Keep it simple.”

As she sat down at the table he’d indicated, she could see he was watching her, even as he gave his order to the barista. There again, he wasn’t the only one. She bit her lip and tried to ignore the glances, even the outright stares. She’d got used to them a long time ago before she left school. With a start, she realized she hadn’t been in a coffee shop since before Brice had died. 

She swept her gaze around the shop, pausing when she saw anyone looking at her. Most looked away, but a couple continued to stare. One guy in an expensive-looking business suit even had the audacity to wink at her. Angelina averted her gaze and felt the heat of a flush rising in her cheeks. She’d kept counting, too, reaching four for the ones who didn’t look away and six others who had done so. She swallowed. That was not something she’d kept track of for a long time.

“Enjoying yourself, being the center of attention?”

“In a word, no.”

Paul sat opposite her, placing the tray in the middle of the small table. Two blueberry muffins and two simple, straightforward lattes. She raised an eyebrow, and Paul just shrugged.

“You might not need the treadmill in the morning, but I would have had to hit it hard.”

She opened her mouth to respond, then closed it again. He’d neatly turned her put down of the corny line about her into an opportunity to say it about himself. She’d noticed he was slim and kept himself in reasonable shape. Maybe not as clearly defined as Brice had been, but that might be the looser fit of his clothes. She shook her head to stop herself from thinking along those lines. She couldn’t measure every guy who as much as spoke to her against her dead husband. They’d come up wanting every time.

“I’m not rising to that bait.”

He shrugged. “Guess I’ll have to try harder, then.”

“Please don’t.”

“Okay, consider that one as the obligatory pass. Can’t not make a pass at the most beautiful woman in the place.”

She winced at the sheer over-the-top corniness.

“As I said, please don’t.”

“That was the obligatory one. The next one will be in all seriousness.”

She frowned at him, then picked up her coffee to cover her glance around the room. She was no longer the absolute center of the universe in the place. The fact she was with someone had diverted the Neanderthals, although the guy in the business suit was still looking over.

For the next few minutes, they played catch up, finding out about each other’s lives for the intervening, almost, six years. He’d heard about Brice’s accident but hadn’t been around town either then or for the wedding six months earlier. Paul had enlisted straight from high school and spent five and a half years in the Army, but on his last tour, he’d been wounded by a sniper in Afghanistan. The injury had been serious enough to evac him, and after four months in hospital, he’d been invalided out. He’d been back in town for four weeks.

“Does it still hurt? Sorry, that was crass.”

He shrugged, and she watched his face, catching the slight spasm at his own movement.

“Not really. Just now and again. Stops me from lifting this arm too high. No, I’m not playing the sympathy card when I ask you out to dinner.”

Having relaxed in his company, Angelina had a better idea of how to play the game. “I thought you’d already made the obligatory pass and been refused.”

“That was just the opening shot. The dinner invitation is the second, and refusal of the first pro-forma one doesn’t mean the second one isn’t far more serious.”

“And a refusal of the second is the end of it?”

“Of course not. There will be a third and a fourth…”

She glared at him and lifted her cup to her lips to cover as she thought things through. He was persistent and nice, and she knew him. That was on the plus side. She knew Brice wouldn’t have wanted her to stay alone for the rest of her life. No, he’d have wanted her to be happy. Everyone had been telling and telling her that. On the negative side, she’d never dated beyond Brice, not even once. It was a game she needed to learn. If so, would learning those rules, that behavior be easier, and for that matter, safer, with someone she knew? Or would it be easier with a stranger?

“So if the second invitation is dinner, what would the third, or for that matter the fourth be?”

“Are you sure you want me to answer that?”

She nodded.

“Okay, you asked, remember that, and please don’t throw your coffee over my face when I tell you the fourth pick-up would be to suggest I take you dancing and then for a quickie in the alley next to the nightclub.”

Angelina gasped and knew she was flushing bright red as her eyes opened wide. She watched his face, her gaze narrowing to exclude everything else. She’d heard such a reaction called hunter’s vision, and she was experiencing that right now. There were a couple of giveaways. The way the corners of his eyes had crinkled up, and one corner of his mouth was trying to twitch upward.

“I’m glad you’re joking.”

He shrugged and allowed the smile to break out. “I’m glad you could tell. Now, what time should I pick you up for dinner?”

“Persistence is sometimes a virtue.”

“And sometimes necessary too. Time?”

“I haven’t said yes, yet.”

“Nor have you said no, and this is an area where silence could be taken as acceptance.”

“I do not believe that constitutes informed consent.”

“I wasn’t suggesting that, well, not on the first date… I was offering dinner, nothing more.”

She found herself heating up as the color rushed to her cheeks. She hadn’t meant it the way he’d taken it, although she could see how that could be taken that way. “But at some point over the dinner, your hand would find its way to my knee, and the suggestion would then be made.”

“Well, I can’t offer to take you home. I’m still crashing at my mum’s until I find myself a place.”

“And I wouldn’t take you home either. That home was mine, mine and Brice’s.” She felt pleased she’d managed to say his name without stumbling or starting to tear up. She stopped, her blush intensifying as she realized she’d been close to suggesting she was amenable to something more than dinner. Hell, she hadn’t even said yes to the dinner, not yet!

“There’s a couple of nice motels on the western side of town. I’m told the rooms are clean and,” he paused and chuckled, “reasonably soundproofed.”

Her eyes widened. The conversation had definitely taken a turn toward the wild side.

At least he couldn’t keep a straight face, and as he laughed, Angelina let out her own rueful laugh.

“So, dinner at Ramon’s?”

Angelina felt her smile slip and quickly shook her head. “Not Ramon’s.”

“Ah, favorite with…?” He left the rest unsaid, and she just nodded.

“Then a better venue for you. How do you feel about steak? There’s a new place on the western edge of town. Only opened a couple of weeks ago. Louie’s apparently do some seriously nice steaks.”

Angelina couldn’t help her mouth watering at the thought of a nice juicy steak. Medium rare was her preferred, but Brice had always been somewhat squeamish about blood, so she’d forgone that particular treat more often than not.

“Someone likes that idea.”

“Western end of town?”

“Yeah.”

“Conveniently close to the motel you mentioned?”

Paul grinned. “Right next door, but that is mere coincidence, nothing more. Scout’s honor.”

“You were a scout.”

“Not exactly. More like I was Force Recon over in the sand.”

“Not quite sure that parallels.”

“But, dinner, promise nothing more.”

“Other than another, not-so-subtle pass.”

“No more than two, promise.”

Angelina sighed. Getting out of the house before the challenge that would be her birthday sounded like a good idea. Not a great one, but a good one. He’d shown himself to be fun company, so a meal, maybe a couple of drinks, wasn’t a bad thing. “Okay, but I mean it when I say no funny business. I’m a dab hand with a butter knife, and I know how to wield it.”

“As I said, promise. Pick you up at eight?”

“No, I’ll meet you there.”

“Ah, that way, I don’t get to find out where you live…”

“No, it’s not that.”

“Then what is it?”

“That way, I have my own transport. If I feel the need to cut and run, I can.” She took a deep breath. “Remember, I’ve not been out without Brice since…”

He nodded, and she could see the sympathy etched on his face. “I get it. Fine by me. I’d rather you didn’t ditch me in the middle of a meal, but I would understand.”

“Let me have the address, and I need to scoot if I’m going to meet you there on time. A girl has to get ready, remember.”

“Of course. Let me walk you to your car.”

She shook her head. “No, finish your muffin. Address?”

Three minutes later, Angelina powered her way out of the car park and turned east, her mind already working overtime as she cataloged the steps she needed to follow before she would be ready. She didn’t have anything like enough time.

* * * *

Angelina knew her first stop was the shower; she needed to feel clean, and if she wanted to style her hair, it needed to be done damp. On top of that, she had had to ruefully admit she’d let herself go a little, so she had a date with her razor in the shower too. Nothing drastic, but everything needed trimming. Not that Paul would find out, but very much for her own self-confidence.

From there, the next port of call, still wrapped in her toweling robe, was her wardrobe. The age-old question. What to wear. She had at least a dozen nice dresses, but she dismissed most of them as being too formal for a first date at a steak house. Who was she kidding? This wasn’t a first date because first implied a second. She had no intention of repeating this with him. It was way too soon to be thinking in those terms.

Her throat closed up, her eyes tingling, and she knew she’d cry if she didn’t change her train of thought. Dashing through to the kitchen, she busied herself making a coffee and then grabbed a couple of crackers. She didn’t want a lot to eat, but just in case the steak didn’t live up to the recommendation, she wanted something inside her stomach.

The routine actions calmed her and steered her mind away from thoughts of Brice. They were still there, just not at the front of her mind. Grabbing the two dresses she’d initially chosen, she held them up in front of her reflection and tried to choose between them. The little white summer one had the advantage of being almost knee-length. The large red poppy flowers around the hem and the bust took away the virginal, or wedding dress, look.

On the other hand, the blue wrap-over dress was a more sophisticated look, sexy in an understated way. It was, however, shorter and showed off more leg, a lot more leg than the white one did. It also showed a glimpse of cleavage, not a lot, but the higher neck of the white dress provided full coverage.

After a few minutes of self-argument about it, she opted for the blue dress. It was a sophisticated enough look to wear her hair up without looking too formal. Decision made, she put the white dress away and started to decide on underwear. She giggled. The Rene Zellweger scene came to her mind, comfort or straight-out sexy. She shook her head. She didn’t want either, not really. Settling on a pair of lace boy shorts in black, she found the bra to match and decided to stay bare-legged. It wasn’t quite high summer, but it was warm enough. Besides, the long lonely weeks had enabled her to tan nicely, so her legs were anything but pale.

A messy bun, with a couple of bangs hanging down, completed the look, and it didn’t take her long to go for the understated look with her makeup. Enough of an effort to impress without letting it look like she’d put too much effort in. At the last minute, she added another coat of lippy and then stepped into her three-inch heels. Since Paul was at least six inches taller than her, she could have gone with her higher stilettos, but she opted for comfort. Enough of a statement without going over the top.

Grabbing her keys, she locked up and hopped into her car. She would be about ten minutes late. Not too long to make him give up on her, but not early either. On cue, as she drove across town, her stomach rumbled. It, too, was looking forward to a nice juicy steak.

* * * *

The nearer she got, the more nervous she was. It had been a long time since she’d walked into a restaurant alone to meet someone. Usually, she’d arrived with Brice or, on the odd occasion, with a group of friends from work. On her own? Not so much. She knew it was a steakhouse but had no idea how top-end it would be. At the higher end of the market, the place and its clientele would be discreet, and she wouldn’t draw stares as she waited for the maître’s attention. At the lower end of the scale, she might find herself the center of attention. If it was fully redneck, then even worse, and she’d feel overdressed. As she got closer, the rougher the area seemed to become. Her anxiety magnified until she saw Paul standing in front of the entrance, obviously waiting for her. The relief was palpable, and she pulled into an open space four or five car lengths down from where he was standing. Even before she’d killed the engine, he was there, opening her door for her in a show of old-fashioned courtesy.

“Good evening.”

Angelina smiled. “Sorry, I’m a little late…”

“You’re not, not really. I was going to give you at least another two minutes…”

She glared up into his grinning face and swung her legs out before powering into a standing position. His glance dipped, but she’d kept her legs together. At least his gaze didn’t linger, just swept down and then back up once more.

“No flash to view.”

Paul shrugged. “Can’t blame a guy for looking, especially when you’ve got such gorgeous legs.”

She sniffed. “Not that you can see much of them.”

“Not as much as I’d like to see, that’s for sure.”

“Oh, and how much is that?” She was pretty sure what his answer was going to be, but before she left the house, she’d decided to meet fire with fire.

“About a yard past your knee would be perfect.”

She contented herself with a level look and stepped out of the way to let him swing the car door shut. The sound of the lock activating as she pressed the remote seemed to echo around the otherwise deserted street.

“Shall we…?” In another old-fashioned move, he offered her his arm, but she ignored it and stepped onto the sidewalk and then walked side by side with him, preferring not to touch. Paul didn’t seem too disappointed, and they fell into step and walked the short distance to the restaurant.

Once inside, Angelina looked around, checking whether or not she would feel uncomfortable given how she’d chosen to dress. Although it wasn’t the poshest steak house in town, it wasn’t a redneck’s joint, so she relaxed.

“Nice?”

“Yeah, it’s not bad. As long as the steaks are as nice as the décor…”

Paul chuckled and led them over to a booth in the corner. Angelina raised an eyebrow, given that no maître’d had met them, but guessed Paul had already been in and managed to finagle a decently private booth. She frowned at him. The privacy wasn’t something she’d have gone for. If anything, she’d have preferred a table right in the middle of the main floor space.

Paul stood aside to allow her to slide into the booth, then followed suit. She inched further around so they weren’t touching, but they were quite close together. The tablecloth, a cheerful but rather cheesy red and white gingham, hung down almost to ankle height. If she’d been here with Brice, she knew exactly what her husband would have been doing, given the relative privacy afforded by the hanging cloth. She hoped Paul wouldn’t have the same idea and wondered how she would react if he did. Brushing his hand off her leg was a given. It was how much of a scene she was prepared to create. That was a dilemma she didn’t have a clear answer to.

A waiter bustled up, handed out the menus, and smiled. “I’ll be back in a few minutes for your order. Drinks first?”

Paul looked at her, taking his steer from her. Knowing she needed to drive home, she shook her head. “With, not before, if you don’t mind.”

“Of course, ma’am.” He moved away, and rather than chat to Paul, she picked up the menu.

It was standard steakhouse fare, if a little on the pricey side. It also went the modern route, offering a choice of steaks and separate orders of whatever sides you wanted to fill your plate.

“Are you sure you won’t let me go Dutch on this?”

“Nope. This is my treat. All you have to do is smile and maybe occasionally laugh at my jokes.”

She winced. “Don’t you think that’s just a little bit misogynistic?”

He shrugged, and she noticed that slight wince again. His shoulder was giving him pain every time he did that.

“It wasn’t meant that way. Just saying I’ve got the meal covered. As well as the half case of wine.”

“Half a case? I’m driving home.”

He grinned at her. “Unless I get you so drunk, we just book into the motel next door just for the hell of it.”

“I’m not going to let you get me that drunk.”

“Okay, so how about we just book the room sober? I’d prefer that, I think.”

Angelina knew she was blushing again and roundly cursed the reflex she couldn’t control. “Don’t push your luck.”

“Oh, does that mean I have a chance of getting lucky tonight?”

Her blush intensified, and she shook her head, not sure how to reply to that. Part of her wanted to slap him and walk away because he was getting very near the knuckle. Part of her knew it was, at least, in part, her fault for giving him an opening. She hadn’t intended to do that, but once done, she couldn’t take it back. “Please stop.”

“On one condition.”

“Which is?”

“You allow me to get you to put the word don’t in the middle of that sentence later. Once I’ve got you into that motel room.”

The flirty conversation had got very dirty very quickly. Her mind was whirling with all kinds of things. She’d come out tonight to, as her friends would say, put herself back out there. Putting herself out there implied the chance of putting out, literally. So many people had told her Brice wouldn’t have wanted her to live out her life as a recluse, as a nun, but at the same time, she wasn’t sure she could. Was it a betrayal of her memory of her husband? Or was it just timidity brought on by her own palpable lack of experience in these situations? Most of her friends would take the one-night stand on offer as their right. She tried to force her breathing to calm down and started to intently study the menu. She heard a low chuckle and then felt his hand land on her knee. After a moment, she let him leave it there and hoped he couldn’t feel her trembling.

“What’s so funny?”

“Nothing.”

She gave him a level stare before returning to reading the menu.

“Are sir and madam ready to order?”

She jumped a little, not having heard the waiter arrive behind them. She breathed a sigh of relief as Paul’s hand returned to the tabletop, leaving her knee alone.

“Angelina?”

“I’ll have the twelve-ounce sirloin, medium rare, fries, peas, mushrooms, and onion rings, please.”

“Good choice, madam.”

She smiled at the waiter, but he wasn’t looking as he turned toward Paul.

“And sir?”

“The same, although I’d like my steak medium rather than medium rare.”

“And drinks?”

“May I choose?”

Angelina smiled. Apart from the dirty flirty comments, he was scrupulously polite in an old-fashioned way. “Go ahead.”

“Would you recommend the Merlot? Or the Cabernet Sauvignon?”

“Either goes well with beef. Personally, I think the Merlot is marginally better.”

Angelina glanced down at the wine list section and raised an eyebrow. That was a surprise. The Merlot was a good five dollars and change less than the Sauvignon. That was unusual for the waiter to recommend the cheaper wine. She revised her view of the establishment upward.

“Then the Merlot it is.”

“I’ll be back with the wine shortly, sir, ma’am.”

She wasn’t sure, but it seemed like the nod of his head was a bow rather than anything else. She smiled at Paul now they were alone again. “Will you do me one favor?”

“Which is?”

“Drop the flirty chat and the corny pick-up lines and the sexual innuendo, at least until after the meal.”

“On one condition.”

“Which is?”

“You tell me I still have a chance to get you into that motel room.”

She shivered, made worse as he dropped his hand back onto her leg once more. His hand was a little higher, too, maybe only an inch or so, but definitely higher and above her knee.

“I am not going to say that.”

“But are you prepared to not rule it out?”

He was nothing if not persistent, so after a moment, she knew she had to give him the answer he wanted, if only to make sure she had some peace over dinner. “Okay, but I’m not making a promise. Not putting you on a promise.”

“Understood.”

“So, for now, please remove your hand from my leg.” She gave him a level look again, and he did as she asked. Angelina let out a sigh, but almost immediately, his hand returned, this time another couple of inches higher, his fingertips brushing against the hem of her skirt.

“Paul!” She knew her blush had fired again.

“Hey, you asked me to remove it. You said nothing about not putting it back.”

“You’re incorrigible.”

“No, just persistent. You might not have put me on a promise, but I’m putting you on one. My next pass will be a serious one.”

She shuddered again, and this time his grin told her he’d felt her reaction. After another couple of seconds to help make his point, he took his hand away. Angelina was surprised at the way her body seemed to mourn the loss of contact. The lack of heat from his hand pressing against her naked leg did indeed feel like a loss.

* * * *

Angelina had been surprised at how enjoyable the evening had been. Paul had stuck to his word and kept the flirting to a very surface level. No harsh innuendo, and above all else, no touching. The conversation had flowed, light and airy, and the meal itself had been delicious. She’d held back on the wine, making sure she was sober enough to drive. Paul’s parents apparently lived only a few blocks away, so he’d walked and was free to finish the bottle.

Coffee had rounded the meal off, with both of them refusing a dessert.

“Let me go, halves…”

“No. This was my idea, my treat, besides…”

“Besides, what?”

“You still owe me a serious pass.”

She frowned at him and shook her head, acutely conscious his hand had returned to her leg, somewhere it hadn’t been since before the meal had been served. His fingertips weren’t still either, inscribing slow circles on the top of her thigh. She glanced down to see he’d worked his hand higher again, pushing the hem of her skirt up her leg in the process.

“Naughty.”

He smiled. “Hardly. Sliding my hand higher, now that would be naughty.”

“Oh, how much higher?” she was enjoying both the feeling and the repartee.

“About a yard higher.”

“A yard?”

She remembered he’d made a similar joke earlier before they’d entered the restaurant. This time her blush didn’t fire. She knew what he meant and what he wanted. She knew, too, she had a decision to make, one she’d never expected to need to make.

“I’m going to have to stop you.”

“Oh, why?”

She smiled. “Powder room.”

“Ah, okay. You do know there’s a line I should use right about now?”

“Which is?” She knew it was a verbal pitfall, but she wanted to hear what he would say.

“Bring your panties back in your hand and give them to me.”

Her eyes shot wide. It was in the vein of what she’d expected but somehow far dirtier.

“In your dreams.”

“Definitely.”

“And so freaking corny.”

“I can do a lot better than that.”

“Try me.”

“Only if you join me in the motel room for a nightcap.”

“Nightcap? I haven’t heard that since I saw it in an old film.”

He winced. “Well, as it’ll be a motel room, I can hardly show you my etchings.”

“God, kill the corn.”

“Okay. I promise. Pinky promise.” He held up his left hand with the fingers out straight, but his pinky finger bent into a hook shape.

Angelina couldn’t stifle the giggle and then looked down as she felt the pressure from his right hand on her leg. She gasped as she realized he’d spent the last couple of minutes distracting her with his corny lines as he worked his hand up her leg. The hem of her dress was a lot higher than it had been, exposing as much of her thighs as it would have done if she’d worn a miniskirt.

She blushed but took a deep breath, knowing if she pushed him away, the evening might well be over. She needed to decide if she really wanted the evening to be over or not.

“Powder room. Excuse me.”

He twisted aside to let her brush her dress back down, then slid out of the booth. Once safely ensconced in a cubicle in the well-appointed room, she had the chance to think. Could she go ahead with going with him to a motel room? She knew damned well that going with him was giving him tacit approval to do more than have another drink. In any case, she needed to drive home, so another drink was out of the question. She was pretty sure he already knew that. Would going with him be a betrayal of Brice’s memory? She choked back a sob at the thought, then remembered what Brice’s mother had told her. Brice wouldn’t have wanted you to live your life out as a lonely widow. You’re too damned young to do that. Live a little, sweetheart. He’d have wanted you to.

Somehow, she prevented herself from ruining her makeup by crying, but it was a close-run thing. She knew she’d been away from Paul for long enough. She had to make a decision. Did she let nature run its course? The feel of his hand on her leg had been good. Her body had reacted. How would her body react if she let him undress her? She knew the answer. Her body was already telling her that. It wasn’t her body she needed to worry about. It was her mind. Could she do this? This was a hurdle she needed to cross at some point. But, now?.

As she walked up to the table, Paul had just finished paying the bill. The waiter flashed her a smile as their paths crossed. “Have a good evening, ma’am.”

“Thank you, I will.”

Paul rose to greet her and then held her hand as he led her to the door.

“Pity.”

“Pity what?”

“Your hands are empty.”

“Of course they are.”

“Well, if they hadn’t been, I’d have known to book a room.”

They were outside now, nobody near them. Paul swung her around and placed both hands on her waist. She knew what came next, a kiss. She didn’t want that, not out here in the street. She held back, and he didn’t press the issue but did raise an eyebrow in silent question.

“Book the room. I’m not making out in the street. Not making any promises.”

“Okay.”

“Do you mind going to the office on your own? I’d be embarrassed.”

Paul barked a laugh. “Office?” He paused. “Oh, I see. Nope, no office. It’s all done online these days.”

He pulled out his cell and clicked a few buttons, then grinned down at it, then pulled the phone up to show her a QR code on the screen. “Flash this at the door to room eighteen on the top floor, and it’ll let us in. “

“Oh.”

“And no, I’m not expecting anything, just so you know. Hoping, of course, I am, but expecting, no. Your pace, your decisions, capiche?”

“Thank you.” Angelina flashed him a smile, glad he wasn’t being too pushy.

“That doesn’t mean I don’t want to see you naked. I definitely do.”

Well, maybe just a little pushy. She could live with that. She’d made her decision in the powder room. It was now time to find out if her mind would allow her to follow through.

The way he wrapped his arm around her and pulled at her waist to close the gap between them felt both nice and a bit too familiar. There again, she was contemplating getting naked and doing the nasty with him, so a bit of familiarity was to be expected. She swallowed hard and let him hold onto her as they walked the short distance from the restaurant to the motel next door.

Paul seemed to have decided to let her wrestle with her own demons and walked on in companionable silence. His hand, though, slid noticeably lower, now below her waist rather than on it. She made no objection as they walked in front of the long narrow building toward the stairs at the far end.

“Room eighteen is on the corner at the back.”

“Okay.”

Paul’s hand slid lower still and moved behind her a little, resting on the top of her butt where it swelled outward. She shuddered and bit her lip, different feelings coursing through her system. Once again, she allowed him the liberty but resolved not to let him slide it lower and actually cup her ass in the street.

The earlier sparkling conversation had dried up, and Angelina was glad of that. Now was not, for her, the time to flirt. At the same time, the silence was a little oppressive.

They reached the foot of the stairs, and Paul stood back and gestured for her to proceed him. It was obviously, in part, being a gentleman, but it also allowed him to watch the muscles of her butt play under her dress. At least she hadn’t gone with the shorter dress, which would have exposed a lot of leg on the short steep flight of stairs.

“You’re only standing back to allow you to watch my butt.”

“Can you blame me? It is a gorgeous butt, after all. Only one thing would improve my view.”

She thought she had a pretty good idea of what he was going to say something about less clothes but asked anyway. It was a way to break the oppressive silence that had settled over her. “What?”

“Watching you bump and grind that fabulous ass as you slinked out of your clothes to some nice rock music.”

She blushed bright red, thankful the dim lighting helped conceal that from him. “I’m not a stripper.”

“I’m sure you could dance a brilliant striptease.”

“Not happening.”

“A guy can dream. Just remember one thing.”

“Okay, I’ll ask, what?”

“A striptease is a very good way of ensuring informed consent.”

Angelina swallowed and shook her head. “In your dreams.”

“Absolutely.”

She glared at him, then turned and took the steps quickly, trying hard not to sway her butt too much in the process. She heard a chuckle from the foot of the stairs, and then he started up after her.

It was only a few paces to the door to the room, and he retrieved his cell and flashed the code at the tiny screen above the lock. The lock clicked, and he opened the door with a flourish. Reaching in, his hand found the light switch, and the room quickly illuminated.

“After you.”

She giggled. “If you’d added a ‘my lady’ to that, I might have broken my wrist.”

“Oh, how?”

“When I smacked you one.”

“Ah, I’ll file that under inappropriate behavior.”

His chuckle matched her giggle, and she stepped in. Behind her, she heard him close the door and then move over to close the drapes. The room was, unsurprisingly, somewhat spartan but didn’t look run down. The bed was made, the covers looked fresh, and the sheets were clean. In fact, the whole room looked clean. Over in the far corner was another door. She assumed that would be the bathroom.

There were two chairs and what looked like a minibar refrigerator in front of the window. She eyed the bed and decided that it was too much too soon. If she sat on the end of the bed, Paul would sit next to her. Instead, she moved to the chair nearest the corner and sat down, making sure she swept her skirt underneath herself. Paul just watched her.

“Drink?”

“No, driving, remember.”

“The room is paid for the night.”

“Even so.”

“Bottled water?”

“Please.”

For a moment, she wondered if her choice of the chair had been a mistake. It seemed to have stumped him. Paul, though, disabused her of that notion as he handed her the bottle of water and then dropped to his knees next to the chair.

Although he’d said he didn’t want her to feel she had to do anything she wasn’t comfortable with, he wasn’t going to give her too much time to get uncomfortable with anything. He took her hand in his.

“I meant what I said. Nothing happens if you don’t want it to happen.”

She gave him a smile and leaned forward. He took her movement as an invitation and leaned forward himself to brush his lips across hers. The kiss was fleeting and by no means passionate, but it set off a train of thoughts in her mind that she couldn’t handle. She almost screamed Brice’s name but somehow kept it inside. Dropping the bottle of water, thankfully still unopened, she powered herself up from the chair and dashed for the bathroom. Slamming the door closed behind her, she clicked the lock over and leaned back against the sink. The sobs came, and she knew they were loud enough for Paul to hear.

The storm of sobbing didn’t last long, maybe a minute, no more than two. She took a few breaths, as deep as she could, to calm herself. That first kiss had brought back memories of Brice, memories that, at the very least, had resurfaced at an inconvenient time. She hoped Paul was still there, but there was silence coming from the main room. He might well have left, and she couldn’t really blame him if he had, even though she’d be absolutely crushed if he’d gone.

A moment later, she double-checked her makeup, and as she peered into the mirror, she was thankful there weren’t too many tear tracks destroying her makeup. At least her makeup had been lightly applied and in pastel colors. No panda eyes, thank goodness. She knew what she needed to do too. Paul had suggested a wardrobe modification earlier in the evening. She’d deemed it inappropriate then, but it was appropriate now. Slipping her underwear off took only a few seconds, and she scrunched them up in her left hand and took another deep breath before snicking the lock open. The sound seemed to echo in the confined space, and she knew it would have been heard in the other room.

Angelina steeled herself before pushing the door open, hoping against hope the room was still occupied. It was. Paul was sitting on the bed facing her. “Are you okay?”

She smiled as she kept her left hand behind her back. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be. Come on, I’ll walk you to your car. I hadn’t realized everything was still so raw.”

She shook her head. “No, it was just that it was the first time I’d kissed someone since… The first time I’d been anywhere close to intimate. I’m over that point now. Please kiss me again.”

She stepped toward him and brought both arms around to clasp behind his neck. He, in turn, placed both hands on her waist and leaned closer. The kiss this time was longer, but still with closed lips. She closed her eyes for a second, then opened them as he pulled back.

“See? No more tears.”

“Are you sure?”

She still had her arms around him but gently lowered her left hand so she could pass her discarded underwear into his right hand. As he felt the transfer, Paul started a little, then looked down.

“I think you asked for these earlier.” She was blushing. She could feel the heat in her face.

“I didn’t…”

He moved her hand to place a finger across his lips, then stepped past him to sit on the side of the bed, looking up at him. “I was hoping you hadn’t left.” She patted the bed next to her.

“I did think about it.” He settled next to her, their legs pressing against each other. She shivered but tried to keep the smile in place. Tried to freight it with promise. She knew she needed this and prayed she wouldn’t fly apart again.

“Well, I’m glad you didn’t.”

“I wanted to make sure you were okay, not just leave you alone.”

Angelina allowed a slow smile to form on her lips. “Then I think Sir Galahad deserves a kiss as a reward.”

She turned her head toward him and leaned closer. It seemed instinctive for his arm to go across her shoulders and pull her closer still. His free hand dropped to her knee as their lips met. She pressed her mouth against his as her eyes closed. It wasn’t easy, but she allowed her lips to part and the tip of her tongue to flick out and caress his lips. Paul responded, and the intensity and passion of the kiss deepened as they moved their lips against each other. It wasn’t quite dueling tongues, but the tips of their tongues found each other and played. The kiss lasted a long time, and she was panting for air as they broke apart.

She glanced down. His hand had slid higher on her thigh but was still only at the level of the hem of her skirt. He’d moved his hand higher than that in the restaurant. It appeared Paul was trying not to pressure her. A quick glance down showed her proximity, and that kiss had had an effect, though. He wasn’t tenting his pants, but his package was more in evidence than it had been. She could sense her own body’s responses too. Her mound felt hot, while higher up, her nipples were hardening inside her bra.

Angelina allowed the smile to reform on her lips. She reached down to the point where the skirt overlapped and found the hook and eye that kept the design modest. Flicking that undone, she glanced up to see he was watching her fingers do the work. “I’m not a porcelain doll, you know. I won’t break.”

“Remember what I said. Nothing you don’t want to happen.”

“So, I hand you my panties, undo my skirt and kiss you. What more signals do you want?”

“About a dozen, including your bra hanging from the light fitting.”

She gasped as he chuckled. Then he was all action. The arm over her shoulders tightened across her body and pulled her backward. Angelina let out a startled yelp as she found herself falling backward onto the bed. His arm was extracted, and he turned, moving onto the bed before straddling her lower body. Her hands had splayed out to the sides, and it was a simple matter for him to grasp her wrists and pull her arms up above her head. Angelina whimpered. He’d gone from ten to a hundred miles an hour in nothing flat.

“Keep your arms there. It’s a bit presumptuous to assume you’d prefer to be restrained.”

She managed to gasp out an answer. “It would be.”

“Keep them there for now.” His low growl was far more animalistic than he’d sounded only moments earlier.

Paul leaned down, his mouth capturing hers in a kiss that was more savage, more primal than before. His tongue speared down into her mouth, finding and capturing her tongue, pinning it back in her mouth as his lips moved over hers. His hands, no longer needed to keep her pinned down, started to move. One hand found the now loose wrap over flap of her skirt and pushed underneath to find the naked skin of her thigh. It was a lot higher on her leg than it had been before. His other hand dropped to her chest, finding and cupping her breast, squeezing it. She moaned into the kiss, desire igniting deep inside her.

As he broke the kiss, Angelina heard the deep moan that bubbled up and out of her mouth. It was a sound of pure passion. For a moment, she remembered it had been a long time since she’d been able to make such a sound. Resolutely she pushed thoughts of Brice from her mind and stared up into Paul’s face as he stared down at her. He licked his lips, panting for breath as much as she was. His hand inside her skirt started to move again, and she knew his fingers were getting closer and closer to the main target.

“You know what I want, now, Angel?”

She frowned up at him. It was the first time he’d used her old nickname since that first meeting in the parking lot at the mall. “What?” She tried to make her voice sound arch, she had several ideas, but she didn’t really want to give him any of them.

“Would you mind me being a bit crude?”

“In this situation?” If anything, his question was having the wrong effect. It was cooling her down.

He squeezed her breast, eliciting a gasp. “I’ve wanted to see these tits for nearly ten years, so let’s get this dress off. In fact, let’s just get you naked.”

He moved backward, grabbing her arms and pulling her into a sitting position. His hands went behind her neck and quickly undid the button at the top of the zip. She sat still, letting him strip her, accepting he was, at this stage, a take-charge kind of guy.

Angelina’s breathing quickened as she heard the zip being drawn down. He wasn’t being rough, but his attitude showed he would brook no nonsense. She remained quiescent, letting him pull the dress down off her shoulders. She glanced down to see her cleavage and the upper slopes of her breasts appear in the open. A moment later, the dress caught on the largest part of her bust, but continuous pressure from Paul pulling the dress down drew it past and down to her waist.

“Fuck! You are drop-dead gorgeous. An absolute stone fox.”

His look of total admiration did wonders for Angelina’s self-image.

“You know, every guy at school wanted to get his eyes on that fabulous rack of yours. Everyone wanted to know what those more than a handful tits felt like.”

“You don’t have to be crude about it.”

He leaned close, planting his lips on hers again. She knew what he was doing as his fingers feathered down from her shoulders toward her bra strap. She remained quiescent, letting him strip her. Her chest heaved as she panted, and she knew he would be doing what he said, feasting his eyes on her so-called rack within a few seconds. The bra gave way, the cups loosening as he undid the catch. She whimpered as his hands returned to her shoulders and eased the straps down onto her arms.

“I really want to see these.”

“I’m not an object.”

“No, you’re a goddess to worship.”

The bra straps fell to her elbows, the cups peeling away from her breasts. Her nipples were still covered, but only just as he pulled away far enough to let the garment fall. Instinct made her want to bring her hands up to cup and cover her breasts, shielding them from his worshiping eyes. Sheer force of well kept her hands down by her sides as he plucked the straps down to her wrists. The bra fell away, revealing her chest in all its glory.

“Fuck! There are no words to describe you. I want you naked.”

She giggled. “Maybe I want some eye candy too.”

Paul blurred into motion, rising to his feet as he kicked his shoes off. His shirt fluttered to the floor as he pulled it off over his head. His chiseled physique was noticeable, and she unconsciously licked her lips at the sight. However, the ugly scar tissue on his shoulder caught and held her attention.

“Fuck! That must have hurt.”

Paul paused for a moment in the process of unzipping his pants. “Yeah, hurt like a bitch, but it’s okay now, except if I move too fast.”

She tore her gaze away from the shoulder wound to look lower, watching as he wrestled his pants down over his obviously erect cock. He hopped from side to side as he wrestled his tight jeans off, and she giggled at the sight, then gasped as he pushed his boxers down, freeing that erection. He wasn’t huge, no bigger than Brice, but it was the first one, other than her husband’s, she’d seen in real life.

“Eye candy enough for you, baby?” He grinned at her and reached for her hands. She expected him to pull her hands to his crotch to stroke his erection, but he just pulled her to her feet. A moment later, the realization settled on her as he let go of her hands and moved his hands to her waist.

“Time to pay the piper, find out if everything else is as nice as that rack.”

He was being crude again, but she didn’t react as he gave a jerk on the waistband of her dress.

There was a little resistance from the elastic, but it wasn’t going to stop him. She’d already handed him her panties, so there was nothing underneath the dress as it cascaded down to her feet. Why she didn’t shield her modesty as she stood there, she had no idea, but she didn’t, letting him take a step back as his eyeline dropped. She knew he was staring at her shaved mound, drinking in every detail.

“I was right. You are a goddess.” He grabbed her hands again. “Last chance to back out, baby.”

She swallowed, pleased he made the offer, but knowing she’d already passed the point she could retreat from. She might plead the hardness of her nipples was from the cold of the air-con, but it would have been an untruth. The moisture inside her pussy would have given that the lie. Her body wanted this. She wasn’t so sure her mind did, but there was no going back now. His fingers, or his tongue, were going to find that moisture.

“BC?”

“Sorry?”

“Birth control?”

“Oh, implant.” She colored up slightly, surprised the question caused her embarrassment when being naked with Paul had not. She’d continued to have the implant replaced, even without Brice, more as a habit than any real reason. Now it was going to come into its own.

Paul gently steered her back until she felt the back of the bed behind her legs. He didn’t exactly push, but she went with the flow and sat down as Paul moved to stand in front of her. She bit down on a giggle, knowing what would happen next. Every porn clip started with a bit of suckee-suckee before the fuckee-fuckee. It hadn’t been that uncommon between her and Brice either. It appeared Paul wanted the same.

That was where he surprised her. She’d expected him to gently push her legs apart and slide into the gap, his cock inches from her mouth. Although he did indeed nudge her legs apart, he dropped to his knees between them. Her mouth dropped open as she gasped as he leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on the inside of her thigh. He was close to her pussy but not on it. She knew she was aroused, so he had to be smelling that scent. A moment later, he switched his point of attack to her other thigh, pressing another soft kiss onto the tender flesh.

She let out a soft whimper and put her hands on the bed behind her as she leaned back. That lean back tilted her pelvis a little and allowed her to let her legs spread further apart. Paul rewarded her movement with another soft kiss, this time a little higher on her left leg.

He alternated between one leg and the other, all the time moving closer and closer to his ultimate goal. She moaned, trying to prevent her legs from trembling, letting him control the pace as her anticipation built. She wasn’t usually this passive. Well, hadn’t been with her husband, but remaining passive allowed her to feel what he was doing while at the same time clamping down on the emotions building inside her. This wasn’t Brice. This was another man, a completely new experience for her. She needed to push thoughts of Brice from her mind.

Paul moved higher, shuffling forward as he neared his prize. She let out another whimper as the side of his face brushed against her bare outer lips. Then he just twisted his head and planted his mouth right on her outer lips. She flinched, unable to prevent the involuntary movement. Paul chuckled, the sound muffled by her pussy, but the vibrations carried through her body. She moaned and leaned further back even as her legs spread further open.

Paul’s tongue flicked out, licking across her lips, and then he angled his head and licked from bottom to top, ending with it pressed against her hooded clit. She squealed and thrust her hips up. It felt like Paul grinned against her pussy, but he didn’t stop, repeating the movements, and she moved again. On his next pass, he extended his tongue further, penetrating her lips and pressing into her slit. She knew he was tasting her, and she writhed on the bed, her hands fisting in the cover, clenching it as her head swept from side to side as she moaned.

Paul was all action again, His hands dropped to curl under her thighs, and he effortlessly picked her legs up, positioning them on top of his shoulders as he pressed forward. Her hips could do nothing other than rotate even as her legs were pushed up and out. She whimpered and moaned at how obscene the position must look, but rational thought fled as his tongue returned to its ministrations. Brice had been good at what Paul was now doing, but Paul was taking it to a new level. Her breathing was tight, forcing a low moan from her lips every time she exhaled. His tongue was thrusting in and out between her spread lips. One hand held her open, and the other stretched up over her bent body to cup her breast. Just the touch of his palm stimulated her nipple.

Angelina cried out, unable to stop and not wanting to stop the sensations running through her. She tried to push thoughts of her deceased husband from her head, to let herself live in the moment. Shaking her head, she gulped down air and concentrated her very being at the junction of her legs.

Paul switched targets, using his teeth to scrape along her outer lips. The sensation pushed her close to the edge. When he flattened his tongue against her clit and pressed down as he sawed it from side to side, it was too much. Her body convulsed, and she squealed as the orgasm took hold of her.

He paused and let her ride out the orgasm, waiting until her breathing rate slowed, then pinched her nipple with his fingers and plunged his tongue back into her wet channel. She groaned and arched her back, desperately trying not to compare what he was doing to what Brcie would have done. He never continued once she’d cum, always short of the self-control needed to stop him plunging into her, by then, willing slit. Paul was made from a different mold, and she let her head fall back to the bed without saying anything. Any thoughts of the discomfort of the position faded as his expert tongue brought her toward another peak. She’d never considered herself to be multi-orgasmic, but it appeared Paul was going to disprove that particular self-image.

Her hips were bouncing on the edge of the bed as Paul continued to suck and lick at her overheated pussy. It didn’t take him long to work her up to a second climax. As she squealed, she convulsed and somehow grabbed the top of his head and pulled at him to let her go.

“Enough.” The word came out hoarse and barely intelligible, but he heard her and understood her need. Letting go of her distended nipple, he slowly pulled back, holding her legs and gradually lowering them until she could feel the carpet beneath her toes. The position was far from comfortable as she gasped for air, but at least she wasn’t bent double anymore.

Paul rose to his feet, and she expected him to push his cock back into her face. She wasn’t averse to that, happy, finally, to let the events play out how they would. Once again, he surprised her. Stooping, he swept his arm behind her knees and turned and rolled her onto the bed. \stretched out, face down, she let out a soft whimper as he shifted to lie next to her.

He ran his hand over the smooth flesh of her back and then down onto the upturned globes of her butt. She shivered as she understood he wasn’t finished with his foreplay, not yet. She was ready for him, but he was still playing with her.

“Nice.”

She peered up at him, but he wasn’t looking at her face. He had an intent look there, staring down at her butt. She’d always considered her bust was her best bit, but her butt ran it a close second. It appeared Paul was an ass man as his caressing hands swept up and down and around in circles there. His hand dipped lower, down toward the crevice between her legs.

Angelina caught her breath, she’d never found anal to be something she wanted, and Brice had never been interested enough to press the issue. Was Paul going in that direction? However, his hand smoothed past that particular opening and dipped lower. She eased her legs apart, giving him access as his fingers found their way onto the outer lips of her pussy.

“You are so fucking beautiful.”

She blushed a little at the compliment, especially as his fingers dipped into her slit as he said it. She shuddered, unable to prevent herself from reacting as he continued to plunder her sensitive areas, this time using his fingers.

Suddenly Paul moved. One moment he was lying next to her, one hand stroking her back, the other toying with her pussy. The next, he’d straddled her, facing her feet. The weight of his cock fell on top of her butt, hot and hard, as he started to massage the backs of her thighs.

“Your legs are to die for. Your feet are so pretty.”

Angelina had a sudden thought, Paul reaching down and caressing her feet. The vision became even more perverse as Paul wrapped her feet around his cock before covering them with his cum.

She moaned. “Leave my feet alone. Way too ticklish.”

Paul chuckled. “That’s good to know. I can get what I want from you just by threatening to tickle your feet.”

“No.”

His hands moved, sliding further down her legs.

“Paul, no, I mean it.” Her voice sounded weak, almost as if she didn’t mean it. To her own ears, the words were plaintive rather than forceful, almost as if she was inviting him to play with her feet. She wasn’t.

He laughed again and twisted a little, his cock bouncing on her ass. His fingers gripped her thighs, easing her legs apart, giving him access to what he obviously wanted. One hand dipped between her legs as he leaned down. His body weight trapped his burning hot cock against her ass as his fingers started to play with her slit again.

She suppressed a shudder and let her legs relax even wider apart. After two orgasms on his tongue, there seemed no point in any attempt at modesty. He held her open as his index finger curled into her. She moaned out loud, unable to stop her hips from hunching up underneath him as he found a sweet spot. Her passion ignited again, even higher this time, as he straightened his finger and started to saw it in and out of her. She’d always liked to be finger-fucked, and Paul was a master at it. She was amazed he still had not attempted to use his cock on her. His stamina was amazing.

A second finger entered her, and as he thrust them into her, they wiggled, separating to stroke different parts of her channel. When he attempted to introduce a third finger, she shook her head, then remembered he was facing away from her. “Too much.” Her gasp at least penetrated his mind, and he relented, removing the third finger and concentrating on using the two to maximum effect.

It didn’t take him long to bring her to another gasping, squealing orgasm. “No more, too sensitive.”

Paul rolled off her and gently turned her over, rolling her toward the middle of the bed as he panted for breath. She’d never been this submissive with a partner before, but Paul wasn’t objecting to doing all the work. After three climaxes, nor was she. He kissed her and touched his sweaty forehead to hers.

She looked up into his eyes and lifted her arms. Catching the top edge of the headboard, she let her legs open wide once more. Arching her back, she smiled at him. “Just fuck me already.”

“If I do, it’ll be quick. You’re too fucking gorgeous for me to last very long.”

She giggled. “After three orgasms, you think I’m going to complain? Just fuck me, fuck me now.”

“Your wish is my command.”

He rolled on top of her, his cock immediately nestling between her legs. She groaned and lifted her knees, angling her pelvis to present herself. Paul was gentle, more gentle than she felt she had the right to expect. He kissed her, even as one hand dipped between her legs to pull himself into line with her wet slit. He pushed forward, the tip of his cock nudging her outer lips apart.

Emotions welled inside her. She’d held them at bay throughout, helped by the submissive approach he’d seemed to enjoy. Now, with a stranger’s cock nudging into her opening, it was a different thing. Stranger? Hell, he’d made her climax three times. Hardly a stranger, given what he’d done with his mouth and fingers.

Then it was too late to think about those things. He penetrated her, the aftermath of her climaxes leaving her wet enough for him to slide in without any real resistance. There was a hint of pain, but only for a moment, then he slid into her. She grunted as he bottomed out.

She kept hold of the top of the headboard and used it to grind down on him as he held still. Her knees rose higher, her feet sliding up the bed toward her body. He used one hand to hold his weight while the other hand moved to cup her breast. His head dipped to capture the other nipple, and his teeth nipped the hard bud. She arched her back and moaned as he continued to plunder her. Lifting her legs, she tried to wrap them around him as he pulled out. He pushed in again, then slowly repeated the process, establishing a rhythm.

Each time he fully penetrated her, she whimpered or moaned, grunting as the breath was driven from her lungs. She relaxed her grip on the headboard and brought her hands down to hold his back. Her ankles crossed behind his butt, and she used them to urge him to thrust harder and faster.

Paul took the hint, driving into her hard enough to turn her moans into a series of almost continual groans. She could feel everything building inside her as another orgasm approached. He lifted his head, kissing her as his hand abandoned her other reddened breast. His tongue speared down into her mouth, and she almost gagged. Sweat dripped off his brow as he continued to plow into her.

Her body stiffened, and her back arched as the threatened orgasm hit. She tried to cry out, the noise stifled by his plundering tongue. She could taste herself on his lips and tongue and shuddered as her pussy clamped down on the intruder.

Paul stiffened, too, and she felt his cock expand and then jerk and vibrate as he shot his load inside her.

Slowly she let her legs relax from where they were wrapped around her. He slowed and came to a raggedy stop and then carefully pulled out of her. As he rolled off her to lie next to her, his soaking wet dick left a slimy trail over her thigh. Without conscious thought, she pulled her legs together, squeezing herself to prevent creating a wet spot on the bed. Or at least minimize it.

“Wow.”

She smiled. “Wow, yourself.”

She looked down the length of her nude body. There were beads of sweat all over her, and there were other fluids coating her thighs, and no doubt further around where she couldn’t see.

“I need a shower.”

He chuckled. “Mind if I join you.”

“Actually, I’ve seen the shower. There’s not enough room for two in there. Barely enough room for one.”

“Then maybe leave the door open so I can watch?”

She shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

“I’ll go after you then.”

“Good idea.”

“Before we…”

She shook her head. “Once and done, buster.”

“For now? Or for tonight?”

She had a good idea of the question he was really asking. Could he get her to change her mind when she came out of the shower or not? Or did she mean it was over for good, literally the full interpretation of what she’d said?

“For tonight, for sure. Shower, Capiche?”

“Be my guest.”

Once in the privacy of the bathroom, she turned on the spray in the much too-small shower cubicle. At least the water was warm, and she dialed the temperature back a notch. The adjustable head allowed her to shower without wetting her hair, which she was grateful for. Sitting around with wet hair wasn’t a good idea. Nor did she have everything with her to wash it and then straighten it again. Sure, there’d be a hairdryer in one of the drawers in the room, but that wasn’t enough.

As her hands passed over her breasts and cleaned the sticky mess from between her legs, she shuddered. Almost breaking down at the thought she’d betrayed Brice’s memory, she forced herself to concentrate on getting clean and not letting the emotions well up.

Having dried herself, she wrapped herself in the towel and stepped back into the other room. Paul was sitting in one of the chairs by the window, still naked. He rose as she stepped into the room and walked toward her. She had a vision of him whisking the towel away and tackling her onto the bed for another go-around. Whether that was his intention or not, it wasn’t in her lexicon. She wagged a finger at him and pointed him toward the bathroom.

“Okay, okay, I give. Just as long as you’re not going to bail on me while I’m in there.”

She smiled and shook her head. “No.”

“Good.”

As he closed the door behind himself, she moved into action. Pulling her bra around her, she fastened it then stepped into her dress and fastened that too. Her shoes were next, but her panties were nowhere to be seen. Then she remembered she’d given them to Paul as her way of saying that sex was what she wanted. No doubt they were safely ensconced in one of his pockets. There was no way she was going through his pockets, so she’d have to let him keep her freely offered souvenir.

By the time Paul emerged from the bathroom, with a towel wrapped around his waist, she was fully dressed, with her purse slung over her shoulder. It had to be obvious she was leaving. His disappointment was palpable, and she was sure he was both willing and able to go again. Angelina wasn’t.

“Can I see you again?”

He closed the distance between them, grabbing her hands in his and stepping close.

“I don’t know. Look, Let me be honest. I wasn’t looking for a relationship. I’m still not. It’s too soon.”

“I get it.”

“I wasn’t looking for a one-night stand either.”

“Good job because we’ve still got about six hours left on that particular clock.”

She giggled. “You know what I meant.”

“I did. I can’t say I’m not disappointed, though.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“Well, if you didn’t want a one-night stand, and you don’t want a relationship, where does that leave us?”

She bit her lip and shook her head. “I don’t know.”

He grinned at her. “I do.”

“You do?”

“Yeah, friends with benefits. No strings. Just some good sex. You can’t say you didn’t enjoy what we just did.”

“Maybe. Let’s see, okay?”

“Okay. I won’t pester you, but I will call you no less than six times a day.”

“Six? A day?”

“Joke.”

“Good. I was getting a bit worried about you being a crazy assed stalker.”

“I will stalk you fabulous ass at every opportunity.”

“Flattery doesn’t always work. Especially when I’m trying to say goodbye.”

He leaned in close and kissed her on the lips, not trying for more than a peck, but it felt good nonetheless. “Goodbye… for now.”

“Yeah. I think that’s right. Goodbye for now.”

Gently disentangling her hands, she turned toward the door.

“Wait two minutes, and I’ll be dressed enough to escort you to your car.”

“I’m fine. Best let me go now. Bye.”

Before he could react, she reached the door, opened it, and stepped out into the cool air. She glanced back to see him still standing there. She couldn’t help noticing the intense look of disappointment on his face.

She gave a little wave and turned toward the stairs.

End of Part I


Angelina’s Birthday

Angelina waved until her friend, Tia, saw her. The vivacious brunette seemed to be in an animated conversation with the barista while she waited for her coffee. Tia seemed oblivious to the queue building behind her but eventually grabbed her cappuccino and headed over to the corner table Angelina had managed to grab.

“Hey, sweetie!”

Tia cocked her head on one side and stared at her. After a moment, her smile widened. “Hey yourself. You know what you look like?”

“What?”

“The girl that got the cream. I’ve not seen you smile like that for like forever. You get laid last night?”

“None of your business.” Angelina couldn’t help the blush rising to her cheeks.

“You did, didn’t you? The ice queen thawed.”

“I did not. Besides, I am not an ice queen.”

“Okay, I give. You’re not an ice queen. I know why you’ve been the way you have been. We all do. But you’re only twenty-three going on twenty-four. You need to live. Everyone tells you that. As for the not getting laid last night, liar, liar pants on fire. How many times? How many guys?”

Angelina gasped. “One!” As soon as she’d said it, she realized her friend had just tricked her into answering.

“So you did get laid last night. I knew it. From the grin on your face, it was good. He made you cum. That’s something.”

Knowing how this conversation was going to go, Angelina tried to short-circuit it and held up four fingers.”

“Four? You lucky skank. He made you cum four times?”

She bit her lip and nodded, hoping the conversation wasn’t loud enough to carry to the nearby tables.

“Let me guess, you came as you blew him, then as he ate you, then once while he fucked you, and finally as he came in your ass.”

Angelina reared back in shock. “Only two of those are right.”

“Two?” So you didn’t cum as you blew him?”

“I didn’t blow him.”

“Well, fuck me. Where is this guy? He’s a keeper if he doesn’t expect a bit of suckee-suckee before anything else.”

So once oral, twice during sex, and once during anal?”

“No anal. I don’t do that.” Angelina shuddered.

“I know, sweetie, just jerking your chain. How long were you at it, then? All fucking night? Or rather an all-night fucking.”

Angelina giggled and shook her head. “As it happens, I was home by one o’clock.”

“Nice. You got his number?”

She nodded.

“Well, pass it over. I want some of that action.”

“Nope.”

“Oh, so you’re keeping him. When are you seeing him next?”

Angelina shrugged. “No idea.”

“No? So is it, or is it not a relationship?”

“No, it’s not.” Angelina shook her head, remembering the thing Paul had said. “Not a one-night stand, either, more like friends with benefits.”

“I’d call four orgasms a major fucking benefit from a friend. How many times did he…?”

Angelina held up a solitary finger.

“What he couldn’t, or you didn’t?”

“I left at that point. I think he’d have happily gone another round. Anyway, what’s with the Q&A?”

“Sorry, sweetie. I just like to see you smiling. It’s been a rough few months. We all know that. Time for you to get out of the mourning and start to live a little. Last night was a good start.”

Angelina tried to let the smile shine through. Last night had been good, that was true, but it was also tinged with sadness over losing Brice. Despite trying to hide that, Tia clearly spotted the conflict deep inside her.

“Hey. Bricey wouldn’t have wanted you to live like a nun for the rest of your life.”

“I know. Everyone keeps telling me that. Not easy, though.”

“You mean it’s not easy to go out and find a total stranger and get him to give you four orgasms and still get home to your own bed? Dead right, that’s not easy.”

“Not exactly a total stranger.” Angelina winced. Once more, Tia had tricked her into giving more information than she’d wanted to part with.

“Do tell, I’m all ears.”

Sighing with resignation, Angelina answered the question with one of her own. “You remember Paul Starkly from high school?”

“The tall bean pole. Bit of a nerd?”

“Yeah, him. Only he’s not so much a nerd now.”

“Haven’t seen him around. Where’s he been hiding?”

It took a few minutes to fill Tia in about where Paul had been and why. Her friend winced at the bit about the sniper and the fact he’d been invalided out of the army.

“Poor guy. So it was a sympathy fuck, then?”

“No, it wasn’t!”

“Still four cums, and you didn’t even blow the guy. Wow, sweetie, you still got it. And you’re not going to give me his number?”

“No.”

“But he’s not yours, right?”

“Correct.”

“So if I did happen to bump into him, then you’re not going to go all girl code on me if I jump him?”

Angelina sighed. “No, I won’t go all girl code on you. Just remember I saw him first.”

“Fair enough. I just want a crack at four times in one night, like you got. Not looking to add another boyfriend to my stable. Three is enough to handle.”

“You’re still playing that game?”

Tia shrugged. “All three know about each other, and none of them want to settle down yet. Just to get a crack at this ass, they’re prepared to share. I guess it’s kinda like your friends-with-benefits thing. I’ve decided on one thing, though.” She leaned forward.

“Okay, I’ll bite. What?” Angelina matched her friend’s conspiratorial posture.

“On my birthday, I will book a hotel suite and invite all three of them. Together.”

“Fuck!”

“Oh, I will be. Royally. Probably beat your four, then.”

“Anyway, moving on from there. What exactly does the cat that got the cream want to do for her birthday? Assuming she’s not going to spend the weekend shacked up with four times a night, Paul?”

“I am not shacking up with anyone.”

“But you are open to offers?”

Angelina shrugged. “Maybe.” Tia had a tendency to plan extravagant parties, ones that usually ended up with people pairing off for the night. She’d been dreading the idea, but after the night before, it held fewer terrors for her. Having said that, she wouldn’t admit to Tia or anyone else that she’d cried herself to sleep after she’d showered and washed her hair when she got home.

“Good, because we’re going to Roli’s bar. Pick you up at seven. Expect you’ll have to get a cab home. I won’t be fit to drive.”

“Too much drink?”

“No, too much sex.”

“Tia!”

“With luck, you’ll be in the same state. You’ll need the taxi driver’s help to walk up your driveway, and as a result, you’ll need to blow him as a thank you and a tip.”

“Tia!” This time Angelina was a bit louder.

Her friend just giggled.

* * * *

At work that day, her cell had pinged multiple times with happy birthday message texts. At least she’d switched notifications off for Facebook because there were loads on there too.

At about four o’clock, another one pinged in. “Happy birthday, sweet cheeks.” She smiled. This one was from Paul. They’d texted a couple of times since that night, but nothing more. At least he’d remembered it was her birthday. She texted back a quick “Thank you.” And a minute or so later, a longer message came through.

“Hope you have a great day. Can’t wait to get my hands on that rack, and slip my fingers into your wet panties, if you’re still wearing any by then. I want to make your body feel good, sugar tits.”

She gasped and quickly put the cell face down on her desk while blushing bright red. Brice had been prepared to send her flirty texts, but she’d never had a downright dirty text like that. Not once. She shuddered, realizing her commitment to the man she’d grown up with and fallen in love with had left her horizons rather limited. It appeared Paul was quite prepared to broaden them. Not just by a little bit, either. Her body responded to both the images flashing inside her head of him doing just that, as well as the memories of the one night they’d spent together. She hadn’t decided she would see him again, despite what she’d said, both to him and to Tia the next day. Her hard nipples and the uncomfortable heat between her legs told her that her body wanted to see him. Wanted more of what he’d given her.

She decided not to reply, then ten minutes later sent a quick reply anyway.

“Crude, much.”

“Hey. You bring out the caveman in me. Are you going to let me grab you by the hair and drag you to bed? If so, bring a spare set of clothes because I’ll rip the ones you’re wearing right off your body.”

She quickly suppressed a whimper and made sure nobody else in the large office had noticed her reacting to the message. She remembered she’d had to travel home commando that night, he’d kept and hidden her underwear, so the drive of shame had been with her bare beneath her dress. That memory honed her embarrassment but did nothing to quench her sudden spike of desire for more.

“Stop. I’m at work.”

His reply was almost instantaneous. “Only if I can see you tomorrow night.”

She shook her head. Persistent was his middle name. She knew replying yes was tantamount to putting him on a promise. After all, friends with benefits only met with one intention.

“Maybe, depends.”

“Depends on what?”

“How hungover I am. Tia and the girls are taking me out for drinks tonight.”

“Okay. I’ll call you tomorrow morning.”

“Not too dammed early.”

He sent back a LOL and mercifully didn’t push things. She bit her lip. She knew Tia had every intention of trying to set her up with a guy tonight, and she’d just pretty much agreed to see Paul again tomorrow night. Since she’d been with Brice since school, she’d never dated another man before Paul, let alone two different men, on consecutive nights. She blew out a breath and concentrated on getting the last few orders entered into the system before she headed home to get ready. Her mind was roiling with thoughts that were entirely inappropriate for a work environment.

* * * *

Once home and showered, she’d been in an agony of indecision over which dress to wear. Her shopping trip two weeks ago had resulted in three choices. A pale blue jersey knit that wasn’t particularly short but would ride up with every movement. If she didn’t tug the hem down as she danced, it would ride up to her butt, revealing the entirety of her legs. Not what she would have worn for a girl’s night out before, but now, if she was going to pull, it was a good choice. The red dress was a plain sheath with spaghetti straps, and it clung in all the right places. It was short to start with and tight around her butt, dipping low to show off cleavage. If she bent over, the top would gape, showing off even more. The third choice was a variation on the classic little black dress. What made the dress stand out was the line of white buttons stretching all the way down the front. If she opened the top three or four, it would show off her bra and her cleavage. Opening the bottom four or five would show off her legs. She’d need to open a few of the buttons at the bottom to dance in it.

In the end, unable to choose, she hung the three on the wardrobe doors, took a picture, and sent it to Tia with a simple question mark underneath.

Her cell rang a minute later.

“Sweetie!”

“Hey.”

“What’s wrong? Can’t decide which one is the best to pull with?”

“Don’t be crude.”

“Sweetie, if you wear any of those three dresses, you’ll be leaving early and doing the nasty with whoever.”

“It’s the whoever that’s the issue. Remember, this is me. Hello, they didn’t call me Angel just because my name was Angelina.”

“No, they called you Angel because you came down from heaven, and the most fuckable girl in school was already spoken for.”

“You were the most fuckable girl, not me.”

“Nope, you were unattainable, so they all went after me. Second best, sweetie, always second choice. Not that I was complaining, not like the skanks in the queue behind me.”

“You’re doing what you accuse me of doing. Stop doing yourself down, girlfriend.”

“Simple answer to your original question. Wear the black one. That way, you control how much flesh you flash before you pull. Once you’ve pulled, who gives a fuck. You’ll end up nekkid anyway.”

“I’m having a drink to celebrate my birthday, not going on the pull.”

“Sweetie, you’ll pull tonight. In any case, where is that new boyfriend of yours?”

“He’s not my boyfriend.”

“Okay, friend, with big benefits. When are you seeing him again?”

Angelina sighed, knowing if she gave an evasive answer, Tia would pump her for the information until she gave it up. “Tomorrow, possibly. Depends on how hungover I am.”

Tia giggled. “Or how well fucked you are. If you’re unable to walk straight in the morning, he’ll have to be rain checked.”

“Tia!”

Her friend giggled and signed off. “See you in an hour.”

“I need more than an hour.”

“Nope, you’ve got an hour. Best wriggle that delectable butt of yours a bit faster. Bye.”

The conversation had gone deeper and earthier than Angelia had been happy to go, but at least she had an answer, one that made logical sense too. If she didn’t want to pull tonight, if her nerve failed, she could keep the dress buttoned up. She’d still look good in it, but with half-a-dozen buttons undone top and bottom, she’d look sensational. Decision made, she put the other two away and sat down to concentrate on her makeup and hair.

She surprised herself. She was ready five minutes before Tia pulled up in her driveway.

“Hiya, sweetie. Let’s have a look at you. Don’t you look good? Scrumptious. Good enough to eat. Tell you what, let me call Paul for you and get him to come and do some of that good eating…”

Angelina shook her head. “Are you going to let me get a word in? Are you wired?”

“Me, nope. Stone-cold sober.”

Angelina gave her friend a prolonged once-over. The silver sequined dress had tiny shoulder straps and dipped very low between Tia’s impressive breasts. The skirt was scandalously short. If it came to a couple of inches past her butt, Angelina would have been shocked. “I’m not the one looking like a stone-cold anything, you foxy vixen, you.”

Tia preened and then spun around. She’d expected her friend’s dress to flare out, but it stayed put. Obviously, the hem was weighted.

“Now, come on, climb into the passion wagon. We’re going pulling tonight!”

Angelina rolled her eyes. “You might be.”

“Nope, the birthday girl is gonna get laid tonite.”

“This birthday girl is not.”

“Is too.”

Angelina shook her head.

“After a couple of drinks, you’ll be unbuttoning those tits of yours and flashing your legs through the open bit at the bottom as you strut your stuff with a come-and-get-me look on your face. Those guys will be crowding around you on the dance floor like bees to a flower.”

“I’m glad you said a flower and not a honey pot.”

“That too, baby, that too.”

Tia climbed back into her low-slung Miata and gave Angelina a flash of her black underwear.

“Really?”

“Well, you’ll have to undo a couple of buttons at the bottom if you want to match me. Four if you want to show more.”

In this mood, Tia was irrepressible, and it promised to be a fun night. There again, when she’d been out with Tia before, she’d either had Brice by her side or to come home to. Tonight was very different. Tia seemed, if anything, even bubblier than usual as a result. She slid into the passenger seat, keeping her knees together.

“Remember, cab home. I’m not going to drive this baby after the amount I intend to drink.”

“I thought you’d have caught a cab into town. I could have done and met you there.”

“Nah, I prefer my own driving when I’m sober.”

She reversed off the driveway and fishtailed her way toward town. For a couple of seconds, Angelina hung onto the door handle to keep from sliding around. “What’s the hurry.”

“All those boys and so little time to fuck any of them.”

“Tia!”

“Truth.”

She shook her head and smiled. If she hadn’t known Tia absolutely detested the idea of drugs, she’d have been convinced her friend was high as a kite.

* * * *

Two hours later, Angelina was starting to think the evening was a flat bust. One of the girls, Helen, had claimed a migraine after the first half an hour and gone home. Another one, Isla, had started dancing with a guy to a slow number. Within a minute, she’d stopped dancing, wrestled free of his enveloping arms and hauled back, and full-on slapped him as hard as she could. A bouncer had sent him packing and, five minutes later, had called her a cab, and she’d been on her way too. Fifteen minutes later, Heather had found herself a guy to hook up with. Giving Tia and Angelina a thumbs up, she’d grabbed her purse and disappeared into the crowd. Apparently, he had a table at the back, but when Angelina went to the lady’s room, she hadn’t seen either of them. Tia had kept the conversation flowing but had rebuffed every attempt to get her onto the dance floor. Angelina had shaken her head at every request, too, just so her friend wasn’t alone.

She was seriously thinking about pulling out her cell phone and texting Paul to see where he was when Tia grabbed her arm. “Finally.”

“Finally, what?” She looked up and immediately noticed the three guys Tia waved to as they worked their way through the crowded bar.

“You set this up?”

Tia nodded. “Best way, babe.”

“Who is that, Josh?”

“No, Andy, second string guy.”

“So one of the three then.”

“Yep, and the other two are his mates, and given the others have bailed on us, both of them are all for you. Lucky girl.”

“You are so not setting me up with both of them.”

Tia giggled. “Wasn’t thinking like that, sweetie. Pick whichever one you like. The best looker, which I would say, is the guy on the left or the best dancer. I can’t judge that category, not yet.”

“The guy on the left is a narcissist. Spends all his time in the gym. Anyway, how old are they, eighteen?”

“Nah. Twenty-one at least. Not setting you up to rob the cradle. At least they didn’t go to school with you, so won’t think you’re the ice queen.”

The conversation had to stop as Tia rose to her feet and wrapped her arms around Andy, one of her current boyfriends. There wasn’t an inch of decorum in Tia’s greeting as she kissed him soundly. Andy’s arms circled her waist, and without a moment’s hesitation, his hands dipped down onto her ass and squeezed. This had the effect of lifting the back of her dress higher, exposing a flash of black lace at Angelina.

She finally broke the clinch and looked around to see the flush of embarrassment suffusing Angelina’s face.

“What? I haven’t seen him in a week or more. Anyway, Angel, this is Brad and Sven. Sven and Brad, meet the lady I’ve been telling Andy all about, Angel, our birthday girl.”

The booth had been big enough for the five women they’d started out as. Now there was only Angelina sitting there. Without hesitating, Brad, the taller, better-looking guy, slid in on her right. Sven had further to go but quickly sat down on her left. Tia followed him in as she made the age-old sign for refills at Andy.

“What are you having, angel? I know what this skank wants.”

“Skank, is it?”

Andy reached over and gently tapped Tia on the side of her face as he winked. “Not really.”

“Bud, please.”

“Bud for the birthday girl, and I know what these two hounds want.” He turned on his heel and headed toward the bar as Brad and Sven turned their attention to Angelina.

“So, Angel, happy birthday.”

“Thank you.”

“So why do they call you Angel, apart from the obvious?”

She winced. “Have you any idea how many times someone’s tried that line?”

“You’re not old enough for it to have been tried more than a couple of times.”

She smiled. “Why, thank you for the compliment.”

“No compliment, just honesty.”

“!I’m not going to let you take the conversation in that direction.”

“Why not? You don’t look a day over nineteen.” Brad rejoined the conversation.

“Yeah, right. In your dreams.”

“Having met you, you’ll be in my dreams tonight, for sure. If not, you’ll be in my memory, the same thing, really.”

Angelina swallowed, realizing they were both quite forthright in their approach.

Sven wouldn’t be ignored either as his hand dropped to capture her knee. A moment later, Brad followed suit, capturing her right knee and sliding his hand an inch higher.”

“I have a small paper knife in my purse.”

“Oh, what for?”

“To skewer the fingers of unwelcome hands.” She stared at Brad, and he withdrew his hand, his fingertips feathering over her skin. With one hand removed, she turned her attention to the guy who was running his fingertips in soft circles just above her left knee. “You too.”

“I thought you were just telling him.”

“No, both of you.” She smiled to take any sting out of her barb. His hand retreated too, and Angelina shivered. A moment later, Andy reappeared with a tray of drinks. Despite the fact there were five of them, there were ten drinks on the tray. It appeared he’d grabbed some shots as well.

“Happy birthday, sweetie!” Before anyone could respond, Tia grabbed one of the vodka shots and downed it. “Oh, nice… That hit the spot.”

One by one, the three guys solemnly repeated the toast and downed the vodka. Knowing she could do nothing but return the toast, Angelina grabbed the final shot glass and downed it. The fiery spirit burned her throat on the way down, and she remembered why she never liked shots in the first place.

The moment she slammed the glass down on the table, Sven’s hand was on her knee again.

“Another round?”

Before Angelina could demur, Tia had nodded confirmation to Brad, and he slid toward the end of the booth to go and fetch some drinks. Angelina dropped her hand on top of Sven’s, but he resisted her pushing it away.

“How about a dance.”

She sighed. “Why not?” After all, she had come out to enjoy herself, and dancing was something that never failed to lift her mood. At least it stopped Sven from playing grabsie in terms of her leg. He removed his hand, and she slid out of the booth via the space vacated by Brad.

She wasn’t particularly surprised when Sven grabbed her hand to lead her onto the small dance floor. It was a gesture that told everyone else to go away. She was his. Well, at least for this dance, anyway. She smiled to herself. He’d just lost a couple of points on her scorecard, diminishing his chances. He’d need to be a damned good dancer to regain the lost ground.

It turned out he was pretty good, not the best, and not a patch on Brice, but good nevertheless. She mentally cursed herself for the comparison to her deceased husband. Two minutes later, the track faded away, and the DJ faded in a slow track.

Sven shrugged and stepped in closer. In part because it was rude to leave the floor so quickly and because she didn’t want to put a damper on the evening, she stepped in and let him put his arms around her. She did, however, turn her head to the side as her arms circled his neck, not giving him a chance to kiss her. She swayed against him, conscious of the way her breasts moved against his chest, and his legs moved against hers as they danced. She deliberately didn’t move her head, not giving him any chance to bring his lips to hers. He kept his hands where they belonged too, above her waist. It was probably the most chaste dance going on in the bar. When the track finished, she stepped back and signaled she wanted to return to the booth.

Of course, by then, Brad had returned, and rather than being allowed to sit down, he took her from Sven and led her back to the dance floor. At least the DJ had switched to a faster track and then went to another one rather than a slow one. After three tracks, she again signaled she wanted off the dance floor, only for Andy to step in and dance another couple of tracks.

This time it was Tia who rose to her feet, but she nodded her head toward the restroom, and the two of them headed over to the side of the bar. There was a little bit of a queue, but at least the music was quieter.

“Enjoying dancing? You looked like you were.”

“It was okay.”

“But only okay?”

“Something like that.”

“So what do the guys need to do to get your motor running? Or do you want me to get Andy to tell one of them he’s struck out and go elsewhere? If so, which one?”

“No!”

“So, you want to take them both home at the end of the night? Dirty girl.”

“I’m not doing that either.”

“You just want more time to make up your mind about which one is going to get lucky.”

“Neither of them is going to get lucky tonight.”

“Unless they change it up a gear. Get a little more, dare we say, aggressive with you.”

“They’d better not get more aggressive.”

“Bad choice of words, sweetie. Maybe fresher?”

Angelina rolled her eyes, but at that moment, the restroom came free, and they both pushed inside. There was only one cubicle free, so they took turns, and Angelina touched up her makeup while she waited for Tia.

As they headed back across the bar, a guy stepped in front of Angelina. “Hey, beautiful…”

“I’m with someone.”

An arm snaked out of the crowd and grabbed the guy. “Come on, Tom. She’s taken. Sorry about that, sweetheart. He’s had a few.”

Angelina smiled and shrugged, and walked on. The obstruction had delayed her by enough for Tia to make it back to the table first. She saw her friend say something to Brad and Sven but was too far away to hear. As she reached the booth, Tia grabbed Andy and started to kiss him. That kiss quickly became a full-on snog, so Angelina had no chance to ask her friend what she’d just said. A moment later, Brad was standing next to her.

“I’ve not had a slow dance yet. Can’t have Sven counting coup on me, can I?”

Angelina rolled her eyes but allowed him to lead her to the dance floor, where the DJ had just started playing a slow track. As soon as they reached the dance floor, Brad swung her into his arms. She gave in and wrapped her arms around his neck as his arms slid around her waist. She didn’t manage to turn her head to the side in time, and his lips descended to plant a kiss firmly on hers. His tongue slipped from his open mouth and flicked across her stubbornly closed lips. His hands dipped below her waist, coming to rest on the upper slopes of her ass, pulling her tightly against his hard body. A moment later, she felt his legs shift and the length of his thigh pressed between her legs. She brought her thighs close together, which hindered her dance moves, but stopped him from pushing his leg between hers. She broke the kiss.

“Naughty.” She now knew Tia had told the two men to push things a little faster, a little more.

“Hey, can’t blame me for wanting to get a kiss from the birthday girl, can you?”

She giggled. “It wasn’t the kiss I was talking about.” She bore down on his leg just to prove her point. He flexed his leg, tightening the pressure against her mound before she could pull away again. She gasped at the contact, feeling things starting to heat up deep in her core.

He whirled her around, and then as they started to move against each other, he lowered his face toward hers again. She stared into his eyes, then gave a mental shrug and allowed her lips to part as his mouth reached hers. Her eyes closed slowly as his tongue pressed against her teeth and then as she opened wider, into her mouth.

By the time the track finished, the kiss had left her breathless. They separated slightly, and she opened her eyes to take stock of her surroundings. For a moment, she felt she’d lost her bearings, then realized he’d danced her into the corner of the dance floor, into the darkest section. He’d known exactly what he was doing. As the next tract started up, he moved his leg between hers. Now he was pressing right on her mound. She shuddered, knowing he’d pick up the sensation. He pressed closer, lifting his foot onto his toe to increase the pressure. One of his hands slid higher, pulling them together, squashing her breasts against his broad chest. His other hand dipped lower, finding and cupping one of the cheeks of her butt,. She opened her mouth to protest, only for the words to be sealed inside as he kissed her.

Only one man before this point had ever danced with her like this, and she’d married him. She moaned, unbidden memories of her husband flooding her mind as Brad used his superior strength to grind her body against his.

Once again, as the music faded, he relented and pulled his lips away from hers. She managed to gasp out one word. “Enough.”

Brad chuckled and turned her around. She’d not realized it, but Sven stood only a couple of feet away. The light in his eyes told her he’d been watching how Brad had danced. As the next song started, Brad steered her away and straight into Sven’s arms. She whimpered, she’d meant the enough she’d uttered, but it appeared Sven was going to take his turn. His hold on her was slightly different from Brad’s, dropping both hands to caress and cup her butt cheeks. She whimpered again as his thigh pressed between hers. The contact with her sensitive core had allowed Brad to arouse her body. The reaction was automatic, and now, as Sven repeated the move, she could feel the way her now damp panties were pressing against her outer lips, helping to spread the moisture further. More was leaking from her, too, providing lubrication for what her body wanted. Her nipples were bullets, stimulated by the pressure against a man’s chest. In this case, that chest was Sven’s, not Brad’s, but it didn’t matter to her traitorous nipples. They just wanted contact.

As Sven kissed her, he squeezed her butt, grinding himself against her. She moaned into his mouth and then felt him slide his hands away. The reason for that became obvious as she felt another man, obviously Brad, move in close behind her. She was the meat in the sandwich as he started to mold his body against her back. His hands went to her waist and then slid higher. His hard cock pressed against the top of her ass, while in front of her, another obvious hardness pressed against her belly. Brad lowered his lips to her neck and started to nuzzle her.

She broke the kiss with Sdven long enough to murmur, “No hickeys.” Then Sven reclaimed her lips, and she wasn’t sure if Brad had heard her. However, the pressure on her neck eased as he moved up to the even more sensitive skin just below her ear. She cocked her head to one side to give him access, knowing her body was craving what these two guys seemed to be offering. At that moment, a hand, she thought it was Sven’s, but it could have been Brad’s, cupped her left breast, squashing her nipple inside her bra.

Her body had gone from zero and disinterested to a hundred in the space of, what, three tracks. She was struggling for breath, and Sven seemed to sense that, breaking the kiss and allowing her to gasp down air as he, too, started to nuzzle at her neck. Someone, one of the two of them, started to squeeze her other breast, and she let out a low, almost guttural, moan.

She knew her face was bright red, betraying how turned on she was. Then, without any kind of warning, the pressure on her eased, and the two men gave her space. The reason was apparent when she heard the deep voice of a stranger.

“You okay, miss?”

She looked up into the eyes of one of the bouncers. “Yes, fine, thank you.”

“Well, that kind of dancing is against bar rules. So, either stop or take it outside. Up to you.” He glanced to both sides. “Not up to these two, capiche?”

The meaning was clear. The kind of dancing, dirty dancing, was not allowed. She could take it outside, and she knew what that meant. He was also making it obviously clear that it was down to her and not down to the guys.

“Thank you, I think I need a sit-down, anyway.”

“Very well.” He stared at each of the guys in turn, and Angelina knew he was telling them, without words, he was watching them. The red coloring on her face was now pure embarrassment at having been caught and effectively shamed like that.

Leading the way, she headed back to the booth but allowed Sven to sit down first. As she slid in next to him and Brad followed, she was back to being between the two men. When she looked up, Tia was watching her but, at the same time, laughing long and hard.

“There’s nothing funny.”

“Hey, the ice queen just got told off for dirty dancing with two guys simultaneously. Thank fuck we’re not still in school. That story would be the talk of the halls for days.”

Angelina glared at her, but it just bounced off. Grabbing her beer, she took a long swig and glanced down. Both guys had resumed where they’d left off the last time she’d sat down. There was a hand on each of her thighs.

“After embarrassing me like that, you two can keep your hands still. Okay?”

Sven grinned at her, and Brad nodded. She sat back and took a couple of deep calming breaths. She had to admit dancing like that with two guys at the same time had been a new experience and one her body had thoroughly enjoyed. Her panties were glued to her and moist enough to feel uncomfortable. Her nipples refused to lie flat and were happily irritating themselves against the inside of her bra at every movement. She was still turned on, and she needed to calm down. Tia was not going to be any help. As soon as she’d delivered the ice queen comment and laughed at Angelina’s reaction, she’d turned back into her highly passionate embrace with Andy. The loud kissing sounds were audible over and above the music that was still blaring from the dance floor.

At least the guys were behaving themselves, in the sense they were keeping their hands on her legs still.

Angelina knew she had a decision to make. Tia was busy and would, at some point, disappear with Andy to do the dirty somewhere or other. That left her with the two guys who had worked well together to get her turned on as far as she had been. She had a three-way choice. Disappoint both and head home alone. Disappoint one of them and take the other one home for a one-night stand. That would be a newish experience for her, but she’d broken that particular ice with Paul a couple of weeks earlier. Of course, she could go home with him rather than take him to her home. That would then mean a cab of shame or a walk of shame in the morning. The third choice was the dirtiest one. They’d proven they could double-team her on the dance floor. They’d made a very good pair working on her out there. They’d most likely be a good double act in private as they slowly stripped her naked before taking her in a threesome. She shuddered at the dirty thoughts in her head. She was sure the two guys had picked up on the movements of her body.

A threesome had never been in her lexicon, never even been on her fantasy list. Now, that dirty dancing had put it firmly into her mind. She’d known Tia had set out with the sole intention tonight of setting her up for a one-night stand. Get her to live a little. She didn’t think her friend had set her up for both of them, but it was obviously an option.

An even dirtier thought hit her mind, and she gasped. Why go home at all? Why not simply find a nice dark alley outside, and let one of them fuck her from behind while she blew the other one. She moaned again. That thought, that option was the dirtiest of all. That would be absolutely a new experience on every level. She’d tried many things with Brice, but they’d never felt the need to go down an alley for sex. There was always a more comfortable back seat of a car. Once they’d gone to college, everything had been indoors. Now, outside, and with two guys?

She looked up with a start, breaking her reverie. She noticed the music had stopped, and the DJ was packing up. She hadn’t realized it was so late.

Brad leaned in close. “I hope I was in the fantasy you were just having.”

Angelina blushed.

“Me too.”

Sven’s comment intensified her blush. She looked over the table and saw Tia was busy doing something with her cell. Ashe finished and then looked over at Angelina. On cue, her cell buzzed in her purse.

‘Come with us. Back to Andy’s. We’ll use the bedroom, you three can have the family room. What happens remains up to you. These guys will respect your decision.’

It took her a moment to understand the two guys were reading her phone screen over her shoulder.

“Sounds like a plan.”

“Sounds like a great plan, and she’s right.”

“About what?”

“We’ll respect your decision. No worries.”

Angelina came to a quick decision and nodded an acceptance across the table.

“Good. The birthday girl wants to party some more. Let’s go and party.”

It turned out Andy’s was actually within walking distance, and Angelina managed to separate her friend from Andy so they could hold a low-voiced conversation as they walked the five minutes up the road.

“What do I do?” Her hissed question made Tia giggle.

“Whatever you want. Look, these guys are good people. They’ll stay within any boundaries you set. Don’t worry. If you select one, the other will leave. If you select neither, they’ll both leave. If you want both, they’ll be just as happy. Andy and I will be in the bedroom, so we won’t be watching. Go with the flow, or draw a line. Your choice, sweetie. Entirely yours.”

“Both?”

“Don’t play the innocent. I know what you were doing on the dance floor, enjoying yourself too, and what you were thinking back at the table. That was so obvious. So, yes, both. It’s on offer if that’s what you want. I happen to have it on good authority they’re very good together.”

“Good authority? Or experience?”

Tia had the grace to blush. “I have no idea what you mean.”

“Liar!”

“Me to know and you to guess, sweetie. Now, we’re here. Time to shit or get off the pot.”

Andy moved past them and opened the door to the small brownstone, and ushered them all inside. The room to the left was obviously the kitchen, and to the right was the family room.

“Make yourselves at home.” He smacked Tia on the butt, startling a yelp, albeit a pleased one, from Angelina’s friend. “I have business upstairs.”

Without another word, he started to tow Tia toward the stairs. She giggled and waved to Angelina but was obviously quite happy for Andy to take her upstairs. Angelina giggled and shook her head. Tia was in the mood, and when she was in the mood, nothing would come between her and good sexing.

Brad moved into the family room and immediately closed the drapes. Sven moved over to a large music system and started pressing buttons. It didn’t take him long to find some soft, slow music, and Brad turned to Angelina with a smile.

“Would you permit me the honor of this dance?”

Angelina couldn’t help the giggle that bubbled up and out at the outrageously old-fashioned courtesy.

“Fine, but one thing.”

“Which is?”

“No three-way dancing. You two can alternate instead.”

Brad nodded. “Fine, for now. But we might want to switch up in a while.”

“How long is a while?”

He shrugged. “Half a track.”

“Just no.”

“Joking. We only do what you are comfortable with. What Tia said goes. I am not going to be hung by my balls from the lamppost in the street for pissing off my friend’s friend.”

Angelina had to parse her way through that to make sure she’d understood what he’d said. The threat that Tia had obviously made to both guys was pretty damned graphic, and she shivered.

“I can find something worse than stringing you up from a lamppost. Still got that paper knife, remember.” She giggled to show she wasn’t taking offense and moved over to Brad as the music swelled a little louder.

From somewhere above her, she heard a muffled thump and guessed Andy and Tia had found the bed to their liking. She wrapped her arms around Brad’s neck and buried her face in his chest in an attempt to hide her embarrassment.

Sven moved through to the kitchen in search of drinks, leaving her alone with Brad. He started to sway her to the music, his hands demurely on her hips. After a moment, Angelina relaxed into the familiar sway and move of a slow dance. She guessed they would only play slow dance music, and she decided not to make a fuss about it.

Just as the track ended, Sven appeared holding three glasses of wine, and Brad efficiently turned her into his arms as soon as he put the glasses down. Sven held her tighter than Brad had but didn’t object when she positioned her head so she couldn’t be kissed. The dancing was nice but not as intense as it had been in the bar. She felt relaxed and happy to let it continue, knowing the two guys would be ramping up the intensity soon enough.

Sven handed her back to Brad, and a few minutes later, he handed her back to Sven. Angelina had noticed the slow progression. Each time the guy’s hands had dipped a little lower. With each change of partner, the hold had been tighter, the way their thighs moved against hers more pronounced. She could feel her body responding as they started to get her hot again.

“Drink?”

“Please.”

Sven kept his arm around her waist as he led her over to the couch. She wasn’t particularly surprised to find he guided her to the middle of the couch, and Brad joined them on her other side, handing her a glass of wine.

“Hope you like sweet white. I think the cheapskate hid the good stuff.”

Sven had clearly set the music playing on a playlist, so there were only minimal gaps between tracks. Even so, in the very short silences, Angelina could hear muffled sounds from upstairs. It appeared Tia was getting hers up there, and the occasional laughter told her her friend was more than happy about that.

Both men dropped a hand onto her leg, higher than before but not threatening the hem of her dress. This time though, she’d made no prohibition about them keeping still, so both were softly stroking her naked flesh. Brad stroking up and down and infinitesimally moving higher. Sven was using his fingertips in circular movements, slowly moving around and down onto her inner thigh.

“You want to sit here for a while, or do you want to dance some more?”

Angelina pretended to think about it. If she stayed where she was, then the seduction would be ongoing from that moment. She had more chance of controlling the pace if they were dancing and only one of them was touching her at a time. It would allow her to keep things slow without making the guys lose hope while at the same time making her own decision about what was going to happen. If she sat still and let them caress and fondle her, the decision might very well be taken away from her.

“I was enjoying the dancing.”

“Then let’s dance.”

Sven chuckled. “How about making it a little more interesting.”

“Oh, how?” she turned to face him, and he immediately captured her lips with his. It was a quick kiss, but how his tongue played with her slightly parted lips was freighted with promise. She shivered.

“Well, seeing as that dress is a little restrictive, how about each dance, your new partner gets to undo one button.”

“Undo a button?” She tried hard not to blush. “Top or bottom.”

“Partner’s choice.”

“Oh.”

She swallowed hard, visions playing in her head of her dancing with the dress progressively more and more open. Her breath caught in her throat. It would be an effective tease while also being an effective route to her seduction.

“And when all the buttons are undone?”

Brad chuckled, and she turned to face him. He repeated the same kiss Sven had just given her. “We’ll let the future take care of itself, won’t we? Remember, no pressure. Now, come on, let’s dance.” He took the glass from her unresisting fingers and swept her to her feet.

“Button, partner, button.” Sven chuckled.

“Oh, yes, nearly forgot. Now, let me think, top or bottom, bottom or top?”

Before she could move, he dropped to his knees in front of her and reached out to the hem of her dress. Earlier, in the powder room in the bar, she’d undone the bottom two buttons of the dress to give her the freedom to dance better. Now Brad’s fingers found the third button and quickly popped it undone. As she moved, the slit would open more but was still several buttons away from showing more than her legs.

As he rose to his feet, he swept her into his arms and started to sway. She could tell the difference from the moment he started to move. His thigh was pressed right against hers, maneuvering to press between them, although she wasn’t letting that happen. His hands were noticeably lower too, and as she put her arms around his neck, his mouth captured hers. This dance was designed to heat her up. It started working immediately.

He broke the kiss after only thirty seconds or so, lowering his mouth to find that sweet spot under her ear again as she turned her head. His hands moved, sweeping in circles over her ass and pulling her tighter against him. Inside her bra, her nipples had started to harden again, while between her legs, that familiar heat was starting to build.

All too soon, the track was finished, and Brad spun her around as Sven dropped to his knees in front of her. Brad held her by the hips, and Sven undid another button at the bottom, then rose and took her smoothly from his partner.

As he kissed her, his tongue pressed into her mouth, and she whimpered but not in distress. The same feelings from the bar were flooding back, and deep down, she knew she’d made her decision. She wasn’t ready to enunciate it, not yet. Let them keep working for it seemed like a good idea.

The next two dances followed, and each time another button below her waist was undone. Sven’s fingers had been almost at the top of her thighs as he undid that last one. If they went for the button above that, they’d be very close to her pussy. Already the dress gaped open almost to the top of her legs when she moved. Whichever one she was dancing with seemed to be subtly pulling the dress around to her back, widening the slit.

Nobody was talking, they were just touching her, kissing her, and concentrating on seducing her. She had to admit it was an effective technique. Just as in the bar earlier, she could feel her panties were damp, and that secretion was fresh.

When Brad took over the next dance, she steeled herself, knowing he would be close to her mound. Instead, he brought his hands up and flicked the button at the top of the dress open. She had already been displaying some cleavage. Glancing down, she could see there was decidedly more on display now. As they moved, he kissed her, the kiss seemingly more demanding, more urgent. She lost herself in the feeling, loving the way his tongue wrestled hers and took possession of her mouth. This time he continued to kiss her throughout the track while squeezing her ass with both hands. The reason for the squeeze became obvious as she realized he’d worked his thigh in between hers. She’d been trying to prevent that before now, but the kiss had relaxed her, getting her to lower her guard. His thigh was pressing against her pussy, igniting her passion even further.

Sven also went for a button at the top but, in apparent haste, managed to undo two buttons, not one. She smiled, knowing it was deliberate but didn’t tell him to do it back up. The dress gaped open, down below the level of her breasts. There were probably only about five buttons still fastened. She wasn’t just displaying some cleavage. She was flaunting all of it.

Sven didn’t kiss her, though. His leg was between hers, and she noticed she was moving herself against him.

“I think we’re past the teasing point, don’t you?”

Angelina swallowed hard and then shuddered as she felt Brad moving to be right behind her, his hard cock pressing against her ass. Sven’s hands slid from her waist up in front of her. She knew what was about to happen. She doubted she’d still have the dress on by the end of this track. Brad’s hands moved around to the front of her waist. One was going to work on the buttons at the top, the other on those lower down. No, it wouldn’t last anywhere near ‘til the end of the track. She doubted it would stay on for the next minute. She whimpered softly, knowing Sven was looking for an answer.

“Which one of us, sweetheart, or both, or even neither.”

She shivered and stared into Sven’s eyes, plucking up the courage to speak. Instead of giving him an answer, she decided to play it a little coquettish, even though Sven was toying with a button right below her breasts. “You’re asking me to turn you out into the cold?”

“Hey, there’s one thing you should know, neither of us would be going out into the cold, as you put it.”

“Oh, why?”

“Because Andy is not the jealous type. If either of us is not to your taste, then the one you reject can go upstairs and join them. Tia would be quite happy with a threesome… again.”

“And if I say no to both?”

“We will organize you a cab. Make sure you get in safe, then Tia becomes the focus of a three-man gangbang. Also, again.”

“Oh.” She knew she was blushing. She glanced down, and although they weren’t dancing, she could see the buttons were opening lower and lower. Her bra was on display. Below that, Brad’s fingers were playing a gentle tattoo on her stomach, also working lower. She guessed there weren’t very many buttons still fastened on her dress.

“And if I said both?” There, she’d put it out in the open.

“You’ll make us both very happy. We pretty much guarantee you’ll be very happy with that choice.”

The last button came undone at that moment, and Sven moved his hands up to her shoulders. Brad’s hands had moved to her waist and were slowly pulling the two sides of the dress apart, baring her lower body and her panties.

She swallowed hard. “Both.”

“You sure, sweetheart?”

“Yeah, I’m sure.” She wasn’t, but her own lust was overriding any nerves.

“Protection?”

“Implant.”

“Good girl.”

Suddenly the time for talking was over. The time for action had kicked in. She’d given them informed consent, and they had every intention of taking full advantage of the access he had given them. It appeared, at least at this stage, they didn’t want her to do anything.

Sven pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders while Brad simply pulled the bottom half of the dress to the sides. It cascaded down her arms, and she let the straps fall free, the dress slithering down the backs of her legs to land in a pile behind her feet. Immediately she felt a pair of hands clutch her panty-clad butt while Sven cupped her face in his hands and gave her another searing kiss. Brad shuffled close, pressing his cock against her butt as his mouth found her shoulder and started to kiss her once more. It was the same ploy they’d used in the club, so they already knew how effective it was. This time though, there were fewer clothes between them and their prize—her.

Sven moved his mouth to near her ear as Brad started working on the other side. She closed her eyes and gasped for air as the pair nibbled and sucked on her tender skin. Both men were pressing against her lower down. She could feel Brad’s hardness against her ass while Sven’s hard cock pressed against her belly.

Angelina moaned as she felt the elastic of her bra relax. She hadn’t even realized Brad was touching the catch on her bra. They were working well together, too, as Sven’s hands came up to slip the bra straps off her shoulders. Brad’s hands moved around under her arms and found the lower edge of the bra. A moment later, he gave a sharp tug, and the loosened garment fell away in his hands. It fell to the floor, and Sven stepped back a little, his eyeline dipping as he drank in the sight of her naked breasts.

They did not remain in his vision for long as Brad’s hands covered them, and her nipples tried to burrow their way into his palms. Sven stepped back to her and started to kiss her. One of his hands slid over her stomach and started to trace a path over the front of her underwear. Her legs felt weak, and she could feel her entire body trembling as they continued to seduce her. As Sven started to oppress his fingers against the length of her slit, she knew he’d be able to feel how wet she was. Brad was pinching her nipples, making her upper body slowly writhe.

“Let’s take this over to the couch.” She thought it was Brad who spoke, but she wasn’t sure.

“One thing first.” Brad’s hands dropped to her waist, and it took him less than a second to push his thumbs beneath the waistband of her last remaining item of clothing and start to lever it down. Sven helped, grabbing the waistband at the front and stripping it down onto her thighs. As he did so, the back of his hand brushed over her pussy, and her legs almost gave way. Then the panties were down around her knees and falling further. Sven eased one of his feet up and nudged them down to her ankles. She lifted one foot to allow them to come loose, but the guys left the wet garment wrapped around her other ankle as they guided her over to the couch.

Once more, she found herself seated between the two of them. This time, though, she was naked, and there was no wine on offer. Both of them were staring at her breasts, and she shuddered at the feelings such close scrutiny by two men simultaneously induced in her. Despite, or maybe because of, the newness of the situation, she wasn’t far off climaxing. Then they moved, both of them dipping their heads down to capture a nipple in their mouths. A hand found each leg and slid up her thigh. She knew where those hands wanted to go, so she allowed her legs to part, and the hands slid down onto her inner thighs.

Having two mouths on her breasts at the same time was something seriously new. It was heaven, warm wet heaven. When both men started to use their tongues to bathe her nipples, she squirmed and arched her back, thrusting her chest out. Brad was pressing his tongue against her nipple, then releasing it and softly biting down. Sven, on the other hand, was circling her nipple with his tongue and then sucking hard. It was rinse and repeat, rinse and repeat. All the while, the hands lower down were working their way up her inner thighs. It wasn’t a race, but it felt like one as they slowly guided her to spread her legs wider and wider.

She thought it was Brad’s finger that beat Sven to the prize, but she couldn’t be certain. A finger pushed into her while the other hand teased around her slit, searching for her clit. As soon as he pressed against that, her orgasm swelled and burst over her.

She squealed, her last conscious thought being she hoped she wasn’t loud enough to be heard upstairs.

The two men backed off a little to give her a chance to ride over the crest of her orgasm, then returned their attention to her. The respite had been brief, but now Sven was concentrating on her top half while Brad had slid down to the floor and was kissing the way up the inside of her thigh. As Brad’s mouth closed over her pussy and his tongue started to work inside her, Sven’s mouth sealed hers. His hands were cupping and squeezing her breasts, and she could see stars on the inside of her closed eyelids.

Both men worked on her, keeping her excitement level high as Brad worked her legs further and further apart. Modesty was the furthest thing from her mind as the two men expertly played her body. She came again, and as the fog of the orgasm cleared, she realized the two men had changed places. It was now Sven burrowing between her splayed legs and Brad kissing her. She could taste herself on his lips, and her moaning was almost continuous.

Sven turned out to be just as good as Brad was with his tongue. He used two fingers to hold her open as his tongue plundered her now saturated channel. Brad kissed her but didn’t use his hands. When he pressed his body against hers, she realized why—he’d been busy undressing himself. Her hand dropped to find his hard, and now naked, cock, and she squeezed the branding iron hot dick in her hand. Sven took his hand away, and she could hear the rustle of clothing, even as his maddening tongue worked her toward another climax.

This time there was no mouth muffling hers as the orgasm hit. The scream was penetratingly loud, and she knew there wasn’t any hope of the sound not reaching the couple upstairs. She panted for air as the two men once more left her alone.

“How do you want this, sweetheart?”

She had the presence of mind to pant out one phrase. “No anal.”

“No problem.”

Brad moved off the couch as Sven picked up her legs and swung her so she was now lying on the couch.

How they decided who did what, she didn’t know, but Brad moved over her while Sven moved to her head. She opened her eyes to see his cock only inches from her mouth, and there was only one thing she could do. Opening wide, she accepted it past her lips, reveling in the taste of him. A memory flashed up inside her head, the fact she’d not done this since before Brice died. That memory didn’t get a chance to coalesce, though, because a moment later, the head of Brad’s cock nudged against her lower opening. As she spread her legs wider, he pushed into her. There was a brief spasm of pain as she accepted him, but only briefly. After three orgasms, she was more than ready, more than lubricated.

Sven pulled outgiving her a chance to breathe. Brad pushed all the way in and then started to pull and push as he established a rhythm. Before she could say anything, Sven pushed back into her mouth, forcing her tongue flat to the bottom of her mouth as he pushed to the top of her throat. She gagged, and he relented, letting her suck him at a depth she was comfortable with. His hand dropped to caress a breast while Brad’s hand found her other one.

She wasn’t sure if it was the sheer novelty of the situation or the massive over-stimulation, but she came almost immediately. The two guys were clearly not going to last long. They’d been hard for ages while they seduced her, now having got their prize, it wasn’t going to take them long at all. Especially with her convulsing underneath them. The pressure of her pussy squeezing Brad brought him off first, and she could feel him spraying his load deep inside her. Only a few seconds after that, Sven’s cock swelled in her mouth, and he, too, came, pumping her mouth full of rope after rope of jism. She writhed under the double dose impact but didn’t quite manage to cum again.

Both men eased out of her, and she gasped for air, trying to control her breathing. She opened her eyes to see the two men nod to each other, then they were all action again.

Somehow they coordinated their movements and turned her over, pulling her to all fours as Sven moved behind her. Brad moved in front of her face, and she saw, with some surprise, he was still hard. Sven was obviously still hard, too, because he pressed his erection against her ass and then slid it down between her legs, dragging it through the sticky mess that was her slit.

Angelina moaned, unable to stop herself from reacting as the realization they weren’t yet finished with her blossomed in her mind. Sven pushed in as Brad knelt in front of her, then twisted to present his cock to her face. It was slimy and covered in their mingled juices, but she knew he wanted, no, expected, her to suck it. Another first, she’d never sucked a cock that had been inside her. She whimpered, unable to control her body’s reactions as she opened her mouth wider. Brad was, if anything, less thick than Sven had been, so he slid into her mouth easier than Sven had. At the same time, the change of angle had to be helping that.

The taste wasn’t pleasant, but at the same time not something that made her gag. That happened when he pressed in as deep as he could. Unlike Sven, he didn’t pull back, keeping his cock deep in her mouth, forcing her to gag around it. Sven dropped his weight onto her back and reached underneath her to capture her swinging breasts.

The fifth orgasm of her night hit moments later, and she squealed, or at least tried to squeal around the obstruction in her mouth. This time, the two guys kept going, pumping their cocks in and out of both ends even while she rode the crest of her climax. Sven even pinched her nipples hard, and she writhed between them.

They weren’t trying to maintain a combined rhythm either, both of them working at their own pace, buffeting her raggedy doll body between them. Partly because they didn’t give her any respite after that climax, and partly because it was an all-new experience for her, she came again very quickly after that one.

Angelina lost track of time as the two men continued to use her body. She could feel she was building toward another cum as the two men’s rhythms started to fail. The three sweat-soaked bodies writhed together as she sought the amazing concept of a seventh orgasm of the evening.

They both came within seconds of each other, and Brad pulled out of her mouth.

She gasped out one word as Seven pulled out too. “Enough.”

“You heard her, guys. She’s had enough.” Tia’s voice penetrated her clouded mind, and Angelina squealed.

“What?”

She looked round to see her friend and Tia’s boyfriend watching from the door into the hallway.

“Realizing she was naked, and indeed they’d just seen her being fucked, no, spit-roasted, sent her into a fit of panic.

“How long have you been there?” Her voice rose to a squeak, betraying her panic.

Tia giggled. “Long enough to know you enjoyed yourself, sweetie.”

Angelina could see her dress was all the way over the other side of the room, but Tia had a solution for her. Less than a minute later, Tia had wrapped Angelina in a thick toweling robe that matched her own. Andy had waved and disappeared back upstairs. Brad and Sven had pulled their boxers on, so they, too, were no longer nude.

Tia gave her a hug. “See yourselves out, guys. You’ve worn out the birthday girl.”

Both came over and gently kissed Angelina on the cheek. “Happy birthday, sweetheart.”

“Right, you shower, and then bed. The spare room is made up, so you can stay there tonight, okay? Don’t worry. I’ll grab your dress and your purse and bring them up for you. Scoot. The bathroom is on the left. Your room is opposite it.”

“Bye, guys.”

Tia maneuvered Angelina over to the stairs, and as she started to climb them, she lost sight of the two men.

This had definitely been a birthday to remember.

End of Part 2


Angelina’s Saturday

She’d only been home for about ten minutes when her cell buzzed with a text from Paul.

How’s the hangover?

Nope, no hangover.

A moment later, her cell rang with an incoming call from him.

“Hiya, beautiful, so your birthday was a flat bust if you haven’t got a hangover then. Happy birthday, by the way.”

“You’ve already said happy birthday yesterday.”

“So, how was the night out?”

She blushed wildly, glad he hadn’t video messaged her. She had no intention of telling anyone, let alone another guy, what she’d done the night before.

“I had a good time.” That was an understatement, and she knew it.

“So, if there’s no hangover, how about we change up our plans for today?”

“I didn’t know we had plans for today.”

“Sure we did.”

“Ideas, maybe, plans, not so sure.” Despite her reticence in what she was saying, she was smiling, wondering what he was planning.

“Definitely plans, as long as there is no hangover. Anyway, seeing as you don’t have a hangover, how about letting me take you shopping for your birthday present?”

“You don’t have to buy me a birthday present.”

“Come on, what young woman doesn’t like the idea of going shopping? Especially on someone else’s dollar.”

“I still don’t think…”

“So don’t think, babes, just feel.”

She sighed. “What did you have in mind.”

“Well, seeing as I want to see you in it…”

“You are not buying me lingerie.”

“I was thinking of the full outfit., not just the lingerie. There would be some of that, of course, perfect for me to peel you out of later in the day.”

“Paul!”

“What? Truth. Kinda what I think ‘with benefits’ means after all.”

“A full outfit would be too extravagant.”

“Okay, I’ll negotiate. You can wear your own shoes. They’d be one of the big ticket items.”

Angelina sighed. “Okay, you win.”

“Ah, but seeing as I just conceded in the negotiation, you have to concede something too.”

“Such as?”

“I get to approve the items before you buy them.”

“You are so not coming into the fitting room when I’m trying on lingerie.”

“Okay, but I get to pick those items. I get to see the dress, on as well as off.”

“Not in the fitting room for the lingerie.”

“Deal.”

“And we have to buy a dress first.”

“Why?”

“Because the type of underwear depends on the dress, silly. Strapless bra, maybe, or a thong, not boy shorts, to avoid a VPL. Doh!”

“Okay. But one more thing.”

“Which is?”

“I thought we could catch a movie after the shopping.”

“A movie? God, does anyone still go to the cinema these days?”

“No, I was thinking Netflix on that nice big-screen TV in your lounge. You could start off wearing the dress…”

“I haven’t got a big screen TV. Besides, you’re trying to finagle an invite back to my house.”

“Well, I have got a big screen TV at home, but I suspect mum and dad would get in the way and put a crimp on my ability to get you, nekkid.”

Angelina knew she now had a decision to make. Up to press, she’d kept Paul away from the house, either by restricting his contact to phone or the one time in a motel room. She really didn’t want to do the motel thing again. After last night she didn’t really want strenuous sex again, but at the same time, she didn’t want to put him off. Bringing him back here was probably the easiest solution. In any case, she’d lied. She did have a big-screen TV in the family room.

“I was going to have a nice long soak in the bath.”

“You still can. Give me your address, and I’ll come and give you a nice back rub.”

She snorted. “Has that line ever worked for you?”

“More often than you might think.” He paused. “So, see you at the downtown mall, shall we say two?”

She paused for a moment. Part of her wanted to say yes, if for no other reason than saying no meant spending the day alone. That held merit, especially after last night. There again, putting him off might make him back off too far. She wasn’t ready for a relationship, but having a friend of the opposite sex just for the company was good. That man being a friend with benefits was potentially better still. Besides, she’d broken the ice regarding sex now, so why not go for it?

“Okay, I give in.”

“You will, later on, for sure. If you want, we could grab a burger and then go to the cinema if you want. I don’t know what’s on, though.”

“We can discuss, okay?”

“Remember one thing, though.”

“What?”

“A cinema date means losing the underwear first. It’ll only get in the way on the back row. See you at two.”

Before she could think of a suitable reply along the lines of neither of them being sixteen anymore, he’d ended the call.

* * * *

Angelina had dressed with care picking clothing that she could remove and put back on quickly. At the same time, she needed things that wouldn’t mess up her hair. If Paul was going to be involved in approving a new dress, then she already knew the dress would be a sexy one. Short, showing cleavage, and even backless. That dictated a strapless bra to provide coverage if the dress was even slightly translucent, without displaying straps. She knew the ‘free the nipple’ movement was a thing, and she wouldn’t put it past Paul to go that route. Over the bra, she wore a button-up blouse, but it was a lightweight one with only a few large buttons. Her miniskirt had an elasticated waist, and she could slide it off in a matter of moments.

She giggled. Paul would be able to slide it off just as quickly, but if he wanted her to wear the dress once he’d bought it, he wouldn’t be getting the chance. As she dressed, she assessed her mood. The long soak in the bath, followed by a light lunch, had revived her. The hot sex last night had become a good memory rather than a crushing load. She felt refreshed enough to contemplate what the afternoon and evening would bring. There was no doubt in her mind that Paul wanted a piece of her. There was equally no doubt she wasn’t averse to something happening too.

She was smiling brightly as she reversed her car off the drive, and the smile remained on her face as she spotted Paul waiting in the middle of the court at the center of the mall.

“Angel!”

She shook her head at the old nickname but didn’t let the smile slip. He swept her into his arms and gave her an exuberant but chaste kiss.

“How are you? Did you enjoy your birthday girl’s night?”

“I’m good, and yes, it was alright.”

“Only alright? Didn’t you get laid?”

“None of your business.”

“Ah, you did, then.”

She could see heads turning toward them, and she quickly steered him toward the nearest shop. “Sshhh…”

“Okay, okay. But did you enjoy your evening?”

“Yes.”

“But you’re not going to tell me about it?”

“No.”

“Not even a hint?”

Angelina knew she was blushing. Paul’s questions had refired her memories of what the two men had done to her. There was no way she was going to admit that to anyone. Well, Tia already knew, but nobody else would get even an inkling. Especially not the friend with benefits who already knew how to give her multiple orgasms. She didn’t want to give him any ideas. He was already inventive enough.

Paul chuckled and let it drop. “So where are we going first?”

“That depends.”

“On?”

“On whether you meant it when you said you intended to pick my underwear for me.”

“Oh, yeah. I meant it all right. Angel, when I’ve dressed you, you’ll look like the goddess you truly are.”

“When I’m dressed or when you’ve undressed me.”

“Both, babes, both.”

Her blush wanted to fire up again as she thought about Paul slowly stripping her out of the lace fripperies he obviously intended to buy for her.

“I seem to remember you said dress first, underwear second.”

“Yep. So what kind of dress were you thinking of?”

“Something short.”

“How short?”

“At least a yard above your knees.”

It took her a moment to process what he meant. “I don’t think they make them that short.” Her rebuke was spoiled by her inability to hold in the giggle that burst from her lips.

“Don’t forget the neckline.”

“Which will no doubt dip down low too.”

“Of course, at least a foot lower than the hem of the dress.”

“Funny like a rock, that one.”

“I thought it was a good line. I spent at least ten seconds polishing it.”

“Enough.”

“Now, where do you want to go and look at dresses.”

For the next hour, they wandered around the mall. Angelina kept count. She had shown him twenty-two dresses, and he’d rejected eighteen of them as not sexy enough, or too long, or just not right. Two of the others had not been in stock in her size, and one was unavailable in a color that suited her. She’d tried on the other one but rejected it out of hand once she’d put it on. She had stepped out of the changing room to show the taupe-colored creation to Paul, but his face told her his answer matched her own opinion, even before he said anything. It was a good fit, but the color washed out her natural skin tone, making her look anemic, if not completely jaundiced. It was a pity the dress had looked good on the hanger, and the cut definitely flattered her, especially around the bust.

“Time for a coffee.”

She smiled at him and nodded in agreement, trying not to show her disappointment in her inability to find a dress that was suitably sexy. The fact the coffee shop was the same one where they’d first sat together brought a smile and a hint of a blush to her cheeks. Paul chuckled and then went to order their coffee. Since it was a Saturday and there were a lot more people around, they couldn’t get a window seat, so sitting in the middle of the coffee shop, they had to be more circumspect about their conversation.

“Sorry.”

Paul tilted his head to one side. “What for?”

“Not finding an outfit.”

“Hey, you’re having fun, right?”

She smiled, understanding where he was taking the conversation.

“Maybe.”

“No maybe about it. In the last shop, you were almost fizzing as you walked along the rails.”

“But there’s just nothing.”

He shrugged. “Maybe it’s me being picky. I do have an idea, though.”

“You do?”

“Yeah, there’s one shop tucked out of the way on the upper floor we haven’t been to. In fact, I’m not sure it’s one you know exists.”

Since this mall was her regular haunt, that was an assertion she felt she needed to challenge.

“Janie’s. It’s a little boutique right at the back.”

She frowned, trying to remember it. Then her eyes widened.

Paul giggled at her reaction. “Ah, so you do know it. Ever bought anything from there?”

“No.” Her face was bright red.

“Do tell. There’s an interesting story behind that denial.”

She swallowed hard, then grabbed her coffee to cover her embarrassment. “I went in there last year. We had a fancy dress party to go to. One of those cowboy and Indian squaw themed idiocies. Brice thought that shop might have the right kind of dress for me.” Angelina was quite proud of herself, she’d mentioned Brice, and there hadn’t even been a hitch in her voice or any kind of hesitation.

“I take it they didn’t have anything.”

“Nothing that looked remotely like a squaw costume. Nothing else I’d have been prepared to wear to a party.”

Paul grinned. “Bet Brice would have liked to see you in a couple of those dresses.”

She glared at him, and he adroitly changed the subject. “I still think they’re worth a look. I happen to know they have a nice big changing cubicle.”

“And how do you know that? In any case, I already said you wouldn’t be going anywhere near the one I was using.”

“Pity. That might have been fun.”

“One word, two letters, no.”

“At least let’s have a look in there. You never know.”

“They’re expensive, I know that much.”

“So, my dollar, remember?”

“So why waste your money on something that all you want to do is take off me.” Her blush fired up again as she realized she’d said that a bit louder than she’d intended to. A quick glance around convinced her that nobody had taken any notice. Her blush intensified, though, as the further realization she’d just effectively put him on a promise sank into her mind.

He laughed, an exuberant sound that definitely made people around them take notice. He answered in a conspiratorial whisper. “That depends if I take you somewhere first, in the dress but without underwear.”

“Stop it!”

“Come on, finish your coffee. Let’s go visit Janie.”

“You know the owner?”

He grinned. “My cousin, as it happens, so yes, I do know her, and that’s also why I know the kind of stock her shop carries.”

Ten minutes later, after riding up yet another escalator, Paul almost literally towed her toward the shop in the far corner. It looked exactly as she remembered it from last year, although the actual clothes in the window were different. Paul pointed to a pale green one in the middle of the display. “That might be perfect.”

The dress was a jersey knit dress, in that respect, similar to the blue one she’d thought about wearing the day before. The fabric was the only point of similarity, though. This one was an off-the-shoulder look, so she was glad she’d worn a strapless bra. It was incredibly short, too, a good two or three inches shorter than the one she owned. That made it sexy. What took it off the charts was the design of the front. From the neckline down to below the waist, the front laced up. One long lace crisscrossed an opening that was wider at the top than the bottom, exposing a hell of a lot of cleavage on the dummy. Well, it would have done if the dummy hadn’t been the androgynous type. If they had that dress in her size, it would be sensational. She’d have to think about her underwear choices too. There was no way to wear a bra underneath the dress without it showing.

“Come on, let’s see if my cousin has got that in your size. You’d look sensational in that.”

“I’d get arrested.”

“Nah, I’ve seen worse.”

“Only on the corner of Fifth and Main.”

That cracked Paul up, and he had to shake his head to stop himself laughing. “And how do you know about that seedy part of the city?”

“I don’t. But seeing as you recognized it, how do you know?”

He shrugged. “Lucky guess.”

“Yeah, right.” She glared at him but couldn’t hold the pose as her own giggle burst out. She closed her eyes for a second, already imagining how that dress would look on her.

“I hope you’re imagining how that would look.”

“Stop it.”

“I know it’ll look sensational. Come on.” He grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the shop. Part of her didn’t want to go, but part of her wanted to be adventurous and find out what the dress would look like.

Inside the shop was tiny, far smaller than she remembered. Still, it held a lot of stock, and there was very little room to move around.

“Paul!”

“Hi, Janie.”

“What brings you here?”

“Shopping for a birthday outfit for Angelina, here. Janie, meet Angelina. Angelina, Janie.”

The slightly overweight proprietor paused and looked Angelina over. “Wow, you’re a sight for sore eyes, sweetheart. Paul, you’re batting way out of your league here. Happy birthday, by the way. When’s the day?”

“Yesterday.”

“So now this skin flint brings you in here. Late, and clearly hoping his family connection gets him a bargain.”

Despite it being a Saturday afternoon, there were no other customers in the shop.

“So, what kind of dress were you thinking of?”

Paul answered before she could. “That pale green knit dress in the window. The one with the lace.”

Janie rolled her eyes. “I only put that dress in the window to attract the boyfriends and husbands. It works, bees to a honeypot and all. There again, with your coloring, you need a different color than that. Pale pastels will wash you out and make you look too pale and uninteresting rather than pale and interesting.”

“Oh.” It was obvious Paul was disappointed.

“But I do have it in other colors. I think the burgundy would be perfect for you.”

“That’s a bit darker than I usually go, other than black.”

“Don’t have that in black. I do have a nice shade of royal blue and an almost neon yellow. I think the yellow would make you look ill rather than sexy, so let me grab a tape, and let’s get you measured.”

“I normally take an eight.”

“That dress, sweetheart, is all about the bust and the legs, not the dress size. Come on.”

As Janie started to hustle Angelina toward the back of the shop. Janie turned to her cousin. “Sit, stay, there’s a good boy. This is a girl thing.”

Angelina grinned at him and then followed Janie, pleased she hadn’t had to tell him to stay away from the changing room. It was clear, with no other customers in the shop, he was looking forward to getting involved in the process. With another woman present, Angelina was happy Janie was having none of that.

“Right, sweetheart, lose that top and skirt. I need to measure your bust and your body length as well as your waist.”

“Body length?”

“The dress comes in standard sizes but three different lengths. Although they’re called petite, medium, and tall, the size relates to the body length. If I was to put you in the tall dress, even if the rest of the fit was right, we’d see your thigh gap through the lacing at the front.”

“Ah, right.” Angelina suppressed a shiver, although she was sure Paul would probably enjoy it if the dress was that revealing.

“So, come on, let’s get you measured. You can sit in here while I get you the right sizes in the blue and the burgundy, and then we can let mister impatience back there take a look at you.”

“I heard that.”

“You were meant to.” Janie rolled her eyes, and Angelina bit back another giggle.

She hung up her blouse, then wriggled out of the skirt and stood still to let the shop owner measure her.

“Well, for your height, I’d have assumed the medium length. However, you must have long legs because the petite will suit your body shape better. Mind you, that might expose a bit too much leg.” Janie eyed the miniskirt Angelina had just removed. “There again, I don’t think you mind showing off those pins. You’ve got fabulous legs. I wish mine were so well toned.”

Angelina opened her mouth to pay Janie a compliment back, but the woman quickly bustled out of the curtain, and the chance was gone.

Ten seconds after Janie had disappeared through the curtain, the curtain moved again as Paul popped his head through and gave her a slow, deliberate look up and down. She glared at him but didn’t see the point in objecting too strongly, even if she was only wearing her underwear.

“I think your cousin said sit, stay.”

“And I think you look gorgeous. I can’t wait to see you trying on some underwear.”

“Not happening.”

“Ah, so if I can’t watch you trying on underwear, maybe I can watch you trying on the dresses.”

“No.”

“You heard the lady. Now, I think I told you to wait on the other side of the shop.”

She saw Paul jump and guessed he hadn’t heard Janie approach. His head disappeared from view, and Janie swept the curtain aside as she entered the changing room. Angelina let out a squeak at the sudden exposure, worrying there were other people in the shop, but Janie chuckled. “Just us, sweetheart, just us. Nobody here but us chickens.”

She didn’t bother adjusting the curtain to give full closure, and as Angelina looked past her, she could see Paul watching. She sighed, not able to muster up any more objections. After all, he was paying for the dress, and she’d tantamount made a promise that he could peel her out of the dress she chose later on. In any case, Janie seemed aware of what she’d done and made no move to readjust the covering, not bothering to cut off her cousin’s view.

“Which one do you want to try on first, the burgundy or the royal blue?”

“I guess the burgundy.”

“Good choice. Once that lecherous fella of yours sees you in that one, there’ll be no point in trying on the blue. Might have to leave the two of you alone for half an hour once you’ve got it on, too.”

“Don’t you dare!” Angelina knew she was blushing while Janie cracked up laughing. From the puzzled look on Paul’s face, it was clear he hadn’t caught the exchange. Good, she had no intention of enlightening him.

“On the rack, the dress is laced quite loose, so you can pull it on easily. Up to you how much you tighten it after that.” Janie handed her the dress and stepped back. That was a relief. Angelina didn’t want her trying to help her put the dress on.

The first thing she noticed as she pulled it up over her hips was it was tight. She didn’t quite have to wrestle herself into it, but it was almost that tight. She didn’t need to look to know her thin underwear would give her a VPL. That meant she’d need to wear a thong if she went out in it or even be prepared to go commando. Given what Paul had already said on the subject, she knew what his choice would be. There again, when she’d handed him her underwear in the motel room a couple of weeks earlier, she’d shown him that wasn’t something that particularly bothered her.

Having pulled and twisted the dress into position from the waist down, she took a peek in the mirror. It was a good, if tight, fit, and she’d been right about the VPL. It was incredibly short, too, much shorter than she normally went with—what she’d have called a normal miniskirt. This was a good three inches shorter than that. Given how tight it was, she’d only have to walk to make it ride up. The jersey knit fabric only made it worse. She might manage a dozen steps in it before she was flashing her underwear, but not much more than that. She colored slightly, thinking how much she’d show if she wore it.

Slipping the thankfully broad shoulder straps into place, she turned and glanced at the back view in the mirror. That seemed respectable, and the dress very definitely outlined and clung to her ass. The back view was seriously sexy. She could see Paul was staring at her chest, and as she looked at him, he deliberately licked his lips. She turned and checked the front view in the mirror and almost whimpered. Since the lace was loose, the two halves of the dress hung open. She could see her entire cleavage, the inside slopes of her bra-covered breasts, and down below that, her belly button.

“We need to tighten the lace up, but you seriously look sensational.”

“If I wasn’t wearing a bra, I would be.”

“You can’t wear that kind of bra underneath it, sweetheart.”

Angelina swallowed as she looked at her reflection. “Don’t I know it? Not sure I could wear it without one either.”

“Depends on how tight it’s laced. There’s an art to it. Let me show you, but let’s lose the bra first, okay?”

Since the strapless bra was a front fastener, she only had to reach between her breasts and flick the catch undone. For a moment, she thought about not doing it but then decided if she was going to give Paul a thrill by wearing the dress, then it needed to be the full experience. Nevertheless, she made sure he only had a back view as she reached in and unclipped the bra, then drew it out of the center of the dress.

Now without a bra, the dress looked even more obscene in the reflection. Just removing her bra had dragged the opening to the side far enough to expose a nipple. She quickly tucked herself in, then glanced at Paul’s reflection to see him grinning from ear to ear. She blushed as she realized that keeping her back turned to him had merely presented a frontal reflection to him. She glared, but it was water off the duck’s back to him. He paid her face no intention, simply concentrating on her chest.

She tucked herself back in and watched as Janie reached for the bottom of the slit on the dress and started pulling the laces tighter.

It only took a couple of minutes for Janie to tighten the lace all the way to the top. The dress was tighter all the way around, especially at the bust line, and the way it pulled her breasts in and up meant a bra was unnecessary anyway. The dress looked stunning. Absolutely stunning, and Angelina knew even if Paul rejected it, she would buy it for herself. She’d worry about where she’d wear it on another day.

Turning, she beckoned him closer as Janie stepped back with a huge smile on her face.

“Wow, babe, you look amazing. Totally sexy, and if I’m being honest, completely fuckable!”

“Paul!”

He chuckled. “There is one thing, though, an adjustment that’s needed.”

“Which is?”

He leaned in close and stage-whispered in her ear. “VPL”

She knew Janie had heard him, and the shop owner giggled. “I’ve got some really nice thin thongs that would solve that for you. Shall I get them for you?”

“No.”

“Yes, for sure.”

Angelina glared at him, but he was unrepentant. “We want to see the full effect of the dress, don’t we?

Janie bustled out of the changing room before Angelina could refuse again. She glared at Paul, but he simply stepped closer to her and reached for the hem of the dress. She realized what he was going to do.

“Paul, no!”

“Why, they’re coming off because you can’t leave this shop with them marking the dress like that.”

“Who said I was leaving the dress on?”

“I did. Because you are. It’s sensational, and I want every guy in the mall to be wishing they were me.”

She shivered.

“It’s indecent.”

“It’s not indecent. His fingers were moving on her outer thighs, and she realized she hadn’t tried to stop him. Her pussy was heating up, and inside the top part of the dress, her nipples were hardening, irritating themselves against the soft knit fabric. At least that was thick enough for them not to show.

She shivered again, but his hands were still moving, sliding up her legs and inching the dress with them. She seemed almost powerless to stop him, even though she expected Janie to reappear at any second. The last thing she wanted was for the shop owner to appear while Paul was in the middle of claiming her underwear.

Paul seemed unfazed by the imminent return of his cousin. His fingers slid up under her dress, and he snagged the legs of her panties between his fingers and jerked them down an inch or so. She gasped and braced herself with one hand on the wall as sparks spread through her nervous system. She’d never been particularly body shy, but this was taking things to a whole new level. Brice had never, ever tried anything this outrageous in public. For that matter, not even in a semi-public space like this fitting room. Sure, before they’d got their own place, the back seat of a car, but always in an out-of-the-way place where they were unlikely to be disturbed. Here, Paul was removing her underwear with Janie, due to return any second.

The risk factor was off the charts, and that spiked her arousal. She knew those panties would be damp when he collected them. She whimpered and braced one hand against the side wall of the cubicle as her legs went weak.

“You’re enjoying this, you minx.”

Why she didn’t deny that assertion, she didn’t know. “Just hurry up and take them off!”

Instead of speeding up, Paul seemed to go slower, not faster. His fingers inched their way down her thighs, drawing her panties with them. She whimpered again, trying to encourage him to speed up. All the while, her own desires were peaking inside her. Her body didn’t want him to just remove her panties. It wanted her to do far more.

Why she stood there and let him draw them down to her knees, she didn’t know. When he ran his hand up the back of her dress to fondle her bare butt, she had no idea why she stood still and let him. It was so out of character, but she could feel her entire body trembling with repressed need.

He chuckled and then removed his hand. He must have heard his cousin returning because she bustled through the curtain a moment later.

“You, out!”

Paul just grinned at her red-faced reflection and moved back through the curtain.

“He’s a randy shit! Sorry, remind me not to leave you alone in here.”

“It’s okay.”

Janie gave her a frank look up and down, from her red face down to her panties hanging around her knees. “I can leave you alone for a while if you want?”

“Thank you, but no!”

Outside the curtain, she heard Paul laugh and knew he was listening to them.

Janie chuckled and used her foot to ease Angelina’s panties down to her ankles. She stepped out of them and adjusted the dress so it covered as much as possible. In truth, Paul hadn’t had to move it very far to get his hands underneath it. She turned her attention to the selection of thongs Janie was carrying.

“You want to go the satin, full coverage route, or the lacy, racy style that’s a bit see-through. I must tell you, I have to insist the thong is purchased if you try it on. Hygiene reasons, you know.”

“She’ll pick the lace.”

“And if I prefer the satin?”

“I’m buying, so you’ll pick the lace. Either white or red.”

“Why red?”

“To go with the dress.”

“And white?”

“Because it’ll show more, silly. I know what he’s after.” Janie giggled.

“Then I’ll pick black satin.”

Janie held up her hands in mock horror. “I have to satisfy my client, and seeing as he’s the one footing the bill, I can only let you try the lace.”

Paul’s hands snaked around the edge of the curtain, and he snapped his fingers then held his hand out, palm upward. Angelina gasped but couldn’t think of an effective way of objecting as Janie handed the four or five satin thongs to him, and his hand withdrew. She was left with just lace to try, and her only alternative was to remain commando. Given how short the dress was, she wasn’t prepared to do that. All she could do was blush as Paul continued to manipulate her into revealing more and more of herself. The hardest thing to admit, though, was the way she wasn’t really objecting to it.

Janie held the selection of lace thongs out, and Angelina hesitated for a second, then took the white one from her. Janie raised an eyebrow but grinned. Angelina stepped into the panties and then drew them up to her thighs. She looked around to make sure Paul couldn’t see, then pulled them up under the dress and adjusted them into place, covering herself. With the dress up around her waist, she looked in the mirror and gasped. The lace did indeed show a lot more than she would normally consider showing. Allowing the skirt to drop back into place, she took a deep breath and nodded to the attentive Janie. She whisked the curtain away, letting Paul see the final effect.

“Wow. That’s awesome. You look incredible.” He chuckled. “Good enough to eat.”

“Not in my shop.”

Paul had the grace to blush at Janie’s comment. He wasn’t the only one.

Paul stepped into the cubicle and grabbed Angelina’s hands. “Seriously, that is the dress for you. It’s awesome.”

Angelina looked at her reflection and bit her lip. She glanced at Janie, and the shop owner made herself scarce, allowing her to talk to Paul in hushed tones.

“I can’t wear this out in the mall. Everyone would be able to see my underwear, and given I picked the white one, everything else too.”

“Oh, dear, and there was me thinking I could show you off.”

“Not like that. Too much, Paul, too much.”

He smiled and fell silent for a moment. His eyes weren’t still, though, as he continued to drink in every inch of her.

“Okay, I’ll give in and let you out of here in your normal clothes, but on one condition.”

“You are not watching me get changed.”

“Wasn’t going to suggest that.”

“Good, not happening.” Angelina planted her hands on her hips and glared at him.

“No, I have something different in mind. Something you might think is even kinkier.”

“Which is?”

“After this, you take me home, and you model the outfit for me.”

“That’s not kinky.”

“No, what’s kinky is what happens when I’ve stripped the dress off you.”

She sighed. “You are not chasing me around the outside of my house while I’m naked.”

“I suggest you stop giving me such interesting ideas.”

Angelina raised an eyebrow and waited for him to give more details.

“Let’s just say I intend to use the lace from the front of the dress for a different purpose than the one it’s designed to be used for.”

“Which is?”

“For you to find out. Trust me on this.”

“Trust?” She wiggled an eyebrow again and then shook her head. She’d agreed to wear whatever outfit he bought for her and was now negotiating on getting out of that promise. Was his new one going to be that much worse? Especially as it would be in private.

“In private?” She needed to nail that bit down, especially after her earlier slip had planted an idea about even worse exposure in his mind.

“Of course. I’m not going to share you, tonight at least, nor am I interested in humiliating you.”

She swallowed hard, understanding the way he emphasized the not sharing section of his answer. She realized, too, she had just invited him home. Before, they’d met at a motel. It appeared she was inviting him into her home and just as certainly into her bed. That was another psychological bridge she had to cross.

“Okay, deal.”

“Good. I’ll leave you to get changed while I go and see if I can finagle Janie into giving me a discount.”

Given the price ticket on the dress, she couldn’t really blame him for that.

* * * *

“I’m ready.”

It had taken longer for her to put the dress back on in her bedroom than it had in the shop. There again, in the shop, she’d had Janie to help. She’d done as Paul had asked, after once more extracting a promise she wouldn’t be going outside, by adding a pair of white hold-up stockings to the outfit. The red heels just made her legs look longer. She knew she looked good and felt a million dollars. Whether or not she’d ever have the courage to wear the dress out of the house was a whole other thing. Given the stocking tops didn’t come to within a couple of inches of the hem of the dress, she wouldn’t be wearing them with the dress again, either.

“Ready and waiting.”

She’d carefully pushed her hair up into a messy bun rather than keep the ponytail she’d had earlier. She’d added a pair of hoop earrings to the outfit and a simple silver choker around her neck. She hadn’t bothered with too much makeup, but she had found a shade of deep red lipstick that almost matched the dress.

As Angelina emerged onto the landing, she wasn’t surprised to find Paul was waiting for her at the bottom of the stairs. Brice would have been doing the same thing. Hell, any man would have done the same thing, knowing the dress was super short and would ride up with each step. The fact Paul knew her underwear was, at best, semi-sheer, if not outright see-through, just made his appearance there a foregone conclusion. The fact she’d just thought of her husband without getting a lump in her throat made her gasp. She took hold of the rail and forced herself to smile down at Paul.

“You like?”

“I don’t like it. I fucking love it. Now, please come down here.”

“You mean you want me to get in range of mister octopus.”

“Octo… Oh, that, well, if you must know, yes. Octopus arms will be in full operation. Unfortunately, I only have two of them.” He held his hands out to his sides and wiggled his fingers for emphasis.

She shivered. As soon as she was close enough to him, she expected him to be all over her, his hands and lips roaming over her body. There again, she hadn’t really expected anything else. He’d been remarkably well-behaved as she drove them both to her house. He had gently dropped a hand onto her leg but kept the contact relatively chaste and well below the hem of her skirt. Now, though, the gloves were off. She giggled to herself. That meant her gloves were off too.

As soon as she stepped down the first tread, she realized exactly why he was waiting where he was. Her legs had to part to allow her to descend, and of course, the dress rode up. Not just a little, but quite a lot. The jersey fabric wouldn’t stay in place. If she didn’t adjust it, then by the time she was halfway, it would have ridden up almost to her waist. She was already showing at least another inch of naked thigh.

This was going to test her body confidence to the max. She could, of course, bring her other leg down to join the front one and then pause and adjust the skirt. The devilment in her decided to ignore it and step past with that leg and down another step. The inevitable result was the dress riding up and exposing even more thigh. Two further steps and her nerve failed. She could see Paul was going almost goggle-eyed as he tried to watch what she was doing. The dress had slid up to the point that she had to be showing the gusset of the barely there panties to Paul. Given he was below her, his view had to be tremendous. She could see the effect she was having on him. His erection was tenting the front of his pants, and his mouth was open as he stared.

She licked her lips, feeling her body heating up at the prospect. As soon as she was down to floor level, she doubted the dress would stay on for more than a few minutes. She did, however, pause and wiggle the dress down to its starting point.

“Pity.”

She smiled and then, on impulse, stuck her tongue out at him. “Seriously, you’ll need to work harder than that!”

He grinned back at her. “Why? I’m on a promise, remember.”

She blushed, unable to stop her reaction. With the dress back in position, she continued down the stairs. Twice more, she stopped and adjusted the hem, conscious he was getting a great look at her legs. And more besides. As she got closer to the bottom of the stairs, Paul moved back, giving her room to come down the last couple of steps to floor level.

Angelina expected Paul to make a grab for her, but instead, he moved slowly back toward her and gently put his hands on her waist, drawing her in toward his body. His moves were slow and gentle, far from what she expected. When their bodies met, she let herself almost melt into him, relishing the slow, gentle approach. “See, I can do gentle, not just mister octopus’s hands.”

“Thank you.” It felt good to be cradled inside his arms like this. She had a bit of a lump in her throat, given the only person who’d held her like this on this very spot had been her husband. She banished those thoughts and shivered as he lowered his hands on her back, then slid them lower still.

“And there’s mister octopus.” She giggled to show she didn’t really mind, then gasped as he cupped her butt cheeks, one in each hand. Warmth radiated through her at the overtly sexual move.

Angelina tilted her head back, knowing he would be moving to kiss her. She was right, but the kiss was comparatively platonic and didn’t involve tongues. Given he was cupping her ass and his hard cock was pressing against her belly, the kiss wasn’t really that platonic.

As he broke the kiss, Angelina opened her eyes and looked into his face. “I take it the dress gets your approval.”

“The dress is good, but it’s what’s underneath that deserves real approval.”

“Oh.” She tried not to blush at the heartfelt compliment but couldn’t fully suppress the reaction. Paul moved his hands and grabbed hers, then led her over to the couch in the family room. It appeared Paul was going to start right there. Not that should have surprised her—not given the entrance she’d just made. He sat down and guided her to sit sideways on his lap with her legs dangling off to the side. That wasn’t quite what he wanted, so he shifted so she sat next to him, with her back to him. It was natural to swing her legs up onto the couch, and she did so without really thinking about it. The dress had, of course, done its trick and ridden up, but there again, it didn’t reach her stocking tops even when fully stretched down. Paul guided her to lean back, almost across his lap, and he lowered his head to kiss her once more. The kiss this time was much more passionate, his tongue demanding access to the inside of her mouth, and she opened to allow it. His hand slid over her arm and then across her belly to toy with the lace just below her breasts. His other hand cradled her face, stopping her from breaking the kiss.

They kissed for a long time, with Paul just running his hand over her stomach, teasing at the lace holding the dress closed. Angelina bent her left leg, pressing it against the back of the couch as she moaned into the kiss. Once more, his kissing had lit her fire, and her arousal was beginning to match the sexiness of the way she was dressed. Paul dropped his hand from the side of her face, letting her bring her hands up to cup and holding his face instead. Both his hands were now working on her stomach, and she writhed under the contact. She knew what she was doing, trying to entice him to move his hands higher. Her breasts almost ached for his touch, her nipples little bullets under the covering afforded by her dress. Lower down, the tiny scrap of lace that was her thong was damp and getting damper, sticking to her pussy.

Paul broke the kiss and shifted his hands higher but bypassed her breasts. Instead, he went for the loose knot holding the lace closed. A quick tug loosened it, and his gaze dropped to watch what his hands were doing. Angelina’s gaze dropped to watch his hands, too, as she gulped down air into lungs seemingly starved of oxygen by the long kiss.

He was moving deliberately, not hurrying, and part of her appreciated the slow, gentle approach. Par tof her, though, wanted him to get on with it. The tantalizing touch was driving her insane. She leaned up and captured his lips with hers, but the urgency of her kiss didn’t speed him up. One side at a time, he threaded the end of the lace through the hole, slowly unlacing the deep v down the front of the dress. HE’d worked four or five holes and was now down to the level of her breasts. HE paused to survey the flesh he’d exposed and then absently kissed her again as his hands continued their work. HE studiously ignored her breasts, refusing to touch them other than the incidental brush of his hands against the inner slopes.

Angelina whimpered and tried to entice him to touch her, to grab them, maul them. Anything would be better than this slow torture. Another few minutes passed, and she could feel how pent-up her sexual energy was. There was a release around the corner, and when it came, the climax would be a biggie. Paul, though, didn’t seem interested in forcing the pace, let alone giving her that release. He was leaning over her now, finishing off unlacing the front of the dress. Of course, without the lace holding them together, the two sides of the dress had spread apart. The deep v of flesh exposed included the entire inner slopes of her breasts, but he still ignored his prize. She whimpered again, thrusting her chest up and out in a vain attempt to get him to cup them and finally touch her where she wanted to be touched.

The elastic lace came free, and he draped it over the back of the couch and then turned his attention back to her. His mouth found hers in a searing kiss. Her eyes closed, and she moaned into his mouth as his tongue plunged deep inside her mouth. She felt movement lower and moaned even louder as he pulled the two loose sides of the dress apart, exposing her hungry breasts and their taut nipples. His hands closed over them, and she bucked against his grip. Finally, the make-out was over, and the sex could begin. Deep inside her, there was a twinge of regret that he was here, and it wasn’t Brice, but she pushed that thought away, desperate to revel in the feelings his touch on her breasts engendered.

“Sit up, babes. Let’s get the dress off before it gets ruined.”

“Ruined?”

He chuckled. “Ripped or stained, either way.”

“Oh.” She knew what he meant, and it was now fully obvious he would get her stark naked on the couch. He might leave her shoes and stockings on, but they wouldn’t count. What was it about guys and stockings and leaving them on?

She sat up and looked down at her body as he slid the straps down off her shoulders and let them fall to her elbows. His hands returned to her breasts, his fingers flicking her nipples as he abandoned her to complete the process of sliding the dress off her arms on her own. With it bundled at her waist, he pulled her back against him again. She moaned as he pinched both nipples and gave her another instruction.

“Slide it out from underneath you. I’d squash you if I leaned over to try.”

It made sense. Imagining herself trying to breathe as his body pressed down on her like that made her giggle. She braced her feet against the couch and levered her butt up so she could slide the dress off.

“That white thong looks tasty.”

She shuddered. The act of easing the dress off had pulled the thong down a little, and her hand had encountered its sticky wetness. It wasn’t just damp anymore. It was soaked. The long, long make-out session and the slow removal of her dress had stoked her to a fever pitch.

She kicked the dress clear of her feet, easing her shoes off in the process, leaving her in just her stockings and her almost transparent thong. As she leaned back against him again, one of his hands returned to capture her right breast while his left hand feathered across her stomach. She didn’t need a map to know where his fingers were going. Pressing her left leg against the back of the couch, she slid her right foot off the couch, opening herself up for him. As his fingers rubbed over the front of her thong, she bucked under his hand.

“Fuck, you’re wet!”

Angelina moaned, then bucked again as his fingers pressed the wet fabric against her opening. She writhed as sparks blossomed inside her. The long-promised and long-awaited climax hit her, and she bounced on the couch as the spasms ripped through her. Paul held still, holding her, preventing her from bucking herself off the couch with the violence of her movements. It took her ages to calm down, and she was panting for breath as she looked up into his face through half-drowned eyes.

“Time to pay the piper, babes.”

“Pay…?”

“Remember the deal, you could get out of wearing the dress through the mall as long as you wore it here and did whatever I said once it was off.”

Angelina shuddered. “I agreed to that?” She knew she had done. She was just feeling kittenish and playful after the tremendous orgasm.

“Yeah, so stand up in front of me and face the kitchen.”

“Why?”

“You’ll see.”

She rose on legs that seemed too weak to support her but managed to stand up. Somewhat mystified by what he’d asked her to do, she brought her hands around to cover her butt, just in case he intended to spank her. She knew her ass was almost at head height for him. She whimpered, if anything, her confusion growing.

She heard him moving behind her and then felt him rise to his feet and stand behind her. Her hands were trapped between their bodies, but not for long. He gently took her wrists in his hand and drew her hands out and then up, lifting them up above her head and pushing her arms together. She tried to turn to look at him, but he nuzzled in under her ear, stopping the movement in its tracks. She closed her eyes and let him plunder the sensitive flesh at her neck.

Closing her eyes turned out to be a mistake. She felt something feather against her wrists and upper arms and then pull tight. She looked up and, after a couple of seconds, realized what he was doing. No, what he’d just done. Her wrists were tied together with the elastic lace that had held the dress together.

“Paul…?”

“Ssshhh. It’s okay. This is going to be a lot of fun for both of us.

She shuddered but knew it was already too late to stop him. With her hands bound, he let her bring them down in front of her virtually naked body and then led her over to the foot of the stairs. Angelina assumed he was going to take her upstairs and fuck her on her bed, although whether or not he would untie her hands was unguessable. Paul had a different plan, and she wasn’t ready for him when he spun her around and backed her against the railed side of the stairs. She didn’t have the strength to stop him from lifting her hands above her head again and stood quietly as he tied the long lace around a couple of the uprights, securing her against the side of the staircase.

“You have no idea how fucking gorgeous you look like that.” He paused. “There is one thing, though, that will improve the image a lot.” Before she could react, he dropped his hands to her waist and grabbed the straps of her thong. With a massive tug, he pulled the garment straight down. It parted company with her soaking wet pussy with an audible pop that made her blush, and she shuddered at the sensation as the wet fabric touched her thighs on the way down. Luckily the stockings protected her lower legs from contact with it. She kicked it clear of her feet as she panted.

Brice had never been interested in playing bondage games with her, so this was very much something new for her. She was naked, tied, and immobilized while he was standing there looking at her, a grin filling his face. She was helpless in the face of whatever he wanted to do. That thought drove her arousal sky-high again. Paul stepped forward, and his fingers raked up and down the length of her slit. She grasped the upright above her head to stop herself from falling as her legs went weak. He pushed a finger into her, and then as he began to finger-fuck her, she couldn’t do anything other than cum on his finger.

“Untie me.” She gasped out her plea but wasn’t particularly surprised when he just chuckled.

“Not yet, babes. One more first, I think.”

Before she could think of any response, he dropped to his knees in front of her tortured legs that struggled to keep her standing up. His mouth closed on her mound, and she squealed at the contact, still sensitive after the previous climax. As his tongue began to work its magic on her, she squirmed and panted for breath.

He licked up and down her slit, making her hips buck, pressing her pussy against his mouth. After a moment, he brought his hands up and pressed either side of her opening, peeling her open. His tongue speared inside, and she felt him licking around her channel. She pushed herself against him, her earlier entreaty to be untied forgotten as his magical tongue worked on her. The fact she was tied up in her own hallway faded from her mind as his pleasure-giving organ worked her up toward her third orgasm in less than half an hour.

Paul pulled away and dropped lower, then lifted her left leg to rest on his shoulder. Now she was fully open to him, and he didn’t need to use his fingers to pull her open. He pressed against her, his tongue driving deep inside her, while he brought his right thumb up to press against her clit. His left hand slid higher up her body, capturing and squeezing her breast.

The overload on her senses was too much, and the threatened third orgasm burst on her in a shower of sparks on the inside of her eyelids. Her cry was so loud for a moment she wondered if the neighbors heard, but she didn’t really care. As the orgasm ebbed, she became more aware of her surroundings. She watched bleary-eyed as Paul rose to his feet and reached up. The elasticated lace holding her upright slackened. She’d have fallen, but he caught her and cradled her against his chest as her strength slowly returned. Although he’d untied her from the railing of the stairs, her hands were still bound together.

“Untie me.”

“Not yet, babes. First off, you’re going to experience what it’s really like to be fucked helpless.”

She whimpered but couldn’t muster the energy for further objections. Now her legs were working. She felt him lead her toward the foot of the stairs.

“Where…?”

“Bed, silly.”

“Oh.” She’d known that, but her brain wasn’t fully functioning as her senses reeled from three massive climaxes in such quick succession. He insisted she walked in front of him. One hand was on her waist, while the other one traced complex circles on her ass. His touch was light, almost feathery, and she knew that touch was designed to keep her arousal level high. It was working. She used her bound hands to stabilize herself by grabbing the rail, and as a result, didn’t have a hand free as he closed the distance to her and reached around and grabbed her breast. She moaned softly and leaned back, arching her back to push the globe of flesh into his hand.

“Keep going, minx.” He playfully slapped her ass, and she gave a startled yelp but resumed her slow upward progress. When they reached the top of the stairs, he was right behind her.

“Which door?”

“The left.” She was still struggling to breathe. That fact was not helped by the way his hand had slid between her legs to fondle her slit from behind. She couldn’t really understand why she widened her stance to allow him even better access.

Steering her into her bedroom, he guided her to the side of the bed, gently turned her, and pushed her down so she sat on the edge of the bed. That brought her face into close proximity to the bulge in the front of his pants.

“Time to pay the piper, babes.” His hands went to his flies, and her eyes flared wide open as she was confronted by his erect cock, already coated with a copious amount of pre-cum. Angelina looked up at him and pulled at the binding holding her hands. He didn’t relent, just jerked his hips forward, making his cock bob in front of her nose. His meaning was clear. After three orgasms, it was his turn. Opening her mouth, she leaned forward and licked the salty pre-cum from the end of his cock, then slowly took the first inch past her teeth. She sucked hard and heard him moan. His hands dropped to the top of her head but didn’t push down.

Angelina doubted he’d last long. There had to have been so much stimulation from what he’d been doing to her downstairs. It was a wonder he hadn’t cum in his pants.

Looking up, she could see his eyes were closed, his mouth open as he savored her blowing him for the first time. She shuddered. She’d blown the two guys last night but not Paul the time before. Now he was going to collect on that missing event. She knew he would come in her mouth and expect her to swallow. Given the other choices, especially given her hands were bound, she preferred to swallow rather than deal with a porn star finish.

Paul pressed down, and she couldn’t help but take him deeper. Her tongue was glued to the base of her mouth, and his cock slid over the top of it as she sucked hard. His eyes flickered open, and he stared down into her eyes as she took him deeper still. She gagged, unable to prevent the reaction. Instantly the pressure on her head relaxed, and she pulled off. She remembered Brice once telling her that the gag reflex felt good for a guy, but he’d never tried to induce it deliberately. Paul wasn’t either as she gasped down a lungful of much-needed air.

His hands returned to the top of her head, guiding her down. Once more, she opened wide and allowed him into her mouth. Her hands rose, despite the bindings to wrap around the base of his cock. That elicited a groan from him as her fingers wrapped around the red-hot rod. She moaned around the obstruction in her mouth and took him deeper again, the deepest yet. No gag this time as she peered up into his face. He thrust his hips forward a little, not exactly face-fucking her, but the idea was clearly there. She whimpered around his cock, and he did it again, holding her gaze as he started a rhythmical movement.

“Fuck you’re good!”

She shuddered, wondering if telling her she was a good cock-sucker was actually a compliment, and forced down the memory that for the first time the night before, she’d practiced something she hadn’t done for so long. As he held her head still and started to fuck her mouth, she moaned aloud, the realization she’d thought of Brice in the middle of blowing Paulm without the emotion getting in the way, both relieving and disturbing her. Feelings were clouding her mind as the obscene act continued.

“Getting close, now. Where do you want it? In your mouth or on your face?” It was a question that didn’t really warrant an answer. Not that she could vocalize anything anyway, not with the obscenely swelling obstruction in her mouth. She sealed her lips around him and sucked harder, hoping that would convince him she didn’t want the awful porn star finish. He chuckled, then pressed hard into her mouth. She gagged, but this time he didn’t pull out. Instead, he pushed even harder and held still. She could feel him swell inside her mouth and then start to pulse. A huge spurt of jism spat out of the end and straight into her throat. She moaned and forced herself to stay still as blast after blast coated the back of her mouth, and some dripped into her throat. She swallowed reflexively to clear the yucky feel and taste.

“Good girl.” He pulled out and reeled away as she choked down the last of it and glared at him. The glare bounced off him as he grinned at her and then started to push his pants down. She raised an eyebrow as he stripped. Clearly, he wasn’t finished. She wasn’t quite sure how she felt about that. She thought about asking him to untie her, but earlier entreaties had fallen on deaf ears. In any case, downstairs, he’d told her he intended to fuck her while she was helpless, and that hadn’t happened yet. No, she wasn’t going to beg.

Once naked, Paul turned to her, and she could see his cock had softened a little but was still at least half-hard. No, he wasn’t finished yet.

He grabbed her and pressed his lips to hers. She was aware she still tasted of him. There again, his lips still tasted of her, and she moaned and opened her mouth to accept his tongue. They kissed for thirty seconds or so, and she felt him shift a little. His arm went around her back while his other arm scooped under her legs. Without any ceremony, he simply picked her up, turned her, and deposited her lengthwise on the bed. She held up her bound hands, but he ignored the implied plea, then eased her toward the middle of the bed. Reaching down, he grabbed her bound hands and stretched them up above her head. Less than a minute later, he’d tied the loose ends of the elasticated lace around the top bar of the headboard, pinning her there.

“Paul…?”

“I told you, I wanted you to feel helpless. Do you trust me?”

She nodded.

“Good, and so you should. There’s no way I’m going to kill the golden goose. I intend to keep collecting my benefits for a long time to come. However, you need to broaden your horizons a little, and this is one of those horizons.

He looked around the room, and she watched as his eyes fell on the silk robe she’d left hanging on the outside of the bathroom door. Moving over, he pulled the belt out of the holes and returned to the bed. Angelina assumed he was going to use that to secure her legs, but Paul had a different idea. Before she realized what he was doing, and with her hands tied, she couldn’t prevent him. He’d blindfolded her.

In the darkness, she heard him chuckle.

“God, you looked fantastic in that dress, but you look so much better now.”

She felt his hands pry her legs apart and then the familiar feel of his face brushing across the naked skin above her stockings. Fuck! She was still wearing her stockings. She knew she must look obscene like this. Her back arched as she pulled on her bindings, but there was nothing she could do. A moment later, she felt Paul’s mouth close on her slit once more, and this time the bucking motion was involuntary. She grunted as he settled into a rhythm, once more plundering her vulnerable pussy.

As he ate her to her fourth orgasm of the night, she tried to think of any time she’d ever felt so helpless yet so turned on. Her mind was empty as she came.

The End of Part Three


Angelina’s Friend.

The rich smell of hot coffee penetrated the fog of sleep, and Angelina came awake, already licking her lips at the prospect.

“Good morning, beautiful.”

Her eyes snapped open as she remembered she wasn’t alone. Somehow, in the fog of the lust of the night before, she’d allowed Paul to stay overnight. She blushed at the thoughts of what they’d done all the way through to the early hours before falling into a sated sleep. Now it appeared he’d recovered faster than she had.

He held the cup of live-giving brew under her nose, and her eyes focused to notice he was shirtless but otherwise dressed.

She looked down at her naked body, and her blush intensified. Paul, though, seemed only to have eyes for her face.

“Coffee, and then I need to go, sleeping beauty.”

“You do? You sure about that?” Her glance down the length of her nudity conveyed her message.

“Wish I could, but I have somewhere I have to be. I also remember you have to have lunch with your family, and you probably need to get yourself ready and make sure we didn’t leave any telltale marks last night.”

She pouted, admitting to herself she was ready for another hot and heavy session despite, or maybe because of, what had happened the night before. Then she remembered the hour or so he’d kept her tied up. With a jerk, she brought her arms up in front of her face and checked for marks left by the bindings.

“Relax. I was a scout, so I know how to tie knots so as not to hurt or mark. They were never tight enough to dig in. I’m not stupid.”

“You might have a couple of red finger marks, but they should be covered by your dress. Might consider not stripping down to a bikini today, not without needing to give an explanation, but no, nothing where it will easily show.”

She glared at him until he turned his back. She could see the four or five long scratches evident on his back. The welts were raised, but it didn’t look like she’d drawn blood. She shuddered as she remembered how and when she’d made them.

“They look sore.”

“They’re fine. Had worse.” He turned back to her and tapped his shoulder.

“Ah.”

He handed her the coffee and then grabbed the tangled sheet from the bottom of the bed and smoothed it up over her. It didn’t quite cover her breasts fully but did reach past her nipples.

“Thank you.”

He tapped his shoulder again. “Actually, this is what I need to talk to you about.”

“Oh? Did I catch it or make you hurt it?” She made to put her coffee down and move toward him, but he just smiled. His gaze dipped as she realized her movement had pushed the sheet down below her breasts once more. With her coffee in one hand, she only had one hand free to pull it back up. With a mental shrug, she remembered he’d already seen and, for that matter, touched, so there was no point.

“No, not at all. No, I’m going away for a little while.”

“You are?”

He nodded. “Veterans Hospital in Seattle reckon they might be able to reset the bones and make movement easier. Depends on what the scans reveal. Anyway, I fly out this afternoon for them to scan it tomorrow, and then, if they decide, they’ll operate Wednesday or Thursday. If they decide not to operate, it’ll be intensive physio. Hell, it’ll be that if they do operate. I’ll be there for four or even five weeks.”

“Oh, I see. Will you be okay?”

He chuckled. “After the operations when I first came back, it’ll be a walk in the park, but I’ll be absent for that long, so no benefits for me.”

She licked her lips and thought for a second.

“Are you sure you don’t want…?” She blushed, knowing what she was offering.

“I’d love to, but we don’t have the time.”

She pouted, her body already relishing the thought of some more of what it had enjoyed the night before.

“I could come to visit. Remember, I’m working my notice, and then I’ve got a week and a bit before I start my new job.”

He shook his head. “Listen, the physio will be a bitch. They’re Army, so that means they’ll push me to within an inch of breaking. I’ll be a bear with a sore head. I’ve even told my mother not to think about crossing the country to see me, so thank you, but no.” He looked at her closely. “Remember, friends with benefits, not a relationship.”

“But friends can check on friends.”

“I’ll call you then, but not more than that, okay?”

She nodded, biting her lip as unwanted emotions welled behind her eyes.

“Once I’m back, we’ll set up a weekend where I can come and tie you up again.”

She snorted. “Sex me up, maybe. Tie me up, maybe not.”

“I have some other ideas too.”

“I’m sure you do.” She giggled, watching as his gaze was drawn to her naked breasts jiggling as she laughed.

“In fact, I have some ideas for you too.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, we talked about you broadening your horizons, so I thought I’d draw up a list of things for you to do while I’m gone.”

“A list? Isn’t it a bit presumptuous of you to give me such a list?”

“Nope. I’m sure you’ll have a lot of fun trying to fulfill that list. I’m not expecting you to manage them all, but there’s enough on there to keep you entertained until I get back.”

Not only was it presumptuous for him to give her a list, but it also felt like a challenge. Was she competitive enough to go for everything on the list?

“And where is this list.”

He chuckled. “I just e-mailed it to your cell. Since your cell is downstairs and you’re naked, and the drapes down there are open, I can be a hundred yards or more away before you read it.”

She glared at him. “Don’t bet on it.”

He just laughed. “Maybe I’d better start running now. In any case, your coffee is going cold.”

Before she could lift the cup to take a drink, he leaned down and kissed her. The kiss started softly but quickly grew harder. She arched her back as he dropped his hand and cupped her naked breast.

“I’ll see you later, babes. Sorry, got to go. Don’t want to, but don’t have any other choices. Bye.”

With that, he moved toward the door and, with a brief wave, disappeared from view. She heard him as he went down the stairs, and then a few moments later, she heard the front door open and then close.

She wondered how he intended to get across town, then shrugged. Obviously, he’d call either a cab or an Uber.

For a few moments, after she’d drunk her coffee, she debated whether to go and read his infernal e-mail or to shower and get properly dressed first. In the end, the pressure of her bladder won out, and after dealing with that decided to stay in the bathroom and try and remove all traces of her night’s activities from her skin. At least the dress she’d picked out to wear for lunch with family covered the few marks she had. The one thing she didn’t want to do was try and explain away the fact she’d started dating again. Although she knew her mother would approve, she didn’t want to explain the complicated friends-with-benefits thing to her. That would be too embarrassing. As a result, it was over an hour before she picked up her cell and read what he’d sent her.

She sat down in shock and reread the explicit details. He’d been absolutely truthful when he’d said it was designed to expand her horizons. This would do that and more.

There were eight items on the list, and although one was a quite straightforward shopping task, the items he was asking her to buy were anything but straightforward. She blushed at the thought of one of them. No way was she going to go for a fitting for that! The others, though, were sexual tasks. Those caused her to blush even more, and the fact he wanted her to send her a number and a tick emoji when she fulfilled any of the tasks just made her cringe.

However, she realized she could shock him right back. He’d known she’d gone out on Friday night, and he’d, rightly, assumed she’d got laid but hadn’t been given any detail. He didn’t know that she’d already completed one item on his list before he’d even given the list to her.

She debated with herself whether or not to send him the text he asked for, knowing it might shock him. There again, his list had shocked her. After a minute or so to work up the nerve, she finally sent a simple text to him.

4 Tick complete with a cheesy grin emoji just for good measure.

A moment later, she sent another text, this time to her friend, Tia. Are you busy tonight? Could do with a chat over a bottle of wine.

Tia replied before Paul did.

Got a hot date. Can it wait ‘til tomorrow? See you about seven Monday night instead?

That’ll be good for me too. Yes, it can wait until then. See you here.

A moment later, her cell pinged again.

Good girl. I guess Friday was even better than I thought for you. One down, seven to go. See you after Seattle.

She shuddered and smiled. It appeared her confession hadn’t triggered a jealous response from Paul. She’d been a little worried it might. Still, now she had to decide what she was going to do about the rest of his list. Would she try and fulfill the items on it, or was she just going to ignore it? That was a decision to be made following her conversation with Tia. For now, she had somewhere else to be.

Tucking her cell in her purse, she grabbed her keys and headed for the door to meet up with her family for a belated birthday lunch.

* * * *

Angelina had dressed with careful thought when she’d got home from work. Casual jeans and a comfortable top rather than wearing something that made her look like she wanted to fulfill the second item on the list there and then. She really didn’t want Tia to get the wrong idea once she’d explained what Paul had asked her to do.

She wasn’t surprised when seven o’clock came and went. Tia was a notoriously bad timekeeper. About ten past, her cell chirped with a text.

Running late. Outside Ramone’s now. Want me to stop for a pizza? I’m starving.

Angelina giggled to herself. Typical Tia.

Sure, but no pepperoni. I’d kill for a decent Hawaiian.

You always did have a sweet tooth. I’ll make sure they put extra pineapple on your half. Be there in half an hour or less.

Almost exactly thirty minutes later, Tia pulled into her driveway, and Angelina met her at the door with a hug.

“Come in, come in. Ever since you messaged me, I’ve been salivating over this damned pizza.”

Tia just shook her head and handed over the box. “Properly pre-sliced that one. I’m sure you’ll be able to see which is your half. Now spill, what’s so all-fired important I had to come all the way out here on a Monday night. Could have had a hot date tonight.”

“Then you should have. It could have waited.”

“No way, girlfriend, I need a rest. I was worn out by the end of last night. Need to let me…” She placed both her hands under her breasts and jiggled them. “…and the girls rest.”

“You’re incorrigible.”

“And you enjoyed yourself Friday night.”

“I didn’t know you and Andy were going to watch.”

“Sweetie, that wasn’t about watching you, that was about making sure we had the rest of the night to ourselves, and Brad or Sven or even both of them weren’t going to be coming to claim a share of this ass.” She slapped her own butt for emphasis. “Now, where’s that pizza? I already told you I’m starving.”

“Coming right up.” Angelina carried the box through into the kitchen, where she already had two plates out and ready. Two minutes later, she was heading back, the ready-sliced pizza split into two piles, one of three portions for herself and one of five for Tia.

“Hey, that’s not even.”

“Listen, I had way too much to eat yesterday, so I’m being careful. My mother, bless her, over-catered and stuffed me full to bursting. You did say you were starving…”

Tia glared at her, then sat down and took the plate from her.

“Wine with or after?”

“After, sweetie. Still got to drive home.”

“You can always crash in the spare room…”

“Nah. I’m good. Besides, commuting to work from this side of town is a bitch for me. It’s all right for you. You could almost walk to work from here.”

“Only for another few days, then by the end of next week, I’ll be in the city center.”

“And I need a clean top and underwear. This gear is rank.”

“Well, if you’re sure. The offer stands…”

Tia had been talking between mouthfuls and was now on her second slice. She’d been right when she’d said she was starving. Angelina picked up her first slice and bit down. Reflexively her eyes closed as her taste buds tingled.

“God, I’ve forgotten just how good Ramone’s is.”

“He’s the best. Even if he does do the sweet tooth thing.”

“Hey. You could have gone half and half and had your meat feast on your side.”

“Nah. I make my guys eat pineapple all the time, so why wouldn’t I join in?”

“Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why make them eat pineapple?” Something was there at the back of her mind, but it wouldn’t come into focus for Angelina.

“Sweetie. Surely you know why. It makes the guys taste sweeter. Truth, sweetie, truth.”

“Oh.” She could feel the heat rising to her cheeks as the memory surfaced. Brice had told her the same thing once, then offered to eat a pineapple to prove his point. At the time, she’d refused, acting outraged. Now she wondered if Tia was right, and Brice had been too.

“So, what’s got your panties all twisted? You see Paul on Saturday?”

“Yes.”

“And did he?”

“Did he what?”

“You know.”

Angelina sighed, then held up her hand with her fingers and thumb spread out.

“Five?”

She held up her hand again, this time with two fingers extended.

“Not five, seven? You lucky bitch. None of my stable can manage that. Can I borrow him?”

“Not exactly, no.”

“So when are you going to see Mister Orgasm Factory again?”

Angelina shrugged. “Don’t know.”

“Why the fuck not?”

She spent a couple of minutes filling in Tia on Paul’s movements over the next few weeks.

“Ouch, that’s gonna hurt like a bitch.”

“Yep.”

“So what are you going to do while he’s not around.”

Angelina giggled. “If I do what he suggests, broadening my horizons.”

“Oh, how?”

“He left me a list.”

“A list? Cocky bastard!”

“That’s what I thought, but I’ve had yesterday and today to think about it. The list seems, well, interesting.”

“Oh, what’s on the list.”

“Eight items.”

“Which are?”

“I’ll let you see the list in a minute, but first, I need you to understand something.”

“Which is?”

“I did not invite you around in order to do number two on the list.”

Tia frowned for several moments, and Angelina let her friend work her way through it. After another couple of seconds, Tia began to flush. Angelina giggled. She hadn’t thought her friend even had a blush reflex.

“He wanted… He named…”

“Yes, he wanted, and no, he didn’t name.”

Tia pushed her plate away, leaving just the crust of her final slice. “Come on, give me the list.”

“Let me fetch the wine too.”

“Okay, sweetie, wine with a list of sexual deviant acts. What could be more fun.” Tia burst into a loud giggle of her own. “Other than doing everything on the list.” She paused. “Also, with wine.”

Angelina grabbed the list she’d printed out and handed it to Tia as she took the plates through into the kitchen and picked up the already open bottle of Merlot and the glasses stashed next to it.

Settling back into her chair, she poured two full glasses and pushed one across to Tia. Her friend seemed lost in thought as she reread the list. After a few seconds, Tia shook her head.

“One of two things.”

“Which are?”

“Either he has a very active imagination, or he knows you better than I do.”

“The former.”

“Well, item one, the shopping list, is an easy one. You can get that stuff online if you want to fulfill that one.”

“Not sure I do, especially one part of it.”

“What, you’ll be happy to go with the sleep mask, the handcuffs, and the rope, just not sure about the butt plug? Didn’t think you’d be into bondage, sweetie.”

“Not sure I am.” Angelina could feel the heat rising to her cheeks.”

“But you’ve tried it. Sweetie, that blush was a giveaway. Let me guess, Paul tied you up on Saturday.”

Angelina’s blush intensified, and rather than answer, she just nodded.

“And you enjoyed it?”

She nodded again.

“Good for you. Brings out the kink in you.”

“Well, he does want me to broaden my horizons.”

“Well, I can point you in the right direction for the list for item one, but you’ll have to promise me one thing.”

“Which is?”

“You buy the lot.”

“Tia!”

“Sweetie, until you’ve had sex with your ass stuffed with a plug, you haven’t had your horizons stretched as far as they can be. Don’t worry, they come in different sizes, and I’ll make sure you start out small. They even have pretty bejeweled ends as well, so you’re ass will look fabulous as you bounce your way to your fourth cum of the evening.

Angelina shuddered. “Stop it.”

“In a minute, go grab your laptop and let’s place an order. I’ll make sure you get the best stuff. Not as expensive as you think, either. We can even get a set of shackles for your bed. That’ll shock him.”

Angelina huffed in response and glared at her friend. However, the idea of being shackled to all four corners of her own bed was a thought that sent a shiver through her body.

“We’ll skip past item two for the moment, although I can see why you said what you did. I’m sure it’s also why you dressed down a bit this evening, too, unless I miss my guess.”

“I didn’t want to give you that list and let you think I wanted you to…”

“Sweetie, you’d be surprised what I might want. Don’t sweat it. Item three gives you a problem, though.”

“I know. If I wanted to do that, I’ve only got a week and a bit left.”

“Listen, you’d give old Mister Jackson a heart attack if you asked him for ten minutes of his time at the end of the day and then walked into his office naked.”

Angelina shivered. “I can’t see me doing that.”

“Well, slip your underwear off and hand it to him, then. Same result. He’d have you bent over his desk in nothing flat. Best of all, there’s no downside, given you’re leaving anyway.”

Angelina couldn’t prevent another shudder from running the length of her body.

“Listen, these older men often know a trick or two. They make up with stamina and sheer willpower what they lack in repeatability.”

“Not happening. Period.”

“Okay, Now Item five is interesting.”

“Is it? I don’t think so.”

“Yeah, a threesome with the girl you made love to in item two and him. Means you’d have to share your personal orgasm machine. That’ll definitely broaden your horizons.”

“But what if I did do item two, and the woman turned out to be a full-on lesbian and not interested in joining me with him.”

“Silly, I’d happily do you and then both of you. That’s my idea of fun.”

“Tia, I wasn’t…”

“Look, you do realize you’re spent the entire time talking as if you’re going to go through with this list, don’t you?”

“I’m not.”

“You’re talking the talk, sweetie.”

Angelina glared at her, but Tia just shrugged it off.

“Moving on, item four has already been ticked off the list. You did the threesome with two guys last Friday.”

“I know.”

“Does he know? Did you do the number and tick emoji thing he asked you to do?”

“Yeah. After he left Sunday morning.”

“Well, one down, seven to go. Although number six is also ticked off, isn’t it?”

“No. It says to make love to someone in front of a stranger. You watched on Friday, well, some of it, but you’re not a stranger.”

“No, but Andy was a stranger to you until that evening. So, he would count for number six.”

She just frowned at her friend, but Tia had already turned her attention back to the list.

“Number seven is easy. Just picking up a stranger in a bar and going outside for a knee trembler against the wall is something that happens all over town, any Friday or Saturday night. With your figure and looks, all you’d have to do is walk into a bar with a micro-mini and a boob tube on, and they’d be guys lining up to get at you.”

“Not happening.”

“Nah, that’s an easy one. Number eight wouldn’t be a real challenge either.”

“Number eight isn’t happening. End of story.”

“Sweetie, I know of at least four bars that have that kind of amateur talent shows on a weekly basis. You’d win hands down at any of them. Hell, you wouldn’t even have to dance in a couple of them, let alone use a pole.”

“Still. Not happening.”

“I can think of an act that would knock the audience’s socks off, and all you’d have to do is do as you’re told. I can set that one up just like that.” She clicked her fingers for emphasis.

“Look, the list is his, not mine.”

“But you’re seriously thinking about fulfilling it.”

“No…”

“Yes, you are, sweetie. I can see that. One thing I do find interesting, though…”

“Which is?”

“You’re objecting strenuously to the last items on the list but not items two and four. Those are the ones I’d have expected you to really draw a line in the sand over.”

“Well, those have no chance of being ticked off.”

“Why not?”

“How would I find a woman who would be prepared to…”

Angelina tailed off as she saw Tia’s grin widen.

“You had it right when you asked me to be the one you wanted to discuss this list with.” Her voice had taken on a whole different timbre, and Angelina could see the flush lighting her friend’s face and neck. She didn’t think it was embarrassment.

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

Tia rose to her feet and crossed the room to perch on the arm of Angelina’s chair. She lifted her hand and softly stroked her face. “I’d be honored to be your first woman. I’d also be perfectly happy to indulge Mister Orgasm Factory. If he can do seven for you, I wonder how many he could do if I had you shackled to your bed face down, blindfolded with your butt plugged and me licking your clit to heaven as he fucked me.”

“Tia! That’s horrible.”

“Your skin’s hot, sweetie. Not so sure it’s that horrible an idea for you.”

“I didn’t ask you because I wanted to…”

“Wanted to what, sweetie? Get down and dirty with me? Get naked and sweaty, and let us get each other off? Hell, I know you didn’t consciously ask me for that.”

“Not unconsciously either.”

“But I will.”

“Tia!”

“I mean it, sweetie. If you want to fulfill his list, then on item two, you need to look no further. I’d love to get my hands on that fabulous set of buns you have inside those jeans. I’d love to hear you scream my name as I bite down on one of your turgid nipples.”

“No.”

“Sweetie. I’m not saying we should. I’m saying we could. Okay?”

“I didn’t know you swung like that.” Angelina frowned at her friend and tried to suppress the thoughts that plagued her earlier as they resurfaced. She’d never thought of her friend that way, never thought of another woman that way. She had, however, dressed with care to make sure she didn’t give Tia the wrong idea. It appeared Tia had got that idea anyway.

“I don’t swing in any direction.” She paused and looked Angelina straight in the eyes. It was obvious that Tia wanted to say something profound. Angelina waited her out.

“Look, sweetie, this is simple. I’ve spent the last few years looking at sex completely differently from you. I think of sex as a fun activity. Almost literally, anyone, anywhere, anytime. Sometimes, often I guess, multiple partners too. You, on the other hand, have spent the same period looking at sex as something two people in a committed relationship do as an expression of their love for each other.”

“And is that wrong?”

Tia glared. “Absolutely not. Do you ever wonder how many times a day I envied you? Let me tell you, it was a lot. I wanted what you had. What I had was good, great even, but it was different. Paul is, I guess, trying to break you out of that mold. Find your inner sexual being and get you to enjoy it.” Tia giggled. “Sweetie, I know that many orgasms are enjoyable in their own right, but I think he’s trying to challenge your mindset. You’ve agreed to be sex buddies with him, but I don’t think you quite understand what that means to him.”

Angelina shrugged. “No, I guess I don’t.”

Tia shook the piece of paper at her. “This list is the answer. He wants you to open up. Look, let me give you an example. Let’s say you, and he go out for a burger and a drink, planning to sex it up when you get back here. On the way back, he spontaneously pulls you into an alleyway and starts making out. Will you go with him and let him take you against the wall? Another example, let’s say the bar you’re in has a band on, and there’s a girl dancing that seems to have eyes for Paul. Are you going to object if he has a dance with her, and she gets pretty frisky on the dancefloor, even though she knows he’s with you? Let’s say he whispers in her ear that you’d both like to do her, and she nods yes. Are you going to join him in a threesome?”

“Have you?”

“Done that? Yeah, sweetie, several times. I’ve been on both sides of that particular fence. It can work the other way too. What if it’s a guy who comes on to you in front of Paul? What if it’s a friend of Paul’s? What if it’s a couple of guys, so it’s rather more than a threesome.”

Angelina tried to suppress a shudder, noticing how the ideas had communicated down to her nipples which had hardened inside her bra.

“What if Paul has asked you round to his, but when you get there, he’s already got company, and he’s making out with a topless chick on the couch and asks you to join them? He’s not going to want you to run screaming from the room, is he?”

“That’s not a scenario that’s remotely possible.”

“Why not?”

“Because he’s living with his parents.”

Tia shrugged. “He might get a flat, or they might leave him alone while they go on holiday. All sorts of scenarios come to mind. You see what I’m driving at. He wants you to open up. He’s using this list as a key to see if you can let go of your straight-laced limits.”

Angelina giggled. “I bet me telling him number four was done and dusted Friday night blew his mind, then.”

“Probably did, sweetie. I bet he flew to Seattle pretty well boned up, thinking one down, seven to go. Looking forward to you telling him the gory details as well. Especially as I’m sure, you didn’t say very much to him on Saturday about what you’d got up to Friday night.

Tia drained her glass and then shook her head when Angelina offered to refill it. “Come on, I need to catch up on my beauty routine before I go to bed. So I can’t stay too much longer. Let’s grab that laptop, and I’ll show you where to buy the stuff to meet his item one on the list.”

“I’m still not sure about…”

“The butt plug? Honestly, sweetie, you’ll enjoy it. Trust me on that one. Might be a little uncomfortable when you first put it in. However, if you get it this week, you’ll have three weeks to practice with it before he gets home.” She chuckled. “Imagine him finding out you’ve met him at the airport with it inserted. It’ll drive him crazy.”

“Not happening.”

“We’ll see. Now, laptop.”

Twenty minutes later, Angelina’s credit card was three hundred dollars lighter, and every item had been ordered for delivery by the end of the week.

“I hope they come in plain packaging. Don’t want the neighbors taking in a package that clearly states the contents on it.”

“Silly. Of course, it’s all plain packaging.”

“Good.”

“Now, before I go.”

“What?”

“Are you going to ask me?”

“Ask you what?” Angelina frowned.

“Whether I’m available to fulfill item two on the list on Friday?” She paused. “The answer is yes, I’d love to. I already said that.”

“Tia! Don’t you already have plans?”

“I’d ditch them in a heartbeat for my friend. I’d also ditch them in a nanosecond for a crack at that ass of yours.” She reached around Angelina as they stood in the hallway and squeezed an ass check. “Wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

Angelina swallowed and stared at her friend wide-eyed.

“Shall we say, eight? By the way, no jeans. Just a nice short summer dress. Up to you about your choice of underwear, if any. Just don’t do the stockings thing or get too dressed up. Don’t worry. We won’t be leaving the house.”

Tia leaned in and bussed her lips over Angelina’s, then turned and opened the door. “See you Friday, baby.”

As the whirlwind that was her friend closed the door behind her, Angelina allowed herself a massive shudder. What had she just done? Or rather, what had her friend just bullied her into doing?

* * * *

Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday passed in what Angelina could only describe as a dazed funk. Well, the evenings, anyway. She spent most of the time with her cell in her hand, trying to think up a convincing reason to call Tia and put her off coming around on Friday. She wanted to sound convincing. Otherwise, Tia would persuade her not to be silly about it. A voicemail or text wouldn’t work either. Tia would simply ring her back and talk her back into it.

The days, though, were different. She was hyper-aware of item three on Paul’s list while she was at work. As a result, she caught herself watching for any glimpse of her boss. Whenever he appeared in the main office, she smiled at him. She wasn’t really trying to flirt with him. The idea was, if anything, a bit off-putting. Not that he was that bad-looking a guy, but he was something like twenty years older than her, and he was a little overweight. The fact he was succumbing to male pattern baldness didn’t help. Angelina was sure he’d noticed how smiley she had suddenly become, but she made no move to approach him. In fact, she’d hardly exchanged two words with him since giving in her notice a couple of weeks earlier.

She was sitting in the break room eating her lunch when he made her jump by sticking his head around the doorway.

“Angelina?”

She swallowed her mouthful of tuna salad as quickly as she could. “Yeah?”

“When you’ve finished your lunch, can you stop by my office, please?”

“Er… Sure. Do I need a pad and pen…?”

“Nope. Just knock on the door. Finish your lunch, by all means. It’s not that urgent.”

“Okay.”

Before she could say anything else, he was gone.

She tried not to give the impression his request had flustered her, but once she’d finished her suddenly unappetizing salad, she hurried to the powder room to double-check everything. She made sure to reapply another coat of lippy and straightened her clothes. On impulse, remembering what Tia had said about her appearance, she undid the top button on her blouse. It didn’t show much more than before, but the difference would be obvious to anyone looking closely enough. Her skirt wasn’t the shortest one she’d ever worn to work, but it was still three inches or so above the knee. Not that she was going to make a seduction attempt, but she wanted to look her best and gauge his reaction. If nothing else, it was something she could talk about with Tia the following day. She blushed, assuming Tia let her talk about anything that is.

With that item three on Paul’s list looming large in her mind, she knocked on his office door dead on two o’clock now her lunch hour was officially finished.

“Come.”

She opened the door. “You wanted to see me?”

Angelina. Come in, please, and grab a seat.”

She closed the door and crossed the room, smiling as brightly as she had the couple of times he’d walked past her earlier in the morning. She smoothed her skirt behind her legs and sat down, making sure she kept her knees together and resisted the temptation to cross her legs. It wouldn’t do to overdo it, especially as she hadn’t yet decided she was going to do anything at all about the item on the list.

“So, how are things going for you?”

“Fine, thank you.”

“Ah. Sorry, let me explain. Should have said this before. We like to do proper exit interviews with staff leaving us. You’ve been here for twelve months, so you get the interview. Okay?”

“I guess, yes, sure.”

“This isn’t it, by the way. I’ll be doing the proper one on Tuesday next week. I just wanted to have an informal word first.”

Angelina nodded and sat quietly, waiting for him to continue.

“So, I know how tough things were for you in the first few months, but you seem to have recovered well.”

“Thank you.”

“You’ve been really cheerful over the last two weeks. I hope that’s not just down to you leaving.”

Angelina blushed. “No, not at all.”

“Are you still happy with that decision?”

She took a deep breath. “I think so, yes.”

“But it’s not the cause of the suddenly smiley face we’ve been seeing?”

“No, if anything, I’m sad to be going, but I need the change.”

“Well, if there’s ever anything we can do in the future, just let us know, okay?”

“I will. I promise.”

“Good, now, is there anything else you need before you leave?”

“I’m good. Thank you for the offer, though.”

She could feel his eyes on her, staring rather than just looking. His gaze was centered below her face, and she guessed she might be showing a little more than she intended to. Remembering Paul’s list, she decided to go for broke and crossed her legs, marveling at her own daring. Not that it was really daring, but she tried to make the move as graceful and as natural as possible. She was rewarded by his gaze lowering from her neckline to her legs.

“Well, I wish you well with your next job. Now, this formal interview we need to do next week…”

“Yes?” She tried not to sound nervous but wasn’t sure she’d succeeded.

“We don’t have to do it here.”

“We don’t?”

“No, not at all. How about you let me show you my gratitude for your work over the last twelve months by letting me buy you lunch, and we can do the formal interview in a lot less formal setting.”

“You don’t have to do that.”

“I’m not doing it because I have to. The company rulebook gives me a lot of latitude. So, lunch?”

She swallowed hard and took a deep breath. “That would be very nice, thank you.”

“I’m sure we can manage something better than a tuna salad. Mind you, I’ll probably be dieting afterward, too.” He paused and continued, his gaze finally rising to return to her face. “Shall we say twelve, Tuesday?”

“By all means.”

“Good, see you then. Or in between if we need to, okay?”

“Thank you.” She took that as a dismissal and turned and headed for the door. Some devilment inside her prompted her to cross her feet a little as she walked so that her butt swayed as much as possible, but she tried not to make it look deliberate. It wasn’t until she was outside his office that she looked down and realized why he’d been staring. At some point during the encounter, the second button had come undone too. She was displaying far more cleavage than she’d intended to.

She shivered and sub-vocalized at herself. ‘You hussy!’ She shook her head and checked there was nobody who could see as she quickly did up the errant button. It would not be a good idea to be seen emerging from her boss’s office adjusting her clothing! Had Mister Jackson just asked her out for a lunch date?

* * * *

As soon as she got home, she picked up her cell and threw herself down on the couch. Her first text was to Tia.

Something crazy happened at work. I think Jackson just asked me out on a date.

Tia’s reply was almost immediate.

You’re fucking kidding me.

Nope. Apparently, my exit interview is going to be over lunch in an informal setting.

Perfect! By the sound of it, that’s another one on the way off the list.

Stop it!

Why? Make sure you wear a short skirt on Tuesday and sexy, lacy underwear. Go with stockings too. Dress to impress, sweetie. Dress to undress too! LOL

She just texted back a line of exclamation marks and stopped the conversation. She’d be having words with Tia tomorrow. That thought made her shudder too. She still hadn’t worked out how to cancel tomorrow’s assignation.

About a minute later, one of her neighbors rang her doorbell and handed her a plain brown box. “For you, at about three-thirty.”

“Thank you. Sorry they bothered you.”

“It’s no bother.” The older woman turned and left with a wave, and Angelina took the box inside, through into the kitchen, before opening it. Although the rope and handcuffs looked relatively innocuous, they were far from it. The set of four shackles to fit on the bed didn’t look that bad, either. The sealed transparent packaging around the shiny silver butt plug was something else entirely. She gasped as she turned the package over. There was indeed a jeweled tip that fit into it. There was also another tip, one that had a long hairy tail dangling from it. Tia had ordered a pony’s tail for her without telling her. She fired up her laptop and quickly googled pony girl, remembering the term from some partial fragment of knowledge. Thirty seconds later, she was absolutely certain about that particular form of body embellishment. There was no way she was going to consider wearing that under any circumstances whatsoever. That’s assuming she could pick up the nerve to actually use the butt plug itself.

She checked the time on her cell and worked out the west coast time. It was getting close to dinner time in Seattle, so she decided to text Paul.

The first text was number one, followed by a tick symbol. She didn’t elaborate. No way was she going to tell him about the extra items Tia had persuaded her to buy. No way was she going to do anything besides hide the ponytail attachment for the butt plug. Hide it as deep and in as dark a place as she possibly could.

How was the operation, and how are you?

It took him a couple of minutes to reply, and she was busy sorting out her supper when her cell pinged in the other room.

Sorry, I was in the shower. I’m okay. Physio is torture, but no gain without pain, right? The operation went well. Need a couple of weeks in the hands of the grand torturers and inquisitors to find out if it worked.

She didn’t have time to reply before he texted again, changing the subject.

Hey, number one done. Great! We’re going to have so much fun with those.

She frowned at his presumption, then relented. He was stuck in a hospital bed thousands of miles away and had no family or friends near enough to visit. Let him assume he would get the opportunity to use all that on her. If those ideas got him aroused, then so be it. She giggled. The idea of him trying to conceal his boner from a six-foot-tall, two-hundred-and-fifty-pound male nurse while unable to move from his hospital bed made her giggle.

How are you doing with the others?

I’m not. Not happening.

She was not prepared to admit that Tia was coming around tomorrow night to sex her up. She still wasn’t sure why she hadn’t canceled that. The fact it appeared her boss was making a pass at her was also something she didn’t want to reveal. Not only not reveal it, she didn’t want to think about it.

Hey, this is all about you broadening your horizons and enjoying the process.

When she didn’t reply, he sent a final text.

Listen, got to go. Dinner is about to be served. Well, what passes for dinner? LOL Speak soon. Can’t wait to SEE you again.

The way he’d capitalized the word see told her what he really meant. She shivered and reflexively licked her lips. Although most of the stuff he’d asked her to buy wasn’t anything she’d ever thought about using, she had to admit the idea of using it with him was interesting. So too, the stuff that Tia had added to the list, although not necessarily with Tia herself. As long as that usage did not include the butt plug.

* * * *

For once, Friday had been a quiet day in the office. Since she was leaving at the end of the following week, nobody tried to get her involved in any other project, so she just did her own work and kept her head down. With Jackson out of the office all day, and indeed would be on Monday, that wasn’t a factor for her, either.

Heading home on time, she jumped straight into the shower and, after drying her hair, started wrestling with the thorny question of what to wear. Part of her wanted to grab the baggiest, unsexist pair of workout pants she owned and then team that with the ugliest t-shirt, she owned. Wear those over the top of her biggest Bridget Jones style panties, and her oldest, plainest bra would surely send her friend a signal. The problem was, she’d started this journey to do exactly what Paul had said—broaden her own horizons. Well, what Paul had put on his list, and Tia had picked up and run with, was the epitome of doing that. Just not in the direction she’d wanted to go in.

However, wearing a lightweight summer dress with spaghetti straps that showed off cleavage at the top and her long legs at the bottom sent a message she didn’t really want to send either. The underwear choices sent similar messages. Angelina knew she needed to find the middle ground. It was already gone seven, and she doubted Tia would be more than a few minutes late. The fact her friend was looking forward to getting a crack at her ass was mortifying.

In the end, she settled on a pair of blue lace boy short-style panties that, although tight, weren’t overly see-through. She had a cotton t-shirt bra that matched the color but didn’t show too much. Over the top, she grabbed a plain t-shirt that hugged her figure but wasn’t overtly sexy. Her favorite denim mini-skirt completed the look. On her feet, she wore pumps rather than heels. Her outfit screamed cute rather than sexy, and that was the way she wanted to look. If she could persuade Tia to go out for a drink instead of staying in and getting down to it, she wouldn’t have to get changed.

Angelina knew her own thinking was muddled, but she couldn’t seem to straighten herself out. She was still in a bit of a daze as Tia knocked on the door, then breezed straight in.

“Hey, sweetie.”

“Hey yourself. Coffee or wine or something stronger?”

Tia shrugged. “Stronger sounds good. After all, we’re not planning on going anywhere, are we?” She gave Angelina a penetrating look, and she knew Tia was noticing she wasn’t dressed as Tia had suggested. Tia, though, made no comment.

“Whiskey or vodka?”

“Whichever, sweetie, I’m easy.”

Angelina raised an eyebrow at that. It could be taken as relating to the drinks or something else entirely. That made Tia chuckle again.

“Just chill, sweetie. Nothing happens tonight that you don’t want to happen.”

“Oh? And if I say nothing is going to happen?”

“Then nothing will happen.” She paused for dramatic effect. “Unless I can get you to change your mind.”

“Hmm…”

“And I will be doing my utmost to get you to change your mind. Now are you going to show me the proceeds of your shopping spree?”

“No. And that reminds me.”

“What?” Tia seemed oblivious to Angelina’s glare.

“What was the idea of slipping that… that… ponytail by me?”

“What ponytail?”

“You know what I mean. That… ponytail attachment for the butt thingee.”

“There was no such attachment… Show me, sweetie.”

Angelina nodded toward the box. She’d deliberately left it next to the couch. Tia slid along to that end of the couch and started rummaging. Angelina was convinced her friend had moved like that deliberately. Her skirt had ridden up to expose a length of thigh that bordered on the indecent. All she could do was hope the warmth spreading through her cheeks was just embarrassment.

Tia pulled the butt plug out of the box and looked at it, then turned it over and peered at the two attachments in separate blisters on the back. As soon as she did, she burst out with a peal of laughter and shook her head.

“Sorry, sweetie, sorry to disappoint you. That’s not the one I ordered. I must admit I think it would look kinda cute.

“No, it wouldn’t.”

“I don’t know, kind of a cross between a sex toy and a My Little Pony. Those colors are to die for.” She waved the package at Angelina, demonstrating the rainbow hues of the tail.

The obscene juxtaposition with what had once been her own favorite childhood toy was so deliciously funny Angelina couldn’t contain her own laugh.

“Ah-hah!” Tia pulled the invoice from the box and scanned down it. “See, I was right. This isn’t the ordered item. This one is thirty dollars more, but they included it as a replacement for you because the other one was suddenly out of stock.”

Angelina handed Tia the tumbler of whiskey over ice and took the proffered piece of paper. She immediately saw what she hadn’t seen the first time she’d opened the box. The butt plug with the damned tail was indeed a swap for the one Tia had ordered.

“Anyway, cheers!” Tia took a good gulp and then started going through the rest of the contents of the box. “Yep, it’s all there. Are you going to let me use the shackles tonight? Let me tie you down to the bed?”

“In a word, no.”

“Then maybe I’ll get you to tie my naked body to your bed and let you have your wicked way with my helpless and defenseless bits and pieces.”

“Stop it!” Angelina’s shudder was pronounced but only partially exaggerated.

“Look, sweetie, it’s about having fun. Right? If it’s not fun, it stops, okay? I’m not some form of sexual sadist who likes to inflict mental pain. It’s about the fun. So come on over to the fun side of the room.” She patted the couch next to her and smiled. Angelina had been mentally debating with herself whether to sit next to her friend or sit in the chair facing the couch. Knowing a refusal might be seen as rude meant she had to accept Tia’s invitation.

“It’s my home. I’ll sit where I want to.”

“Of course, sweetie, of course.”

Angelina sat next to her friend, and Tia deliberately closed the top of the box down. The bondage gear was out of sight but not entirely out of mind, not for Angelina.

“So, tell me. How was Mister Randy Jackson today?”

“Not in the office, so I have no idea if he was randy or not.”

“Pity. He might have plucked up the courage  to whisk you off for a dirty weekend somewhere.”

“Not happening.”

“Well, Tuesday lunch might well tick that item off the list for you.”

Angelina shook her head. “No, I don’t think so.”

“Oh, come on, you’ve been leading him on all week. It has to lead somewhere, right? I bet lunch will be a burger and fries from a takeaway, and you can scoff yours down while he drives to the motel.”

“Tia! That sounds so…”

“Cheap?”

“Tawdry.”

“Now that’s an old-fashioned word.”

Tia sat up and shifted slightly, brushing her skirt down to cover some, but not all, of the exposed thigh. She was now sitting closer to Angelina, not quite pressing her leg against hers but not far off. Angelina swallowed hard and took a sip of her own fiery liquor.

“Relax, sweetie. I’m not going to jump on you.” She giggled. “Not yet a while. I’ll give you a little time first, just to get used to the idea.”

Angelina shot her a look but sighed and took another sip of her drink.

“Sorry for blaming you for…”

“Buying you a tail?”

“Yeah, sorry.”

“No worries, sweetie. Tell you what, you can apologize properly by modeling it for me.”

“Not happening.”

“You sure?”

“Absolutely!”

“Okay, I’ll think of another way you can apologize.”

“I’m not sure I want to know.”

“Just a little kiss will do.”

Angelina gasped and then swallowed hard. She knew her eyes were as big as saucers as she turned to look at her friend. While she’d been turning her head, her friend had closed the distance. Exactly as a man would do. Exactly as Brice used to, and more recently Paul, or even Brett, or Sven. Her lips were only a couple of inches from Angelina’s.

Tia leaned in and pressed her soft lips against hers. Angelina stayed still for a second and then pulled away.

“That was a peck, not a kiss. I think I deserve a kiss for the way you impugned my reputation, even if it was just in your own mind.”

She leaned in again, this time her free hand circling behind Angelina’s head, holding her in place as their lips pressed together. Angelina found herself staring into Tia’s eyes and noticed her friend’s pupils were dilated. Tia was enjoying this, getting turned on by the pursuit, by the seduction. It was impossible to keep staring into those limpet pools, so she closed her eyes. As soon as she did, Tia increased the pressure of the kiss, her soft lips starting to move against hers.

Although the actions were the same, they felt different. Softer in one respect, but it wasn’t just that. It was also the scent her nose picked up. There was no masculine scent, of course not. Instead, she could pick up and isolate Tia’s favorite Paco Rabanne perfume. She knew that smell but had never had it pressed right underneath her nose like this. Distracted by the kiss, she didn’t react when she felt a light, feathery touch on her leg.

As Tia broke the kiss and sat back a little, the featherlike touch on her leg remained. She opened her eyes and glanced down, not realizing Tia had started to gently stroke her thigh, just above her knee. It was a move a guy would make, but it was lighter, softer, and as a result, nice. She swallowed hard and looked at her friend, rolling her eyes toward the hand on her leg but not trusting her voice enough to raise an objection.

Her breathing had quickened, not quite panting for air, but not that far off. Her body felt hot too, and she knew it was reacting to Tia’s careful and quiet seduction. Angelina knew she was in trouble, knew Tia was only just getting started.

“I’m…”

“Shush…”

Tia leaned in and effectively silenced her by resuming the kiss. This time she could feel Tia’s lips had parted. Sure enough, her tongue flickered out and licked Angelina’s lips. She clamped them shut, not wanting to let the kiss get that hot, but with Tia’s mouth right there, she couldn’t raise an objection. Tia’s hand had slid higher on her leg, too, her fingertips now massaging her skin just below the hem of her denim skirt. They threatened to slide underneath and onto more forbidden territory. She clamped her thighs together to protect herself. That action simply increased the pressure on her outer lips, and she had to fight down the urge to gasp as sparks seemed to fire through her body.

Once again, Tia broke the kiss and, this time, glanced down as her fingers disappeared under the hem of Angelina’s skirt.

“I don’t think…”

“That’s right, sweetie, don’t think. Just feel.”

Before she could summon up any further objection, Tia moved back and started to kiss her again. This time her mouth was further open, her tongue teasing for an entrance, the pressure far harder. Her lips and her tongue were still softer than they would have been with Paul or the others, and Angelina could feel her body responding. Her nipples had tightened just from the kissing, and she could tell how hard they were as they moved against the fabric of her bra, increasing the stimulation as she moved.

Without really thinking about it, she opened her mouth to protest against Tia’s insistence, but that just allowed her friend to plunge her tongue into the opening and find her own. Tia’s grip around the back of her head tightened and pulled the two of them closer still. Her hand slid all the way under the skirt, and the tips of her fingers were perilously close to the leg band of Angelina’s panties. At that moment, Angelina knew she was lost. Her friend’s seduction would wind to an inevitable conclusion. She could see images on the inside of her eyelids as she stretched out naked on the couch, with her friend bent between her spread legs, eating her. She moaned softly, partly in distress at the lewd phantasms in her own head. They changed, though, changed to a vision of an equally naked Tia crouched over her head, grinding her very wet pussy down on Angelina’s mouth.

Angelina knew those images were flashbacks to lesbian porn she’d seen, her mind simply transposing her and Tia’s images into the positions she’d seen. Even so, they were hot, hot, hot! Tia once more stopped kissing her, and Angelina gasped for breath as she opened her eyes. As her friend moved her hand from the back of Angelina’s head, she watched as the hand slid down over her shoulder. Instinctively she knew what Tia was going to do, but she made no move to stop her. Inside her mind, that fantasy replayed once more, and she found she could do nothing other than accept the inevitable.

Some signal of her capitulation must have been picked up by her friend because she suddenly grinned. “See? We’re going to have so much fun tonight.”

“I’m not so sure.”

“I told you a few minutes ago. Stop thinking your way through it and start to feel instead.” Her hands left Angelina’s body, and she rose to her feet before pulling Angelina up to join her in front of the couch.

“Why…?”

“Silly, It’s much easier to undress you standing up than it is sitting.”

“Oh.”

“Besides, that first orgasm on your feet is worth two lying down.”

“Tia!”

“Truth.” She wrapped both arms around Angelina and pulled her in for a kiss. Tia’s mouth opened immediately, her tongue demanding entry into Angelina’s mouth. She gave in and let her friend plunder her mouth. Their breasts pressed together as Tia pulled her in close. As much to keep her balance as to hold her friend, she wrapped her arms around her, and that pulled them even closer. Their breasts mashed together, and immediately, despite the layers of clothing between them, Angelina knew her friend’s nipples were hard enough to dig into her own soft breast flesh. She guessed her own were reciprocating the touch too. They certainly felt like they were hard enough to ache. Tia’s hands slid lower as she deepened the kiss, passing Angelina’s waist and settling on her ass.

Angelina couldn’t prevent the moan that bubbled to her lips as Tia squeezed her butt, pulling their entire bodies together. She let go, and Angelina gulped down air as Tia broke the kiss and moved her soft lips down onto her neck.

“Feel good, sweetie?”

“Fuck, yeah!” She couldn’t do anything other than tell the truth. The way Tia’s lips nibbled and sucked gently on her skin sent a shudder through her. Tia’s hands must have felt the movement because she chuckled against Angelina’s neck, and those vibrations sent waves through her body too. A moment later, Tia’s hands moved back to Angelina’s waist, and she felt her fiddling with the button at the top of the zip holding the skirt closed.

She whimpered but made no move to stop her as Tia deftly unzipped her skirt and then moved her hands to the sides to wiggle the mini-skirt down over her hips. The skirt slithered down her legs, and Tia’s hands returned to her ass, now covered only in her panties.

Angelina felt like Tia was treating her like a doll, so wrapped her arms around her friend and pulled herself tight against her. Their breasts mashed together, and she could help the moan that escaped her lips. Tia pulled harder on her ass, pulling them together lower down. Angelina tried not to blush at the thought her friend was probably feeling the heat from her overheated pussy. Tia pushed against her, and she stepped clear of the skirt that circled her feet and moved back. Tia continued to move her, manipulating her, and Angelina let her lead.

A few moments later, she felt something hard touch her back, and she stiffened. She relaxed as she opened her eyes and realized Tia had maneuvered her, so she was now leaning against the breakfast bar.

Tia’s mouth returned to claim hers as Tia released her ass from her vice-like grip and grabbed Angelina’s hands. She brought them around and out to the sides, wrapping Angelina’s fingers around the rolled edge of the breakfast bar. Angelina opened her eyes to find Tia staring into them, her eyes limpet pools of desire.

“What are you doing?” Her voice sounded breathy to her own ears.

Tia grinned. “What do you think I’m doing? I’m seducing you.”

Any further conversation was prevented as Tia sealed her mouth with a searing kiss. It didn’t just take her breath away. It stole it and ran away with it. She could only pant around the invading tongue and squeeze the edge of the breakfast bar as she fought to lock out her suddenly weak knees.

Tia had started with both hands clasping the sides of her face, preventing Angelina from trying to escape the kiss. Now, obviously satisfied her prey wasn’t going to try to escape, her hands slid lower. Her left hand found and squeezed a breast while her right hand headed lower still. Angelina moaned into Tia’s mouth, and her entire body stiffened as Tia’s fingers found the front of her panties and started to trace a lien up and down her slit through the flimsy lace covering. At the same time, her left hand isolated her nipple through two layers of fabric and pinched it.

She felt like she was putty in Tia’s hands and writhed as her body tried to increase the contact. She felt Tia chuckle into the kiss before she broke it. She opened her eyes again as Tia rested her forehead against her own, obviously just as short of breath as Angelina was herself. Tia’s hand pressed harder against her mound, and Angelina couldn’t prevent herself from shuffling her feet further apart to improve her friend’s access.

“Good girl.”

Tia’s hand stopped its vertical tracing movement against the front of Angelina’s panties and moved to one side. She felt her friend grab the side elastic of the leg opening and then slip underneath. The feel of another woman’s fingers touching her so intimately was intense. She cried out, unable to prevent her body from reacting as Tia now touched her outer lips bare of any obstruction. Her legs trembled, the movements getting stronger as Tia pushed her index finger in between her now soaking outer lips.

“Oh, God!”

The trembling got worse, and Angelina knew she wasn’t far from coming on her friend’s fingers.

“Cum for me, sweetie, cum for Tia.”

The seductive phrase was just too much. Unable to do anything other than hang onto the edge of the breakfast bar, the shuddering grew more intense. She tried to stay upright as Tia introduced a second finger and started to gently move them in and out. Every time she’d had fingers inside her, the movements had been stronger, fiercer. Tia was slower, more gentle, and seductive rather than demanding. The difference was profound, and before she could manage any semblance of control, Angelina came with a wail.

Tia used her free hand to grab the breakfast bar herself, underneath Angelina’s armpit and locked out her elbow, helping Angelina stay upright. Angelina had no idea what she was doing as the orgasm ripped through her. It had only been on rare occasions that she’d climaxed standing up. Doing so now doubled and redoubled the experience.

As her senses returned and her breathing slowed down, she focused on the face right in front of her. Tia was smiling, an affectionate smile, not a grin of triumph. As Angelina mentally grappled with thoughts of how to repay her friend for the tremendous climax she’d just experienced, Tia pounced.

Grabbing her hands, Tia lifted Angelina’s arms above her head, then dropped her hands back down to her waist and pulled her top up. For a moment, her top tangled around her head, and she wondered if her friend was going to leave her trapped and helpless. The thought made her shiver. Tia, though, was simply interested in stripping her. Tia tugged the top free of her head and higher up her outstretched arms. Leaving go there, she left it for Angelina to free her hands for herself. Tia’s nimble fingers traced a path down Angelina’s back and deftly unhooked her bra. As Angelina brought her hands down to discard the now useless top, Tia swept the bra straps off her shoulders so that garment, too, fell away. Angelina sucked in a deep breath. She’d been topless in front of Tia before, usually in changing rooms and the like, but never in a sexual situation. She mentally shook her head. No, that wasn’t quite right. That night at Andy’s apartment, she’d been naked in a sexual situation while Tia watched. This wasn’t anything like the same situation, though. Tia was now the one involved, not spectating.

Tia wasn’t done, either. Her hands moved swiftly to Angelina’s waist and entwined her fingers in the waistband of her last remaining modesty. She was anything but gentle as she ripped the partly twisted and very damp garment down onto Angelina’s thighs and let it whisper its way down her legs. Just like that, Angelina was naked in front of her friend. The whole process had taken less than a minute.

She gasped for air, still trying to recover from her huge orgasm. That just left her vulnerable to Tia’s next move. Still grinning, Tia dipped her head, finding and isolating the left nipple on the heaving chest in front of her. As Tia’s mouth closed around the hardened nub, Angelina couldn’t prevent the earthy moan that rose to her lips. Her breasts had always been sensitive. As Tia took advantage of that fact with her mouth finding, her teeth nibbling on one nipple, her hand rose to find and squeeze the other one.

Angelina felt like putty in her friend’s hands, her entire body being manipulated by her still fully clothed friend.

Tia broke off her tormenting of the prize breasts in front of her. “Couch or bed?”

Angelina swallowed hard and blushed at the thought that her friend fully intended to continue with the ravishment of her body. Tia had a free hand that now found its way down over Angleina’s belly, sliding across her mound and then squelching in between her outer lips.

“Bed.” It was all she could do to blurt out a single-word answer. A moment after that, Tia had backed off, grabbed her hand, and was hauling her to the foot of the stairs. Still dazed from the assault on her senses, a very naked Angelina stumbled along after her as Tia towed her to the stairs.

“Paul missed a trick. Should have added table tennis bats to his list of toys.”

“Table tennis bats?”

Tia grinned. “So, I could paddle your ass up the stairs, one strike on each side for each step.”

“Well, he didn’t!” The response was a combination of a squeal and a shout, and Tia just laughed, then pushed Angelina to go in front of her. Still trying to process everything that was happening, Angelina mounted the first step.

Slap!

“Ow!”

“Move faster, biatch.”

Angelina took the next step.

Slap!

It was obvious Tia intended to continue the exquisite torture all the way up the stairs. It was stinging but not really hurting. Angelina could feel her arousal bubbling higher with each playful blow.

She scampered up, staying just out of reach of her friend’s swinging arm. Tia laughed and followed, matching her speed, which Angelina realized was probably what she’d wanted all along.

Darting into her bedroom, she thought for a split second about slamming the door in Tia’s face, but her friend was much too quick for that. Turning to face her, Angelina backed away. Tia grinned and advanced on her, fire in her eyes. The bed caught Angelina just behind the knees, and a simple, gentle push from Tia sent her sprawling onto it.

She let out a surprised squeak and choked it off as she bounced. The movement meant she opened her legs a little, making her a sucker for Tia’s next move. She simply stepped closer, dropped her hands to the inside of Angelina’s knees, and pushed her legs further apart. Tia stepped into the space between her feet and kept hold of her legs, forcing Angelina to keep them spread apart. She’d never been handled like this by another woman. It had been one of Brice’s signature moves when he was about to go down on her.

She colored up, realizing that was also Tia’s intention. She’d never been spread open like this in front of another woman. Tia wasn’t hanging about, either. Pressing home her advantage and abandoning finesse, she dropped to her knees at the foot of the bed and planted her lips on the inside of Angelina’s thigh. The supine woman bucked at the contact, unable not to react as Tia’s soft lips sent shockwaves through her system. Shockwaves that centered on her pussy, and transformed into pure pleasure as Tia nuzzled higher still.

Angelina couldn’t prevent the throaty moan that left her lips as Tia’s lips continued their progression up the inside of her thigh. There was no thought of resisting as she arched her back, trying to entice her friend higher still. The suspense was very real, and it felt like an age before Tia’s mouth found her mound. The feel of her soft lips ignited Angelina’s passion, and her back arched even further as she tried to grind her pussy into Tia’s face. The pleasure-giving lips were too much, and when Tia extended her tongue and lapped at the moisture leaking out of her slit, Angelina came again.

Tia backed off for a moment, letting Angelina crest and ride the wave of her own pleasure. As Angelina became aware of her surroundings again, she found Tia smiling up at her from between her legs.

“I think someone enjoyed that.”

Angelina swallowed and managed a nod before her head fell back to the surface of the bed. Tia chuckled, then started again, her lips murmuring across Angelina’s slit while her tongue thrust in between, curling to find the g-spot.

It wasn’t long before Angelina came again, and then just a few minutes later, came for the fourth time.

“Enough.”

Tia laughed. “No, sweetie, it’s nowhere near enough. We’ve got a long way to go tonight.”

“Oh?”

Tia raised an eyebrow. “Well, in case you haven’t noticed, I’m still fully dressed, and I think it’s time for you to return the favor, don’t you?”

Angelina could only manage a whimper. Even so, her hands reached out toward the waistband of her friend’s skirt.

The End of Part Four


Angelina’s Boss

As Angelina opened her eyes, she found herself looking straight into Tia’s smiling face.

“Good morning, beautiful.” Tia giggled.

Angelina shuddered and glanced down the bed. Neither of them had any covers over them, and both of them were naked.

“Oh.”

“Assuming you don’t want a repeat of last night…”

“No.”

“Good, nor do I. You done wore me right out, sweetie.”

“How many…”

Tia grinned again. “You lost count? I’ll tell you a secret, so did I after number six for me, and I think number eight for you.”

“Oh, my God.”

“Teasing, sweetie, teasing. Subtract a couple from those numbers, but you definitely had six.”

Angelina shuddered.

“Now you go grab a shower, and I’ll scoot and start the coffee machine. Then I’ll grab a quick shower while you make the toast. I think we need to talk.”

Angelina swallowed hard. “I think we do, yeah.”

“Don’t worry. I won’t be complaining just because you came at least twice more than I did.”

Angelina flushed and rolled off the side of the bed, scampering across the hallway into the bathroom, trying hard not to look too ashamed of her own nudity. Tia’s laughter tingled across the air behind her, making her blush deeper still.

* * * *

It felt strange for Angelina, seeing her friend sitting there in one of her baggier t-shirts rather than her own, usually more stylish clothes. She’d put her own skirt back on, but her underwear was currently in the washer along with Angelina’s own. The smell as both sets of underwear went into the washer had been the overwhelming odor of sex. Knowing her friend was sitting there, commando, wearing only the borrowed t-shirt and her skirt, was doing strange things to her own psyche. At least Angelina had clean underwear to put on.

She swallowed the last piece of her toast and reached for her coffee. “You sure you don’t want anything else?”

“Depends on what’s on offer, sweetie?”

“I meant food.” Angelina glared at her friend, only for Tia to roll her eyes and shake her head as she giggled.

“Joking, sweetie, joking. I’d love another crack at that bodacious bod of yours, but to be honest, you wore me out.”

“Well, it was a one-time thing.”

“We’ll see. Maybe I can change your mind. In any case, we’ve got a whole set of restraints to try out before your favorite lover gets home from Seattle in what three weeks?”

“He’s not my favorite.”

“Oh, good. Does that mean I am?” Tia fluttered her eyelashes, making Angelina giggle in turn.

“Stop it.”

Tia seemed to sober up and took a swig of her own coffee. Her cell trilled with a message, and she looked down at it, nodded to herself, then turned the phone face down.

“You need to see someone?”

Tia shook her head. “No, sweetie, I just asked for confirmation of something. Asked and got, I might add.”

“Confirmation of what? And from who?”

“I’ll tell you soon. Don’t worry, it’s not Paul. I don’t have his number.” She giggled. “Not yet, although I probably will need it soon.”

“Why?”

“Because of the other item on his list, sweetie. After you’ve done it with a woman, you have to persuade that woman to also have a threesome with you and Paul. Remember?”

“Oh, shit!”

“I thought you might have forgotten. Don’t worry, sweetie. I’m up for it. I’m almost always up for something like that. Especially if that earns me another crack at that bod of yours.”

“Another crack? Don’t think that’s how a threesome works.”

Tia rolled her eyes. “Sweetie, the guy won’t be able to keep it up all night. So, while he’s recuperating, you and I get to do our thing. Which will keep us both hot and will have the additional benefit of getting his motor running again quicker. Remember, girl on girl in front of him is every man’s fantasy. Paul included. Otherwise, why put it on the list?”

“But…”

“No but, sweetie. No but. I can see a lot of me on you sex in the future. We just need to work on the you on me bit.”

“Huh?”

“Look, sweetie, can I be honest? Not mean or brutal, but honest?”

Angelina looked puzzled. She knew she was frowning and tried to smooth her face into a smile. “Okay.”

“Remember, you’re my friend, and I’m just trying to help, okay?”

“Just get on with it.”

“Actually, what I want to talk about is perfectly mirrored by this conversation.”

“That makes no sense whatsoever.”

“It makes perfect sense.” Tia paused and took a deep breath. “Sweetie, please don’t take this in any way wrong, but you’re just so infuriatingly passive all the time. You haven’t said or done anything but react to what I’ve said all morning.”

“But…”

“And you’re doing it again. Right this very instant. No offense.”

Angelina forced herself not to bridle at her friend’s comments. She could see Tia was trying hard not to give offense. There was anger deep inside, but she needed to ensure that anger didn’t surface. Tia was her best friend, and that was before what had happened last night. She blushed at that thought but tried a smile, knowing it was a weak one.

“No offense taken, but you need to explain.”

“Okay, but I mean it, don’t explode at me.”

“I’m not going to, but you need to explain yourself, and you need to do so right now.”

Tia grinned. “Or what? What are you going to do if I don’t? Strip me naked and ravish me on the kitchen floor?”

“No! Of course not.”

“Pity, I’d have enjoyed that. Look, sweetie, that wasn’t the off-the-cuff comment you took it for. It goes right to the heart of what I’m trying to say and also, I think, right to the heart of what Paul is trying to do. He’s proved himself to be very perceptive… for a guy.”

“You’re still not making sense. You’re just skirting around the issue. Whatever that is.”

“Sweetie, you’re passive. Passive in everything you do. Not just in conversation like now, but also like last night.”

Angelina frowned. “Passive?”

“Yeah, passive. Look, let me give you an example. Don’t take it as a complaint. I enjoyed last night just as much as you did. But tell me one thing.”

“What?”

“How come you’d had three orgasms straight off the cuff, and you hadn’t touched me? Your juices were smeared all over my face and fingers, but I was still fully dressed.”

“I did touch you.” Her wan smile had now dissipated and been replaced with a frown.

“Nuh-huh. Nope, not once. You’d cum three times before you did more than kiss me. Didn’t cup a breast or stroke a leg or anything. You let me strip you naked, chase you upstairs, and eat you to your second and third orgasms of the evening, and you didn’t touch me.”

Angelina’s frown deepened. “You pinned me back against the breakfast bar and told me to stay like that until I came. I thought that was what you wanted.”

Tia shook her head. “No, I wanted to give you your first one quickly so you didn’t chicken out.”

Angelina swallowed. “I honestly thought I was doing what you wanted.” She could feel tears prickling at the corners of her eyes.

Tia was perceptive enough to recognize she’d upset her friend. Hoping off her stool, she moved around and enveloped Angelina in a big friendly hug. Nothing sexual about the contact but a comforting hug.

“Don’t take me wrong. I’m trying to get you to loosen up. Nothing more, sweetie. The last thing I want to do is upset the woman who made me come four times last night.”

“But…”

“No, I want you to listen and understand me. No tears, no recrimination. Last night was fun, and I’d do it again in a heartbeat. You want some more now?”

Angelina thought the hopeful tone in Tia’s voice was too exaggerated to be true. She pulled away a little and looked at the grinning face next to her. “Er… Can I plead the fifth on that?”

“I don’t think that’s what the founding fathers meant.”

Angelina let out a bark of laughter, and Tia relaxed her hold around her shoulders and stepped back before returning to her stool.

“Sweetie, you’re a very passive person. Not just in a conversational sense but also sexually. Oh, you take part, you enjoy it, and you let your partner know you’re enjoying it, but you never initiate anything yourself. Hell, last night wasn’t because it was your idea.”

Angelina opened her mouth to say something, but Tia continued before she could.

“Last night happened because Paul put it on his instruction list for you. I’m honored that you showed me the list and let me be the first woman to make love to you. That, right there, is the nub of the problem. Make love to you, not with you. Once I had you naked only a few feet away from here, I expected you to start on my clothing. Hell, anybody else would have, but you didn’t even attempt to caress my decidedly impressive chest.”

Tia caricatured herself by arching her back and swaying from side to side. Seeing as her bra was in Angelina’s washing machine, her unfettered breasts moved freely under the loose t-shirt.

Angelina couldn’t prevent the giggle that burst forth.

“You have a body to die for, and I’d seriously kill to have a butt and legs like yours. It’s not that you don’t know how to use them.” Tia chuckled herself. “Last night proved that it’s simply that you have to be guided into it. You don’t initiate anything. You don’t start it. You let it happen. No, that’s not what I meant. You’re enthusiastic about it happening, but you let the other person start it. They make the first move.”

“I don’t…”

“Sweetie, you do. Look, I bet it hasn’t crossed your mind to climb down off that stool, come over here, and push your mouth against mine while your hands start plundering my body. One hand cupping a breast and pinching a nipple, the other diving between my legs. I’ll be absolutely honest. I’ve been thinking about doing that to you.”

Angelina shuddered. “I could…”

“No, sweetie. I’ve said it to you, so you’d be doing my bidding, not your own. Be honest, you hadn’t thought about it, had you? I’m quite sure you’d be willing to get involved, but you won’t initiate it.”

Angelina sat still, her mind trying to process Tia’s words.

“Look, I’m sure Paul, perceptive bastard that he surely is, saw that in you too. His list is designed to bring you out of your shell and give you the confidence to start things for yourself.”

“His list is simply to give him more fantasies for his own spank bank.”

Tia let out a delighted laugh. “That’s more like it. See, you can be spontaneous if you try.”

Angelina smiled but didn’t join the laughter.

“Listen, let’s talk about Tuesday.”

“Tuesday?”

“Tuesday, when you’re thinking about letting your boss seduce you. Let me tell you something.”

“What?”

“Given how passive you are, unless he wants an out-and-out submissive, which I kind of doubt, that will fall on stony ground. You will not be going back to work with his spunk bubbling out into your panties. That’s assuming he didn’t pinch said panties as a souvenir and leave you to sit there with it running out onto your naked thighs. The lunchtime tryst will be stillborn, and you’ll both be frustrated.”

“I will not be frustrated, nor am I sure that’s what’s going to happen. Nor do I want his… stuff… dribbling down my leg all afternoon.”

Tia sighed. “You don’t even use the words.” After a moment, she plowed on.

“No, sweetie, you need to make it happen, not simply look cute and sexy and smile flirtatiously at him. Look, play it another way. When you get to his car, and he holds the door for you, make sure to hike your skirt up as you get in. Let him see you’re wearing stockings and flash him a damned good view of your gossamer thin panties. Even pausing for a couple of seconds to make sure he’s seen them. Then, as he drags his eyes back up to your face, wink at him. As he gets into the car, make sure your skirt is still rucked up your thighs, showing off your legs. Then smile and suggest you both skip the actual lunch bit and suggest he finds somewhere more private.”

“Oh, my God!”

“Take the lead. Tell him he needs to find a motel room sharpish because he’s on a promise, and you both need to get back to work.”

Tia paused and let Angelina try to process that.

“I mean it. If you want to fulfill that list item, you need to lead on it. Make sure he knows that you expect him to take you to a motel room and sex you up. Make sure he knows you’re willing, no, eager, for him to do exactly that. When you get to the motel room, get him to sit on the bed, then stand in front of him and slowly strip down to your underwear. Then glance back over your shoulder and giggle before sauntering over to the window and drawing the drapes which you’ve accidentally forgotten were open. Just before you pull the drapes all the way across, unclasp your bra and drop it, then close the drapes. Saunter back to him and climb onto his lap. Everything after that should take its course. Understand me?”

“I guess.”

“Another way, two minutes before lunchtime, nip to the powder room and remove your panties. As you get into the car, make sure he gets a glimpse of a naked beaver. Then, as he’s walking around the car to his side, drape your panties, which, hopefully, will be damp, on the top of his gear change. After that, he’ll know you’re his for the taking.”

Angelina blushed.

“What?”

After swallowing a sip of coffee, she blurted out her answer. “I handed Paul my panties that first night.”

“Ah, good girl. But when?”

“In the motel room.”

“When he already knew you were up for it, or at least potentially up for it. With your Mister Jackson, you need to make a move earlier than that. If you don’t, you’ll never be in that motel room with him.”

Angelina pouted. “I’m still not sure I want to be.”

“I don’t believe you for a hot minute. You’ve spent the whole week psyching yourself up for it. Okay, if you’ve done the panties thing already, wear a translucent blouse and slip away to the powder room and remove your bra. As you get into the car, make sure the jacket is undone so you can flash him your tits, then drape your bra over the steering wheel. Just smile sweetly and suggest he books a room. That’ll work.”

“I’m not wearing a translucent blouse in the office.”

“Why? You’ll be wearing a bra, so you’re covered. Make sure the bra isn’t lace, and you’ll be fine.” Tia stopped and giggled. “Just make sure your boss doesn’t keep the bra as a souvenir. Otherwise, your afternoon might get a bit interesting, not to say scandalous.”

Angelina shuddered. “That would make one hell of a final week. Remember, I’ve got to work there for three days after that. I can’t do that if all the women are shunning me and all the guys are expecting me to put out!”

“I don’t know, the idea of having all the guys line up to get down and dirty with you, sounds like my idea of heaven. That’ll satisfy item ten on the list.”

“There aren’t ten items on the list.”

Tia let rip with a bark of laughter. “Sweetie, you are so damned innocent. Once you’ve completed this list, I bet you there’ll be another list, pushing your limits even further. Pulling a train will definitely be on that second list.”

“I don’t care. It’s not going to happen. Besides, I haven’t said I’d let him continue extending the list.”

“Angel, sweetie. That list isn’t even scratching the surface. I absolutely guarantee there’ll be another list, and at least one item on that list will be intriguing enough for you to consider it.”

“You’re going to bet on that, are you?”

“Yep.”

“So what’s the stake?”

“I don‘t know, maybe… yeah… I do know. I’ll bet another crack at that pussy of yours. If you win, you get a crack at mine.”

Angelina could feel the heat rising to her face.

“I don’t see that much difference between a win or a loss.”

“Which is the best kind of sexual bet. You still win, even when you lose the bet.”

“You’re incorrigible.”

“No, sweetie, I just like sex.”

“An incorrigible nymphomaniac then.”

Tia chuckled. “That might well be an apt description. Now, how are you going to ensure you snare your Mister Jackson next Tuesday?”

“I’m not sure I’ve got the chutzpah to do what you suggested, any of them.”

“Why not? You’ve got the body, and overall you’ve got the confidence.”

At that moment, the washer pinged as it completed its cycle.

“Oh, goodie. That means I can grab my underwear.” Tia gave her a sideways look. “Assuming you don’t want another go around. If you do, I’d be up for it, and I’ll leave the underwear off. Let you practice making the first move.”

Angelina rolled her eyes. “Just put your panties on, girlfriend.”

“Spoilsport.”

“No, just not a nymphomaniac like you.”

“Says the woman who’s sorting out how to seduce her soon-to-be ex-boss on Tuesday.”

“No, you’re trying to talk me into seducing him.”

Tia shrugged. “It was Paul’s idea. Now, do you want to complete his list or not?”

Angelina matched her friend’s shrug. “Maybe.”

“Ah, so he is attractive, then.”

“Not that I’d call attractive, no. There again, he’s not too unattractive, either.”

“Just a bit older than the type you go for.”

“I don’t have a type.”

“Even better. Let’s you respond to whoever comes on to you.”

“Tia!”

Her friend put her coffee cup down and sauntered over to the washing machine. As she bent over to sort out her underwear from the other clothes, Angelina could see the back of the skirt had ridden up, exposing rather more leg than before. She blushed as she remembered what those legs had been doing the night before.

Tia glanced back and caught her eye, then giggled and flipped the back of her skirt up above her ass. Seeing as she was commando, Angelina found herself looking straight at her friend’s naked ass and the defined line of her pussy peeking between her legs.

“Is that flush because you like what you see?”

“No, it’s embarrassment, pure and simple. Now cover up!”

Tia continued to giggle and then stepped away from the washer with her bra dangling from one finger and her panties hanging off her other wrist.

“You sure you don’t want another piece of this ass?” She slapped her own butt for emphasis. “You certainly enjoyed it last night.”

Angelina shuddered and stared at her friend as she shook her head. “Thanks, but no thanks.”

“Well, ‘til the next time, then.”

As Tia quickly pulled her panties up under her skirt, Angelina tried not to watch. However, when Tia pulled the t-shirt off over her head and then started to put the bra on, she gasped and colored up.

Tia had her arms through the shoulder straps and backed up to Angelina. “Fasten this for me, sweetie.”

She sighed and did as her friend asked. Tia, though, stayed put. “You missed a trick, there. You should have reached around and cupped them in your hands. Just to remind me of what we got up to last night.”

“Stop it.”

“Is it okay if I keep the T-shirt? I’ll bring it back freshly laundered?”

“Of course, you can. To be honest, that color suits you more than me. Keep it.”

Once Tia was fully dressed again, she returned to her stool and finished her coffee. “Seeing as you’re not going to jump my bones again, I need to be off.”

“No worries.”

“Now, how are you going to land the fish you want to hook on Tuesday? Believe you me, you need to bait a very pretty hook for the guy. If you don’t, he won’t bite, and you’ll end up disappointing him, yourself, and for that matter Paul, and even me.”

“I don’t know. I’ll think of how to do it.”

“Good girl. Because that was an important first step.”

“It was?”

“Yeah. You just said you intend to do it, so it’s just a how, not an if.”

Angelina frowned, but Tia just grinned at her, then stepped close and air-kissed her cheek.

“Now, Friday next week, we need to think which bar we’re going to so you can find a guy for your nice alleyway quickie.”

Angelina shuddered.

“But we’ll let you get Tuesday out of your system first.”

With that, she waved as she grabbed her purse and her keys and was out of the door before Angelina could muster any kind of answer.

* * * *

Throughout Saturday, Angelina’s mind was whirling with several thoughts, most of them conflicting. Initially, she was angry at Tia for suggesting she was passive. However, after a lot of long contemplative thoughts, she realized there was a truth to what her friend had said.

Her relationship with Brice had started out as attraction and then morphed into deeper and deeper feelings well before they started anything more than petting. They’d been together for almost three years before they got as far as second base! Not because they were timid or inexperienced about sex but because they were both happy to go at their own pace. She was sure that Brice had been teased by his mates, but he had never pressured her. They were, indeed, inexperienced, but once they had slept together, they more than made up for it in enthusiasm.

Even so, Brice had been considerate of her limits and never tried to pressure her into anything. Unlike most couples of their age, they’d been fucking for three months before she attempted to give him a blow job and another month before he’d eaten her for the first time. They’d enjoyed every experience, just never gone all out raunchy.

By mid-afternoon, Angelina had had an epiphany. Brice and her had been so suited to each other right from the get-go and so in love and attuned to each other they’d never pushed the boundaries. In a sense, they’d both been sexually passive. Active, very active, true, but passive. She’d let Brice take the lead, and he’d never led her into uncharted territory.

She’d climaxed with him many times, but not more than a couple of times in a session. Her recent experiences had outstripped that by a huge margin. That didn’t mean Brice hadn’t been a good lover. It simply meant their love had eclipsed the need for sexual release. Now, Paul and Tia, between them, were encouraging her to look at sex from an entirely new direction. Sex as sex, not as part of a loving relationship. There was a difference, one she’d never encountered or experienced, or, for that matter, thought about, before.

Overlaid with those deep thoughts was the decision she had to make about Tuesday. So far, she’d led her boss on by being far flirtier and dressing sexier than she’d done before. He’d picked up on the vibe, and Tia was convinced he wanted to take her up on the offer. She wasn’t even sure she was making that offer.

Mister Jackson, hell, she never thought about calling him by his first name, had always been the perfect gentleman around the office. He’d never made as much as a token pass at her, not even after she’d lost Brice. Now, though, he seemed to be making a move. Since she only had another three days in the office before she left, he probably felt safe enough. Did she? It was a big question. She wanted to break out of her shell. She wanted to find out what life was like outside of the narrow confines she’d lived in. She just wasn’t sure she had the wherewithal to do it.

Tia was obviously right about Tuesday. If she didn’t give him a direct come-on signal, something blatant, he would probably not even make a pass. Such an action was alien to her, where it probably wouldn’t be for almost every other woman her age. There again, most of them hadn’t had Brice in their lives. That thought brought tears to her eyes, so she spent the next hour baking just to take her mind off the maudlin thoughts.

After the baking spree, she sat down with a coffee and resumed her introspective thinking. There were three parts to it. One, was she really going to fulfill Paul’s list? Was she going to deliberately seduce another man, her boss? Finally, if the answer to the first two was yes, just how was she going to send him a signal he couldn’t ignore?

Once she laid it out in her own mind like that, she knew there was actually a fourth part to the question. Where was the deed going to happen? Was she really happy to be taken to a seedy motel room in the middle of the day? Yes, that’s what she’d done with Paul, but that had been at night. Going to a motel at lunchtime just seemed altogether seedier.

Two weeks earlier, she’d refused to bring Paul back here because she’d regarded the house as sacrosanct. She’d breached that a week later and then again with Tia last night. She felt herself flushing at the memories and ruthlessly pushed them down. Why not simply give her boss her own address and let him bring her here?

As she reached that conclusion, she realized something else too. She’d made her decision already. The first parts of the question had been asked and answered. Yes, she was going to do this. All she had to do was decide how she would send him a message he couldn’t ignore. At the same time, a message that blatant had still to be subtle and private enough not to destroy her reputation at the office she worked at. Bearing in mind one of the other girls was getting married in a month, and Angelina was on the guest list, even though she was leaving the company and wouldn’t be working with Heather by then. No way did she want to ruin the woman’s wedding by being the guest everyone else was gossiping about.

She still hadn’t solved all parts of the question by the time she went to bed, and Sunday went past in a funk as she thought about it while at the same time, she cleaned the house from top to bottom.

* * * *

Monday morning, she thought about dressing conservatively. Her boss was going to be out of the office, so it didn’t matter. Thinking it through, though, she knew she couldn’t have too big a wardrobe change from Monday to Tuesday, or other people in the office would notice, and the gossip would fly. As a result, she wore the same office suit she intended to wear on the Tuesday. The skirt was short, but not excessively so. It had a secret, too, a side slit that could be fastened with a hook and eye at the bottom. She wore it done up on Monday, intending to leave it undone on Tuesday. Or at least, undone toward lunchtime on Tuesday. The blouse she wore was thicker than the one she’d wear on Tuesday, too, although she wore a cream camisole underneath. Again, similar to Tuesday, just not quite as lacy and see-through as that one would be.

Tuesday, she was up early, wanting to make sure everything was the way she wanted it. Not just her outfit and makeup and hair but also the house. If she ended up bringing Mister Jackson back here, she wanted everything to be in its place. She giggled, knowing how the house looked wouldn’t matter once he had his arms around her and her clothes started disappearing. Nor did she need to make an impression on him. After all, after her last day on Friday, she probably wouldn’t see him again. No, the house being spotless for her own benefit, giving her the confidence to suggest they came back here rather than some run-down motel.

She’d been too nervous to sleep properly overnight, so when Tuesday finally rolled around, she was up bright and early. Her shower was longer than usual, and she used her razor carefully and completely. By the time she’d rinsed off, she doubted there was a hair left anywhere on her body below her neck. She didn’t usually shave completely but had decided to during her restless tossing and turning during the night.

Tuesday morning found her at work, if anything, early, simply because she’d been up way too soon. Rather than sit around in the house and brood, she’d driven into work and managed to sink at least one cup of coffee before nine o’clock. Her desk didn’t face toward the elevator from the ground floor, so she didn’t see her boss arrive, but she knew he was there when she saw the light in his corner office go on. Her breath caught in her throat. Would he call her into his office or call her?

In the end, he did neither. He sent her an e-mail.

Are you still okay for your exit interview over lunch? I’ll let you pick the venue.

He was being extremely circumspect, given the message would be retained on the company servers. She sent a simple reply for the same reason, although inside, she was exultant at the last part of his message. That played perfectly into her plans.

Yes, that’s still fine.

His reply, less than a minute later, confounded her.

Slight complication. Patrick from HR at head office is here for the morning and would like to tag along for the interview. Don’t worry. We’re not going to Gang up on you. This is more of a way to Train him. We’ll need to take two cars, as I’ll have to drop Patrick at the airport for him to catch his mid-afternoon flight.

Angelina gasped, and Heather, at the next desk to hers, looked up.

“You okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine.”

“You’re as white as a ghost. What’s wrong?”

Angelina sighed. She knew she couldn’t avoid some kind of answer.

“It appears my exit interview will include someone from head office, not just Jackson.”

“Ooh. Sounds ominous.”

“Exactly.”

“You’ll be fine. If it’s the guy who’s in with Jacko at the moment, then you’ve got nothing to worry about. He’s young, maybe even as young as you. So not a senior guy by any stretch of the imagination.”

“And you know this how?”

“Because I rode up in the elevator with them both. By the way, he’s dishy. Pity I’m spoken for.”

“Heather!”

Heather giggled and turned back to the screen in front of her. Angelina did the same, rereading the e-mail. The first thing that stood out was the two weird capitalizations in the middle of the message. They could be a simple mistype, a typo, or they could be something designed to look like a typo. A hidden message.

If her boss had been aiming to seduce her over lunch, then obviously, this head office drone was a spanner in his plans. Unless, of course, he intended to involve the guy as well. As soon as that thought crossed her mind, Angelina suppressed another gasp as her face heated. That thought explained the hidden message. No, they weren’t going to gang up on her in a threesome. No, it would be one after the other. In other words, a train. It was all she could do, not to whimper or cry out.

She glanced up at the clock. Lunchtime, for her, was at twelve, so she had about two and a half hours to decide how she wanted to play this. She’d been prepared to let him seduce her. Indeed, she’d been prepared to follow Tia’s advice and take the lead and seduce him. Now, the presence of another guy, however, dishy Heather thought he was, changed the game completely. Was she still prepared to go through with it? Unbidden, her nipples hardened inside her camisole, telling her what her body thought of the idea. This was getting a long way outside of her comfort one. There again, so far, every one of these adventures had pushed that particular boundary further and further beyond what she’d have thought possible for her.

For a few moments, she thought about making a beeline for the powder room and then dialing Tia and talking it through with her friend. She vetoed that idea. Tia always said Mondays and Tuesdays were her busy days, workwise. Besides, she already knew what her friend would say. Go ahead, and don’t forget to tell me the squishy details. Angelina shuddered and tried to concentrate on work. It took her about half an hour to pluck up the courage to reply to his e-mail.

Sorry, busy morning. Have no problem in helping to Train a guy from head office.

Hoping the matching capitalization error would be noticed, she left it at that and tried to concentrate on her work. Since he had said, they would take two cars, her plan to follow through with Tia’s idea of wrapping her panties around his gear lever wasn’t workable. Despite her mind being occupied with mundane paperwork she needed to process, her nipples refused to lay flat, and deep between her legs, she could feel the heat building as the clock inched closer and closer to twelve o’clock.

* * * *

“Angelina!”

She looked up with a start at the sound of Heather’s voice.

“What?” she smiled toward her coworker, surprised she’d managed to immerse herself in her work that well.

“It’s ten to. Do you think you should freshen up?”

She checked the clock in the bottom corner of the screen, surprised to see it was indeed already 11:51.”

“God! Thanks. Yes, I think I should.” She grabbed her purse and rose to her feet, smoothing her skirt down as she stood. Once on her feet, she made a beeline for the powder room, pleased to find it was unoccupied. Once ensconced in the left-hand cubicle, she sat and did what she needed to, then realized she had a decision to make. Should she pull her panties up when she finished, or follow the first part of her original plan and remove them completely? After a few moments, she knew what she needed to do. The scrap of lace found its way into her purse. In her own mind, she was now committed, although she kind of also knew she’d made that decision earlier when she’d sent her reply to Jackson’s e-mail.

Her makeup was fine, and given she’d put her hair into a messy bun, it didn’t really matter if it was a little messier than when she’d left home earlier. Another quick coat of lipstick was applied, although the thought of why she was doing that made her blush. It wouldn’t surprise her if she needed to top that up later too. In fact, she could pretty well guarantee it.

She just managed to return to her desk a couple of seconds before Mister Jackson emerged from his office, followed by the young guy from head office. She immediately understood why Heather had described him the way she had done. A good two inches taller than her boss, he had broad shoulders and a trim physique. He carried himself well. His face was well-shaped, his chin not too prominent, and his nose was well-shaped. Above all else, it was his piercing blue eyes and the blond, unkempt, almost surfer dude hairstyle that drew her attention. He might not have been the sex-on-legs type she’d alluded to, but he wasn’t that far off as he followed Mister Jackson over toward her.

“Angelina.”

“Boss.” She rose to her feet.

He chuckled. “At least you didn’t say, sir. Let me introduce Patrick Carson from head office. He’ll be joining us for lunch.”

“Please call me Patrick, and I have to say, this place is going to be poorer for losing you.” His voice seemed to purr, and Angelina shuddered before she took the proffered hand. He didn’t try a crushing grip, but she returned his firm one. Recognition sparked in his eyes, and she shivered again as she let go.

“Are you ready?”

Just let me log out. Can’t go leaving a security breach around with you two around, can I?” She giggled, trying not to appear like some kind of airhead.

Turning away from them, she leaned over her desk, making sure her ass stuck out toward them, knowing her tight skirt would tighten even further across her butt. She logged out and straightened up, catching Heather’s eye as she did so.

Heather mouthed ‘Hussy!” and Angelina fought down another blush. If only her colleague and friend knew what the three really intended for lunchtime.

“Is it okay if you drive yourself? Once we’re done, I need to take Patrick to the airport to catch his flight?”

“No problem.”

“So, did you pick a suitable venue?”

“I did. You’ve got the what three words app, haven’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” She turned back to her desk and quickly scribbled down the three words that identified the three meters by three meters square at the end of her home driveway.” She was sure the two men were looking as she once more pushed her butt back toward them. It was a brazen display, one she wouldn’t have dared to do in the office if it hadn’t been for the fact she was leaving at the end of the week.

Mister Jackson took the piece of paper from her and smiled as he gestured for her to precede them to the elevator. Patrick trailed behind, and Angelina noticed he was drawing several admiring glances from other women. A couple of them glared at her because it was obvious she was going to have an inside track on snagging him if she wanted to. They, of course, had no idea she was going to be doing rather more than that and a lot sooner.

They rode down to the basement parking garage in silence. Her Camry was parked quite close to the elevator, while her boss’s car was more or less on the other side of the cavernous space.

“I’ll see you there. Don’t wait for us.”

“Okay.” She smiled and waved and climbed into her car. Mister Jackson held her door for her, and she made sure not to take too much care getting into the car. She was pretty sure she hadn’t actually given him a beaver shot, but he had to have noticed she was wearing stockings. He didn’t stare, just dipped his gaze at the most opportune moment. Behind him, Patrick, though, did stare, and she blushed slightly. However, as Jackson shut the car door and the two men walked away, she let out a deep breath.

Ten minutes later, halfway home, her cell trilled. She answered it on hands-free.

“Yes, sir.” She deliberately added the sir this time. Again, another clue.

“I just wanted to check the location you gave me. There’s no restaurant there.”

“No, no restaurant. There again…” She paused and swallowed, trying to keep her voice calm and assured. “… It’s not exactly food we’re after, is it?”

There, she’d gone out and said it. Put everything out in the open. If it turned out that they really were only interested in a proper lunch, then she’d just burnt every bridge behind her. She doubted she’d be able to face her boss again if that was the case.

She heard a muffled conversation going on but couldn’t make out the words. When he spoke again, his voice had a tingling timbre to it. Obviously, she’d amused him.

“Very well, Angelina. Look forward to seeing you shortly.”

“Thank you… sir.”

She left the hesitation deliberately and heard the snort of laughter through the speaker.

“I quite like the honorific, young lady. I think you should continue to use it.”

Angelina shivered but tried not to give any audible reaction. “Always happy to take instruction… sir.”

Tia might have advised she needed to take control rather than be passive. Instead, it appeared her gambit to appear submissive was working. It was a different form of control. She shuddered again, wondering where this was going to take her.

* * * *

She thought about waiting in her car for the two men to arrive and then making a performance of getting immodestly out of the car. She decided against it. After all, this was her home, her neighborhood. It might be quiet at this time of the day, but she didn’t want to run any risks of being seen.

Leaving the front door open behind her, she walked through into the kitchen and started getting the coffee machine working. They were only a couple of minutes behind her, so when one of them knocked on the door, she called out. “Come in.”

“Your house, I take it?”

She nodded and smiled. “Yes, I thought it made a better informal meeting place than a restaurant. Coffee, gentlemen?”

“That’s very thoughtful of you, Angelina. I’m sure Patrick would love a coffee, but I think I’d prefer something else.”

“Oh, what would you like… sir?” She deliberately paused again, making sure the honorific was noticeable.

He beckoned her closer, and she stepped through from the kitchen back into the family room, coming to a stop only a couple of feet in front of her boss.

“Patrick. Can you manage to get your own coffee?”

“Sure.”

“Good, because Ms. Angelina and I have something else to do. I think her e-mail made it clear she didn’t want to be too crowded for what happens. You won’t mind if he keeps himself busy in your kitchen, will you, Angelina?”

“Of course not.” She smiled at her boss.

“Sir.”

She swallowed hard. “Of course not… sir.”

“Good. Now, why don’t we give him some privacy to learn how to operate your coffee machine?”

She knew he didn’t mean Patrick wanted or needed privacy. She knew he meant they should go somewhere more private.”

“If sir will follow me, I’m sure we can complete the first part…” She glanced meaningfully at the other man. “… of the exit interview to our mutual satisfaction.”

Turning on her heel, she led the way to the foot of the stairs, her ears straining to hear if her boss was following. Instead, she heard the slap of palms and glared back over her shoulders to see the two men just completing a ritual high-five. Jackson managed to look a little embarrassed at being caught, but Patrick just grinned at her, then solemnly winked. She blushed and turned and headed up the stairs. At the top, she paused and looked back. Mister Jackson had followed, but not closely. His gaze was pinned tightly to her butt as he watched it sway its way up the stairs. She knew the skirt would be riding up and showing stocking tops, but she wasn’t going to attempt any appearance of being prim and proper by tugging it back down. It was way too late for that.

She walked into the bedroom, then turned and faced the door as Jackson followed her. Seeing her standing there, he smiled.

“What would sir like me to do?” She tried to sound sassy without being over the top. Her entire dialogue since he walked into her home had sounded like it had been picked straight from a sub-par porn video. She didn’t care. The fact he was now in her bedroom showed her approach was working.

“Well, I think we need to get the official part of the business out of the way.”

“Official?”

“Yep. Ms. Angelina Bixby, are you determined to leave our employment.”

“Yes.”

“Are you doing so for your own reasons, to better your career, or because of the actions or inactions of any other employee, including me? You may speak freely.”

She smiled. “The reasons I gave in my letter were true and accurate. I am leaving of my own accord, not because of anyone else.”

“Good. Then that concludes the formal part of the process.”

She nodded.

“So, I think we need to move on to the other part of this interview, don’t we.”

“if you say so… sir.”

Again, she put the pause in there to make sure he knew she had dropped back into the subservient role. She took a deep breath and waited for him to tell her what to do. It didn’t take him long.

“Lose the jacket. You’re wearing far too many clothes for what happens next.”

Angelina gulped, but her hands went to the button holding her jacket closed. Her fingers didn’t even tremble. She’d wanted sex without the romance, and it appeared that was exactly what she was about to get. Opening the jacket, she slipped it off her shoulders and let it slide down her back, catching it on her fingers before dropping it to the bedroom floor.

Standing still, she cocked an eyebrow at him, waiting to see if he was going to continue to command her. When would he stop telling her to undress and take over doing it himself? Her body longed to be touched, stroked, caressed, but it appeared he wanted to watch.

“I think the blouse is concealing that lovely camisole, isn’t it? Time to lose it, sweetheart.”

Still breathing deeply, Angelina brought her hands up to the top button of her blouse. It was the work of a moment to flick the button undone and drop her hands down to the next button. She watched his face as his gaze settled on her hands. His eyes seemed to blaze with desire, and she swallowed hard as the next button came undone. Inside the camisole, her nipples had fully tightened, and they were rubbing themselves against the soft cotton. The minor irritation was stimulating rather than pain-inducing, and she had to fight not to let out a breathy moan. Just undressing for her boss was turning her on.

As the last button popped undone, her hands went to each cuff in turn and undid the buttons there. To her mind, there was no way to sexily slip the tails of the blouse from the waistband of her skirt, so she pulled it free. In a copy of the move she’d made with her jacket, she shrugged the blouse back off her shoulders and let it cascade down to the floor. She glanced down, her nipples obvious where they pushed into the thin camisole. She didn’t think he could see more than a hint of color of them, but they were hard enough to be noticeable.

“I think the skirt next.”

She shook her head.

“Why not?”

“Sir, I have to confess.”

“Confess what, sweetheart?”

“My panties… my panties are in my jacket pocket, sir.”

“Ah. You were prepared, then.”

She blushed at his appraising look and his somewhat derogatory words.

“Were you planning on giving them to me?” He let out a bark of laughter. “But me bringing Patrick along made things a little more awkward.”

“Yes, sir.”

“So, how exactly were you planning on giving them to me? Come on, answer me.”

She’d heard him use that tone of authority before, but never directly to her. Nor, obviously, in a situation like this. Without too much hesitation, she answered with a shudder. “By wrapping them around your gear lever before you got into the car… sir.”

Her blush intensified as he chuckled.

“That would have been fun. So I guess if you’re a little reluctant to lose the skirt, I guess the camisole has to come off, and you can show me your tits.”

She glared at him for using the word but didn’t say anything. Her breathing was getting more and more ragged as she approached the point of showing him more intimate parts of her body. She knew she was hot between her thighs and definitely wet, ready for him. Her nipples ached to be in the open, seemingly desperate to be touched and caressed, sucked and even bitten. Those thoughts made her shudder, but her hands went to the hem of her camisole, and she drew it up, exposing her stomach.

“Nice.”

She tried not to glare. After all, he was paying her a compliment. She let go of the camisole, crossed her arms in front of herself, and grabbed it again. Taking a deep breath, she pulled it up, exposing her breasts. She let out a low murmur as she did so.

Instantly, he was there, one hand wrapping around her arms where they were above her head. He effectively trapped her head and arms in the camisole with one hand while his other hand cupped and squeezed her left breast. Her nipple immediately tried to burrow into his palm. She moaned at the contact and tried to suppress the panic reaction to the way he was confining her arms and head. The stretch lace of the camisole allowed her to see some indistinct details around her, but mainly his face. He pressed closer still, his face nearing hers as he pushed his lips against hers with the material of the camisole in between. She’d never been kissed through fabric this way, and she suppressed a shiver as his tongue swiped at her lips, pressing the camisole in between hers as she opened her mouth to protest.

“Umph!”

He pulled away and chuckled. “Nice tits, sweetheart, very nice rack. I’ve wondered how good they were. World-class would be an understatement.”

He stepped back a little, then yanked hard on the camisole where he held it above her head. It pulled free of her face and then off her arms, leaving her panting for breath and glaring.

“You’re the one who started the submissive games. I just did what you wanted.”

“I didn’t…”

“I didn’t, sir?” He raised an eyebrow, letting her know he was still playing along with her.

“I didn’t expect you to do that… sir.”

“Well, I did, and from how your body reacted, I think you enjoyed it. So tell me, since I already know they’re stockings, are they on garters, or are they hold-ups?”

“Hold-ups, sir.”

“Pity. It would have been nice to see your pussy framed by the garter belt. Still, no matter. Just lose the skirt. I want you nekkid.”

She shivered but moved her hands behind her back and unzipped the skirt. The button had already popped undone, not that unusual with this skirt as it was tight. She’d had to do it up a couple of times during the morning. Her breath caught in her throat as she moved her hands to her hips, ready to push the skirt down. Because she’d done what she’d done with her underwear, this was her last shred of modesty. It amazed her she’d already bared her breasts to him. Now she was going for the ultimate reveal. For a moment, she thought about turning her back but knew if she did, he could just tell her to turn back again. Given the role-playing game they were playing, she’d have to obey.

She couldn’t look him in the eyes as her trembling fingers eased the tight skirt down three or so inches. His gaze was centered, laser like, between her legs. She let out a shuddering breath and pushed the skirt down again. It caught around her thighs, but she knew the top of her slit was now in his view. Another push and the skirt slithered down her nylon-sheathed legs, revealing her. It took a supreme effort of will not to swing her hands in front of her body and shield her pussy from his eyes. Instead, she summoned up the raw courage to shuffle her feet a couple of inches further apart, opening herself up to his gaze. She whimpered and felt her chest heave as her body craved air.

“You are perfect, sweetheart, perfect.” As her eyes centered on his face, he smiled at her, dragging his gaze higher to stare back into her eyes. She hadn’t even realized he’d moved away a little to drink in her image. “I think it’s time to stop playing, don’t you?”

She swallowed hard, understanding his meaning. “Yes… sir.” She ruined her delivery by giggling. Her laughter was joined by his as he stepped forward. Then his arms went around her, his hands smoothing over the soft skin of her back. Naked in an older man’s arms, not somewhere she’d ever expected to be. He pulled her tight against him, and she could feel he was hard, his erection pressing against her stomach. She lifted her face, not at all surprised to find his lips descending to hers. Closing her eyes, she let her lips part, accepting his tongue as he pushed inside.

She murmured into the kiss, twisting her body slightly to grind against his erection. In response, his hands slid lower, passing her waist and alighting on the curve of her ass. He squeezed, pulling her even tighter, and then took a half step forward. She felt the edge of the bed touch the back of her legs. His grip lessened, and she knew what he was going to do right before he did it.

There wasn’t enough warning to brace herself as she fell backward onto the bed, breaking the kiss. She bounced and squealed and looked up at him as he loomed over her. Before she could move away or attempt to scramble to the side or turn over, he grasped her ankles and pulled her legs apart. He leaned down and planted a soft kiss on the inside of her thigh, and she squirmed in his grasp.

He chuckled as her low earthy moan filled the room as he repeated the move, this time kissing her leg much closer to the real prize at the top.

“Pity you don’t have any handcuffs or ropes.”

She giggled. “What makes you think I don’t?”

“Oh, you do, do you? Where?”

She bit her lip and shook her head. “That I am not telling you.”

“Why? I think it would be good if Patrick came up here for his turn and found you trussed up on the bed waiting for him.”

She shuddered, and he chuckled again as he watched the tremors pass down the length of her body. His hand massaged her inner thigh just an inch below her pussy. She couldn’t help the involuntary reaction, spreading her legs wider, inviting him to touch her in her most private place.

“Maybe I’ll tie you to the bed and call him up here anyway. That way, we can both ravish your helpless body together.”

“No, I said not that.”

“And how would you be able to stop us?” His hand closed over her mound, and she gasped as he used his index finger to probe her wet channel.

“Wet too? Are you sure you wouldn’t like that? To have me fucking you while Patrick fed you his cock?”

“No!”

Even as she denied it, she knew the way her hips churned, and her pussy gripped his finger gave the lie to that statement. She knew if she closed her eyes, she’d be picturing exactly that fantasy. It appeared it would be a struggle to prevent that fantasy from translating into a reality. She’d done a threesome the Friday before her birthday, but it didn’t mean she wanted another, even if her body seemed comfortable with the idea.

“In fact, I could leave you tied to the bed, let Patrick have his way, and then come back here once I’d taken him to the airport for his flight. You’d be waiting here for me, naked and wet and ready.”

She shuddered. “And what about the office?”

“I’d simply ring my secretary, Mary, and tell her I wasn’t going to be back today because I was banging you off every wall in your house. As I was ringing her, I’d have you squealing in pleasure as I pushed my fingers into you.”

As he spoke, he pushed a second finger into her. Her hips bucked, and she collapsed back onto the bed as her body hips churned against his fingers, trying to draw even more of them inside her channel. She shook her head, no, but she could sense her own resolve weakening. She didn’t want the office, especially since Mary was the biggest gossip of all, to know how she was spending her supposed exit interview. The idea horrified her but excited her in equal measure.

“Now, where are those cuffs?”

“No, not telling you.”

He pulled his pleasure-giving fingers out of her and grabbed her hands, pulling her to a sitting position. She pouted now she felt empty.

“Well, I can’t go back to work smelling of you, can I?”

He brought her hands up to the waistband of his trousers, the gesture obvious. She was naked. Now it was his turn to be undressed. She, though, was going to be the one doing the undressing. lIking her lips, she smiled up at him and then bent to the task at hand. His erection was obvious, tenting out the front of his suit pants. Undoing the belt buckle, she moved her hands to the button at the top of the zip, and springing that free was the work of a moment. The zip being drawn down seemed to echo loud in her ears, but she didn’t hesitate. Her own desire was now too strong to be ignored. She wanted to see his cock, and shuddered as she realized she wanted to taste it too.

Pulling his pants down below his hips, she eased his boxers down with them, leaving them tangled around his thighs as his cock sprang free. Angelina gasped as it levered up and swayed right in front of her face. She’d thought he was bigger than average, given the size of the bulge in his pants. Now, she could see he was indeed longer than she’d seen before. She gave a rueful smile. Up until a few weeks ago, she’d only ever seen Brice’s cock in the flesh. Sure, she’d seen some impressive weapons in porn videos, but not in reality. It appeared her boss wielded an impressive weapon of his own. Not thicker, but definitely longer. She whimpered and then flinched as it bounced off her cheek. She heard his chuckle and knew he’d done that deliberately.

“I’ll manage my own shirt if you fancy…”

He left the rest unsaid, but she knew what he meant. Without really thinking about it, she opened her mouth and stretched her neck so she could take the tip of his near-vertical shaft into her mouth. Above her, he groaned, and she felt his hands touch the top of her head. He didn’t press down, but the movement was a clear signal for her to take him deeper. She took another inch into her mouth, savoring the taste and feel of him. Her mouth flooded with saliva, and she had to swallow to prevent herself from drooling.

Closing her eyes, Angelina sucked harder, tasting him as his cock started to move. He wasn’t face-fucking her, not fully anyway, just moving it across the surface of her tongue. She wrapped her lips tightly around it and brought her hands to it too. One hand wrapped around his cock to prevent him from achieving a depth she wasn’t comfortable with, and the other caressed his balls. He hissed his pleasure, and she could hear the rustle of clothing above her, but she didn’t open her eyes to see. She guessed he was removing his shirt but didn’t want to distract herself from the job she was doing.

“Christ, you’re good at that.”

It was a line straight from a porn flick, but she redoubled her effort, taking him a little deeper, feeling the end of his cock brush against the back of her mouth. It wasn’t even halfway in! She moaned around the obstruction and concentrated on sucking harder while desperately trying to prevent her gag reflex from kicking in.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw his shirt flutter to the floor while his hands went to his sides, and he started pushing and wrestling his trousers all the way off. She realized she was now no longer the only naked person in the room. With a start, she remembered she was still wearing her stockings and heels, but it was clear they weren’t being counted as clothing. She tried not to moan or shudder and concentrated on sucking him. She couldn’t stimulate herself. She needed one hand to control the depth while her other hand was busy playing with his balls.

He groaned again, then felt his hands reach under her arms and pull her off his cock, pushing her to lie back on the bed.

“Your turn, sweetheart.” His actions reinforced his words as he slid his hands to the inside of her knees and simply levered her legs apart. He wasn’t being subtle or particularly gentle. Not rough, but not gentle, either. She moaned and blushed as his head dipped between her legs. Planting a kiss on the inside of one thigh, he switched to her other leg and repeated the process. Working his way higher, his head helped to push her legs wider and wider apart. She knew the simple act of spreading her legs like that was stretching her sex wider and wider open, exposing her secret places to him. She moaned and tangled her hands in the bedding as her arousal fired ever higher.

Then all thought ceased as his mouth closed on her slit. Her legs splayed wider still as he pushed against her outer lips, his tongue pushing between to taste the sweet nectar. She’d been eaten before, most recently by Tia, but this was different. Tia had been soft and loving. Her boss was demanding, taking. Even Paul hadn’t been as rough and insistent as this.

He brought his hands into play, using his fingers to peel her open, giving his questing tongue even more access. When his thumb pressed against her trembling clit she lost complete control. The whole situation, the role-playing, the exposure, even the latent flirting over the previous week or so had been leading to this moment. She couldn’t stop it, couldn’t prevent her entire body from vibrating as the orgasm sparked through her. Her body shook, and her back arched. She could hear her own scream and knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, the man sitting downstairs waiting his turn would hear her.

Jackson backed off, letting her ride out her orgasm, her hips churning on the bed, letting her subside and calm a little before moving again.

Then he was all action once more. He swarmed up her body, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss, even as the tip of his prick nudged against her opening. Her eyes flared wide as he pushed into her now soaking-wet channel, filling her. As he broke the kiss, Angelina tensed and grunted. He slowed his inward progress and looked down into her eyes as she opened them.

“Don’t worry, I’ll go slow. You’re tight.”

She blushed at his words but couldn’t help a gasp as he pushed another inch into her. He eased back a little, then thrust again, keeping it gentle, but she could feel how much he was filling her. She hadn’t thought he was thicker as well as longer, but it certainly felt that way. She’d never felt this full before, and she knew he wasn’t even close to being all the way in. Almost of their own volition, her knees rose from the bed, changing and improving the angle for him as her hips rotated. She began to move, too, no longer simply lying supine and letting him slide into her.

“Nearly all the way there.” He grunted out the words, and she moaned in response. She’d felt full before, but she felt really full now. It wasn’t painful, just different, a nice kind of different.

He pushed a little further, and she felt his ball sac bounce against the very top of her thighs. She moaned again as he started to withdraw, then grunted as he pushed all the way back in. She still felt full, but it was obviously easier too. He’d clearly noticed the difference, too, as he started to speed up, his thrusts getting harder too.

His hand moved to cup her breast, capturing her nipple against his palm. Her back arched, and she panted as he isolated the nub and rolled it between his finger and thumb. His mouth found hers again, but she twisted away after a few seconds, desperate to suck down air as her arousal started to peak once more.

His thrusts were measured, hard, and she’d never felt anything that deep before. It wasn’t just his size, though. It was the forbidden nature of the liaison that pushed her closer and closer to the edge. He sensed her impending climax. Reaching down with both hands, he grasped her legs, lifting them so her feet were almost pointing straight up as he changed the angle, allowing him to penetrate that little bit deeper still.

Angelina screamed again as she came, louder this time, as befitted the even stronger orgasm. Her hips left the bed as her butt thrust up to capture as much of him inside her as she possibly could. The way her pussy rippled and squeezed him made him groan, and his thrusts quickly became more ragged.

She panted for breath, partly out of it, as her arms collapsed back to the bed. Her feet followed as he abruptly let go of her legs, startling an exclamation from her. She lay there splayed out, her limbs pointing to the four corners as he thrust, once, twice, a third time. Then he pulled out. She lifted her head to see as he swarmed up her body. Her pussy felt empty, and her eyes widened as she realized what he intended to do. It was far too late to stop him, though, as rope after sticky rope lashed out of the end of his over-long cock and splashed across her chest. He scored a direct hit on one nipple, but most of his load coated the inside slopes of her breasts.

He paused, braced on one hand, his other hand wrapped around his shaft as he stared down at her messy chest. Her boss grinned at her shocked face and slowly pushed himself upright.

“I suggest you go clean yourself a little. Don’t take long. We still need to work out what you’ll wear for Patrick.”

“Wear?”

“Well, he’ll want the chance to strip you too. After all, getting you naked is far more fun than just finding you nude.”

She frowned at him, but her glare just bounced off as he rose to his feet. She could see his cock was still half-hard, not having softened all the way. She shuddered. Jackson chuckled. “My body might be willing, but with Patrick needing to catch a flight, time is against us.”

Rising to a sitting position, she twisted to the side and climbed off the bed before dashing into the bathroom. Once there, she leaned against the vanity and gulped down air before grabbing tissue to wipe his cooling mess off her chest. At least it hadn’t reached her face. Down below was only her own juices too, copious amounts, but all her. As the hand and tissues passed over her nipples, she moaned softly, the stimulation starting her off again. She wasn’t perfectly clean but knew she didn’t have time for a shower.

For a second, she debated wrapping herself in her toweling robe rather than walking back into the bedroom naked. Then she gave a mental shrug and ignored the robe. After all, he’d already seen it all, so showing him again wouldn’t make any difference. Little point in false modesty.

Her boss grinned at her as she reentered the room. “Where do you keep your lacey, racy stuff? I think he deserves a treat. Maybe a nice black baby doll?” She was glad to see he’d put his trousers back on, covering his cock at least, if not his chest.

She swallowed hard. Posing on the bed in something so scanty when the younger man entered the room was somewhat embarrassing, but she could see the logic behind the suggestion. It was better than being as naked as she currently was, anyway.

“Left-hand bottom drawer. I’ll get it.”

“No, allow me.”

She blushed but made no move to stop him as he walked to the dressing table and pulled the indicated drawer open.

She had several baby doll nighties in there, it was a style Brice had liked, and she’d indulged him. There was a very thin red one which was pretty much see-through, but at least her boss had specified black. He pulled out one of the two black ones but then hesitated. His hand returned to the drawer, and she gasped as he pulled out the gossamer thin red set. It was more mesh than lace, especially the tie-sided panties.

“On second thoughts, this red one will be perfect.”

He tossed it to her and then stood there, arms folded, a smile on his face. It was obvious he wanted to watch her get dressed in the outfit his colleague would be stripping off her. She shuddered but felt her nipples tighten further as the sheer eroticism of the situation hit home. One man was going to watch her put on the outfit another man would be removing from her body. The thought was lascivious in the extreme, and she couldn’t help feeling her arousal spike even higher at the thought.

Stepping into the pre-tied panties, she pulled them up her legs, knowing her breasts hung down as she bent. Straightening up, she shook out the top part of the set, then slipped her arms through the shoulder straps and pulled the garment tight across her chest. Tying a simple bow, she let her hands fall and watched his face for his approval.

“God, that’s perfect. I wish you could come to work dressed like that. I’d double your salary and keep you back for hours of overtime every night.”

She giggled, the absurd idea of dressing like this for work filling her mind with fantastical images. Not just licentious ones, either.

“Now, I’m sure you’d be brave enough to walk downstairs in that, but…”

“Downstairs?”

“Of course, you need to fetch him to you, don’t you?”

She shuddered and bit her lip. She’d thought Jackson would leave and Patrick would come upstairs once her boss was downstairs. It appeared he had other ideas.

“However, why don’t we add the silk robe there, just create a little more mystery rather than mere modesty?

He moved past her to the door and grabbed her thin silk robe off the hook on the back of the door. The robe was extremely short, just about covering her ass and in no way reaching the top of the stockings she still wore.

He twisted to face her and held the robe out for her to turn and slip her arms into the sleeves. She turned and did as the old-fashioned courtesy suggested, but as soon as he slipped the robe up onto her shoulders, his real plan became apparent.

One of his hands grabbed her wrists, pulling her arms behind her. Not hard, but restraining her. His other hand jerked the belt out of the loops at her waist and then wrapped the belt around her wrists. He was tying the knot there before she reacted and tried to jerk away. By then, it was too late.

“Relax. Nobody is going to hurt you. I just thought you might like to spice up the role-play a little more. You will definitely surprise him, and to be perfectly honest, I’d happily make him miss his flight to have another crack at you, myself.” He pressed his erection against her tethered hands. He was definitely hard again.

She whimpered, partly in distress and partly at the arousal now coursing through her system.

“The bow is a slip knot. You could undo it for yourself at any time. A simple pull, and you’ll be free. Please don’t do that yet, though. Let’s give him a nice surprise, one he won’t soon forget.” He chuckled. “It’s probably a bit more comfortable than those handcuffs. You wouldn’t tell me where you kept them.”

Before she could muster the wherewithal to respond, he hustled her to the door and then to the top of the stairs. Since the belt wasn’t tied around the robe, it gaped open, and she looked down to see a broad swathe of her body revealed. The baby doll top didn’t reach the waistband of the panties, let alone cover them. She couldn’t see from this angle, but she knew if Patrick appeared at the foot of the stairs, he’d be able to see the entirety of her mound through the thin transparent mesh.

Patrick, though, did not appear as Jackson carefully guided her down the stairs. She whimpered again when his hand brushed against her ass before cupping one cheek and squeezing.

“You really are gorgeous, young lady. Totally a stone fox, a really fuckable babe.”

“I’m not sure you can put that in a reference.” She tried to sound prim and proper. Mainly to calm her nerves.

“Might win you more than just a job if I did.”

As they stepped clear of the stairs, Patrick looked up from his cell. He did the classic double take at the sight of her and dropped his cell to the coffee table before rising to his feet.

“Here she is, all ready for you, fella.”

“Wow. You look amazing m, Angelina. Totally amazing.”

“She thought you might like her gift-wrapped.” He turned Angelina around to show how her hands were tied up, then turned her back to face the man from head office once more. Angelina was blushing furiously but didn’t know how to stop the reaction. The simple pirouette had flared the robe out even further to the sides, exposing more of her body than before.

“Three options for you.”

“Three?” Angelina’s squeak brought chuckles from both men. Patrick had moved closer to her, standing within touching range. She could see the see-through clothing was having a definite effect on his anatomy. She shuddered.

“One. You can simply take her back upstairs.”

“Tow, you can strip her down here and then take her upstairs.”

“Or three, you can strip her down her and then bend her over the end of the couch and take her like that.”

Patrick chuckled again as she gasped. “I can think of a couple of variations on that last one.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, tie her to the end of the kitchen breakfast bar and take her there.”

Angelina shook her head, her eyes wide. Lower down, though, she could feel the heat building and building. She might not like their kinky ideas, but her body was starting to revel in the idea. Her nipples were so tight, and hard they were painful.

“I take it option one is out of the question, then.” Jackson was grinning.

Patrick matched his grin. “Sure is.”

End of Part Five


Angelina’s All Tied Up

By the middle of Wednesday morning, Angelina was fed up with the solicitous comments and general questions about her well-being. Her boss’s cover story about something she ate causing an upset stomach, hence her non-return to the office on Tuesday, appeared to have been bought by all and sundry.

Of course, there had been nothing wrong with the lasagna she had neither ordered nor eaten, but the fiction was an effective cover story. She smiled weakly in response to the myriad of queries and blamed too much garlic, layered on top of an element of nervousness given the presence of the dweeb from head office. The last bit had been delivered with a giggle since Angelina knew most of the young women had regarded Patrick as a bit of a dish. If he returned to this office in a few weeks, she hoped her description of him as a bit of a drippy dweeb wouldn’t dent his chances with any of the other girls.

Fed up with giving fake answers to what appeared to her to be disinterested questions, she struggled to process the real events of the day. She knew she needed help, and that help could only come from Tia. Paul might have been able to help, but he was still in the hospital in Seattle. Grabbing her cell, she sent an interrogative text.

Could do with your input. Can you come around tonight? If you do, I’ll spring for pizza.

For pizza, sweetie, I’m all ears. So, how did yesterday go?

Not now, tonight.

Spoilsport. I wanted some salacious details to brighten my otherwise boring day.

As I said, not now.

Okay, but if you’re going to make me wait, I want to hear all the dirty, squishy details. All of them, sweetie, all of them.

Angelina shuddered and tried hard not to blush. Tia had, as always, seen to the heart of the matter. What she called the dirty, squishy details was exactly what she wanted to get her friend’s perspective on.

Seven?

Make it half-past. That way, I can sling a change bag in the car in case I drink too much of the white wine you’ll be serving with the Hawaiian pizza.

Angelina almost gagged. She preferred her pizza fully savory, but Tia was a sucker for pineapple on hers.

The change bag made sense, especially as the last time Tia had stayed over, she hadn’t thought about bringing a change of clothes. This time, the blush did fire up. They’d both been rather busy, then. Not that that was on the menu for this evening.

See you at seven-thirty, then. Got to go. Paperwork piled up almost as high as the top of my monitor.

That wasn’t quite true, but she didn’t want Tia continuing to try to pump her for information while she was at work. Tia might be having a boring day, but she had a half-a-day absence to make up. She glanced toward the meeting room and breathed a sigh of relief. Her boss was busy with back-to-back meetings all day. She wouldn’t have to face him, let alone make small talk, not after what had happened at her so-called exit interview.

* * * *

She wasn’t surprised to see Tia’s beaming smile as she breezed through the door.

“Hiya, sweetie. Managed to intercept the pizza boy, so here it is. Perfectly on time. You did remember the…?”

“Yes, it’s a half and half. Half Hawaiian, you philistine!” Angelina rolled her eyes.

“Perfect. Picked up a nice white on the way, too. I know it’s a screw cap, but Brent is adamant it’s a doozy of a wine.”

“Brent?”

Tia just shrugged. “New guy. Nice, and he’s got a hell of a lot of stamina. Want to borrow him?”

“In a word, no!”

“Ah, so my sex maniac friend…”

“I am not a sex maniac.”

“Let me see. Seduced an old school friend, then got it on with two guys after a birthday drink, then the old school friend again. Allowed herself to be seduced by her best friend, namely me, and then by her boss. The last two within the same week. Yep, I think that qualifies you as a full-on nympho.”

Angelina contented herself with a glare as she took the pizza box from her friend. Tia made a beeline for the cupboard she knew contained the glasses and opened the wine.

“So, how many times did he make you cum?”

“Tia!”

“Well?”

“If you must know, I wanted to talk to you because of what happened.”

“So, how many? I told you I wanted all the dirty details.”

Angelina sighed. Although Tia was being insistent, she needed to talk through the events of twenty-four hours earlier, and that meant she’d have to give the details.

“For starters… Well, it wasn’t just my boss.”

“What?”

“He had a guy from head office with him.”

“Oh, so, you did them both? A threesome.”

“No, not a threesome, not exactly.”

“One after the other, in private?”

Angelina bit her lip. “Well, that’s how it was supposed to go, and that’s how it started…”

“But it degenerated from that?”

She nodded and then gestured toward the pizza. “Come on, before this pizza gets cold. I’m famished.”

“Well, I’m starving, so I agree, let’s eat, then you can tell me all about it. Don’t blame me if I get hot under the collar from all the squidgy details, though.”

Angelina shuddered, understanding Tia’s subtext. It appeared her friend was up for a repeat of last Friday night. She wasn’t sure she was. No, that wasn’t true. She wasn’t planning on another session of girl-on-girl action. Still, she’d invited Tia, and she’d known her friend was both insatiable and incorrigible. Another session was on the cards unless she could find a way to put the brakes on that idea. There again, she couldn’t remember ever being able to put the brakes on any of Tia’s outlandish ideas.

She wolfed down three slices of pizza while watching in amazement as Tia hoovered down the four ham and pineapple slices.

“You want that last one?” She indicated the final slice of pepperoni-topped stuffed crust. She just didn’t have the appetite to eat it herself.

“Only if you don’t.”

“No, I’m full.”

“Eat it. You’ll need to keep your energy levels up.”

“No. If you want it, you have it. Otherwise, it’s going in the bin.”

“Well, if you’re sure…”

Tia made short work of the final slice, and Angelina quickly bussed the table and disposed of the rubbish. When she returned to the family room, Tia was just topping off both glasses. Angelina eyed the wine bottle. It was two-thirds empty.

She snapped her fingers.

“What?”

“Keys, Tia, keys. Given I’ve only had one glass, that makes that one your third. You are not driving home tonight.”

“Oh, goody, the chance to spend the night with my favorite…”

“A chance to crash in my spare room, more like.”

“Spoilsport.”

“Nope, rational.”

“Let me get you outside the second bottle, which I’ve got in the car…”

“Where it can stay, you are not getting me drunk so you can have your way with me. In any case, we both have work in the morning.”

Tia shrugged. “We’d both enjoy it, sweetie.”

“Not the point.” She gave her friend a level stare, but just as with her glares at the men the day before, it just bounced off the recipient.

“Now, come on, I’ve been good. I bit my tongue while we ate. So, spill the beans. That is what you asked me around for, isn’t it?”

Angelina tried not to give her best deer-in-the-headlights look and took a deep breath.

“I think I made a mistake, a big one.”

“Okay, how?”

“You know you were saying how I was a bit too passive…”

“Sweetie, I was trying to help, not be critical. Just trying to get you more involved in what was happening.”

“Well, I think I went the other way.”

“Huh?”

“I don’t quite know how, but somehow, I ended up playing a submissive role. Not merely a passive one, a submissive one.”

“Submissive? As in, he whipped your butt?”

“No, nothing like that.”

“Well, what then?”

“I… I did as he told me to. I stood there at the foot of my bed and, one by one, took off my clothes exactly the way he told me to.”

“Oo… He is a big, dominant brute of a guy. I like that.”

“No, it wasn’t that. Just I did what he told me to.” Angelina felt the blush rising to her cheeks. “And I called him sir.”

Tia giggled. “Oh, you sent him on a power trip.”

“Not intentionally. It just kinda happened.”

“So you obeyed him?”

“Yeah.”

“And you’re worried that just made you even more passive?”

Angelina knew her nod was glum, and as a result, Tia’s sudden bark of laughter shocked her.

“What’s so funny.”

“Sweetie. That wasn’t you being passive. That was you being submissive. There’s a world of difference between the two. From what I’ve heard, in any exchange of power situation, the one with the real power is always the submissive one.”

“And you know that how?”

Tia rolled her eyes. “I read it somewhere. Do you honestly think I could act the submissive for anyone?”

“Well, to be honest, no.”

Tia grinned. “I might surprise you there. Anyway, enough about me. This is about you, right?”

“I guess.”

“Look, sweetie. I can sum it up quite simply. Or at least I can sum up the bit you’ve told me. I suspect there’s more, though. Anyway, from what you’ve said, you enjoyed it, right?”

“Yeah, I suppose I did.”

“How many times did you cum with him.”

Not for the first time, actually saying a number seemed embarrassing to Angelina. She held up three fingers.

“So, no guessing. You did enjoy it. Now, what do you think would have happened if you’d yelled no or stop? I assume there was none of this crap about a safe word.”

“He’d have stopped.”

“Sure?”

Angelina thought for a couple of seconds, then nodded. “Yeah. He’s a nice guy. He’d have stopped.”

“So, think that through. Who was the one with the real power?”

“You’re saying because I could have stopped it, I was the one with the power.”

“Of course. Since you could pull the plug on his pleasure, yes, you were the one in charge. So, submissive, yes, passive, no, not really.”

“Got you.”

“But it wasn’t just that, was it?”

Angelina shook her head.

“So, what else happened?”

I made a little slip just before he got me to remove my blouse.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, I admitted I owned some handcuffs and ropes. He wanted me to tell him where they were. He threatened to tie me to the bed and leave me there for Patrick, the head office guy, to find me. Then he’d leave me tied up for the afternoon and come back for more once he’d taken Patrick to the airport to catch his flight.”

“That sounds interesting.”

“No.”

“So, did you tell him?”

“No, I did not.”

Tia chuckled. “Gonna have to work on that, sweetie. You need to engage with ideas like that.”

“He ended up tying me up anyway.”

“Oh, how? Come on, I want details. This sounds like the point things got interesting. I take it, by then, you were naked with his goo running down your leg.”

“No, not exactly.”

“What then?”

“He pulled out and came all over these!” Angelina cupped and lifted her own breasts for emphasis.

“Oh, goody, a titty fuck. They’re fun. I take it you enjoyed that?”

Angelina glared at her friend, but as usual, it bounced off.

“Well, did you?”

She shrugged. “I guess. It wasn’t quite as disgusting as I thought it would be.”

“See, you’re making progress, girl. What happened then?”

My boss let me get cleaned up, then insisted I put something sexy on for his colleague.”

“Sexy? Not work clothes?”

“No, I couldn’t wear a baby doll to work, could I?”

“Did he help you pick it?”

Angelina shivered. “No, he asked which drawer I kept my lacy, racy stuff in, and he went through them and pulled out a red teddy and matching panties. So thin they were virtually transparent.”

“And what were you wearing at the time?”

“Just my stockings.”

“Oo… Sounds nice. Bet he was getting hard again.”

“Stop it.”

“What happened then?” Tia paused and then snapped her fingers. “I’ve got a better idea.”

“What?”

“Don’t tell me. Show me.”

“What do you mean to show you?”

“Come on, let’s go upstairs, and you can put the same things back on and then show me what happened that’s got you so muddled up.”

“It’s in the wash.”

“Come on. Don’t give me that. I know my Angelina. I bet you any amount, you washed it as soon as they left. Washed, dried, and back in the drawer. You’re way too neat to leave dirty lace frippery lying around. If you could, you’d do laundry twice a day.”

Angelina just frowned but sighed and nodded in an admission Tia was right. The red baby doll and panty set from the day before were indeed laundered and put away.

“Right, come on. Let’s get you dressed up.” She giggled. “Or is that undressed down? Anyway, let’s get you changed and then you can show me what happened. This is going to be so much fun.”

“For you, maybe.”

Without another word, Tia got to her feet and crossed to the bottom of the stairs. Once there, she beckoned for Angelina to follow, then started up the stairs without waiting to make sure Angelina was following. With an exaggerated sigh, one she knew her friend couldn’t hear, Angelina stood and slowly followed her.

About halfway up the stairs, she heard Tia call out. “Which drawer?”

“You are not going through my lingerie.”

She heard a chuckle, and then Tia spoke again. “Don’t worry, found it. You’ve got some seriously sexy stuff here!”

“Tia!”

“Chill, sweetie. Just jerking your chain.”

As Angelina entered the bedroom, Tia was sitting on the end of the bed, quietly giggling. There were no drawers open. The room was exactly the same as Angelina had left it earlier.

“Gotcha!”

“Bitch!” Angelina glared at her, but Tia was completely unmoved.

“Now, red lace confection?”

She shook her head and took a deep breath before opening the drawer and pulling the two scraps of lace out. Since she’d only just laundered them, they were on top.

Tia squealed in delight. “I was right. You do have some seriously sexy stuff, even if I’ve never seen you in any of it. That’s freaking gorgeous, girlfriend. Now, come on, lose those clothes. I want to see you clad in transparent red!”

“I thought as much.”

“What?”

“That you wanted to see me in them rather than me put them on to help me process yesterday.”

“Hey, can I help it if my bestie is fucking gorgeous? Or should that be gorgeously fuckable?”

Angelina blushed, unable to control the response. She stood there for a few seconds, wringing the red lace in her hands in indecision. She didn’t really want Tia to get any ideas, but she did need her friend to help her. The idea of getting dressed as she had been for Patrick the day before did make some kind of logical sense.

“I’m not doing the stockings thing.”

“That’s okay. That’s more of a boy thing, anyway. Not my bag. I’ll settle for what you’ve got in your hands. As long as you match them with a nice pair of heels. Heels are good.”

Holding up the red lingerie, Angelina waved it. “Some privacy, if you don’t mind?”

“Why? I’ve seen you naked loads of times, all those gym showers at high school. That’s not counting last Friday night, of course. We’re friends, so why would you need privacy? Hell, I’ve seen your tits more times than I can count when we’ve been trying on clothes. Think of this as one of those times. If it helps, I can get naked too.”

“Thank you, no.”

“Okay, I’ll just perch here. Get them off, girlfriend. Let’s see how you looked yesterday in those scraps of thin lace. I’m pretty certain you looked sensational.”

Angelina glared, then sighed. When Tia was in this kind of mood, she was implacable. Before Tia arrived, she’d grabbed a shower and then dressed casually, not expecting anyone, including her best friend, to see her exposed in any way. As a result, the plain T-shirt covered a utilitarian bra, not a sexy one. She hadn’t even matched her underwear to her bra. The soft shorts had an elastic waist, so she could push them down easily enough.

Taking a deep breath, she whipped the T-shirt over her head, then reached behind her back to unclip the bra. As that slithered down her arms, she started to bring her hands up to cover her breasts, then stopped herself. There was no point. Tia had the right of it. They had seen each other naked far more times than she could count. Any modesty would be false. She grabbed the baby doll and pulled it up over her shoulders, then tied the bow in between her breasts. It seemed to look even more obscene today than it had yesterday. Then, though, her nipples had been hard. Tonight, at least, they were still flat. She glanced down again and bit her lip. Her nipples had been flat, but, as always, they had a mind of their own and had been busy hardening as she tied the bow.

“I was right. That is sensational. Sexy as all fuck.”

“Stop it.”

Pushing the shorts down, she heard Tia giggle at the sight of her utilitarian underwear. She shot her friend a dark look, but Tia just grinned. She half-turned away from her friend, placing herself in profile as she slid the panties down her legs and stepped out of them. Pulling the thin red pair up her legs, she snugged them into place and tried not to blush as she turned back to face Tia.

“You are a vision, girl, an absolute vision.” Her voice dropped an octave and developed a husky tone. “Come here, sweetie.”

“I don’t think so, no.” Angelina shivered, knowing exactly what Tia’s tone meant.

“Is that all you had on?”

She shook her head. “No, he got me to wear my silk robe over the top but not belted up.”

“Oo… Sounds like that would look hot. Go on, what are you waiting for? Put it on. Show me.”

There was little point in glaring at Tia. She wasn’t reacting to those kinds of looks. If anything, her friend looked a little flushed, and she hoped that wasn’t because seeing her dressed like this was turning Tia on.

Still, the robe would cover her better than the translucent lace would, so she grabbed it off the hook. Another shudder ran through her as she realized her movements pretty much mirrored what had happened the day before.

“Why didn’t he let you belt it up?”

Angelina could feel the heat rising to her cheeks, but she knew how persistent Tia could be. Besides, she had to be told if she was going to help Angelina process what had happened. “Because he appropriated the belt for a different use.”

“What?”

“He tied my hands behind my back with the belt.”

“Kinky shit! Why didn’t he use the handcuffs?”

“Because I wouldn’t tell him where they were.”

“You mean he didn’t look in the drawer under the bed.”

“How did you know? Never mind.” Just too late, Angelina realized Tia had just tricked her into revealing where she’d stored the bondage gear Paul had pushed her into buying.

“Well, for tonight, I think the handcuffs are a better idea.”

“He tied a knot I could undo.”

“I’m not that good with knots, so cuffs it is. Safer that way. Don’t forget they’ve got a quick release button, so you can get out of them if you want to.”

“I want to.”

“No, sweetie. I don’t think you do. Tia gave her an appraising look. In a flash, Tia was off the bed, around to the side, and pulling the drawer open. “Good job, you didn’t let him see this lot, or you’d have been tied to the bed for the rest of the day. Probably with the butt plug up your ass.”

Angelina contented herself with a glare. She couldn’t think of anything else to say as Tia pulled the handcuffs from the drawer and rose to her feet. There was a certain implacable nature about the way she stalked across the room toward Angelina.

“Turn around, sweetie. You’re my prisoner now. Time to put you in handcuffs for your own safety.” As Angelina turned, Tia stepped right behind her. “Not really for your safety. More for our mutual pleasure.” Angelina let out a gasp. It was obvious the way she was dressed or undressed. Depending on how you looked at it, Tia was definitely interested in carrying on where they’d left off last Friday.

She didn’t really resist as Tia grabbed hold of her hands, brought them around behind her back, and snapped the handcuffs on. Almost as an afterthought, she grabbed the belt of the robe and pulled it out of the loops, tossing it onto the bed.

“Right, so this is our approximation of how your boss prepared you for his colleague. What happened next? Did he call for the guy to come upstairs?”

“No.”

“No? What then?”

“He took me back downstairs like this.”

“You need a pair of heels on first, though, don’t you?”

“I guess.”

She wasn’t surprised that Tia knew which wardrobe door to slide open to reveal Angelina’s shoe collection. There again, when they’d disposed of Bryce’s clothes, Tia had been the one to help her rearrange the wardrobes.

“This pair would be perfect, but I suspect you’d break your neck trying to walk down the stairs without holding on.” Tia held up the highest pair of platform heels Angelina possessed.

“Not putting those on.”

“Too dangerous, sweetie, much too dangerous. Would not like to explain to the EMTs why you were wearing sexy lingerie and platform heels with handcuffs. Not something that could be explained away.”

Angelina shuddered and went to point to the pair of black heels in the corner, then mentally cursed because, with her hands cuffed, she couldn’t point. Instead, she nodded toward them. “The black pair in the corner.”

“Good pick. Good pick, if a little conservative, but for the walk downstairs, they make sense. Were they the pair you wore yesterday?”

They weren’t. The pair Jackson had got her to wear was a little higher. She didn’t want to encourage Tia in any way. “Yes.”

“Good, they’ll do.”

Grabbing the shoes from the open wardrobe, Tia slid the door shut and then turned back to Angelina.

“I think you need to sit down for me to put them on you. Can’t see you managing them yourself.”

“I guess.”

While her friend had been busy, Angelina had been feeling the surface of the cuffs behind her back. After a few moments of gentle exploration, she’d found a raised bump. As she sat down and Tia knelt to put the shoes on her bare feet, Angelina pressed the button she’d found. There was an audible click, and the cuff undid. Bringing her hands around in front, she found Tia looking up at her.

“And there was me about to put your shoes on for you, and you worked out how to do it for yourself. Sweetie, I was going to show you how to do that once I’d got you back upright.”

Seeing as Angelina knew Tia knew she was ticklish on her feet, she expected her friend to tickle her. Tia, instead, avoided the temptation and quickly buckled the shoes around her ankles.

“There, now let’s get those cuffs fastened again. Don’t undo them again unless you’re in distress. Remember, you want to make sense of what you allowed to happen. Okay?”

Angelina nodded and obediently put her hands behind her back as she stood up. The sound of the cuffs fastening around her free wrist once more sounded loud to her ears.

“What was the name of the guy downstairs?”

“Patrick.”

Tia led her toward the bedroom door, keeping hold of her arm but not gripping too tightly.

“Did your boss call him to come to the bottom of the stairs so he could watch his delectable prize descend the stairs in her glorious scanties?”

“No, he just led me down, and Patrick didn’t look up until I was already down.”

“So I won’t pretend to call him. Pity, I could have gone one better and called Brent to come around. He only lives ten minutes away. I bet he’d have loved to see you like this.”

Angelina shuddered, her entire body shaking. “Stop it!”

Tia just chuckled and, keeping hold of her to help her to balance, led her down the stairs.

“So, when he got you down here, what happened next?”

“Patrick had been looking at his phone. I guess we made a noise, and he looked up. He did a classic double take.”

“So he liked what he saw?”

“I’m sure he did. When he rose to his feet, he had quite a bulge showing in the front of his pants.”

Tia giggled. “A girl always likes to be appreciated. So, how turned on were you?”

Angelina shrugged. “A little, I guess. No, quite a lot, really. There was the residual glow from the three orgasms my boss had given me. The arousal from the exposure in this outfit and appreciation of his reaction. Couple that with anticipation of what he expected to be doing to me and the unknown element of the fact I was tied up… I guess quite a lot.” She was finding answering Tia’s questions easier than she had done earlier. There was definitely less embarrassment.

Tia brushed up close to her and whispered in her ear. “So, more turned on than you are now?”

“Well, doh!”

“I can always do something about that, you know. You’re pretty helpless.”

“I know how to undo these cuffs.”

“Ah, but when I refastened them, I clicked the safety off, so now your release button doesn’t work unless you also hold the safety trigger in. Seeing as you can’t reach that, even if you knew where it was…”

“Tia!”

Her friend chuckled and breathed an answer in her ear. “Joking, sweetie, joking. You should see how your body reacted to the idea you were completely at my mercy. You were trembling, and your nipples hardened even further. Makes them eminently suckable, you know.”

Angelina shook her head, but it was clear Tia was taking this somewhere other than a recital of what had happened, maybe even reenacting the day before’s activity. She shivered again, and Tia softly laughed.

“So what happened next?”

Angelina bit her lip. “There was a bit of banter as they discussed three options. Whether Patrick was going to let me walk back upstairs on my own or take me back up there.”

“That’s two.”

“The third option was for Patrick to do as he wanted with me right there. I think my boss suggested he could bend me over the arm of the couch and just fuck me. With him watching, of course.”

Angelina could see Tia was trembling at that answer. Obviously, she was turned on by that idea. She didn’t need to be told Tia wanted them to choose the third option. There again, she’d already given her several clues that she hadn’t been taken back upstairs to bed by the guy from head office.

“So, he kept you down here?”

Angelina nodded.

“And what did you say?”

She bit her lip again. “Nothing.” After a couple of seconds, she decided to elaborate. “I guess I went passive again. Let them talk about me but not joining in the conversation.”

“Well, at least you weren’t screaming the place down. I suppose with you so turned on, with obvious signs of arousal, they took your silence as acceptance.”

“I guess.”

Tia stepped back to stand right next to her. Almost as an afterthought, her hand dropped behind Angelina’s back as she checked the cuffs were still fastened. From there, it was only a short distance for her hand to wander onto Angelina’s butt. She shuddered at the contact and tried to calm her breathing.

Tia’s hand started to smooth tiny circles over the ass cheek under her palm. Angelina tried not to think about the intimate nature of the touch from her friend.

“So did he?”

“Did he what?”

“Bend you over the arm of the couch and fuck you?”

Angelina shook her head.

“So what did he do? Come on, this is the interesting part.”

She glared at her friend, but talking this thing through had been her idea, something she needed. It appeared there would end up being a price for this conversation.

* * * *

Patrick approached, his mouth open in a wide grin. His tongue extended, and he licked his lips as his gaze swept up and down my scantily clad body. My legs trembled as he took hold of my arm and guided me toward the couch. A moment earlier, my boss had suggested Patrick should bend me over the arm of the couch and fuck me. It appeared he was going to do exactly that. The trembling increased, my legs feeling weak, but somehow, I didn’t muster up any objection. With my hands secured behind my back, I couldn’t stop him.

My mind was occupied, too, with the thoughts of what would happen after Patrick had taken me. After all, my boss was right there and watching every move. Seeing his colleague fuck me would no doubt provide enough stimulation to revive him. Once Patrick had fucked me, then my boss would, no doubt, fuck me again. Whether or not Patrick would then do so for a second time was down to timing rather than anything else. He had a flight to catch. He couldn’t exactly plead he was too busy to catch his plane. Well, if he did, he couldn’t tell the company why, could he?

Suddenly, I realized Patrick had led me past the end of the couch and was twisting me, so I sat down in the middle. There wasn’t anything I could do to stop him as he gave me a gentle push, and the back of my legs hit the edge of the couch, and I overbalanced. I didn’t sit down too heavily. Patrick made sure of that, but sit down, I did. Within a second, he was sitting next to me, pulling me close to him as his mouth descended on mine. It was obvious the chance for me to remonstrate this treatment had gone. I could hardly complain through the kiss.

I did open my mouth to say something, but that simply presented Patrick’s tongue with an entry point. His kiss rapidly increased in fervor, and his tongue pushed against mine, plundering my mouth. He had one arm around my shoulders, holding me close. That just left his other hand free to drop down and caress my chest. He moved from one breast to the other and then slid down over the thin baby doll to smooth over my stomach. I couldn’t help the moan that bubbled up in the back of my throat as his hand slid over the front of my panties, pressing against my mound. Then his fingers dipped lower, finding the top of my slit. I couldn’t help it. My legs spread apart, giving him access.

That mute surrender was all he needed. Of course, with my hands tied together behind my back, I couldn’t stop him, but the mute supplication of opening my legs was unambiguous consent. I’d set out earlier this morning to allow both men to fuck me. One had, and now it was the turn of the other.

Mister Jackson had moved too, no longer standing in front of the stairs. As I glanced past Patrick, I saw him sit down in the easy chair opposite the couch. Despite my earlier inclination, it appeared he would watch from a literal ringside seat.

Not that I had time to think too much about him, Patrick dragged the gusset of my panties to the side and pushed a finger into my already wet channel. Of course, I was wet. I’d just cum three times upstairs, and I’d had to deal with the anticipation and exposure as Jackson had led me downstairs. On top of that, Patrick’s manipulation of my body had added to that arousal.

“Fuck she’s hot for this.”

“Properly little firecracker. Keep fingering her, and she’ll go off like a bottle rocket.”

I whimpered, noticing how they were still talking about me as an object. I wasn’t sure what to do about that, and I was caught in two minds about whether I wanted to. Yes, it was humiliating to be talked about, but at the same time, it was seriously hot.

Patrick needed no further encouragement as he stopped kissing me, and his head lowered as he started to watch what he was doing with my now exposed pussy. His finger sawed in and out, and my hips started to churn. Almost as an afterthought, he brought his other arm from around my back and brushed the two halves of my unfastened robe to the sides. The baby doll was now fully exposed from the front, and since it was so thin, so were my breasts. He started to fondle one breast and then the other as he added a second finger to what he was doing to my slit.

It didn’t take him long. My mind was imagining all sorts of scenarios that would follow on from his ministrations. As a result, I was putty in his hands. My hips churned and bucked against the rapid thrusting of his fingers. Then he held still with his fingers buried inside me. One finger curled against my G-spot, and I was lost at that very moment. I don’t think I screamed as I came, but I wasn’t far off. I was certainly noisy.

“Told you. Now fuck her.”

Patrick didn’t give me time to come down from the climax. He slid off the couch and shuffled in front of me. Through orgasm-drowned eyes, I saw him grab my legs and lift them up onto his shoulders. I slid forward, unable to control my own movements, not with my hands still tied behind me. As he reared up, I found myself looking straight at his rampant cock. Christ, I hadn’t even seen him undo his fly! He pushed forward, his cock aiming directly at my opening. There was nothing I could do, nothing I wanted to do to stop him as he pushed into me. He reached around my legs, grabbed the lace between my breasts, and pulled the bow apart. Tossing the two halves to the sides, he bared my breasts even before he slid all the way into my wet and willing channel. My hips bucked as I tried to match his thrust.

By the time he’d thrust four or five times, my body was reveling in it. Another few seconds and I came again. Although this orgasm was a little less intense, but it was still a good one.

I guess the sounds echoing down from upstairs, the anticipation, and then the eroticism of having me entirely at his mercy was enough to overwhelm him. Making me cum twice in quick succession like that had to have been the cherry on the icing on the cake. Anyway, he wasn’t going too last.

After another couple of thrusts, raggedly timed and erratic, he suddenly pulled out. I looked down my body, or rather looked up at it as my butt was higher than my head, just in time to watch the hole in the tip of his cock dilate. His cum spat out in a strong rope, connecting the tip of my slit up onto my belly and from there onto the underside of my breast. For the second time in not very long, I had a guy cumming on my stomach and breasts. It was no less yucky the second time than it had been the first. Not as unpleasant as I’d expected, but not nice either.

* * * *

“So, what happened then? Did your boss fuck you again?”

Angelina sighed but, after a moment, answered her friend. “I thought he was going to. He certainly looked like he was hard enough to. To be honest, I wouldn’t have objected. I’d had five orgasms, and I was sure if he fucked me again, I’d cum at least once more. However, when he rose to his feet, he grabbed a box of tissues and tossed them to Patrick, who had reeled away and sat down on the floor. As Patrick cleaned his mess off my body, Mister Jackson sat me up and undid the improvised restraint. As I rubbed my aching wrists and glared up at him, Patrick tucked himself away and did his fly back up.”

“Two minutes later, Jackson made a call to the office, letting them know he was taking me home as I’d eaten something that had violently disagreed with me. Two minutes after he ended the call, he was waving goodbye and pushing Patrick out of the door. They’d pulled off my driveway and powered up the road before I realized Patrick hadn’t spoken to me once since I’d come downstairs in this frippery. Yes, he’d talked about me, but not to me.”

“Leaving you sprawled there?”

Angelina nodded.

“I’d have loved to see that. Your clothes in disarray and a satisfied grin on your lips.”

“Satisfied grin?”

“Doh! Five orgasms, girlfriend. Yeah, you’d have been grinning.” She giggled as she stepped closer. “Either that or pouting because he just denied you even more.”

Angelina shivered and then felt Tia gently grasp her arm and start to pull her forward.

“What…?”

“Shush.”

“No, what are you doing…?”

By now, they’d arrived in front of the couch, and Tia was turning her so her back was to the furniture. Angelina realized her friend was about to sit her down right where things had happened the day before. Before she could react, though, Tia gave her the slightest push. It was enough for her, just as it had been yesterday, to overbalance and sit down.

“There we go.”

“Tia…!”

Her friend wasn’t giving her time to finish her sentences. Spinning on her heel, Tia dropped to the couch to sit next to her. In an exact deja vu from the day before, although this time it was another woman, Tia’s arm stole along the back of the couch, and her hand captured Angelina’s shoulder, pulling her toward her friend. She turned her head to protest, but that just put her lips in range as Tia pressed her own against them in a soft but still deep kiss.

With her hands cuffed behind her back, Angelina couldn’t struggle hard enough to break free of her friend’s embrace. Unlike the day before, Tia’s free hand didn’t find and cup her breast or isolate her nipple. Instead, Tia caressed the side of her face, stroking her cheek as she continued to kiss. With her friend’s lips murmuring against her own, Angelina could feel her body starting to respond. She resolutely kept her lips closed, knowing that opening them to protest would only provide Tia with the entry point for her tongue. She already knew how good a kisser her friend was.

It was obvious Tia intended to seduce her right here, right now. She ruefully admitted to herself that had been obvious ever since Tia had proposed the dress up, or was that dress down? She’d gone along, knowing, if not admitting, her friend’s obvious intentions. For the second time in twenty-four hours, another person would be exploring and, indeed, ravishing her restrained body. She whimpered deep in her throat, and Tia’s hand dropped from her face to gently caress her neck. That hand was clearly going in one direction.

Since exposure had been working its effect on her, her body responded to the gentle touches. Talking about the events of the day before had also heightened her sensitivity, and she had to admit, it turned her on.

Tia let her come up for air, and she opened her eyes to see her friend staring at her from only a couple of inches away. When Tia spoke, her voice seemed to have dropped an octave, evidence her friend was turned on, too.

“You know where this is going, right?”

Angelina mutely nodded.

“So, if I remove the cuffs to take the robe off, you’ll let me put them back on?”

“No.”

Tia cupped her breast, squeezing until Angelina gasped.

“Don’t kid a kidder. You’ll let me refasten them?”

“Why? What are you going to do?”

Tia giggled. “What do you think? I’m going to ravish my best friend until she begs me to give her her sixth orgasm of the evening.”

Angelina stared at her with wide eyes and shook her head. The hand cupping her breast slid lower, ending up on her thigh. She knew Tia could feel her leg trembling under her hand.

“Methinks you protesteth too much.”

Angelina could do nothing other than giggle at the obscene parody of Tia’s mispronunciation of a Shakespearean quotation.

Tia urged Angelina to sit forward, then reached down and undid the cuffs. For a brief moment, as Tia pulled her robe back off her shoulders, exposing the whole front of the baby doll, Angelina thought about putting up a fight. Then the robe was sliding down her arms, and Tia gently tugged it clear of her arms.

“Lift your butt, sweetie, don’t want to make you launder this too.”

Angelina blushed at the implication that her juices would potentially soak into and stain the silk of the robe. She whimpered but did as she was asked, feeling Tia slide the silk robe out from underneath her before tossing it away. She wasn’t quite sure why she left her hands behind her back, but she didn’t struggle as Tia closed the cuff around her free wrist and ratcheted it tight.

“There we go, that’s better. You look so fucking adorable.” Tia giggled. “Or should that be so adorably fuckable?”

Angelina turned her head to frown at her friend, but Tia was right there, and their lips met before Angelina could utter her feeble protest. Tia’s arm again went around her shoulder, but this time, she pulled her closer, leaning over against her friend.

This time, the kiss was more intense, and Angelina could feel Tia’s tongue flick out to lick at her lips. She twisted in the solid grip around her shoulder but couldn’t free herself. After a moment, she stopped struggling and gave in to the inevitable. As she relaxed back against Tia’s arm, she let her lips part, and Tia’s tongue pushed inside her mouth. She murmured around the intruding tongue, but her own met Tia’s, and the dance began.

Tia’s free hand wasn’t idle either, dropping down over Agnelina’s stomach to land on her thigh once more. As Tia had pulled her toward her own body, Angelina’s legs had parted. Now, Tia’s hand slid down onto her inner thigh and gently pushed at her left leg. Angelina knew what her friend wanted but didn’t resist as she allowed Tia to push her legs apart. Tia’s hand slid higher up the soft, sensitive skin of her inner thigh, and she moaned into the kiss.

The hand that had been clasping her shoulder now moved, sliding around onto uncontested territory and dropping onto her left breast. It took Tia only a second to isolate and pinch her distended nipple. Angelina grunted and arched her back as signals flared through her nervous system.

Deep down, she knew she could open the cuffs herself and put an end to this. She could, even if she wanted, open the cuffs and respond to her friend. She did neither, remaining passive, even though she knew Tia considered passivity to be her problem, and let Tia continue to plunder her scantily clad body.

Tia broke the kiss and rested her forehead against Angelina’s. She let go of Angelina’s nipple while her other hand pushed higher up the inside of her thigh. Knowing what her friend wanted, Angelina let her legs relax further apart, opening herself up to Tia’s exploring hand. She let out a moan of pure passion as Tia’s fingers stroked higher toward the ultimate prize. Tia smiled into her eyes.

“Ready for the first one?”

“The only one.” Even as she said it, Angelina didn’t fully believe herself, didn’t believe she’d be able to resist her friend’s further depredations. In any case, her voice lacked conviction, and she could hear that in her own words.

Without further conversation, Tia slid her hand all the way up, her fingers resting against Angelina’s panty-clad slit. The lace netting was so thin it didn’t really feel like a barrier that protected anything. Angelina shuddered and spread her legs further apart, lifting her left leg so her foot was on the couch so she could open even further.

“Good girl.”

Tia pulled her further around so she was reclining back against her friend. Looking down, she could see Tia gently rubbing her mound, the edge of her finger slicing against her increasingly wet slit. Leaning back like this enabled Tia to bring her other hand back into play, cupping first one breast and then sliding over to the other.

One at a time, maybe, but both nipples were getting the same stimulation. Her nipples seemed connected directly to her clit, and the nerve impulses were firing on overload. She moaned and thrust her pelvis up in a vain attempt to capture Tia’s gently probing fingers. Tia chuckled and reduced the pressure, eliciting a groan and pout from her.

Angelina’s breath caught in her throat as Tia eased the gusset of her panties to the side and started to work on her naked slit. This time, when she thrust her hips up, Tia didn’t withdraw. Rather, she doubled down and slid a finger inside her outer lips. This time, the moan was one of pure pleasure. She couldn’t keep her hips still as Tia continued to plunder her body, her movements becoming more and more ragged as her body hurtled toward the cliff edge.

Tia squeezed her left nipple and then twisted it as hard as she could. Angelina’s back arched, and a cry burst from her lips. A moment later, Tia thrust two fingers into her friend and twisted them as she wriggled them inside the hot and wet channel.

Angelina came with another cry, her body stiffening and then shaking as the orgasm crested deep inside her. Tia held still and let the pleasure wash through Angelina’s body. It took several long seconds before Angelina felt competent again.

“Enough.”

“No baby cheeks, nowhere near enough. You had five yesterday. Today, you get six.”

Six?” it came out as a squeak. Tia didn’t respond. She just pulled her fingers clear and, brought them up to Angelina’s face, and wiped the moisture across Angelina’s lips. The smell triggered her senses, and she opened her mouth to complain. Tia was ready for that and simply thrust her wet fingers into Angelina’s mouth. She could do nothing other than taste herself. Tia’s other hand was busy, too, easing the bow undone between Angelina’s breasts and then throwing the two sides of the baby doll open to expose her breasts.

Angelina whimpered in apparent distress. Protests, though, died unbidden on her lips as, once more, Tia returned her attention to her breasts. She toyed and twisted at her nipples, dragging them up and stretching them before relenting and slowing her caresses down to a more gentle pace. One hand left its hold and dropped lower over Angelina’s stomach, then slid under the elastic of the wispy panties and from there down over her mound.

* * * *

As the final throes of her third orgasm of the evening started to subside, Angelina pulled her shattered mental processes together and struggled to sit up. Her legs trembled and shook, and her breathing was more than just labored. It took her two attempts, hampered as she was by the way Tia had cuffed her hands behind her. Tia didn’t move for several seconds, then recognizing what she thought was her friend’s distress, she helped her sit upright.

Her friend’s hand was soaking wet from where it had been buried between Angelina’s legs. As Tia pushed her upright, that wetness transferred to Angelina’s shoulder, and she shuddered in a mixture of distress and arousal that threatened to overwhelm her.

Somehow, she managed to twist her wrist so her finger could locate the quick-release button. The cuff around her left wrist sprang open, and she groaned as she brought her hands around in front of her, the cuff dangling from her right wrist. She clicked that button, too, and heard the cuffs jangle as they fell away to the floor next to the couch. She massaged her wrists and twisted to glare back over her shoulder at her friend.

“Are you okay, sweetie? I know you enjoyed that.” Although she wasn’t actually grinning, Tia’s voice betrayed her inner feelings. She was enjoying herself by tormenting Angelina.

Angelina knew she needed to do something. There’d been a lot of truth behind Tia’s description of her being passive. Maybe now would be the time to change that and change it in a way Tia couldn’t help but enjoy herself.

Without giving Tia any chance to react, Angelina curled her legs up, twisted around, and found herself facing her friend. Her legs were bent a bit awkwardly, but she kicked them out and then leaned forward. Tia’s grin slid away as she lunged forward, planting her lips directly on Tia’s. Nothing was said before she initiated the kiss, and nothing could now be said. Angelina opened her mouth, extended her tongue, and licked at Tia’s closed lips. Her friend responded, and she, too, opened up, allowing Angelina’s tongue to find her own. Under the pressure of her lips, Angelina could feel her friend beginning to smile again. At the very least, she wasn’t objecting to the tables being turned on her.

Her hands moved, too, straight into the gap between their bodies. Tia was still in her work clothes, so the button-front blouse was no real barrier as Angelina plucked the buttons undone. She didn’t move too hurriedly but rather moved deliberately from one button to the next. Tia had the chance to break the kiss and object, but her friend didn’t do that. In fact, it was Angelina who broke the kiss, panting for air as she rested her forehead against Tia. Pushing the blouse open, she exposed Tia’s bra-encased breasts and cast her gaze down to take in the expanse of cleavage she’d just exposed.

Tia chuckled softly. “Like what you see, sweetie?”

Angelina snorted her reply. “Not manly enough for me, but it’ll do.2 Her giggle filled the room for a moment. “When in Rome, and all that…”

She didn’t utter another word, and her hands rose to the top of the cups of Tia’s bra and jerked the soft fabric down. Tia gasped, then let out a low, earthy moan as her nipples popped clear of the enclosing garment. Those nipples were as hard as Angelina’s own exposed ones. In front of her eyes, they hardened further on contact with the cooler air from the air-conditioning. She pushed Tia back so she was reclining against the arm of the couch and dipped her head, capturing one of the succulent nubs in her mouth. She bit down, eliciting another deep moan from her friend. With Tia’s breasts exposed, Angelina could move her hands lower. Tia even lifted her butt a little, arching her back to allow her to push her tight skirt up underneath her ass. Once it was out of the way, the front of Tia’s panties was exposed, and Angelina rubbed one hand up and down the furrow in the front, increasing the camel toe.

Tia bucked against her fingers, desperate for Angelina to plunge them inside. She let go of the nipple she’d been tormenting.

“I’m going to tease you the way you teased me. Just be glad I’m not using the cuffs on you.”

Tia chuckled, her hips refusing to lie still as Angelina continued to rub her pussy. “I wouldn’t object if you wanted to.”

Angelina looked up into her friend’s face, noticing the hooded lust apparent in her eyes.

“Maybe another time.”

“Oh, so now you admit you like this enough to consider doing it again.”

Angelina snorted again. She could hear the gleeful amusement in her friend’s voice. ” Don’t count chickens.”

Pushing against the thin fabric covering Tia’s slit, she felt the moisture seeping into the material. She pushed harder still, her finger slipping between the outer lips. She shuddered at the sensation but didn’t let up the pressure. Tia’s hips churned against her hand as she moaned. Lowering her face again, she sucked the other nipple between her teeth and nipped it hard.

“Fuck!”

Tia’s hips bucked rather than writhed, and Angelina felt the pussy clap down on the tip of her finger. She hadn’t even had a chance to insert more than that before Tia climaxed.

Letting go of the breast in front of her, she withdrew her finger and watched Tia’s face as her friend slowly came back down to Earth.

Tia pouted at her. “Sneaky!”

“Hardly. You wanted me to be less passive, so…” she paused for effect. “…less passive.”

Tia nodded her head, still struggling to catch her breath.

“Mind you…”

“What?” Angelina frowned but couldn’t prevent the glare from morphing into a smile.

“I think you should meet Claire.”

“Who’s Claire?”

“A friend of mine. Someone I met while you were off at college.”

“And what would what would another woman want with what we just did?”

Tia didn’t answer, and Angelina felt her blush rising. “Never mind. I just worked it out. She’s gay, right?”

“Hey? She can’t help it.”

“I wasn’t being critical.”

“I just think you’d benefit from an encounter with a real lesbian rather than the lipstick variety like me. I might be bisexual, but Claire is practiced enough to take you to the absolute heights.”

Angelina returned her hand to the junction of Tia’s legs, gently stroking the front of her underwear again. Now, the fabric was totally soaked with Tia’s juices. She suppressed a shudder and increased the pressure. Tia’s eyelids drooped again, and she drew in a shuddering breath. “Fuck, you’re good at that.”

“Thank you. I think that was a compliment.”

“Just imagine how it would feel.”

“How what would feel?” She could feel Tia’s outer lips starting to part as she increased the pressure. Unlike a couple of minutes earlier, Tia remained still, but she could sense her friend was starting to climb the hill once more. This time around, she left Tia’s breasts alone but noticed how her saliva still clung to the hardened nipples that crowned them.

“Yeah. You’d look good sprawled on your bed while Claire…” She trailed off.

Angelina thrust her finger deeper, dragging the lace panties deep inside her friend. Tia moaned, then continued.

“Actually, I can think of something she’d enjoy more.”

“Oh, what?”

“You tied to the four corners of the bed while we both ravish you.”

Angelina gasped and then shuddered. Tia moaned as the shudder communicated itself deep into her pussy via Angelina’s probing finger.

“I think you’d enjoy that experience.”

Angelina leaned in and ran her lips over Tia’s left nipple, eliciting a moan from her friend. “Actually, I can think of something even better for her.”

“What?”

“You tied to the four corners of the bed. However, you’d be lying on your stomach, with that butt plug shoved up your ass, with that rainbow tail attached.”

Tia’s body shook as the precursor of an orgasm, her second of the evening, ran through her.

“You have a nastier imagination than I thought you had.”

Angelina chuckled. “I think you’d look good like that. This Claire would definitely like that.”

Tia almost growled at her. “Find those cuffs. It’s my turn.”

“Your turn?”

“My turn to wear them, silly. Come on, sweetie, get me tied up… Please! I want to cum feeling helpless underneath you.”

Angelina shook her head. “No, no more toys. Not tonight.” She thrust her finger harder into her friend, twisting her wrist and wiggling her finger a little. Her pleading friend clearly wasn’t able to take much more. This orgasm wasn’t as powerful as the previous one, but it was obvious Tia had enjoyed it.

“Shower?”

Tia couldn’t speak for the moment but nodded her assent.

“Good, I’ll let you go first. You can sort out some coffee while I grab mine.”

Tia pouted. “Spoilsport.”

“No, just reminding you, we both have to go to work tomorrow. It’s already getting late. You can crash in the spare room.”

“As I said, spoilsport.”

“No, realist.”

“So shall I give Claire a call?”

“No, you will not. If you want to rut with your lesbian friend, you can do so in your own bed. Not where I’d have to change the bed and wash the laundry before I could go to bed.”

“I was thinking more of a threesome…”

“No.”

Tia suddenly grinned.

“In that case…”

“What?”

“We can tackle another of Paul’s list this weekend instead.”

“I’m not…”

“You’ll be fine. I know just the club with a perfect alley at the back for a nice quick knee trembler.”

Angelina sighed. “Why does the fact you know of such a place fail to surprise me?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about. None whatsoever.”

Angelina just gave her friend a level look, then shook her head. “Shower.”

“Yes, mistress.”

The End of Part Six


Angelinas Adventures – One Night

“Why did I let you talk me into this?”

Tia grinned. “Because you love me, really.”

“But…”

“But nothing, sweetie. You’re perfectly safe here.”

“Safe? Dressed like this?”

Angelina pulled at the hem of the silver sequined dress her friend had loaned to her. She took another couple of steps, then stopped to tug at the hem again. The scandalously short dress rode up with every step she took. It was already shorter than anything she had in her own wardrobe. It was so tight she couldn’t take a full step. It was almost hobbling her. Since it was tight, it rode up, and since it was already short, it rode up too far. Well, that was Angelina’s opinion.

“Safe, as in you’re not going to meet anyone you know. We’re two districts over. Nobody from your neighborhood or work will be coming here tonight.”

“You sure?”

“Absolutely.”

“So, how come you know about this place?”

“Because it’s my business to know about the places where a girl can come to get laid. Remember, that is why we’re here and why you’re dressed like that.”

“If you know this place, you’ll probably have arranged to meet guys you know.”

“God’s truth. No. I’ve got no guys in this game. Anyone you pick up will be a total stranger to both of us. On the off chance he’s not, then I’ll let you know. Promise.”

“This dress is indecent.”

Predictably, her friend thought something else entirely. “You look good enough to eat.”

“You are not eating me. Not tonight, not…”

“Don’t say ever, sweetie. You know that’s a threat you won’t be able to carry out. Now who was it who threatened to tie me, face down, to the four corners of the bed with a butt plug equipped with a tail up my ass?”

Of course, she’d timed her rather loud comment to perfection. The group of four guys walking past them at that moment stopped in midstride and did a classic double take. Tia’s simple black dress didn’t leave a lot to their imagination, but Angelina’s silver dress left even less.

Angelina glared at her friend but knew the look would bounce off. She turned her glare on the group of guys, hoping her savage stare would put them off.

“Hey, ladies, if you’re happy to bat for our team, come on in with us, and we’ll spare you the cover charge and stand you a couple of drinks in exchange for a couple of dances… each.”

Tia rolled her eyes. “What you mean is, a mixed-sex group doesn’t have to pay a cover charge, so you’ll get in free, too.”

“Can’t blame me for trying.”

“Didn’t say I was, but maybe a couple of drinks isn’t going to be enough.”

The spokesman of the group took a couple of steps closer. Angelina could now see more of him as he stepped into the glare of the streetlight. Although he was having a conversation with Tia, his eyes were all over her.

“You keep dancing with us. I promise you we’ll keep the drinks coming.”

Angelina had had enough practice with being undressed by a guy’s eyes. It wasn’t something she’d ever relished, but this guy was making her feel positively naked already. At least he looked pretty damned cute, and the three guys now backing him up looked almost as cute too. Tia was smiling past the talkative one, clearly making eyes at one of the others. They were splitting their attention between Tia and her, and the pressure of their gaze on her cleavage and her exposed long legs were firing up her blush reflex.

She swallowed hard. Given why they had come to this club, it appeared her choice of partner for the evening had already been made. Even before they got inside.

Tia broke the tableau. Moving past the first guy, she grabbed the arm of the darker-haired guy and smiled at him before turning her gaze back to Angelina.

“Come on, sweetie, let’s see if these guys are good movers… or if they need to be taught a lesson or just simply… dumped.”

The guy leaned down and planted a soft kiss on Tia’s cheek before speaking. “We can prance our way around the dancefloor. There again, I’ve never led a pony girl around the dancefloor. Don’t get dumped very often, either.”

Tia blushed, although Angelina knew her friend could fake such a reaction at will. She gave a nervous giggle and turned toward the club as the blonde-haired cutie took her arm. She’d gone barely two steps before the urge to tug her hem down once more became irresistible. This time, though, there were three guys and Tia behind her, and when they all chuckled, she knew they’d watched her. There seemed little point in glaring at them.

Another few steps and the urge was back. She could feel the hem of the sequined dress rising higher on her thighs. She knew she had to resist the urge to adjust it. As they approached the door of the nightclub, Angelina was relieved to see they were early enough for no line to have formed. As a result, the bouncer was smiling, and his gaze was roaming all over her. She didn’t think he was giving Tia much attention, but he’d clocked her as well.

Tia’s prediction about mixed groups proved accurate as the bouncer lowered the rope with a flourish and gestured for them to walk right in.

“Have a good evening, gentlemen, ladies.”

Angelina’s eyes were drawn to a poster just outside the door. A young woman making a hand signal, two phases, an open palm followed by a closed fist. She knew it was the signal for help needed. Obviously, this club prided itself on being safe. That was good to know. There again, she’d never had to use such a signal, and she doubted she would have to.

Once inside the club, they could feel as well as hear the bass thumping. There weren’t many people dancing yet, and her blonde companion gestured toward a free table quite close to the dance floor. Angelina grimaced when she realized it was a high table with stools. Although a bench seat might have permitted one of them, probably blondie, to get close, a high stool meant her short dress was going to be revealing even more. Not for the first time, she wanted to curse the fact she’d allowed Tia to talk her into borrowing such a short one.

The guy leaned close to her. “Drink?”

“Bud. Thanks.”

As she turned to look at him, she saw him smiling. “One Bud coming up, top on. See, we’re not barbarians, after all.”

Angelina nodded her thanks. He, at least, if not all of them, had worked out she was being cautious, not wanting an open-topped drink that could be spiked, or for that matter, mickeyed. She was pretty sure Tia would be asking for something similar. The last time she’d gone clubbing with Tia, the guys they’d been with had been men Tia had known and, therefore, trusted. Tonight, they’d both have to stick to beer.

The blonde guy had a quick conversation with one of the others, and the other guy headed for the bar. As soon as he was on his way, the alpha guy turned his attention back to her and pulled one of the stools out for her. She could see the other men’s attention was fixed on her. Rather, their attention was fixed on the leg show she couldn’t avoid providing as she climbed onto the stool in such a short dress. Even Tia was grinning at her and, of course, watching too.

She let her lips in a firm line and lifted one foot to the rug of the stool. She felt the hem of her dress slide an inch or more higher on her thigh. The sequins were harsher than softer fabrics, and as a result, that exacerbated the feel of the dress sliding on her skin. Trying to bring her knees close together, she lifted up, using one hand on the table for balance, and sat down. Glancing down, she could see the dress had risen even higher than she’d expected it to, and she was giving a serious leg show. Not just to the group she was with but right across the club. If it had been crowded, it would have helped conceal her. As she glanced around the club, she could see she’d attracted a lot of attention. She suppressed a whimper, locked her knees together, and quickly smoothed her hem down as far as it would go. Which wasn’t nearly far enough as she blushed.

“Bravo, sweetie.”

She hadn’t realized Tia had moved closer, but her friend was right behind her shoulder. She climbed onto the stool next to Angelina, and there was a lot of bravado in her performance. Her dress wasn’t as short and tight as Angelina’s and didn’t have the same propensity to ride up. Even so, she flashed the gap between her thighs, and Angelina was sure she caught a glimpse of black lace up between her legs. There again, with the dress being black, it might not have been actual underwear she saw. The guys were all crowded around, also enjoying the show.

“What did I miss?” The guy sent to the bar bustled up carrying six bottles of beer. All of them still had their tops on, which was a bit of a surprise. Still, they each took a bottle, and Tia expertly twisted the top off one before handing it to Angelina. It was a skill she’d never had to learn—Brice had been too much of a gentleman to ever let her open her own beer. This, though, was a different situation, and the only person she was certain she could trust was Tia. Well, trust to open a beer, that was. Anything else—she wasn’t so sure about. The blonde guy moved closer.

“My friends call me Baz.”

She smiled as brightly as she could. At least, this was a more conventional move. “Angelina.”

“Am I allowed to shorten it to Angel?”

“In a word, no. Nor are you allowed to come up with any corny lines involving Heaven.”

“Meaning you think you’ve heard them all before.”

She grinned. “Got it in one.”

“Which surprises me that I haven’t seen you slumming it down here before. I’d have thought it was too far to come.”

“Come, from where?” She inwardly winced. It was almost obvious what he was going to say next.

“In that dress from the first circle of Dante’s inferno.”

That was not what she’d expected. “Oh, I’m from Hell now?”

He shrugged. “You’re the one who told me I couldn’t mention Heaven. I can’t help it if I think you’re a stone fox she-devil.”

She shook her head as he chuckled.

“Okay, you got me.”

“Well, if I’ve got you, how about we head back outside just to prove I’ve got the horn for a devil?”

“I think that’s even cornier than the Heaven jokes.”

“Ignore Baz, he’s an idiot. I’m Jerome, by the way.”

“Hi, Jerome.”

“You are in no way a she-devil, more like a signed-up member of Gabriel’s choir. It doesn’t matter what you say. In my book, your name shortens to Angel.”

She glared at him but allowed her smile to reappear. “Not wearing my wings tonight.”

“That’s a pity. I was hoping you’d take us to the moon and back.”

Angelina knew she was blushing. “Both of you?”

He shrugged. “I’m sure Baz would tag along for the ride.”

The way he emphasized ride told her he had indeed meant either a threesome or one after the other.

“No wings, so the moon is out of the question.”

Baz leaned back in, closer this time, using a hand on her knee to steady himself. She let his hand lie there. “Ah, but if you’ve omitted your wings…”

Which I have.”

“Have you also omitted something else?”

She knew where he was going but couldn’t stop herself from asking the obvious question.

“Such as?”

“Your panties?”

She frowned at him but decided to play it coquettish. “A lady never tells.”

“A lady never goes commando. So, are you a lady?”

His hand gripped her knee and then slid a long way up her leg. The touch was delicate and gentle, but she knew his hand was there. She brought her hand down and stopped him, reaching the hem of the dress. As soon as her hand touched his, his hand stopped its upward movement. A moment later, she felt a touch on her other leg as Jerome joined in the physical side of the game. She now had two, essentially, strange men touching her at the same time. Her breathing quickened a little.

His hand wasn’t so high, so she ignored it. She couldn’t drop her hand to hold his because she was currently cradling her beer.

It appeared the four men had split into pairs, and from the quiet giggle behind her, she was sure Tia was enjoying the attention of the other two men. Turning her head, she saw one of the two lean in and plant a soft kiss on Tia’s cheek. To her amazement, Tia turned her head and captured the guy’s lips. A simple cheek peck quickly became a full-on, open-mouthed kiss. Angelina blushed and turned back to face the two men who’d paired off with her.

Hoping Baz had got the message, she took her hand off his and switched over to make sure Jerome got the same message. Baz turned out to be a fast enough learner because his hand didn’t move any higher. Jerome also got the message, and his hand remained below the hem of her too-short dress. Neither hand remained still, though, both tracing patterns on her legs. Gentle, soft pressure, nothing more, but enough to get her heating up. The noisy sounds of the passionate snog going on behind her were helping them in that respect. She glanced back again to see Tia was now kissing the other guy.

It was too much for Angelina. Despite the dance floor not being crowded yet, meaning there would be a lot of eyes on her and her partner, she jerked her head toward the dance floor.

“I seem to remember being promised some dances.”

“Then, by all means. I’d love to see the shapes you cut on the dance floor.” He grinned at her and offered his hand to help her down from the stool. She tried to move as gracefully yet as modestly as possible. From the way his eyeline dipped, she was sure he’d been looking to see just how much leg she’d be showing. Given the way his grin widened, she was sure it was more than she’d intended. She might have managed graceful, but she was sure she hadn’t managed modest.

Baz led her out onto the dance floor. She glanced back, seeing Tia was fully engaged in trying to kiss the face off the guy she’d attached lips with. Jerome, though, had followed them and stationed himself at the edge of the dance floor. He was watching intently. Angelina flushed a little at the sheer level of intensity apparent in his eyes.

As she started to dance to the beat, she kept her moves as gentle as she could. She knew making any sudden moves in this dress would instantly cause it to rise up her legs. It was something she was acutely aware of, and she knew to relax and enjoy the evening, she needed to become less self-conscious. Easier said than done.

Since she was dancing with Baz, who’d turned out to be a good mover, she had to copy his moves when he got a bit more energetic. She could see the gentle smile playing on his lips. Coupled with a twinkle in his eye, she knew it was deliberate. The faster, the further the dance moves, the higher the hem would ride. She either had to keep tugging it down or just go with it. At this moment, she hadn’t had enough to drink to lose the self-consciousness enough to do the latter.

They danced for a couple of tracks, and then she felt a presence behind her. She looked back to find Jerome was only inches behind her, his face well inside her personal space. “My turn, I think. Let this old reprobate have the rest he needs before I take him back to the care home.”

Baz snorted but stepped back, allowing her to turn to face Jerome. A moment later, she felt Baz step back again. She was now dancing as if she was the filling in a moving sandwich. Jerome wasn’t touching her from in front, and Baz was careful not to touch her from behind. Shwe knew the temptation for both of them was there, though. She knew, too, that the dress had ridden up again. At least, with them in front and behind her, there were fewer viewpoints from which other guys could observe her positively indecent display of leg.

Before she could do more than glare at Jerome for the situation he’d placed her in, the track came to an end, and the new track was a slow dance. There was no obvious escape route back to the table and her friend, so she simply stood still and waited for Jerome to put his arms around her. All the while, she gave him a level look, trying to convey she expected him to keep it clean. As his arms went around her waist, she lifted her arms and put them around his neck, then turned her face away so he couldn’t kiss her. She cradled her head against his chest and tried not to think about dancing close like this.

Baz then complicated everything once more by stepping in, putting his hands on her hips, and pressing his body against her ass. Jerome shifted his hands, moving them higher until he was hugging her close to his body. Where earlier she’d been the filling in a mobile sandwich, now she was the meat between two slices of pure muscle. She could feel their hard bodies touching her from her thighs up to her neck. She blushed at the sight she must be to anyone watching. She didn’t dare open her eyes to see exactly how many were watching.

The way their hands were never still just fed into her libido. She knew she couldn’t help it. She was getting turned on. Given why Tia had brought her here, to broaden her horizons, that wasn’t a bad thing. However, it was supposed to be, find a guy and have a no-strings-attached quickie. How the hell was she supposed to choose between these two? That’s assuming they’d let her choose and not want to take turns. She shivered and felt Jerome pull her tighter against himself in response. They were shuffling in a circle, not really dancing, and her breathing was getting faster. At the same time, Baz had slowly moved his hands from her hips around onto her ass. He was gently kneading her butt cheeks, and that, in itself, was getting her hotter too.

The music changed again, giving her a reprieve. The guys had no option other than to step away and give her a little space. She opened her eyes and orientated herself and then pointed towards the table. The guys simply formed up on each side of her and, each with an arm around her waist led her off the dance floor. She regained her seat, trying not to flash too much but not wanting to pull the hem down again.

Baz chuckled and said something to Jerome. She thought he said black, which made her blush again. If she was right about what she thought he’d said, then he’d seen her underwear as she climbed onto the stool.

Jerome disappeared up to the bar to replace the empty beers and returned a couple of minutes later. She took the proferred bottle with a nod of thanks and used the movement to glance down. The hem was a lot higher than she’d realized. She put the bottle on the table and then lifted up, smoothed her dress down below her butt, and then settled back again. It was a move she’d learned a long time ago but not one she’d needed to sue for quite some time, not since school, anyway. She hoped the guys weren’t watching, but they were both looking down at her legs. She bit her lip and tried to ignore the way their eyes were trying to devour her. Glancing back, she could see the other stools were empty as Tia and her two guys were heading to the dance floor. It appeared everyone had paired up for the evening. Well, should that be grouped as threes up for the night? She had no doubt in her mind that Tia would happily take the two guys on, even if it hadn’t been her plan. Could she do the same? Or was she going to turn one of these two away, blue-ball them? It didn’t seem fair, but she wasn’t sure she wanted them both. There again, she wasn’t sure she wanted either of them. Life was just so complicated.

The guys were nodding along to the beat, and all three sipped at their beers while Angelina tried to covertly watch her friend. It was blindingly obvious that Tia was happy to dance far more raunchily than she had herself. Her moves were blatant and sexual. When the music slowed, she willingly started to kiss one guy while the other one moved close behind her. Angelina shuddered, knowing she’d looked relatively obscene while her two partners had been dancing with her. There was nothing relative about Tia. She really did look obscene, and she was clearly relishing the attention her performance garnered. There had to be a dozen guys scattered around the edges of the dance floor, watching the trio, obviously hoping she’d blow one or both of them off, giving them a chance to cut in and, probably, score. She let out a low gasp. Had there been that many people watching her, too?

The gasp was accentuated as Baz dropped his hand to her leg once more. Jerome followed suit on the other side, both hands higher than before. Angelina drew in a deep, shuddering breath and took the decision not to push them off. Both seemed to respect her unspoken limit and didn’t try to reach under the hem of her dress, didn’t try to reach those black panties she’d inadvertently displayed. Baz leaned close so he could whisper into her ear. There were more people in the club now, and the DJ seemed to have turned the music louder.

“Want to dance again.”

She smiled. ”In a bit.”

“Or you could always do something else.”

“Such as?”

“Come over to the back wall there…” He nodded his head toward the back of the club. It was darker there, deliberately so. She knew what he was suggesting but asked anyway.

“And why would I do that?”

“Well, a lady like you wouldn’t want to be kissed and made out with, out where the lights are brighter and everyone can see.”

“So you expect me to walk over there with you to be made out with?”

“Oh, not just me.”

“Not just you?” She raised an eyebrow in question, but she knew the answer to that question, too.

“Jerome will come with us, of course.”

It was obvious they worked as a team and were looking forward to getting further with her as a team, too. The idea of them pinning her up against the wall while one kissed her, and they both ran their hands over her body filled her head. She bit down on a gasp and tried to control her breathing. This was getting hotter sooner than she’d allowed for.

There was a rustle of sounds from the other side of the table, and she glanced around to see a very flushed-looking Tia return to the table. Her two guys were closer to her than they had been. Glancing below the level of the table, she could see they both had their hands on her friend’s legs, much higher than Baz and Jerome had on hers. Fingers, not just fingertips, were underneath the hem of Tia’s dress.

She knew she needed to answer his question, and she didn’t want to disappoint them. Well, not until she’d made up her mind. They seemed nice guys, and if she turned them down, who knows what kind of shark, what kind of player, she’d end up with. Still, it might be better being just one guy, not the pair.

“I’m good, thanks.”

Baz took her answer in his stride and, seeing Tia and her two friends had reoccupied the table, and they wouldn’t lose it, he took his hand off her leg and grabbed her own. He gave a gentle tug and a nod toward the dance floor. She started to slide off the stool and then realized Jerome’s hand was still on her leg. As her feet reached the floor, Jerome had kept his hand at the same height. As a result, his fingers had slid under the edge of her skirt, almost to the top of her leg. At the same time, her hem had caught on his wrist and dragged all the way up. She wasn’t just showing more leg. She was showing her whole right leg and the bulk of her left leg, too.

She let out a startled squeal. Well, more of a squeak than a squeal, and frantically brushed Jerome’s hand away from her leg.

“Sorry. I didn’t know you were moving.”

Angelina glared at him but had to admit it had most likely been accidental. After all, the music was now loud enough that the conversation she’d had with Baz couldn’t have carried. She grimaced but nodded. At least he’d apologized. She glanced around to let Tia know she was moving and where she was going, only to find Tia and her two guys were almost convulsed with laughter. Obviously, the three had witnessed her wardrobe malfunction. Well, it was more of a handsy malfunction than a wardrobe one, but it was the same thing. She glared at Tia, but that was, as ever, water off a duck’s back.

She sniffed and grabbed Baz’s hand, and towed him onto the dance floor. She was determined to regain control of both the situation and her own roiling emotions. Glancing back, she saw Jerome was tagging along too, hanging back but accompanying them nonetheless.

The moment she stepped out onto the dance floor, she realized her mistake. The music had already switched to a slow number, and Baz simply turned her into his arms. This time, she didn’t get the chance to avert her face as she had with Jerome earlier. His lips found hers and murmured against her. She tried not to grimace, knowing he’d feel her expression.

For a few seconds, she kept her mouth still, not moving her lips against his. However, as he persisted, she let herself relax a little. At least his hands hadn’t dipped down onto her ass or gone anywhere other than her back. His fingers were toying with the top edge of the back of her dress as if he was feeling for a bra strap, but she was sure he already knew she wasn’t wearing one, not with this dress, at least.

Jerome arrived behind her as they completed half of a rotation, and immediately, she felt his hands on her waist. Well, she assumed it was Jerome, and it was unlikely to be anyone else. When Baz didn’t react, she knew it was his regular partner in crime. Baz’s lips parted, and his tongue flicked out, asking for entry. She tried not to think about how it felt to be dancing in a sandwich with two men while also kissing one of them. It felt too good. With a sigh, she opened her mouth and allowed her tongue to meet his. As the age-old dueling tongue dance began, she came to a sharp realization. She’d made her decision>S he wasn’t going to reject either of these guys. Quite how it would play out, she didn’t know, but several alternatives presented themselves in her mind. She kept her eyes closed and gave herself over to the kiss, even as Jerome pressed tighter against her ass while leaving room higher up for Baz to play with the naked skin of her back above the top of her dress.

Her breathing quickened once more, and she could feel the way her tightened nipples were scratching themselves against the inside of her sequined dress. She knew once Baz moved away, her nipples would be making pointed indentations in the front of her dress. Instead, he broke the kiss and dropped his lips to her neck as he moved his hands to her waist. Jerome, behind her, seemed to step back for a moment. Then Baz simply spun her around, and she was in Jerome’s arms, and he was kissing her before she had a chance to react. Baz closed behind her again, his hands going to her ass, while Jerome took hold of her back. Having four hands moving on her at the same time was something of a novelty. Not a totally new one, though. She had the evening of her birthday to thank for that.

Her mouth had been already open when Jerome’s mouth met hers. As a result, his tongue thrust inside, pinning her tongue to the back of her mouth and plundering her lips and teeth as well as her tongue to his fullest capacity. She moaned deep in her throat, the combined sensations threatening to overwhelm her. Her body was going into overdrive, everything heating up. She could feel the way her pussy was swelling up, her lips moistening at the way these two experienced players were touching her, kissing her, consuming her. She moaned again and gently broke the kiss.

“Enough.”

She couldn’t let them take this any further in the brightly lit front end of the club or on the far more exposed, if strobe-lit, dance floor. That only gave her one option.

She grabbed the hands of her two dance partners and dragged them with her off the dance floor. Tia was watching her, and she saw her friend lift an eyebrow. She jerked her head in the direction she was going and saw Tia start in surprise. Nevertheless, Tia spoke to her two guys and then slid off her stool to follow them. She doubted the table would stay empty for long. It was too prime a piece of real estate in the club. It didn’t matter, Angelina knew what she wanted, and that was to find a darker corner of the club. She was hot, but she knew she needed to get hotter yet. Especially if she was going to enact any of the half-a-dozen dirty scenarios floating around in her head.

The intoxicating feeling of power wouldn’t last. She knew that, after all, giving one of these guys an inch would lead to them taking a yard. Still, she wanted the anonymity of a darker corner for her own self-respect. Maybe this was what Paul and Mia had been trying to get her to see. She didn’t need to be passive, be the one used. She could do some, if not all, of the using herself.

Peering into the dimly lit area, she immediately saw the part she wanted. Although there were three or four couples along the dimly lit area, none of them had occupied the actual back corner. Angelina made a beeline for the unoccupied space, and as soon as she reached it, she backed right into the corner, covering herself with two walls, not one. It limited what the guys could do and provided her with privacy from two sides, not one. Baz and Jerome both had easy grins on their faces as if they knew what she was doing. It was obvious from the look they traded that they knew what they wanted to do, too. Angelina definitely tilted her chin up and stared at them as if challenging them to make their move. A moment later, Tia arrived next to h..r

“You okay, girlfriend?”

“Never better.”

Angelina could see the faint frown on her friend’s face. Obviously, she hadn’t expected such a forthright and positive answer. Tia didn’t get the chance to query her any further because one of her two guys swept her into his arms, and their lips met as he pulled her a little bit away from her. Although the music wasn’t quite so loud back here, it was loud enough to drown out the lip-smacking sounds of their slobbery kiss. Angelina was eternally grateful for that small mercy.

She didn’t have time to think about her friend, though, because Jerome moved up on her right side, his hand finding her thigh just below the hem of her dress. At the same time, he leaned in to kiss her neck. She wanted to tilt her head to give him better access, but Baz was doing exactly the same from the other side.

Letting out a soft moan, she tried to stretch her neck to allow the two pairs of lips as good an access as she could. “No hickies.”

She wasn’t sure she’d said it loud enough, but Baz let out a snort. “What are we, ninth grade? No hickies, I promise. Can’t say I won’t bite where it won’t show, though.”

Jerome just chuckled into the soft flesh just above her shoulder and said nothing. His hand, though, was now toying with the hem of her skirt. She knew it had ridden up as they danced. It had probably risen higher still as she’d led them over to this darkened corner. Given what she expected to happen, there wasn’t much point in trying for modesty.

Jerome’s fingers slipped higher, and she knew his fingertips were only a couple of inches below the junction of her legs. She couldn’t look down, but no doubt the hem of her skirt was now trapped on his wrist. If he moved higher, the dress would go higher with him. Baz was doing something similar on his side, but he was a little lower. She opened her eyes to look around. She could hardly see anything. The two men had positioned their bodies such that nobody could see her at all. That had been one of the reasons she’d picked the corner. Between the walls shielding her on two sides and the two men covering the other two sides, she was effectively invisible to the hundred or so people in the club. Invisible and unidentifiable, so she hoped, anyway.

As the two men continued the measured seduction of her, she caught the occasional glimpse of Tia over Jerome’s shoulder. The same thing was happening to her friend, and by the way, her body was gyrating, it was obvious Tia was enjoying it.

Angelina gasped as she felt Jerome’s hand slide higher on her leg, his fingertips finding the leg band of her panties. She knew if she looked down, the dress on that side would be hiked up enough to show off her entire leg. Not that anyone could see, but the amount exposed was way beyond anything she’d shown other than in a bikini or swimsuit. Her breath came in huge gasps for air as she forced herself not to put her hand down and push him away. A few moments later, she felt Baz reach the same point on her other side. A whimper escaped her mouth., followed by a breathy moan as their fingers continued onto what was now uncontested territory.

Baz’s mouth dipped lower, from her neck down onto the swell of her chest. His other hand lazily moved too, from where he’d been gently cradling the back of her head down onto her shoulder. She felt him snag the spaghetti strap of the dress and drag it past the point of her shoulder down onto her arm. The front of the dress peeled away a little. Not enough to expose her nipple, but enough to allow him to encroach onto adjacent territory.

Her breathing was getting more and more ragged, and she realized that she was getting close to the point of cumming. Jerome’s fingers touched the front of her panties, pressing them into her slit, and the contact was too much. The sheer eroticism of the location, being felt up and touched in front of over a hundred people, was too much. It overwhelmed her psyche and prevented her from objecting. Not that she wanted to as her hips thrust forward to capture his fingertip inside her. HE pressed her panties deeper into her cleft, and the orgasm swept over her.

Angelina opened her mouth to scream out her passion, but Jerome was alert to the situation and sealed her mouth with his as she bucked and writhed under their hands. What they were doing, the way they were touching her, was enough to keep her upright as her legs turned weak. Unsupported, she’d have fallen in an inelegant, pulsating, and writhing heap. At that moment, she didn’t care. Somehow, she’d just done something she’d never ever thought of doing. Sure, she’d make out with Brice in bars and clubs before, but they’d always known they had the comfort of a flat, or house, or even just a dorm room to go back to. Here, she had none of that, and Tia had warned her not to even think about taking a guy home with her.

As her mind cleared, she saw her friend stiffen and then writhe as she, too, hit the same point. These guys, all four of them, were good. Unfortunately for Tia, the music hit a break between tracks just as the two men touching her, bringing her off, failed to cover her mouth. Her ululating squeal echoed around this part of the club. Looking the other way, Angelina could see eyeballs snapping as they zeroed in on the group in the corner. Everyone was staring into the corner where it was obvious a woman had just achieved an orgasm. Angelina blushed bright red, wanting to make sure everyone knew it wasn’t her, although it had been her a couple of minutes earlier.

Dropping her hands, she gently pushed the two men’s hands away from her mound, letting the dress fall back into place. They kept their hands on her thighs, and she knew they could feel the way the aftershocks of the orgasm made her legs tremble under their touch. Jerome hissed some kind of a warning. She didn’t catch what he actually said as the music started again.

Suddenly, the two men straightened up, and their hands left her legs. A gap opened in front of her, filled by the huge frame of another man. This one was clearly suited up, jacket and tie, which was incongruous in such a place. She glanced to one side as the two men touching Tia also let her friend go, and all of them fastened their eyes on what had to be the bouncer.

He leaned closer, his voice pitched to carry. “Are you okay, ma’am?”

Angelina tried hard not to giggle at being called ma’am when she’d just come in public. It seemed so wrong, but it was at the same time so polite.

She nodded her face still bright red from a combination of what had just happened and the embarrassment of being caught. Not just caught but the center of attention. At least twenty or more people were staring at her around the bulk of the bouncer.

“I’m going to insist on all of you taking this outside. We can’t allow such behavior inside the club.”

Angelina stared at him in horror. She’d been so caught up in the moment she hadn’t even thought about how public, how rule-bending her behavior had been. She’d not intended to go this far, but for the first time in her life, she was being kicked out of a club. Ejected. Her already red face flared even brighter. Tia seemed less concerned and smiled at the bouncer, who had positioned himself to address both trios.

“Are you going to go quietly, or am I going to have to summon assistance?” His finger moved to his ear, showing them the earpiece he wore. A simple touch, and Angelina knew there’d have every bouncer in the club right there in seconds.

“We’ll leave.”

“Do any of you have coats checked?”

Angelina and Tia shook their heads. They hadn’t bothered with it being such a warm evening.

“Then, I suggest you let me show you the quick way out. That way, you can avoid the walk of shame through the club.” For the first time, the bouncer cracked a smile, showing perfect white teeth. If anything, the smile made him look even more ferocious than his imposing bulk had on its own.

Tia smiled at him, and Angelina was sure she was casting an appraising look over his imposing body. The over-muscled type wasn’t her bag, but she already knew her friend would probably say yes if offered. She shivered but allowed the two guys to grab her hands and walk alongside her as the bouncer led the way toward the fire escape at the back of the club. She saw him touch his earpiece and could hear him say something, but the music was too loud to hear him.

He pushed at the bar to the fire escape, and she guessed he’d just asked someone to cancel the alarm on it. The blast of cooler air from outside hit her in the face, and then they were walking past the bouncer and out into the side alleyway next to the club. “Enjoy the rest of the evening. Hope we’ll see you all again soon.” A moment later, the door swung shut behind them, and she distinctly heard the locking mechanism engage. Angelina shivered. This was another new experience, not one she’d wanted or asked for.

Baz put his arm around her and drew her toward him for a kiss. She felt Jerome put his hands on her hips as he stepped up behind her. It was clear the two guys intended to pick things up where they’d left off, or rather, been forced to let stop.

“Not here.” Angelina was terrified the bouncer would reappear, and she didn’t want to be caught again. She knew that was an irrational fear, but other people might be ejected from the club by the same door, and she wanted to be away from it in case that happened.

Baz chuckled, and then one of the guys with Tia spoke up. “I know a spot. Come on.”

It was obvious the four guys felt they were on a sure thing. Hell, Angelina knew they were. She was no longer thinking about making a choice between them. She knew she was going to let both of them. She also knew Tia had made the same choice a long time earlier.

As Tia and her two guys took the lead and walked along the dark alleyway, her own two guys moved close to her, Jerome with an arm around her shoulder and Baz an arm around her waist. It was both protective and a way to guide her along the alley while still keeping her close.

Baz leaned in close. “Informed consent?”

She knew what he meant. He was giving her a last chance to back out, not go ahead with what they had planned, probably since the first time they’d seen her underneath that lamppost out front.

“Not both together.” She giggled. “One at a time.”

“Absolutely no problem.” She sensed him flash a nod and a grin at Jerome and knew she’d just made both their nights.

They emerged onto the better-lit street, turned a sharp right, and then, after another twenty paces or so, turned right again. This was another alley, but it was slightly brighter and, from the smell of it, cleaner too. More importantly, it wasn’t next to the club or, apparently, any other open premises. Angelina could feel her core warming up again. The sudden appearance of the bouncer had poured a bucket of cold water over her ardor, but now, with the imminent denouement approaching, she felt fired up again. She was already slick from the earlier climax, but she could feel her pussy getting hotter again. Inside the dress, her nipples were irritating themselves against the sequins once more.

Jerome’s arm around her shoulder pulled her tighter, allowing his hand to slide into the front of her dress and cup her breast. She hissed at the contact and then moaned as his fingers deftly isolated her nipple and started to play with it. On the other side, Baz’s hand dipped lower. If they were coordinating what they were doing, she hadn’t picked up any signals. Baz‘s hand rested on her ass for a moment, then started to scrunch her dress a little higher. They drew to a stop, and she could see there was a fire escape right in front of them. Reaching in, Baz took her hand with his free hand and guided her to grab the upright about four feet above the ground. She watched in amazement as the other two guys brought Tia around to the other side of the fire escape and positioned the two women facing each other.

“The floor isn’t clean, so we thought you’d prefer this.”

She gave a short nod, realizing she was about to be fucked, doggy style, while facing her friend, also being done doggy. The sheer dirtiness of the situation just stoked her fires higher.

“We could strip you naked, but I’m not sure their dress would stay clean. However, if we leave it on, it might get ruined. Which?”

Angelina giggled. She couldn’t help it. “Actually, it’s her dress, but I’d rather keep it clean. Just try not to rip it.” She’d already told him she was willing. The answer about her dress told him just how willing she was.

Jerome gently shuffled her back as she brought her other hand up to grab the fire escape. This brought her butt back and presented her at a better angle. Hands worked on her from both sides, sliding her dress up and over her waist. The full extent of her black lace underwear was now on show. She whimpered but couldn’t help another moan as hands ran over her butt. The dress slid higher still, and then someone was tugging at it, so it rose above her now naked breasts.

She looked up to see Tia being given the same treatment. Her black dress pushed even higher over her head so it dangled on her arms. Already, they were working on Tia’s underwear, jerking them down from her hips and then down her legs. Angelina felt the same thing happening to her, and a moment later, she felt the cool night air washing over her exposed pussy.

One of the guys stepped up behind her, and she felt something nudge against her ankle as he pushed her panties all the way down to the floor. She obediently stepped out of them, wondering if they would be returned to her or not. She guessed not, but she had other things to think about as the guy stepped up behind her. She hadn’t heard up undo his fly, but the cock that pressed against her ass was clearly bare.

Right in front of her, Tia’s mouth dropped open, and her friend let out a low, earthy moan as the guy behind her positioned himself and then thrust into her with one single movement. Angelina watched, knowing what was happening to her friend was about to happen to her, too. It was a straight mirror image of her own situation.

Jerome shuffled close to her on one side, his hand reaching underneath to cup one of her breasts. He squeezed the hanging flesh until she gasped, then relented and started teasing at her nipple. Not hard, just pinching and twisting and pulling at it gently so it stimulated her but didn’t cause any pain. Baz, behind her, moved a little, lining himself up with her entrance. HE leaned over her back and brought his lips close to her ear.

“Birth control?”

She gasped out, “Pill,” as he started to part her outer lips with the tip of his cock. Unlike the guy currently fucking Tia right in front of her, he was going slowly, giving her time to adjust.

“I’ve got rubbers.”

She thought for a moment, then decided not to worry about it. “I’m clean, so no need.”

“Good. I prefer it like this.” He pushed harder, his cock entering her channel, and he kept going, pushing all the way into her. Not quite a thrust, but inexorable, nonetheless.

Angelina panted for breath and tried to force herself to relax. After all, wasn’t this what she’d come out tonight for? A true one-night stand, a quickie up some side alley. The road was some ten yards behind her, and she could hear the occasional passing car. Could they see her? She had no way of checking. In any case, her attention was focused on the face of her friend, only feet in front of her as the guy royally fucked her. He was moving much quicker than Baz, fucking Tia with long, powerful strokes that jolted her. She wasn’t complaining, though. Her face was screwed up, but Angelina knew from personal experience that wasn’t a grimace of pain; that was her o face. Her friend wasn’t far off blowing.

Baz pulled out and then pushed back in again, a long, slow stroke that made her moan. She moaned again as Jerome switched targets and twisted her left nipple rather than her right one. Although she said she hadn’t wanted them both at the same time, this wasn’t the treatment she’d been objecting to. As Baz settled into a rhythm, she found herself jolting forward and back as he bottomed out inside her. She could feel the slap of his balls and his thighs against her body, too, and that helped drive her higher. The illicit nature of what she was doing with her dress bunched around her neck, her body otherwise bare, was so far outside her comfort zone that provided its own stimulus, too.

Someone had once said fucking was as much in the mind as it was lower down. She could see what that meant now. In front of her, a long low guttural moan split the air as Tia convulsed around the cock penetrating her. A few moments later, while Tia was still shaking and shuddering, her own orgasm hit. Tipped over the edge by witnessing her friend, she couldn’t withstand the waves of pleasure rushing through her own body.

Jerome seemed to understand her sudden need for support because he simply wrapped both arms around her torso and held her upright. Her grip on the fire escape uprights tightened, and she wailed as the climax raced through her. She could feel how her pussy clamped down on the intruding cock, but Baz kept still and let her orgasm subside. Then, without a word, he started fucking her again. There was no wait while she recovered, no question about if she was hyper-sensitive at that moment. No, his thrusts sped up and continued at an ever greater force.

The reason for this was obvious when he suddenly thrust hard into her and held still. She squealed as she felt his cum bathe her insides, and then, just as quickly as it had started, it was over, and Baz reeled away.

Jerome let go of her upper body and moved around behind her. She opened her eyes and stared into Tia’s eyes just in time to see her friend’s face distort as her first lover came inside her. Tia’s mouth dropped open, and she grunted, and then Angelina watched in total amazement as her friend came for the third time this evening. Tia was clearly panting for air as her mouth hung open. Her first guy stepped back, and the other one stepped forward. Whether or not they’d had the same conversation with her friend as Baz and Jerome had had with her, she wasn’t sure. She did know that Tia had an aversion to latex. Not an allergy or a problem, she just hated the feel of it.

Jerome thrust into her, aided no doubt by the lubrication provided by Baz’s sticky cum as well as her own copious liquor from her two orgasms. Jerome immediately started to fuck her hard and fast. Baz had been slow and long. Jerome was a very different man from her first lover. He leaned over her back, his hands reaching around to take a handful of each of her breasts. As he started to tease and toy with her nipples, she moaned. She could feel another orgasm building inside her and forced herself to keep her eyes open and watch Tia, just the other side of the fire escape, as her friend’s second lover fucked her.

Nobody was talking. The guys weren’t even talking amongst themselves. They were all concentrating on the business at hand. As her climax built, Angelina wondered which of the four would cum first. If it was one of the guys, would it be Jerome or the guy fucking Tia? In that case, would one of the two of them miss out on a fourth cum of the night?

It turned out Tia was the first as Angelina watched her friend’s face contort and then her body shake. The night was split by the loud scream as Tia climaxed. It was obvious that her movements, her reactions, and quite probably the way her pussy clamped down was enough to push the guy fucking her over the line.

A minute later, no doubt further galvanized by her friend’s display in front of her, Angelina found her own body contracting and convulsing around Jerome’s spurting cock. The orgasm rushed through her system, much quicker this time and without the violence of her previous ones. Still, it was a good one, and it left her gasping for air.

As Jerome stepped back, she straightened up, realizing her back had kinked from the somewhat unnatural position she’d been bent into for the last twenty minutes or so. Letting go of the fire escape, she brought her hands up and slowly pulled the dress down to cover her breasts and then over her belly to finally cover all of her. She looked down and wasn’t really surprised to find her panties were nowhere to be seen. Whether Baz or Jerome had taken them as a souvenir, one of them had. Which one? She had no idea, and without asking a very embarrassing question, she knew she’d never know.

On the other side of the fire escape, the same sequence was following the same path, although Tia seemed reluctant to pull her dress down below her waist. Her ravaged pussy was in plain sight as she straightened up.

“Put it away, girlfriend.”

Tia giggled. “Ridden hard and put away wet? Don’t want to stain the dress.”

The guys all high-fived each other. They’d clearly come out to score and get laid and, having achieved their objective, were calling the night a success. Angelina smiled to herself. They had no idea that was exactly what she and Tia had set out to do. As Tia wiggled her dress down over her hips and finally concealed her well-used pussy from view, she shared a look with Angelina. Yep, everyone had achieved what they’d set out to do.

The guys walked them back as far as the street, but Angelina demurred being escorted back to her car. Jerome, in particular, looked disappointed. He’d perhaps been interested in more than just a one-night stand. Angelina quickly hugged the two guys, but as they went one way and Tia and Angelina turned in the opposite direction, they all knew they wouldn’t be seeing each other again.

As she opened the car door and climbed in, she dug her cell out and sent the number seven and a tick emoji to Paul. She dropped her cell in the door pocket and stretched her back.

“So, one down and two to go, girlfriend. Can’t do number five yet, but are you up for number eight next weekend?”

Angelina shuddered. “In a word, no. The only thing I want to contemplate right now is a shower.”

End of Part 7
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Leah’s Home Lens

Leah was only trying to tease her photographer neighbor, but it went too far. Now Owen is blackmailing her into posing for ever more explicit photographs. She never realised just how much of an exhibitionist she could become, nor how much Leo, her husband, would enjoy watching her via the recordings from the CCTV system. Just how far can she fall? Can she turn the tables on Owen before she's in too deep? Does she want to? Who is actually blackmailing who?

Leah’s New Lens

Having given in to Owen as far as she has, it's very difficult for Leah to refuse Owen when he takes her a few steps further. When Leah poses for him again, he pushes her boundaries much, much further than she ever imagined. Leah is far more innocent than she herself ever realised, and Owen most certainly isn’t. Introducing another player into their "game" gives her a real BIG problem in every sense of the word.

Leah’s Long Lens

With Stan coming back for a solo session on his own, Leah is starting to feel the pressure. When it turns out Stan isn't on his own, the new experiences are mounting up for her. Will her relationship with Leo survive the strain?
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The complete The Last To Know Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, almost 200,000 words, over 550 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 – The Last To Know – What I did before we dated

For marketing manager Simon, his gorgeous wife Samantha is his reason for existing. From the moment, he first set eyes on her innocent beauty that day behind the counter in the library, he’d been hooked.

Her shy reserved exterior hid a passion that took him a long while to uncover, but for Simon, it was worth the wait. Only, now, five years on, a newspaper exposé is threatening her career, and the very rock their marriage is built on.

As Sammie starts to confess, Simon wonders if their marriage can survive. Was everything he thought he knew about her a lie?

Book 2 – The Last To Know – What I did while we dated

Sammie has confessed her dirty little secret – she wasn’t the innocent young lady she’d made herself out to be.

Even after she’d started dating Simon, she’d still been playing the field, still messing around after hours with her boss at the library.

She’d promised to tell Simon everything, every sordid detail in a last-ditch attempt to save their marriage.

Could Simon, though, hear it all? And, if he could hear the details, could he truly forgive her?

Book 3 - The Last To Know – What I did while we were engaged

Simon had thought his librarian girlfriend was exclusive, but as Sammie’s confessions build toward a shattering climax, can he still love her enough to forgive her?

As revelation piles on revelation, as each dirty confession becomes more sordid than the previous one, the worst truths are yet to come.

While he respected her limits, her desire to save herself for marriage, on the nights he didn’t see her she was out painting the town red – or at least whatever color her underwear happened to be.

Had he truly been the last to know?
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The complete A Model Descent Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, 245,000 words, over 750 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 - A Model Descent

“We wondered if you had ever done any modeling?” I mean, how corny can you get? But it was a woman who was asking me the question, and we were right outside the photographer’s studio at the time. I wasn’t even dressed nicely – the thick wool department store uniform made me look frumpy.

So began Sylvia’s modeling career working for Dewi Morris and his wife Christie. The devastatingly pretty blonde had never considered posing in front of the camera. She wasn’t that innocent, or naive, but the lure of the lens made for an inexorable pull and before long the photographer was pushing her boundaries.

The first full-length novel in a trilogy detailing Sylvia’s fall from innocence into something much more...

Book 2 - A Model Descent – Freefall

The second book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s descent into the world of glamor modeling. Now renting the flat above the studio, Sylvia is starting to live the high life that comes with being very well paid for what she does. Only, she can’t tell her family what she actually does in front of the camera.

Working as the course model for aspiring glamor photographers is a real goldmine for both the studio and for her. However, the wedding shoot course is a bit much. Can she really bring herself to pose in a bridal dress, in a church, knowing the only part of the outfit she’ll be wearing for the reception shoot are the stockings and heels? Especially after the shots they took of her in the limo.

When one of the photographers turns out to be a close friend of Dewi and shows a more personal interest in her, can she remain professional despite the growing mutual attraction?

Book 3 - A Model Descent – Final Fall

The third book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s move from glamor modeling into video shoots. The discovery that Tyler had been shooting video rather than stills left Sylvia traumatized.

Can she cope with the apparent betrayal by the man she’s starting to see as her boyfriend, and not just another photographer? Dewi, though, has plans for Sylvia, and she finds herself drawn more and more in front of the lenses of the video cameras rather than Dewi’s still camera.

As the videos become more and more hardcore will she stay balanced, and perhaps, more importantly, will she be able to build a real relationship with Tyler, the man who’s at home either in front of the camera, or behind it, when she’s in front of it with someone else!
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Housemates, Neighbors and Workmates
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All twelve novellas collected here in one amazing 275,000 word volume for one fantastic price. 
Things might have been different if Lizzie hadn’t been desperate enough to borrow the money to pay the rent, without telling Phil what she was doing. Now, after fate placed them in his hands, Phil leads Lizzie, Susie and Carrie down the slippery slope into glamour modelling and beyond.

Housemates and Friends

Housemates and Rivals

Housemates and Partners

Housemates Forever

Lizzie and Phil are back, and this time they have some new, willing—well, kind of—partners for their sexy games. As their neighbor, Carol, is drawn deeper and deeper into their web, her unwitting husband Peter is drawn in too. When they also ensnare their other neighbor, Rebecca, things start to spiral out of control. When Phil runs for office as deputy mayor, Carol, Rebecca, and the irrepressible Susie, are mere pawns in a high stakes game.

Neighbors and Friends

Neighbors and Rivals

Neighbors and Partners

Neighbors Forever

When the mayor succumbs to a fatal heart attack, Phil is left in charge. He has to form a campaign team to organize the support for his upcoming election battle. Winning over the hearts and minds of the movers and shakers within the city, bringing in new business from outside, needs a special kind of team. Phil has just what it needs, in the sexy form of his pretty neighbors, Carol, Rebecca and Susie. When he adds his wife to the mix in order to keep Carol’s husband on side, things are going to get even more interesting.

Workmates and Friends

Workmates and Rivals

Workmates and Partners

Workmates Forever
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Penny Lane’s Seduction
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Over twenty years after the Beatles hit, would you saddle your only daughter with the name Penelope if your surname was Lane? Taunted and bullied through childhood, she grew up to be a beautiful but introverted young woman. But when Gareth met her, he thought she was perfect.

With Gareth working days and Penny studying at college then working nights, their time together was limited, but they were determined to make the most of what they had despite the little money they had between them.

As their relationship developed, their love deepened, but a voyeuristic game gone wrong has left Penny exposed to manipulation from her devious older neighbor. As things start to get out of control, events build toward a devastating conclusion.

Frank’s seduction of the pretty twenty-one year old Penny is going to shatter lives as well as hearts.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


The Camera Loves Candy
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Candy could have been a model if only she was taller. At least, that was her husband’s belief. On a whim, he asks her to pose sexily in front of his camera for him, on a promise that he’ll never show the results to anyone.

She thought he had talent, and liked to encourage his hobby, but as each session got more and more daring, the sessions were affecting both of them. As their sex-life continued to move on, in leaps and bounds, Candy knew it wouldn’t be long before he got her naked in front of the camera, and not just after the shoot!

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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Two For The Road
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Ike and Allie knew that getting promoted to a field sales position was a career-high. The husband and wife never expected to both be competing for the same role. When fate deals a different hand, and they’re both promoted, their boss gives them the pep talk about how the loneliness of life on the road could take its toll on their marriage.

Unknown to him, Allie and Ike have agreed their own way to deal with the enforced separation, a very different, and possibly scandalous way. A simple bet, with a significant prize. The winner gets to choose the holiday, and the loser gets to pay for it.

The bet? Well, let’s just say it will be a lot of fun every time, even though they’re hundreds of miles apart.
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When KC Comes To Town
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When Tim asked Emma on a date, he hadn’t expected to get a yes as a response. The tall blonde with kick-ass looks and legs to die for was so far out of his league, he knew he had no chance. When she said yes, and kept saying yes all the way up to the altar, he couldn’t have been happier. For him, it was a match made in heaven.

Demure in public and a tigress in bed, she was a perfect match for him… most of the time. There was one bump in the road, though. Her best friend from college, Katherine Cassandra, or KC for short. KC was a sales rep for a pharmaceutical company, and she hit town every eight weeks or so. The Saturday night when KC was in town was girls’ night out, when the two relived their wild college years. Those girls had been wild then, and boy, they still were.

Seven weeks out of eight, Tim had the perfect wife, but one week in eight, well—that was the price he paid for his otherwise flawless marriage: when KC comes to town.
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Three Passes Each
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James thought Carla was a little young for him, but Carla thought otherwise. She confessed she preferred older men for their experience, and James couldn’t do anything other than take up such a challenge from the gorgeous brunette. Their romance was perfection, right up to the point where Carla forced his hand over a prenup, one she insisted on in his favour. It created their first real row, and it wasn’t so much the financial settlement, as the unusual caveat Carla insisted on. It had nothing to do with money, and everything to do with their relationship.

Given how in love he was with his wife, he had no intention of ever using one of the three free passes she’d insisted on; free passes that gave him the right to step outside his marriage vows. In fact, he insisted that turn was turnabout, and she had the same privilege. The last thing he expected was to use one, let alone for Carla to use one too.
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Three Passes Each – Second Pass
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James had accepted the wisdom of Carla’s forward planning when they’d both used one of their free passes to step outside their marriage. James, though, was insistent he wouldn’t need to use one again, and he was sure Carla had no such intention, either.

Fate sometimes throws a couple a curveball, and this time was no exception. They hadn’t intended it, and they hadn’t wanted it, but somehow they both ended up in another situation, one which meant they would use that second pass of the three written into the marriage contract.

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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For even more titles and for new releases visit my Amazon author page:

Amazon US
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About The Author

My name is Bridy, and I live in upstate New York. I’ve written for as long as I can remember, which is thanks to my parents for teaching me to read and write before I went to school. I’ve been fascinated by erotic tales all my adult life, my husband thinks they’re silly but indulges me. I won’t tell you how old I am because a lady never gives away her age. My other interest is photography but writing will always be my first love, other than my husband of course.
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