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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 Adventures – Amateur Night

Angelina stood in front of her kitchen sink and sipped her coffee, deep in thought. Wrapped in a thick, toweling robe, she tried to put the previous night’s experience behind her. As she stretched to try and get the kink out of her back, she tried not to think about it.

Having a one-night stand hadn’t been on her horizon until Paul’s damnable list had put the idea in her head. No, she needed to be precise about this. It hadn’t been in her lexicon until Paul’s list put the idea in Tia’s head! The idea of walking down an alleyway arm in arm with a guy who would be fucking her in said alleyway was nothing she would have considered at any point in her young life. She choked back a sob. She’d never done that with Brice, never even thought about doing that with him, even before they married. Yes, she’d been overcome with lust on many occasions while with him, but she’d always been able to wait until they had the comfort and privacy of four walls and either a couch or a bed.

The fact that there’d been two men, not one, and she’d fucked them one after the other just made it worse. Worse still, she’d done that right in front of Tia, who was being fucked in front of her as well. Just the supports of a fire escape in between the two of them. She shuddered at the memory and closed her eyes for a second.

“Morning, sweetie.”

Of course, that was the precise moment her friend breezed into the kitchen.

“Thinking about how good last night was?”

“Err… No.”

“Come on, sweetie, live a little. You had, what, three orgasms? I’m sure I counted three, or was it four?”

Angelina held up three fingers rather than directly answer the question.

“Listen, do you know how many girls would kill for that kind of an o count from a chance encounter? Most, not quite all, but most. Ninety percent, at least, if not ninety-nine percent.”

She grimaced but didn’t reply as Tia grabbed a mug and helped herself to some coffee for herself.

“I bet you slept like a baby.”

Angelina had to nod, admitting it was true. She had slept well. She was physically fine, too, except for the kink in her back from standing there, legs akimbo, her back bent at the wrong angle while the two men plundered her body, one after the other.

“Hey, the only thing that would have been better would have been one on each end.”

“Stop it!”

“Truth. You’d have had a fourth orgasm for sure, then. Even more, if I’d lent you one of my two guys. He was up for it.”

“He asked?”

Tia nodded.

“Then why didn’t you kick him to the curb for that? I wouldn’t have hesitated to do that.”

“Because he was playing with me, just as I’m playing with you right now. Another thing, sweetie.”

“What?”

“You spent the first part of the night worrying about how short that dress was and how much of those gorgeous legs of yours you were showing.

“And?” Angelina couldn’t see where her friend was going with this.

“From the moment we headed outside for our little session with the guys, you never gave your hemline a second thought. You weren’t even thinking about it as we walked back to your car, despite the fact you were then commando. The fact you were flashing a well fucked pussy at anyone who cared to look didn’t even cross your mind.”

“I wasn’t. Flashing, I mean.”

Tia grinned. “You were when you got in the car. I saw it.”

Angelina just glared at her friend, knowing it wouldn’t do any good. Their conversation was interrupted by Angelina’s cell dinging with an incoming text.

She picked up her cell and read the message, her face stiffening as she gasped.

“Wha’ts wrong, sweetie?”

Angelina shook her head. “Nothing, it’s just Paul being Paul.”

“Why, what’s he saying?”

Knowing Tia would pester her for the answer, Angelina sighed and handed her phone over to her friend.

Seeing as you can’t do number 5 until I’m there, too, that leaves number 8? How’s the rehearsals going?

“Rehearsals? We haven’t started yet.”

“I’m not getting up on stage, let alone doing that.”

“Hey, you’ll be fine. You’re a natural. The moment you get those boobs of yours out, the audience will be going wild. You’ll bring the house down.”

“I am not getting the girls out for any crowd.”

“Why not? You’ll be great, and that will only leave one item on the list.”

“I said no.”

Just too late, Angelina realized Tia still had her cell open and unlocked. As her fingers began to fly across the screen, she knew Tia was texting a reply to Paul, ostensibly from her.

“Stop!”

Tia just grinned but kept on typing. Angelina made a despairing lunge to take her cell back, but Tia was too quick, spinning around and backing away, preventing Angelina from wresting the cell from her. A moment later, her thumb hit what had to be the send button, and Tia tossed her the cell.

Rehearsals start today. Tia’s schooling me. The performance will be next Saturday.

“You bitch!”

“Now, what’s with the name-calling to the friend who’s helping you with opening up, sexually speaking?”

“I’m not doing that.”

“Sorry, sweetie. You just told Paul you were going to do it this weekend.”

Almost on cue, her cell dinged again. Angelina sighed, trying to communicate to Tia she wasn’t finished.

She read the cell and almost shrieked in horror.

I’m back in town on Friday. Tell me which bar you’re on stage at, and I’ll make sure I’m there to witness your showstopping performance on Saturday. Then we can spend a nice day together on the Sunday.

It didn’t take any kind of brain surgeon to work out that Paul wanted to bring her home that night and spend the night. He was just being polite by not suggesting they were going to hook up. No doubt he was assuming she’d be hot to trot after showing off her body on stage. Wordlessly, she showed the screen to Tia, who simply grabbed it again and started typing a reply.

“Tia!”

Tia’s text was much shorter this time. She gave Angelina back her cell and grinned at her.

Tia thinks Sunday would be a great time to tick off number 5, too.

Angelina just glared at her friend over the top of her coffee. A long time ago, before she’d started dating, let alone going steady with Brice, the two of them had sworn that no boy would come between them, ever. She was almost regretting that pinky promise. Almost.

“Come on, let’s get dressed. We both need to find some slut wear for next Saturday.”

“Slut wear? Why slut wear?”

“Because it’s sexy, but more importantly, it’ll be easy to take off without tripping over yourself. The last thing you want on stage will be to try and pull a dress off over your head. It needs to be undone and then slid off. Not wrestled up over your head or down over your hips. We need to see if we can find some tie-sided underwear, too. That’ll get the audience’s motors running.”

“We?”

“Well, you don‘t think I ‘m going to let my BFF do it on her own, do you?”

Angelina suddenly felt like she’d got a large rock in her stomach. She gasped. “You don’t mean… together?”

Tia rolled her eyes. “Of course not. None of the clubs that run amateur competitions would allow that sort of act.”

Angelina frowned at her friend. “Just how do you know all this? How to pick the right kind of outfit?”

Tia sighed. “Because, sweetie, I’ve not led the same sheltered life you have done. I’d have killed for the chance to, but the dice didn’t roll that way for me. Now, come on, dressed and ready, we need to get cracking with this retail therapy of ours. Can’t start rehearsing until we’ve got the outfits, can we?”

“Why do I feel railroaded into this?”

* * * *

By the time they got back to the house, Angelina felt worn out. She was also spent out. With Tia’s encouragement, or should that be insistence, she’d blown through her entire month’s clothing allowance. Well, what she allowed herself to spend on clothing in a month, which she knew wasn’t quite the same thing. She had savings to cover anything else she needed. Still, the dozen or so shopping bags containing her purchases made a big pile on her bed. The only mitigating factor was the fact a very similar pile adorned the bed in the spare room where Tia had slept last night. Given the way things were panning out, she doubted Tia would be going home before tomorrow at the earliest.

“Come on, let’s get you dressed in an outfit.”

Angelina glared at her overly enthusiastic friend. “Coffee first, and then, assuming you’re staying, we need to sort out food.”

“Order in?”

Angelina nodded. She certainly didn’t feel like cooking. “And before you suggest anything. I am not putting on a slutty outfit to answer the door to the delivery guy.”

“Pity, you could have invited him in and sued him as a one-man test audience.”

“You’re incorrigible.”

“Nah, just trying to get you to see this is normal behavior.”

“Normal? Taking my clothes off in front of a hundred or more guys? How in God’s name is that normal?”

Tia grinned. “After Saturday, it’ll be quite normal. Besides, if you’re as good at it as I think you are, especially with such a smoking hot body, you can always enter the cash competitions and supplement your income. Probably double it, knowing you.”

Angelina gave an exasperated sigh. “I still can’t believe I let you talk me into this one. I am not going to do more than this one. Not ever.”

“One-time thing, with your own personal orgasm machine in the room. Perfect.”

“I am not inviting him.”

Tia shrugged. “If you don’t, I can.”

“You don’t have his number.”

It was Tia’s turn to roll her eyes. “You didn’t even notice when I texted myself his details from your phone this morning.”

“You didn’t?”

“Of course I did. Can’t have you backtracking, can I? Besides, this performance was all his idea.”

Once more, she glared at her friend with the usual effect.

“Coffee.”

“Okay, you coffee dragon you. I’m just going to get changed first.”

Angelina headed back downstairs to get the coffee machine working, wondering why Tia wanted to get changed. As she stepped into the kitchen, the penny finally dropped. Tia was going to put on one of her outfits in an attempt to shame her into doing the same. She grimaced and wondered how exactly she’d committed herself to this idea of performing at an amateur night.

Sure enough, Tia came down ten minutes later in a check shirt, tied at the midriff, leaving her stomach bare above the tightest pair of denim cutoffs Angelina had seen. The outfit was finished off with a pair of knee-length cowboy boots. Although Tia hadn’t bothered with her hair or makeup, Angelina had to admit her friend looked as cute as a button.

She shook her head. “Are you going line dancing or stripping?”

Tia grinned. “With shorts this tight, nobody behind me would be able to keep step while line dancing.”

“True.” Angelina greed. “Those shorts are seriously tight.”

Tia grinned at her. “So are the matching pair you bought.”

“I’m still struggling to work out why you got me to buy three complete outfits for one performance.”

Tia rolled her eyes. “Silly. Up until you’ve tried to dance your way out of each outfit, you have no idea which ones will work best for you. We need two outfits, anyway.”

“Two?” She felt a cold fist closing around her stomach once more.

“Of course, whoever wins on the night gets to dance again. So, you always need to take a second outfit in case you win.”

“I won’t win.”

“Don’t be too sure. With that kick ass body of yours, you very well might.”

Angelina shuddered and tried to cover her sudden horror at the thought of performing twice rather than just once, which was bad enough. Her coffee mug would have needed to be as tall as she was to hide that from Tia.

Tia crossed the intervening space and wrapped her arms around her friend. “You’ll be fine. We both know you’ve got the body confidence to do this. Hell, it’ll be a walk in the park compared to walking up an alleyway with two guys, both of whom are going to fuck you. That was last night. Next week will be easy compared to that.”

“Hmm….” Angelina’s lips set in a firm line as Tia let go and moved into the family room and started leafing through her cell, looking for something.

“What are you after?”

“The music that would work with this outfit.” Tia grinned at her. “Let me show you some moves.”

Angelina sniffed. “No lap dances.”

“No, silly, only the proper clubs allow those. Where we’re going would get shut down if any of the girls did lap dances. Hell, they’d get shut down if the girls got off the stage. They’re only allowed to do full nude one Saturday a month. Next Saturday, as it happens.”

“Full nude?” Angelian’s question came out as more of a squeak than anything else. She knew Tia had mentioned that before, hence the need for tie-sided panties, but the import of that hadn’t really registered until now.

“Well, if you’re going to do it once in your life, you might as well go the whole nine yards, don’t you think?”

“You expect me to strip nude in front of a large group of horny men?” Angelina took a couple of deep breaths, knowing she’d just sounded hysterical.

“Sweetie, once they’ve clapped eyes on that fabulous rack of yours, you bet your sweet ass they’ll be horny. The only question is, how horny will you be?”

She turned the full force of her glare on Tia with the predictable non-result.

“Now, are you gonna watch and learn, sweetie? Watch and learn.” Tia flicked the play button on the music she’d selected on her cell and started to sway to the heavy beat of the rock track she’d chosen. It wasn’t one Angelina recognized, but the beat was hypnotic.

As were Tia’s movements as her friend began a classic-looking bump and grind around the room. Although Angelina had never been to any kind of a strip show, she’d seen enough clips to know her friend was polished.

“You’ve done this before!”

Tia shrugged. “I had to keep myself entertained while Bricey had you off the market.”

“You didn’t!”

Tia rolled her eyes. “Of course not, silly.”

“You still look polished, much more polished than I will.”

“Stop doing yourself down. If I had those legs, I probably could make it as a career.”

“Well, I’m not trying to.”

“Nope, you just want to find out what it’s like to hold a whole room full of men in the palm of your naked hand.” As she spoke, Tia started to exaggerate her movements, turning a sensual strut into a proper bump-and-grind dance. Her hands dipped to the front of her shirt and teased at the knot holding the two sides together. After a moment, she took her hands away, spun around to face away from Angelina, and smoothed her hands over her ass.

Angelina let out her breath with a whoosh, not having realized Tia’s dance had bound her so under its spell she’d stopped breathing. Tia glanced back over her shoulder and smiled at her friend. “See? It’s more about the tease than it is the strip.”

Angelina found herself nodding. “Yes, I see how well that worked.”

“I didn’t undo anything, let alone take anything off, yet you have to admit, I had you.”

Angelina bit her lip and shivered. She nodded. “I guess.”

“Now, come here and do the same thing to me.”

“I can’t.”

“Of course you can. Any woman can. Sweetie, we’re born with the ability to tease. You do it, unconsciously, at least fifty times a day, if not that many times an hour. You were teasing the bejesus out of those guys last night.”

She shivered again. “Don’t remind me.”

Tia shrugged. “It worked, didn’t it.” She beckoned with a finger, and Angelina reluctantly moved to the clear area of the carpet in front of the couch.

“I’m not wearing one of the outfits.”

“Not relevant. Stop making excuses. You’re not taking anything off. You’re trying to make it look like you want to seduce me and make me want to seduce you.”

Angelina frowned at her friend. “Don’t go there. We are most definitely not going to be doing any seducing.” She shuddered. “Been there, done that.”

“I know, and I’m not trying to take you anywhere. I’m telling you the way the tease is supposed to work.” She giggled. “Anyway, when I was doing it, you can’t deny you were getting a little turned on.”

“I was not.”

“Sweetie, your breathing stopped, and despite that t-shirt bra under there, I can see your nipples have peaked.”

Angelina knew she was blushing, but she couldn’t help it. Listening for the beat, she started to sway around in a circle and then lifted her arms above her head. She knew that stretched the denim miniskirt higher, exposing more of her legs.

“That’s a good move for you, sweetie, especially if you’re wearing that tiny tube dress we bought today.”

“I’m not sure I could even wear that around the house.”

“It looks sensational on you. Now, come on, dance for me, or I’m going to insist on you going and getting changed and meeting the pizza delivery guy in it.”

“Not happening. Besides, I fancy Chinese.”

“Whatever floats your boat, dance or greet in your slut wear. Your choice.”

As Sangelina started to sway to the music again, she felt Tia suddenly move closer and put her hands on her hips. “Exaggerate the movement. Give it some oomph!” To demonstrate what she meant, Tia pushed Angelina’s hips to one side and down and then back the other way, moving in a much bigger arc than Angelina had been doing.

“It feels a bit much.”

Tia stepped back and motioned for Angelina to keep going. “No, it looks about perfect. Now I want you to pretend you’re undoing the button band on your blouse.”

“I’m wearing a T-shirt.”

“Doh! I said pretend, remember.”

“Ah, sorry.”

“As I said, never strip from something that has to come off over your head. It’s inelegant, and it’s also a vulnerability.”

“Vulnerability? In what way?”

“How do you fend off a guy that rushes the stage if you’ve got your head and arms tangled in your dress so you can’t even see him coming.”

“Rushing the stage?” Angelina could hear her voice going an octave higher.

“It happens in some clubs. Where we’re going, the bouncers are pretty good. They’ll stop the guy getting close, but it’d knock you off your moves. Especially as you’re a newbie.”

“I wish you hadn’t suggested that could happen.”

“Wasn’t trying to scare you.”

“But you did.” Angelina took a deep breath. “Anyway, enough of this for now, let’s sort out dinner. I’m getting hungry.”

“Okay, but one thing.”

“Which is?”

“No wine, in fact, no alcohol at all. I want you sharp. We can get a couple of hours of practice in after dinner. When it comes to the best way to remove your panties on stage, I don’t want to be trying to teach a drunk that technique.”

Angelina pouted. “Why ever not?”

“Because, sweetie, I know how insatiable you get after a drink. I start taking your panties off to show you the best way to do it, and you’ll assume I’m trying it on, and you’ll jump me.”

“I would not.”

“Probably would, sweetie, probably would.”

* * * *

Four hours later, Angelina knew she was starting to flag. Tia, on the other hand, still seemed energized, and Agelina was envious. By mutual agreement, now they were working on the underwear removal rather than the outerwear. They’d moved everything upstairs. Besides, a lot of the time was spent retrieving thrown clothing and, where necessary, retying the knots.

“Can we call it a night?” Angelina hoped her voice sounded the right note, but to her own ears, it sounded much more pleading than she’d intended it to.

“Only once you’ve got the basics of the final reveal nailed down. Now come on, strip off that sports bra and slip another pair of the panties on.”

“I don’t understand why we need to do this with nothing else on.”

“Doh! Actors have dress rehearsals, silly. Strippers have undress rehearsals.”

“I don’t think that’s the reason at all. I think you want to push that shaven pussy in my face and get your hands on mine.”

“Shoving? Oh, God, yes, please, lover of mine, yes, please. If you want me to do that, I’ll definitely stop. I could do with a good climax to clear the stress of all this.”

Angelina knew she was blushing bright red but couldn’t suppress the reflex. As was typical with her friend, she’d taken her comment completely the wrong way and put the most sexual twist on it she could.

“Get naked, get those panties on, and then let’s get you naked again. Come over here and stand in front of the mirror.”

Tia, as usual, just ignored her glare, so Angelina rose from where she’d been sitting on the end of the bed and padded on bare feet across to the mirror.

“Heels, sweetie, heels. The one thing you will not be is barefoot on that stage. Besides the risk of catching something from the manky crud on there, you need the heels to give your calves the definition. Besides, they make you taller, and taller is good.”

With a sigh that she hoped demonstrated her exasperation, Angelina turned and trudged back to the bed and slipped her feet into the pair of heels they were using for the rehearsals. She had higher, and she’d be wearing those on the night, but these had sufficed tonight.

Tia was watching her, a grin lighting up her elfin face. “Come on, cheer up. You are so going to enjoy the experience, and at the same time, you’ll be fucking glad of these rehearsals.”

She moved up to stand next to Tia in front of the large mirrors on the wardrobe doors. Reaching down, she crossed her arms in front of herself and hooked her fingers under the bottom edge of the sports bra she’d worn ever since Tia had shifted focus onto baring the bottom half. Her breasts bounced free, and she could see the equally topless Tia was watching the movement with that smile still playing on her face.

“Tia, no, down girl.”

“Hey, a girl can hope. Besides, doesn’t the dancer always pay the choreographer? Since you spent so much on the costumes, I know you’ll be a bit short. We could always… instead of money.”

“You are so incorrigible. How many more times, no.”

“I think you protesteth too much. Since you took me to mean we should get down and dirty on the bed, your nipples got harder.”

“That’s exposure to the air, not… thinking about something that’s not going to happen.”

Tia smiled and handed her a pair of panties with the sides already tied. Angelina slid her more utilitarian underwear down and tried to act unself-conscious as she got naked in front of her friend for about the fifth time this evening. She stepped into the panties, trying not to bend too far as she pulled them up.

“Right, let’s get them adjusted.”

She’d been trying to keep her movements as modest as possible she hadn’t realized Tia had moved behind her. As she looked at her friend’s reflection in the mirror, she felt Tia put her hands on her waist. She couldn’t help it. The contact made her shiver once more.

“Relax. This is me teaching you. Not seducing you.” Tia gave an earthy chuckle and then leaned in and placed a soft kiss just below her ear. “The seduction comes later. As I said, you need to pay your choreographer, and I know exactly what I want in terms of payment.” She kissed her again, longer this time. “By the way, it’s not a Chinese meal.”

Angelina tried to frown, but the gentle touch from her friend, from the woman she’d allowed to seduce her close to three weeks ago, was working an internal magic on her. Her body remembered what had happened that night, even if her mind wanted to forget.

Suddenly, as if she’d flipped a switch, Tia was all business again. “You need to really get those hips moving, now. Flicking them from side to side in time with the music. Slowly slide your hands down to your waist and then grab the loose ends of the bows on both sides.” Tia punctuated what she was doing by giving a savage push on Angelina’s waist, first one way and back the other.

“It’s not a twerking motion. It’s one that’s designed to seduce them in, not fuck their eyeballs.”

Angelina giggled. She couldn’t help it. The obscene, almost cartoonish, image of being fucked by a disembodied pair of eyeballs filled her head.

“Keep that movement going. I know we haven’t got music at the moment, but this will do.”

“Now bring your hands down, feel for the loose ends, and take hold of them, but don’t pull on them yet. Okay?”

Angelina let out a breathy sigh, not realizing she’d been holding her breath. She could feel her body reacting to Tia’s nearness. Looking at her own reflection, she could see just how hard her nipples were, while down lower, everything felt hot, and she knew if she ran her fingers along her slit, they’d come away moist. The fact that her friend was wearing a nearly identical pair of panties and nothing else just added to the sexual tension in the room. She grimaced that tension had been building for a while, and she’d simply refused to acknowledge it.

“Now, play this a little coquettish, as if you’re reluctant to take off your last remaining item.”

“I am reluctant.”

Tia chuckled. “Yeah, but on the night you won’t be. By this point in the routine, you’ll be so fucking hot to trot you’ll want to rip them off. Remember, it’s about the tease, not the strip. Keep the audience in the palms of your hands. Let them guess whether you’re going to go through with it or if you’re going  to chicken out at the last hurdle.”

“Can I chicken out?”

“Sweetie, with a knockout bod like yours, with an audience that the previous contestant, me, has whipped up into a sexual frenzy, what makes you think you could chicken out and get out of there alive?”

“Don’t.”

“Now, slowly pull on the ends on the left-hand side. Feel the bow unravel a little and then stop. Let out a nice big stage gasp as if you’re still unsure. Now, do the same on the other side. Keep those hips swinging. Okay?”

“I guess.” Angelina could feel her breathing getting shorter and shorter. If she closed her eyes, she knew she’d be seeing herself doing this in front of a large audience. Just the thought of that audience was getting her hotter than it should.

She swallowed convulsively. “Can I turn around and face away for the last bit?”

In the reflection, Tia shook her head. “No, sweetie. That’s a fallacy. It’s not a teasing action. It’s a hiding one. The audience will recognize that, and you want them at a fever pitch, not cooling down. If you’re brave enough to face them for the final reveal, it’ll send their approval skyrocketing.”

“I see.”

“Now, pull the bow undone on the left and let the panties start to peel away. Don’t let them drop too far. Now, pull the bow on the other side, but keep hold of one of the straps. Not both, just one. Now we’re ready for the big reveal. Just jerk the strap you kept hold of out to the side. You won’t know if you’ve captured the front or back strap. Just pull straight out to the side with your legs slightly parted, and the garment should just pull clear.”

Tia clapped her hands as Angelina did what she had said. “Perfect, sweetie. Perfect.”

Angelina took a long, shuddering breath. “Are we done now?”

“The rehearsal, yes.” Tia’s breathy response sounded far too close. Her hands stole around Angelina’s hips as she pressed her own virtually naked body against Angelina’s naked one. The feel of her friend’s breasts squashing against her back induced a whimper as she let her panties fall to the floor. Tia’s fingers moved around in front of her, and she watched breathlessly in the mirror as they closed in on her mound.

Angelina knew what her friend was doing. All the jokes might have been about extracting payment, but they had been jokes, not reality. In reality, Tia wanted both of them to enjoy the experience. Her whimper increased as she let her feet slither further apart to give her friend access to her slit.

* * * *

“Come on, you can’t back out now.”

Angelina swallowed convulsively as the music faded, and to a rolling cheer from the audience, another naked young woman came bustling back through the gap in the curtain, clutching a pile of clothing.

The compere gave the audience about a minute to settle down a little, then announced the next dancer. “Let’s have a big welcome for our next contestant, Pattie….!”

The tall, buxom blonde looked stunning in her rhinestone-studded fake cowgirl outfit. She might have looked stunning, but the look on her face told a very different story. The poor girl was clearly terrified, and as she stepped from the curtain, Angelina was sure she looked far more like a deer in the headlights than a confident woman about to take her clothes off to entertain the audience. Next to her, Tia swallowed and frowned, then leaned close.

“Damn! I think she’s going to chicken out. That’ll make my job harder. Still, I’m sure I’ll get them worked up for you, sweetie.”

Angelina tried not to glare at her friend and concentrated on watching the blonde woman through the gap in the curtains. She was pretty sure the whispered conversation between Tia and the floor manager had involved a promise of some description in order to secure them the last two slots of the evening. She shuddered, not really wanting to think that Tia might have agreed to drop to her knees and suck him off for the privilege. She wouldn’t put it past Tia, though. She tried to peer beyond the stage but couldn’t see as far as the bar. She’d spotted Paul earlier, leaning against the corner of the bar, watching for the competition to start. He’d raised his glass in acknowledgment to her, but she’d had to come backstage to get ready before she could talk to him.

She wasn’t sure how she felt about him being there as he’d promised. Part of her was glad, knowing she’d have one friendly face in the audience. Part of her, though, wasn’t so happy. Having someone she knew to watch her strip for the first time wasn’t so good. It would be her last time, too, unless she won, in which case she’d have to do a repeat performance, albeit in a different costume. Tia had drilled her in both.

She concentrated on the blonde currently on stage, noticing that she appeared wooden, even jerky, in her movements. The top came off and was thrown directly at the curtain. Angelina had to take a step back to avoid being hit and giving away her presence. Tia was psyching herself up next to her and seemed uninterested in watching what was to her, the competition. Meanwhile, Pattie, which Angelina assumed was a stage name, not her real name, seemed to spend an age with her hands behind her back trying to unclip her bra. She made a mental note to thank Tia for ensuring her own costume came open much easier than Pattie’s.

The end came suddenly. One moment, Pattie was struggling to undo the bra. The next, she’d popped the catch, squealed loudly, and turned and bolted for the back of the stage. Angelina had to smartly step aside to get out of the terrified and shaking woman’s way. The audience wasn’t merciful, and their catcalls and growls of disappointment echoed through the small backstage area. One of the other girls put an arm around the shaken and shaking woman’s shoulders and led her sobbing back to the changing room. She’d been one of the earlier competitors, and the two were obviously friends.

The compare grabbed his microphone and looked meaningfully at Tia as if to say you’re on and hurried through the gap onto the stage.

“Gentlemen, please give a sympathetic hand to the lovely Pattie. She tried to entertain you but found the experience too much. It happens.” A chorus of catcalls and whistles of disapproval greeted him. “Now, please give it up for our next young lady. She has enough confidence to knock your socks off, all while she takes her all off. Give it up for the fabulous, the beautiful Tiana!”

Tia gave her a wink, and as the music started playing, she literally bounced through the gap onto the stage. Instantly, the mood of the crowd changed. They could see the compere hadn’t been lying. Tia dominated the stage from the very first second. Angelina shuddered at the thought she’d have to follow and, if at all possible, match the confident strut and spectacular dance moves Tia used.

Since the previous weekend, Tia had switched up her costume from the shirt and shorts she’d worn at the rehearsals. The shorts had been replaced with a micro miniskirt, while she’d changed the ankle socks for knee-length black ones. She’d left the shirt tied under her breasts with all the buttons undone, leaving her midriff bare. She looked exactly like the pop star Angelina couldn’t remember the name of, although Tia was a brunette and not a dirty blonde.

Tia made a complete circuit of the stage, dancing very close to the edge all the way around. Her hips swung, and her legs kicked as she moved. Angelina nodded to herself. Tia was trying to get the audience on her side, having been disappointed by the previous competitor. Since the stage was about three feet higher than the floor of the bar, everyone in the first couple of rows would have had a good look under that skirt, seeing the tie-sided white lace panties Angelina knew her friend wore.

The way Tia’s chest moved under the shirt, it appeared she wasn’t wearing a bra of any kind. However, Angelina knew better. Tia wore a bralette, pure gossamer lace, that covered without concealing and didn’t provide enough support to prevent her breasts from bouncing.

Tia faced her for a brief moment and winked toward where she knew Angelina would be watching, then spun back to face her audience. Her hands went to the bow at her midriff. The music swelled into a chorus just as Tia tugged the two sides of the blouse and the bow unraveled. The crowd cheered as the shirt swung open to reveal the lace-encased breasts underneath. Angelina knew what her friend looked like. That bralette was pure slut wear. Every detail of her friend’s breasts would be visible through it.

As she tossed the now discarded shirt behind her, Tia moved her hands to cup her breasts and squeeze them. Her moan seemed loud enough to be heard over the top of the music, but Angelina wasn’t sure it would have carried beyond the first couple of rows. Tia’s fingers moved to the row of hooks and eyes that held the bralette closed at the front and worked their way down them. Angelina could tell what was happening as Tia’s hands dipped lower on her body. After another few seconds, there was a roar as Tia jerked her arms out to the side, opening the bralette and displaying her naked breasts. Pattie’s stumbling, defeated retreat from the stage was now a distant memory for the audience. They had what they wanted, what they’d paid good money to see. A topless woman who hadn’t finished stripping yet!

Angelina licked her lips and tried to watch the rapt faces of the guys who were watching her friend, knowing in only a few short minutes, those same men would be watching her. She trembled but vowed she was going to give it at least as much as Tia had. She didn’t think she could match her, but she was going to try. The last thing she was prepared to do was repeat Pattie’s performance and run sobbing from the stage.

Tia’s skirt slid down her legs, revealing the thin white panties that matched the bralette. They were almost as see-through as the top had been, and the guys directly in front of Tia would be able to see her slit in quite some detail. Tia, though, didn’t seem to care, parading around the stage in just her panties, her long socks, and her heels. Angelina caught a glimpse of her face, flushed with a combination of triumph and arousal. Tia would clearly be looking to get laid tonight. At least, the arrangement was for Angelina to meet Paul outside without Tia with them. Otherwise, she knew the fifth item on Paul’s list would very likely have been completed tonight. She forced herself to admit she wanted to see Paul on his own first. She swallowed hard and returned her attention to her friend.

Tia was strutting around the stage once more, teasing the guys by pretending to pull at the strings holding her last remaining item of clothing and then letting go without actually undoing them. It was a highly effective tease, and Angelina had a little epiphany at that moment. Tia had taught her how to tease effectively. She hadn’t taught her everything, though. Tia was playing to win, and although she wanted Angelina to come second to her, that was it, second. Angelina frowned to herself. Was she prepared to go out there and really go for it? Beat Tia, or let Tia have the win she obviously craved.

After what seemed an age but wasn’t that long at all, Tia finally pulled the strings on both sides simultaneously. The panties came undone and started to fold away. Quick as a flash, Tia opened her legs a little and grabbed the front of the panties, letting the back triangle swing down between her legs. She held the now useless garment scrunched up in front of her slit for a long couple of seconds, then lifted her hands up into the air exposing herself. The roar of approval almost tore the roof off. Angelina was in no doubt Tia had won the competition over the other girls. There was only one person who could beat her—her.

She took a deep, calming breath and watched as Tia gathered up her clothes, ready to come back through the curtain. Even that was part of her friend’s act. She bent at the waist to pick up her skirt, knowing that would expose her pussy between her legs. She repeated the move to pick up her bralette and then one final time to retrieve her shirt. A moment later, she stepped through the curtain, applause still ringing around the bar.

Tia was flushed, and Angelina recognized the look on her friend’s face. Tia hadn’t just enjoyed that experience. Her friend had absolutely loved it. She looked like she was on the verge of cumming.

“Got them riled up and ready for you, sweetie.”

It was both encouragement and a challenge. Angelia swallowed hard again and forced herself to smile. The compare bustled past on his way back onto the stage, and she knew she had to follow him as soon as he finished his announcement.

“One more contestant to go, and let me tell you guys, we saved the very best to last. She was wafted all the way from heaven for your delectation tonight. Give it up, for one of God’s very own…. The beautiful… Angel!”

She hadn’t really wanted to use Angel as a stage name, but the compere had insisted. His downright wordiness grated, too, but there was nothing she could do about that.

Showtime!

As her music started to play, Angelina stepped through the curtain onto the stage. The whole room went silent as they saw her pause just in front of the curtain. Then, after that moment of quiet, the room erupted in a cacophony of cheers. Obviously, they liked what they could see. More importantly, they wanted to see more. Angelina was buoyed by her reception and drew confidence from it. Her smile broadened, and she stepped out into the middle of the stage, her hips swinging to the beat of her music. It wasn’t a dance, more of a strut. Her audience roared their approval. Widening her stance, she dropped her hands to her knees and swung her head around, making her hair fly in all directions. It was a Tina Turner move Tia couldn’t attempt. Her hair was too short, so they’d agreed on it as a move that created a difference between them.

Angelina strutted to the front edge of the stage and started to dance for real, now. By the time she’d moved to the left side of the stage, she had the audience clapping along. Those that weren’t twisting to look up the short skirt of her dress. Unlike Tia, her panties were black. Thin and somewhat transparent, yes, but being black, they didn’t reveal too much. Even so, she knew several of the guys had to have managed a good look at them.

She peered out over the heads of the guys nearest her. With the ceiling-mounted lights directly in her eyes, she couldn’t see far enough to know if Paul was still watching. Silly. Of course, he was watching her. She doubted wild horses could have dragged him away. If anything, he’d have moved closer.

Moving over to the right of the stage, she repeated the same moves and then returned to the front. Suddenly, she stopped still, motionless. Then, twitching her hips, she lifted her hands to the zip tab that ran straight down the front of her dress to her waist. There was a matching one that ran up to her waist from the hem, but she left that alone for now. Angelina started gyrating again, and as she did so, she slowly slid the tab of the zipper down. After about three inches, she paused and turned to her right and then back to her left to show the guys to both sides of the stage. The cheering started again, along with a chant of Down… Down… Down, encouraging her to slide the zip all the way down. She smiled at their response but continued at her own pace, sliding the zip down until it was below the line of her nipples. She paused again and danced around in a circle, her hands above her head.

She wiggled and waggled her hips, making the front of the dress gape wider, but didn’t actually show anything. It was a very effective tease. It also posed all the guys a question, one she wasn’t quite ready to answer. Was she, like her immediate processor, wearing a bra or bralette? Nothing showed in the opening, not even when it started to gape open.

Returning her hands to just below her breasts, she moved back to the front of the stage and, this time, jerked the tab all the way down. Hard enough for it to disengage and the two sides of the top of her dress to gape open. A huge cheer rang out as everyone realized this beautiful young woman was actually braless. The dress couldn’t gape wide enough open on its own to reveal her breasts. Not with the bottom zip still done up.

Every gaze in the bar, even the bar staff’s, was fixed on her as she bent forward, letting her breasts spill forward into the loose dress, but without them spilling out into the open. She grabbed the tab at the bottom of the second zip and pulled it up her legs. Of course, another split opened, and as she straightened up and started to move again, the split opened to reveal more and more leg. Unlike Tia, Angelina was bare-legged. They’d tried the outfit with stockings, but Angelina had eventually ruled them out on the grounds it transformed the outfit from classy to trashy.

As she moved, the top of the dress seemed to gape dangerously open, which distracted some of the audience from watching her draw the bottom zip higher and higher. With a final flourish, Angelina pulled that zip undone and, quick as a flash, grabbed the two open sides of the dress to stop them swinging all the way to the sides. She danced like that for a good thirty seconds, turning to let everyone see she was only wearing the tiny panties underneath the dress. Then, as she turned back to face front, she ripped her arm spout to the sides, carrying the dress out with them, baring her breasts and, for good measure, everything not covered by the panties.

The place erupted in cheers. Angelina stood still for a moment and then let the dress slither down behind her. She kicked it to the back of the stage and forced herself not to cup her breasts to conceal them. Her hard nipples thrust out proudly, and she could feel how her liquor was starting to soak into her last remaining piece of clothing. She moaned softly, trying to concentrate on what Tia had told her about the last denouement. Try as she might, though, she couldn’t remember the move they’d practiced in her bedroom. When she tried to think about that, her mind flashed to what had happened afterward. The idea of making love with another woman started to compete with her performance on stage.

For a split second, her dancing faltered, and then she forced herself back on track. Her hand dipped to her left hip, and she yanked the tie open. The panties peeled away from that side, front and back, and she grasped the front triangle with her fingertips. They were perilously close to her mound, and she knew the rules. No touching there. She let out a whimper and dropped her right hand down to the other side.

It didn’t take her long. She wanted off the stage rather than needing to pluck up the courage to undo the bow. A quick jerk on the string, and that, too, came undone. Only her fingers pressed against her stomach were keeping her from showing everything to the guys surrounding the stage.

Unwittingly, she’d timed everything almost perfectly. Her music swelled to its final beat, and as it fell silent, She stretched both hands up in a star shape above her head, keeping hold of her underwear and showing everyone everything. She was breathing heavily, and her legs felt weak. Still, she locked out her knees and drew the plaudits and cheers from the audience. If anything, she was surprised by the fact she’d done it. She was also incredibly turned on.

Angelina didn’t quite dare to bend at the waist to pick up her discarded clothing the way Tia had done. Not that she had much to pick up, given she was still clutching her panties in her hand. She stepped through the curtain, and it dropped back into place behind her. She let out a low moan, which drew a raised eyebrow from the compare as he returned to the stage. Tia was there grinning at her. “Told you you’d be good.” She’d changed into her second outfit, a pale blue baby doll with matching panties over white stockings.

“Sorry baby, he’s already told me I’m the winner, so I get to dance again.” She stepped closer. “The bouncer will let you out of the back door while I’m dancing. I’ve texted Paul to meet you in the car park. GO have fun. I’m going to have my fun, and I’ll see you tomorrow. Remember, tomorrow is going to be number five, so don’t wear the poor bastard out tonight. Leave some for me once I’ve finished feasting on your sorry ass.”

“Gentlemen, please give a big hand for our winner tonight… Tiana!”

Then she was gone, and Angelina clutched the dress to her body, suddenly alone. Wandering into the changing room behind the bar, she found the other women, including the luckless Pattie, had already gone. No doubt, there was an element of self-preservation in that. An example she’d do well to follow. She quickly straightened the dress and pulled it on around her. Re-engaging the zip tabs took a few seconds, but she then zipped it up so she looked decent again. Grabbing her bag and her other, now unnecessary outfit from the locker, she headed back out into the space behind the stage. There was so much cheering going on out there she couldn’t hear herself think. She could, however, see the bouncer beckoning her from one side. Heading over to him, she waited while he pushed the bar on the fire escape, and she emerged into the cool of the evening. A shadow detached from the wall opposite and resolved itself into Paul.

“You know this guy?”

“Yeah. He’s with me.”

“Okay then. Have a good night.” The bouncer chuckled as he shut the door again.

“Hi, babe.” His grin could be described as being of the shit-eating variety.

“Hi yourself. Come on, let’s go before anyone else gets the idea they can drive away with one of the dancers. The prettiest one.”

She giggled, although it was clearly a definite risk factor. One the bar was doing its level best to mitigate. She unlocked her car and watched from the driver’s seat as he slid into the passenger seat.

“That looked easier than before.”

“It is.”

“So the op was a success?”

He shrugged, and this time she was relieved to see he didn’t wince as he did so. Before such a movement always caused pain. “Not a complete success, no. I’ve got a bit more range of movement and a lot less pain, but not all the way back, no.”

She grinned. “I’d call it a success.”

“I’d call what you just did a success, too. That was fucking awesome.”

She giggled. “As long as there was only one person in the audience who knew me.” She paused. “You.”

“And Tia.”

“Well, she wasn’t in the audience, not exactly.”

“True, but she was awesome too. I recognized her as well.”

Angelina smiled. “I thought you might.” As she powered her car out into the road and swung to head toward home, she felt a gentle touch on her leg. She glanced down to see Paul’s hand was just above her knee and was sliding higher.

“Tell me something?”

“What?”

“Did dancing like that, exposing yourself like that, turn you on?”

She shuddered and tried to concentrate on the road as she headed across the city center to take the loop road out to her house.

“What do you think?”

He slid his hand under the hem of her dress, and she made no move to stop him.

“Well, from the hardness of your nipples, either you clamped them before you came on stage, or you definitely enjoyed yourself.” He chuckled. “Don’t worry, you won’t have to answer. I’ll find out for myself in a few seconds.”

Angelina shifted in her seat, allowing her legs to part, knowing she was giving him access to her bare pussy. Bare because she’d ditched the soaking wet panties rather than trying to put them back on. “Besides, I don’t own any nipple clamps. Never have, never will.” She gave a theatrical shudder to emphasize her point. A moment later, his finger probed against her outer lips, and she let out a low moan.

“Stop it, or I’ll crash.”

“Well, I’ll give you a simple choice. Pull over and let me bring you off, or drive on, and I’ll keep teasing you until you have to stop.”

Angelina groaned but allowed her knees to slide further apart. “I’m not stopping in the middle of town.”

“Well, on your head be it.” He chuckled as he gently thrust a finger inside her. “Or should that be on my fingers?”

It took less than half a mile before Angelina had to stop.

She had to stop twice more before they reached her driveway.

End of Part 8


Angelina’s Adventures – Sunday

Saturday Night

As she closed the front door behind her, Angelina leaned back against it and tried to control her breathing. She gave Paul, who’d walked a bit further into the hallway, an indignant glare. He just grinned and then lifted his fingers to his mouth and sucked her juices off them. She blushed bright red as her glare intensified.

“You… You…”

“Me, what?”

She was still panting for air, her thighs sticky and now cold from the night air crossing from the car to the house.

“You… shouldn’t have done that.”

“I think you enjoyed it.”

“You made me stop three times, twice in town, and then once only just down the road here.”

“As I said, you enjoyed the experience. Anyway, you could have kept driving.”

“What while spasming and shaking from what you were doing? I’d have crashed or shot a red light.”

His grin couldn’t get any wider. “What a way to go, though, having the prettiest girl in the city climaxing on my fingers as I ride to Valhalla.”

She sniffed. “But, what if a cop had seen us? We’d have been arrested, even without crashing.”

“Maybe, maybe not.”

“And on that last time, if a neighbor had seen the car bouncing on its springs and me in the driver’s seat writhing and squealing on your fingers. What would they have thought?”

“That you know how to have a good time.”

She glared at him again, knowing she wasn’t getting anywhere with her protestations. At least, before she’d got out of the car, she made sure the dress had fallen back to cover her legs. It was only as she climbed from the car she realized the top was askew, one breast almost fully exposed as far as the edge of her areola.

He moved closer, and she watched him approach. He was still grinning at her, and she had a pretty good idea of what he was going to do. She wanted to stay mad at him, but it wasn’t easy. In fact, it was too hard because he had, after all, just given her three orgasms, one after the other. Albeit embarrassing ones, but three, nevertheless.

There was nowhere to retreat to, not with the solid front door right behind her. Paul stepped into her personal space and put both his hands on the sides of her head, then leaned in and kissed her. It wasn’t just a kiss. It took total possession of her.

Without prompting, her mouth opened, and his tongue penetrated her. She could faintly taste herself on his tongue, then remembered he’d just licked the fingers he’d had inside her. She shuddered at the thought but was still too turned on from her most recent climax to even consider raising any kind of objection.

The kiss was savage and left her breathless all over again. Inside her dress, her nipples had peaked again, hard little pebbles that demanded to be touched. Lower down, her pussy was still aflame, and the kiss had simply stoked the flames higher. She moaned softly as he broke the kiss and finally opened her eyes.

“Well, as you’re not driving now, I think a drink would be good?”

She almost pouted, having been expecting him to drag her to bed or, at the very least, bend her over the end of the couch and take her that way. He already knew she was commando under the dress. Hell, he also knew she’d gone without a bra, too. She’d only been wearing the dress and nothing else when she left the bar where she’d gone on stage and stripped. That thought sent a shudder through her once more, and she gazed into his smiling face.

“Drink?”

“Yeah.” She knew she needed to calm down. Well, either calm down or get fucked. A simple choice. At that moment, she thought the drink sounded, somehow, more civilized, but she wouldn’t have objected to the other choice. She hadn’t seen Paul in four weeks, so welcoming him home seemed like a good idea to her somewhat addled brain.

“Beer or something stronger? Seeing as you’re not going to be driving again.”

“Beer would be good.” She tried, and failed, to stifle a giggle. “All that dancing has worked up a thirst.”

“Well, I could slake that thirst another way…”

“Err, no. You promised this girl a beer, even if it’s my own refrigerator you’re raiding.”

“Beer it is, one Bud coming up.”

“Hang on. If I’m not driving again, how are you getting home?” She cocked her head to one side and stared at him, trying hard to keep a straight face.”

Paul wasn’t fazed by her act. “Either I’m sleeping in your bed tonight, or I’m crashing on your couch. Don’t forget, you’ve got a date for tomorrow. Or should I say, we’ve both got a date with your dynamite, sexy little friend.”

Angelina tried not to let her blush reach her cheeks, but from his chuckle, she knew it had. It wasn’t that she was trying to forget that Tia would be coming around mid-morning tomorrow, more that she didn’t want to think about that tonight. No, tonight she wanted to think about the time she’d be spending with Paul.

Paul disappeared into the kitchen, and she heard him opening the refrigerator. She realized she was still standing, leaning on the front door, so she kicked her heels off and moved through into the family room. For a moment, she thought about confounding him by sitting on one of the chairs but instead sat down in the middle of the couch. Paul reappeared in the doorway from the kitchen and smiled as he saw her smoothing her skirt over her legs. It was probably a forlorn gesture. After all, she was pretty sure where his hand would be venturing before too long.

He sat down next to her and solemnly handed her one of the bottles and clinked his against it. “Cheers.”

She smiled a thank you and tipped the open bottle up. The taste of the cold beer soothed her, and she relaxed back into the soft cushion of the couch. That’s when she knew just how smooth an operator he was. His arm had already found its way behind her shoulders, so she was instinctively cuddling up to him before she realized.

“Sneaky.”

He chuckled. “What?”

She shook her head and took another long pull on her beer, then realized he’d hardly touched his.

“Not drinking?”

“Gotta take it slow on these painkillers.”

“Ah. I see. Does it hurt?” she frowned at him.” Did what you were doing to me hurt your shoulder?”

He rolled his eyes. “Wrong shoulder, sweetheart, so, no, it didn’t. Still, I’ve got to keep taking these damned things, and that means keeping the alcohol to a minimum. Strict two drink maximum, and I had one in the club.”

She gently punched his free arm. “You could have gone for coffee. I wouldn’t have minded.”

“At this time of night? Nah, there’s only one way I want to keep you awake all night.”

She blushed, understanding his reference, and she shivered as that understanding seeped into her core.

“Surely, you’ll need to save some of your energy and stamina for tomorrow.” She blushed at the thought of the plans already in motion for Sunday.

Paul shrugged and leaned in, and planted a soft kiss on her cheek. “Nah, I know what’ll get me going in the morning.”

“What?” She regretted the question the moment it had left her mouth.

He chuckled. “Watching you and Tia undress and caress and then eat each other. That’d wake the dead, not just me.”

“Paul!”

“What, you asked, and I answered. What’s wrong with that?”

“Everything, nothing! Oh, I don’t know.” She wanted to throw her arms up in the air but remembered at the last second she had a half-full bottle of beer in one hand.

He leaned in to kiss her cheek again, but Angelina decided to take the lead for the moment. She turned her face towards his, and his kiss landed on her lips. Well, more on her open mouth as her tongue flicked out to demand entrance to his mouth.

He moaned softly and then opened to allow her to push her tongue into his mouth. They kissed for several long seconds, and then he pulled back. She raised an eyebrow as she opened her eyes, but he was smiling. There was no rejection in his movement. Rather, everything he did was freighted with a promise of more to come, but it was clear he wanted to talk first.

“So, Angel?”

“Don’t call me that.”

“But it was your name tonight on that stage. How did you feel up there?”

She swallowed and tried to work out exactly how she wanted to answer him. After all, dancing out of her clothes in a bar full of strangers had been his idea in the first place. Okay, Tia had taken the idea and ran with it, but it had still been his in the first place.

“A real mix of emotions.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, I was pretty damn nervous. Not just a bit, a whole lot.”

“Of course, but kudos to you for overcoming those nerves. I saw the blonde… what was her name? Pattie? She chickened out big time just before Tia danced.”

“Yeah, you should have seen her face when she came backstage. She was totally petrified. Terrified out of her wits, poor girl.”

“But you didn’t do that. You went through with it.”

Angelina shuddered and put her beer down on the coffee table. “Promise me one thing.”

“What?”

“That you will never ask me to do that in public again. Not happening, not ever.”

“Even though you were so turned on, it didn’t take much for me to get you to cum three times on the way home.”

She just glared. “I mean it, promise.”

“Okay, promise, no more requests for public performances. Now, how about a private one?”

“When?”

“Right now.” She shivered as she noticed his voice suddenly dropping deeper. The idea of standing up and stripping in her own family room obviously appealed to him, even if it didn’t appeal to her.

She snorted. “It would be a very short performance. After all, you already know I’m naked under this dress.”

“That’s okay. You can start off dancing and then finish by giving me a lap dance.”

“Not happening, so don’t go getting your hopes up. I’ve done all the dancing I’m going to do tonight.”

“Fine. I’ll watch you dance for Tia tomorrow. You’ll look seriously sexy writhing on her lap as you remove your panties.”

“Stop it!” She knew adding the tonight to her refusal had just opened the door for him to tease her about Sunday, but she didn’t want to rise any further to it.

“So you’re not going to give me a repeat performance tonight?”

“No.”

“Spoilsport.”

“I am not. I’m just danced out.”

“I thought it might get your motor running again.”

“Not happening.”

“So, going back to the original question, what other things, other than nerves, were you feeling?”

She was glad he’d changed the subject, but at the same time, he’d done it so smoothly that in itself raised her suspicions. She knew he’d find a way to bring the conversation back around to her stripping for him again.

“Well, I guess there was a level of excitement. I peeked from behind the curtain and watched Tia perform. It was obvious she was good. It meant I had a very hard act to follow.”

“She was good, but you were so much better.”

She smiled. ”You kind of have to say that or find yourself with a very long walk home.” Angelina paused. “Mind you, I’m not so sure that was a compliment I ever wanted.”

“I said it because it’s true. I just want to know, how did she win the competition?”

Angelina sighed. “Because I deliberately broke one of the rules, and that meant I couldn’t win. Tia and I set it up that way. I knew I wouldn’t be able to dance a second time.”

“Why not?”

“Because either my nerve would fail me, or I’d be so damned turned on, I’d end up cumming on stage. Not a good look.”

“True, but a damned sexy one. What rule did you break?”

Angelina grinned. “No bra.”

“Ah, I see.”

“That’s not allowed for the competition. Still allowed for the performance, but if you don’t wear a bra, you can’t be judged against the others who did wear one.”

“Which is why she was declared the winner almost before you left the stage.”

“Did you see her second act?”

Paul shook his head. “No, I needed to get around to the back after her text. Otherwise, I might have missed you.”

“I bet that disappointed Tia.”

He shrugged. “Maybe she’ll do a repeat show tomorrow.”

Angelina shuddered. The idea of her friend doing an up close and personal striptease wasn’t something she’d thought would be in her lexicon.

Paul chuckled. “I see you didn’t object to that idea, much less shoot it down in flames.”

Before she could frame a suitable reply, he pulled her toward him. Her face turned toward his without prompting. This tie, the kiss started out gently, but before long, tongues were entwined, and the kiss grew far more passionate. When they broke apart, she was breathless, and she could see he was panting for air, too.

Glancing down, she saw he’d brought his hand across to her leg and was stroking her thigh just below the hem of the dress. She glanced over to see him watching her, then, without another word, he slipped his hand across to the tab at the bottom of the zip and pulled it three or four inches higher. The dress opened up in a vee between her legs, and she murmured wordlessly as she stretched.

“Let’s take this upstairs.”

Angelina shook her head. “No, there’s something I want to do before we head up.”

“There is?” He raised an eyebrow in question, clearly surprised by her taking the lead. She knew that had been the crux of what he’d been trying to get her to understand. She was passive, sexually, and this was a way for her to demonstrate she was leaving that behind her.

Twisting from his grip, she dropped to her knees in front of him and then crawled between his legs.

“You don’t have to…”

She grinned up at him, even as her hands reached for his fly. “I’m doing this because I want to. You gave me three. Now it’s your turn. Besides, I want a shower before bed. This will give you the excuse to join me, won’t it?”

“Do I need an excuse?” She could see he was grinning, too.

“Possibly not, but having one isn’t a bad idea, is it?”

“Absolutely not, on one condition.”

“Which is?”

“You let me undress you for the shower.”

“Oh, that’s okay then. I thought you were going to suggest I danced my way out of my dress before reaching the bathroom.”

He shrugged. “Don’t go giving me ideas.”

She reared back in mock horror. “I’m not.”

She reached into his fly and pulled his erection clear of his pants. All conversation stopped at that point.

Sunday Morning

Angelina woke with a start. “Uh!”

From somewhere under the covers, she heard a snort followed by a chuckle. That chuckle seemed to reverberate through her. It took her a moment to understand what was happening. Then her hips jerked as Paul pushed his tongue deep inside her. Her hips bounced, and she let out a low moan as he continued to lick and lap at her pussy. She let her legs splay even further apart, loving the attention, and then moaned again as her body stiffened and writhed under his attentions.

Her hands rose and cupped her naked breasts. Wait! What? She didn’t sleep naked. She certainly didn’t remember going to sleep naked last night. As she gently toyed with her turgid nipples, she let her hips writhe against the intruding tongue. Now that she was awake, Paul brought his fingers into play, holding her open so he could get more of her nectar. She blushed and tried to piece together the events of last night. She remembered what had happened before they came to bed, but somehow, what had happened after the shower was lost in some sort of orgasmic haze.

“That’s so good, don’t stop.”

He chuckled again as the realization sank in. She had indeed fallen asleep naked in his arms. Sometime just after the fourth time, he’d brought her off. She murmured and then let one hand drift down to find the top of his head and hold him in place, his mouth pressed against her slit. She lifted her knees, sliding her feet toward her body to improve the angle and let him go deeper. Paul obliged, sliding a finger into her and then a second one while his lips moved to surround and nuzzle her clit. As she worked her way up to an orgasm, her hips bounced on the bed, keeping obscene time with the thrusts of his fingers deep into her. The climax, when it came, wasn’t earth-shattering, but it was good.

She panted for breath but knew she wanted more. Letting go of her distended nipple, she moved her left hand down to join her right one and grasped him, none too gently behind the ears, and literally hauled him up the bed until he sprawled on top of her. She could feel his hard erection pressing against her thigh.

She kissed him, not reticent about the fact his lips and mouth tasted strongly of her.

Angelina tried to wriggle into place to drop him between her legs so he could position his cock and fuck her, but Paul seemed strangely reticent.

“Stop avoiding me. I want you.”

He laughed again, grinning down into her face as his hand stroked over her breasts, making her arch her back.

“What?”

“With your friend coming here later, I want to make sure I’m up to scratch for the both of you.”

“Oh, do you?”

“Yep. You wore me out last night. I can’t afford to let you do that this morning. Not going to be much of a threesome if the only guy in the building can’t get it up.”

She blushed again. Up to this point, she‘d tried hard to blot out the plans Paul and Tia had for her today. She flexed her thigh, pressing it against his hard cock.

“I don’t think you’ll have much of a problem.”

“Nope. Especially when you two can go at it to get me going again if I flag.”

Angelina frowned. “We are not performing for your delectation.”

“No, you both did that last night. I still want to see Tia’s second act. I missed that.”

Angelina just contented herself with a glare.

“Shower and then coffee, okay?”

She admitted defeat. It was obvious he wasn’t going to give her what she wanted. He’d probably just done that to make sure she was still on edge when Tia arrived. She shuddered. “Coffee, then breakfast, and then shower, I think.”

“Well, seeing as I’m going to duck out of showering with you this morning…”

Angelina pouted. “There was me thinking about seducing you in the shower.”

“Sorry, sweetheart, not happening. You get the coffee on and breakfast started while I shower, and then I can finish prepping breakfast while you shower.”

“So, what am I preparing for breakfast?”

“I fancy some pancakes, some nice fluffy pancakes.”

Her mouth watered at the thought.

“You’re on.”

Thirty minutes later, wrapped in her robe, Angelina returned to the kitchen to find Paul putting the finishing touches to two plates of warm, fluffy pancakes. She’d made the mix, but he’d cooked them while she showered. It took them minutes to demolish the piles, and Paul wordlessly refilled their coffee mugs.

“Thank you.”

“Hey, joint effort.”

Angelina reached down and loosened the belt of her robe, exposing a deep cleavage and demonstrating she was naked underneath. Paul’s eyes flashed to the exposed skin, and he licked his lips but then looked up again as he chuckled.

“Someone has come a long way.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, from the shy, passive but beautiful woman who didn’t know what she wanted or how to get it.”

“And now?” Angelina was teasing, playing the coquette for all she was worth, but she felt warm inside. That wasn’t just his compliments but also from the residual of the way he’d chosen to wake her up.

“Now, she’s starting to spread her wings. It would be hard to describe you as passive, given what you just decided to put on a plate for me.”

“What pancakes? You cooked them.”

He leaned across the breakfast bar and teased the edge of the robe’s lapel with his finger, stretching it wider open.

“No, you put this on a plate for me. Six weeks ago, you wouldn’t have entertained doing that.”

“I seem to remember I handed you my panties then.”

“Honest response?”

She nodded.

“I think that was desperation more than anything else. You wanted to prove the tears were just a phase. That you wanted to stay, not be walked back to your car.”

She bit her lip, knowing he had the right to it.

“So, seeing as today should tick off the final item on your list…”

“Which it should, but remember, it might not. Could be Tia won’t want to get that close to me.”

“Tia will fuck anybody with a heartbeat.”

“That’s harsh.”

“No, it’s true. That girl is sex on legs. I think she spends more time naked than she does clothed.”

“Oh, how would you know?”

She rolled her eyes. “Girls talk, you know. Our conversations would probably make your locker room chat look tamer than tame.”

“Fair enough.”

“Anyway, going back to what I was saying…”

He just smiled and waited for her to continue.

“So what’s going to be my graduation present for finishing your list?”

“Finishing…?”

“All eight items ticked off.”

He chuckled, which quickly became a full-throated laugh. It took him a minute before he could speak.

“Sweetheart, who said you’d finished?”

“You gave me a list of eight items. I’ve done all eight, ergo, graduated.”

Paul shook his head, and his smile was genuine rather than mocking.

“Hardly.”

“Why?”

“Because you’ve finished page one, not the whole list.”

Angelina looked at him in horror. “What do you mean, page one?”

“There’s a lot more to the list, and I’ve only given you the first page. Didn’t want to intimidate you too much.” He stepped down from his stool, walked around the end of the breakfast bar, and spun her stool so she faced him. His arms went around her, his hands on her back. “There’s a lot more to do. Let’s say you’ve made a good start. Today, though, is the pop quiz.”

She leaned back and glared at him, then leaned back forward and planted a soft kiss on the tip of his nose. His face wrinkled as it had obviously tickled, but then he grinned at her once more.

“So when do I get this page two?”

“I’ll send you page two after we complete the pop quiz.”

“You do know what Tia’s nickname for you is, don’t you?”

“How can I know? I’ve exchanged three texts with her. Two of them were when I thought it was you and then last night when she told me where and how to meet you.”

“You’re going to have to live up to it, Buster.”

“Live up to what.”

“Her name for you is the O-machine.”

“The O…” He stopped as the penny dropped. “Oh, does she?”

“Well, as I said, we girls talk, and we can get quite detailed when we do. Especially close friends like us.”

He chuckled. “Close friends like you were the other week. Like you’re going to be today. It’s not all about me getting it on with both of you.”

Paul pulled her close and brought his mouth up to her ear, then continued in a whisper. “It’s about us getting it on with you. You getting pleasured by the pair of us.”

Angelina swallowed hard and slowly disengaged herself from him. “I need to get dressed.”

“Why? I think this robe would be perfect. Tells her everything she needs to know. Just one minor adjustment.” His fingers moved to her waist at the front and deftly undid the knot completely. He pulled sideways on the loose ends of the belt, pulling the robe open. His gaze dipped to take in the broad swathe of naked flesh from her neck down to her thighs.

Angelina caught her breath, then gently took the belt from his fingers and wrapped the robe fully around herself again.

“Not happening like that.”

“Pity. So what are you going to wear?”

“Not the dress from last night, for starters.”

“No doubt a full compliment of underwear, too.”

She sniffed. “Of course. What kind of girl do you think I am?”

He stepped close again, and this time, his kiss met the end of her nose. “A very passionate one who’s looking forward to getting sexed up by both me and her best friend.”

Angelina let out a whimper, slid off the seat, and danced out of his reach as he tried to hug her.

“I’m  going to get dressed, and seeing as you’re already dressed, you can clear up in here.”

“That’s hardly fair. I cooked.”

“Who said anything about fair? I need to look my best. Absolutely no doubt Tia will be looking her best, so I need to match her.”

“Okay.” He grinned, showing he’d been kidding anyway.

“So, the bedroom is off-limits for now.”

“You’re not going to let me watch?”

“Absolutely not.” She sniffed. “A girl needs her privacy.” Her giggle betrayed she was kidding. Well, kidding on the square, maybe.

Sunday Lunchtime

Things had been quiet once Angelina had got dressed. She wasn’t sure if they were both lost in their own thoughts or simply that neither of them felt like talking much. There was plenty of touching, though. A hand to a hand or a brush over a cheek. Occasionally, Paul would touch her leg, give it a gentle caress, and then stop before it became too sexual. For Angelina, it felt nice, and it gave rise to a number of thoughts that she didn’t really want to go with.

As a result, it was almost a relief for her when they heard Tia’s car pull onto the driveway.

Paul rose to his feet. “I’ll make myself scarce for a few minutes. Let you greet your guest and get comfortable. He chuckled. Wouldn’t want the fox to scare away the rabbit, would we?”

Angelina blushed but giggled. “There’s only one way Tia can be compared to a rabbit, and that is not the way a fox would think of one.”

“I’ll be on the deck, but I’ll leave the back door open.” He chuckled again. “So don’t gossip too loudly about your personal O-machine.”

She cast a glare at his departing back and then moved over to the front door as Tia knocked. That was, in itself, a bit of a surprise. Tia usually just swept in like a dervish or a whirlwind. She rarely knocked. Angelina allowed herself a nod. She hadn’t wanted to barge in and disturb her and Paul if they’d already started something. It showed an enormous amount of tact from her friend. One thing was sure, it was tact and not nerves that had made Tia knock rather than just walk in.

“Hi, sweetie.” Tia air-kissed either side of her and then peered past Angelina. “Where…?”

Angelina chuckled. “He’s outside, thought he’d give us a couple of minutes so we can both relax.”

“Ah, gentleman then. They do have their uses.”

“I’ll call him in, but first, I want to hear what happened last night.”

She gave Tia a pointed look over. For Tia, the outfit was understated. A button-up top over a denim miniskirt was a little incongruous with the black high heels and white bobby socks, but it made a fetching ensemble. The blouse was translucent enough to show she was wearing a camisole underneath.

“Nice.”

“Thank you, sweetie.” Tia had unconsciously, or given it was Tia, consciously, struck a pose while Angelina looked over her. Now, she returned the favor and, after a moment, shook her head.

“What?”

“You’ll have to modify that outfit, sweetie. Not sexy enough, in my humble opinion.”

“In what way?”

“Higher heels for starters. Also, I think you need to lose the white top under that suede waistcoat. The laces will really make your cleavage pop, especially if you’re wearing a nice lace bra. However, the white top spoils the effect. Nip into the downstairs cloak and lose the tee.”

“My house, my outfit.”

“Your house, your sexy time. Now, get with the program and lose the tee. I’ll go and introduce myself to the O-machine, and  you come and join us when you’ve modified the outfit.”

Although Angelina was a bit put out by the way Tia had told her to change what she wore, she knew her friend was coming from the right place. All morning, she’d been thinking if her outfit cut the mustard or not. Tia had simply crystallized her own thoughts.

She headed for the cloakroom and then paused at the door and looked back over her shoulder. “I’ve told him that, you know.”

“Told him what?”

“That you refer to him as the O-machine.” She stuck her tongue out at the quickly coloring-up friend and closed the door before Tia could reply. Confident she’d scored a point, she checked herself in the mirror. It didn’t take her long to realize her friend had a point. She wanted sexy, even vampy; the tee shirt spoiled that by being a layer too many.

Slipping the waistcoat over her head, she peeled off the tee shirt and, as an afterthought, removed the straps from the bra. It functioned perfectly well as a strapless one, and as things progressed later, she, or for that matter, one of them, could easily remove it and leave the waistcoat in place. Pulling that back on, she stuffed the bra straps and the tee shirt in the cupboard under the vanity and checked that she hadn’t messed her hair too much. She’d left it down, having straightened it earlier, and luckily, it just fell back into place.

Stepping out, she could see Tia and Paul chatting on the decking, so she walked over to the back door and paused just inside. Tia was facing her, so she knew her friend had seen her. Paul was facing Tia, so he hadn’t seen her yet.

“So, Force Recon, I hear?”

“Yeah.”

“My brother said you guys were real badass out there.”

“Your brother?”

“Did one tour, but he was a base dweeb. Support role, not front line. Still, that was bad enough for my parents to bear.”

“Mine did it tough.”

“Wounded, I hear too.”

Paul chuckled. “Is there anything our mutual friend doesn’t tell you?”

Tia shrugged and grinned straight at her. “Not much.”

“Which tells me she’s hanging back and just listening. Isn’t that right, Angel?”

Angelina sighed and stepped out onto the deck. “How many times do I have to tell you not to call me that?”

“Well, when a guy is surrounded by two beauties, he has to find some way to distinguish between them.” Paul turned so he could see both of them as he grinned.

“That’s as corny as fuck.”

Angelina noticed the way Paul had zeroed in on her chest, clearly noticing her adjustment to her clothing. From the way he licked his lips, she was certain he approved. Tia nodded and winked, too, obviously also approving.

“Come on, it’s only cold cuts for lunch, but I’m hungry.”

Tia smiled. “So am I, but not for sliced meat.” The way she put the slight emphasis on meat told Angelina that her friend was quite happy with the idea of what would happen after lunch. Angelina shuddered but led the way back into the kitchen as the others followed. She felt a feather-light touch on her ass as she turned toward the refrigerator, and she assumed that was Paul. However, Tia was nearest to her, so it might well have been her friend instead.

Lunch was a quick affair, and although they didn’t eat in silence, the conversation was muted. It was as if all three of them were lost in their own thoughts about what was going to happen afterward. Finally, Tia carried the plates back into the kitchen and then paused in the kitchen doorway as she returned.

“Right.”

Both Paul and Angelina looked up at her.

“Which of us is going to strip Angelina naked and get the party started? Or shall I put some music on and let Angelina strip herself like she did last night?”

“I’m not stripping.”

“Then you’ll get stripped, sweetie. One way or the other, you are going to be naked. I think music is a great idea.” She giggled. “Let Paul sit there and watch as we undress each other.”

“So your question wasn’t really a real one, was it? You were intent on stripping me yourself.”

Tia grinned and nodded, then moved over to the music system in the corner. “I think some proper music this time. You and me are going to dance, sweetie, together.”

Angelina swallowed hard. From innocuous conversation topics, the room had completely switched on to a hundred miles an hour in the space of a few seconds.

Tia spoke up again. “I’m sure Paul will happily watch.”

“For sure.”

“Of course you will, honey. You’re a man. Any man I know will happily watch two women undress each other before getting down and dirty with each other.”

“That’s going too far.” Angelina frowned at her friend, which only made Tia laugh.

“Mind you, I’m not certain I’d let you get too down or too dirty before I joined in.”

Tia gave him an arch look. “Honey, I’m counting on it. Don’t wait for an invite. But at least let me show you her perfect bubble-shaped tush first.”

Angelina sniffed. “He’s already seen that. Maybe he wants to see that lump of cellulite behind your back.”

Tia chuckled and slapped her own ass hard enough for the sound to reverberate through the room. “This ass? Don’t think he wants to see this skanky ass. He’s only got eyes for you, Miss Perfect.”

“That’s not true. I want to see both of you. You’re both real beauties. Can’t wait to get both creamy white asses in my hands, one on each side.”

“Nice diplomatic answer. Where did you say you found this guy?” Tia’s grin was approaching shit-eating size. She hit the on button on the music system, and the soft strains of a slow song began to sound. She moved around the coffee table and stretched out her hand to Angelina. A moment later, she’d effortlessly pulled her to her feet and into the clear space on the other side of the coffee table from Paul. He now relaxed back into the couch and grinned back at them.

Angelina tried to suppress the shiver at the way Tia’s arm encircled her waist. She tried to cover up the blush, too, but that was harder still. She could feel the heat in her cheeks spreading onto the slopes of her neck, too.

“Ladies, the floor is all yours.”

Angelina shot him a look. He was grinning like the proverbial cat knew where the cream was stored. Paul was another one who Angelina had found her glares just bounced off. Turning, she found Tia was close to her, closer than she had been. Tia wrapped her arms around Angelina’s neck and pulled herself even closer. Their bodies touched all the way down to their thighs. Angelina fought to stop herself from shivering at the closeness of the contact. Yes, they’d been close to each other like this that time, indeed only a week ago at the rehearsals for the striptease, too. Never with an audience, though, especially not an audience of one who she’d just spent the night with.

“Just go with the flow, sweetie. This is about having fun. How many times did he make you cum last night?”

She whispered an answer. “Six.”

“Wow.” Tia had dropped her voice too, pitching hers so as not to carry to Paul. She had her back to him for the moment, so he couldn’t even lip-read, even if he had the skill.

“And how many of those were in the car on the way home?”

“Tia.”

“How many?”

“Three.”

“He’s a fucking O-machine. I assume a couple this morning, too?”

Angelina knew her blush had intensified as it always did when Tia pressed her for details about her sex life. “Just one.”

Tia grinned. “Fucking ‘A.” She paused for a moment. “Now, this is how we’re going to do this. We each take a piece of clothing off each other. Okay? One at a time, and if you want, I’ll lose something first. We’re going to kiss, and then I’m going to turn in your arms, and you’re going to unbutton my top and slide it off. Then we’ll swap places and do it again. The important thing is to be facing him when you lose an item. Understood?”

“I guess.”

“Good girl. Now, remember to keep swaying to the music and keep the kissing going. We’ll get even more creative when we’re topless. Okay?”

Angelina swallowed hard. “I guess so.”

“Come on, sweetie, this is about entertaining him. Last night was just a taster session. This is the real deal.”

Tia moved her face closer, touching her lips gently against hers. She pulled back an inch and then repeated it, this time bringing her hand up to stop Angelina from backing away. Before Angelina could even react, Tia deepened the kiss, pressing her lips against hers and then slowly opening them. Angelina knew what was coming but didn’t protest when Tia’s tongue flicked out and brushed over her own closed lips. After a moment, she let her lips part, and Tia’s tongue thrust into the tiny opening. As she let her jaw drop lower, the kiss intensified as Tia’s tongue reached for and found Angelina’s own. Flicking her gaze to the side, she could see Paul watching intently. It had to be heaven for him, seeing two women behaving like this.

As if, on cue, Tia dropped her hand down below Angelina’s waist and gripped one ass cheek in her hand. Angelina moaned softly, feeling her body react to Tia’s aggressive, almost male-like seduction technique.

After a few more seconds, Tia broke the kiss and smiled into Angelina’s face. “Time to pay the piper, sweetie. Take it slow.” She danced the two of them around until Angelina was facing Paul. Then, spinning on the spot, Tia turned to face him, too, reaching back over her own shoulders to maintain contact with her friend, one hand caressing Angelina’s cheek.

“Do it. One button at a time, sweetie.” She moaned, and Angelina peered over her shoulder to watch what she was doing. Her hands moved, almost of their own volition, reaching for the topmost button on Tia’s blouse, just underneath her neck.

She had to wrestle for a moment, the position felt a little unnatural with another body between hers and her hands, but the button popped undone. Tia ground her butt back into her groin, and Angelina could feel her core reacting to the stimulation. She smoothed her hands down the front of Tia’s blouse and popped the second button open. As she moved toward the next button, this one in line with the fullest part of Tia’s breasts, she spread the open part of the blouse. Tia knew she was displaying her cleavage to Paul and bent forward a little to enhance her cleavage. That pushed her butt back into Angelina, who couldn’t prevent a low moan from escaping her lips. Tia giggled and ground her ass back harder. Somehow, she was managing to do it in time to the music, and Angelina realized, with a start, she’d stopped dancing herself.

She started to sway her hips, keeping in counterpoint to Tia so there was the maximum distance traveled in terms of skin-to-skin. She could feel her nipples hardening in her bra.

Her hands popped another button and dropped lower once more. Dragging the opening wider, she was now exposing the upper slopes of Tia’s breasts. From her friend’s deeper breathing, she knew her friend was enjoying the experience. From the look on Paul’s face, he was in dreamland, one of his major fantasies being realized in front of his eyes.

Another button and the blouse was gaping open as far down as the waistband of Tia’s skirt. She pulled on the two halves of the blouse, separating them and, at the same time, easing them out of the skirt’s waistband. As the material came free of the tight elastic, she spread it further and further open. She already knew Tia was wearing a camisole rather than a bra, so the thin silk did little to cover the hard points formed by Tia’s erect nipples.

As she eased the rest of the blouse free, Tia brought her arms back down and slid the garment off her shoulders. It slid down her arms, and Tia caught it in the fingers of one hand before swishing it off to one side. She shimmied in place to the music for a few moments, then turned back into Angelina’s arms. Her hands clamped around Tia’s back as Tia leaned in and kissed her once more. The kiss rapidly deepened, and just for the hell of it, Angelina slid her hands lower and gripped Tia’s ass cheeks, eliciting a moan from her friend.

“Your turn, sweetie. Let’s get you in front of Paul, shall we.” Tia giggled. “This is so much more interesting than a straight-forward striptease, don’t you think?”

“Sure do.” It was the first time Paul had spoken since Tia had dragged Angelina to her feet. Angelina hadn’t thought the question was aimed at Paul, but he’d answered. She shuddered but obediently shuffled forward as Tia gracefully moved behind her.

Expecting Tia to undo the lacing down the front of her waistcoat, Angelina raised her arms just as Tia had done. However, instead of winding them around the back of Tia’s head, she kept them up above her head, extending her arms as she subtly arched her back to push her breasts forward. She’d seen one of the other girls do that the night before. It made for an effective tease, and that was, after all, what they were doing. Teasing the male part of the threesome. She swallowed hard once more, knowing she was now getting into the correct mindset for what was going to happen.

Tia surprised her with a soft chuckle sounding from next to her ear. “Not taking your shirt, you dirty girl. That’s next time. Her hands glided up Angelina’s back, not tickling as such, but enough to elicit a shiver. It was obvious what she was going to do, and Angelina instinctively held her breath, waiting for Tia to release her bra catch. She knew Tia could do that in a split second, but she seemed to be toying with her. Well, possibly not aimed at teasing her as much as teasing Paul, who obviously couldn’t see what Tia was actually doing.

The bra came undone, and Angelina had to fight the urge to drop her hands and cover herself despite the fact her shirt still protected her from Paul’s penetrating stare. Tia teased her further, playing with the loose ends of the strap and then pulling it down. The cups peeled away from her breasts a little, but her top held them in place.

“I know you removed the shoulder straps, so consider this as your own idea.”

Angelina let her breath out in a long gasp, then felt Tia sliding her hands over her naked back and then around to her sides. Her eyes widened as she realized what her friend was about to do. With her hands pointing at the ceiling, all the way above her head, she had no defense. Tia pulled the bra down and off her breasts, then simply rubbed her hands higher, cupping Angelina’s breasts. Her nipples ached for the touch and seemed to want to burrow into the palms clinging to them. She moaned, a loud sound that brought a girn to Paul’s face and a chuckle in her ear from Tia.

“OO… Someone wants this, doesn’t she? Are you wet?”

“No.”

“Liar, liar, pants on fire. I’ll check later, but for now, it’s time for you to get your revenge.”

“My revenge?”

Tia giggled. “My turn to lose my bra.” She leaned closer, whispering low enough so her voice didn’t carry above the music. “Show him my tits, sweetie. You know what to do.”

Tia withdrew her hands, letting Angelina’s breasts fall forward into her waistcoat. Despite it being a thick fabric, a glance down confirmed there were noticeable bumps made by her hard nipples.

It only took Tia a couple of seconds to move in front of her and gently bump against Angelina to get her to move back so they weren’t too close to Paul. Angelina put her hands on her friend’s waist and tried to match the rhythmic sway of Tia’s dance moves. Tia’s black lace bra covered her but didn’t fully conceal her charms. From behind, Angelina could look down over Tia’s shoulder and see the protrusions made by her hard nipples. It appeared her friend was as turned on as she was. She brought her lips to Tia’s ear.

“You’re just as wet as I am, you skank.”

Tia giggled again. “Ah, but I’m not denying it. Stop stalling and show your boyfriend my tits.”

“He’s not my boyfriend.”

“Fuck buddy, then. In this situation, there’s no difference. Strip that bra off me and let him see what he wants to see.”

“What makes you think he wants to see your breasts?” Angelina couldn’t quite bring herself to use the same crude term as her friend.

“He doesn’t, but he’s got to see mine on the way to seeing yours. I’m just the side benefit. The supporting act.”

Angelina didn’t quite believe that, but she increased the gap between their bodies and brought her hands up to the small of Tia’s back. The bra popped open, and she noticed Tia automatically lifted her hands to hold the loose cups against her breasts. Angelina moved her hands up to Tia’s shoulders and casually flicked the shoulder straps down so they dangled around Tia’s elbows. Tia clamped one arm across her breasts and shimmied her other arm free, then swapped and repeated the maneuver. Still, with one arm covering her modesty, she let the bra drop to the floor and then brought both hands up to cup her breasts once more.

“Put your hands over mine, sweetie, then keep them there as I extract mine.”

Her breathed command had Angelina complying before she even thought about it. Less than two seconds later, she was cradling two naked breasts in her hands as Paul leaned forward to watch. Tia dropped her hands down to her sides and then swung them back to clasp Angelina’s hips. She knew Tia had just placed herself, literally, at her mercy. The moment when the big reveal happened was now entirely up to her. Tia’s nipples seemed to cry out to be pinched and touched. Angelina blushed as she realized she’d be doing that soon enough. Rather than prolong the moment too long, she dropped her hands, grabbing hold of Tia’s wrists and holding her in place. Tia moaned but didn’t attempt to escape from her grip.

“You want to fetch the cuffs and rope, girlfriend?”

“No.” Angelina blushed. Somehow, she’d more or less forgotten all about the bondage equipment she’d bought in order to meet the conditions of the first item on Paul’s list.

Paul chuckled, his grin somehow even wider as he’d obviously heard that exchange. Angelina released Tia’s hands, and she stepped behind Angelina again, bringing her front and center and directly to Paul’s attention. The top gaped noticeably more than before, and with no bra or anything underneath it, her cleavage was obviously on display.

“What do you think of her, Paul?”

“As always, awesome. That’s a good look for you, Angel.”

She glared at him, hating his use of the awful short version of her name. He knew she disliked it, so he had to be using it to remind her of her performance the night before. Then, though, she’d been taking off her own clothes for a whole bar full of men. Not being undressed by her friend for his personal pleasure. She whimpered at the licentious thoughts filling her mind, unsure of where Tia would be taking this as soon as she’d got the pair of them naked.

Tia’s hands rose to briefly obscure Paul’s view of her cleavage. She toyed with the loose ends of the lacing holding her top together, then dropped her fingers to the section immediately below. She pulled outward on both sides, loosening the lace. Then, she repeated the process again and again, moving the two sides apart in the process. Angelina tried not to think about the obscene display she was providing to Pual. A glance down at his lap confirmed he was hard, clearly enjoying what he was seeing. She snorted softly. Of course, he was enjoying what he was seeing. One topless woman slowly stripping another one. What wasn’t there to like for a normal guy?

She looked down again as Tia took her hands away at the bottom. Where the two halves of the waistcoat had originally been only a couple of inches apart, they were now something closer to six inches apart. She wasn’t just showing her cleavage. She was showing the entire inside curves of her breasts. Indeed, on her left side, her areola was peeping around the edge of the fabric in between two of the lines of lacing.

She licked her lips and then braced herself as Tia moved to hold the edges of the garment right at the level of her breasts. She pulled hard out to the sides, and the lacing slid smoothly through the top three or four pairs of holes. The garment gaped further, exposing her nipples to the cool air-conditioned air. Her already hard nipples seemed to harden further, tightening and crinkling at the exposure, not just to the air but to Paul’s avaricious gaze. She had no doubt he wanted her again, despite everything they’d done overnight.

Her low, earthy moan seemed to fill the room as Tia dropped her hand slower and pulled the garment apart all the way down. It hung uselessly to the sides, and Angelina let her friend strip it down and back, leaving her just as topless as Tia. Tia stepped closer, pressing her naked breasts against Angelina’s back, her nipples dragging against her skin as they both continued to dance to the music. It felt electric, sending pulses through her nerves until they reached her core. Her pussy was hot, and she knew she was wet from the way her panties were damp. No, more than just damp.

Tia leaned in close again. “Time to stop playing games, sweetie.”

“Uh-huh.” Angelina didn’t disagree with her friend.

“I want your face between my legs, and I want it right now.” She giggled, a deep throaty sound, more of a chuckle even. I’m quite sure Paul will join in when you present your ass to him like that.”

Angelina had a sudden vision playing across her closed eyelids. Tia, legs akimbo, sprawled on the floor, her skirt around her waist as Angelina hooked her panties to one side with her fingers. As Angelina buried her face in her friend’s pussy, she felt Paul’s hands pushing her skirt up over her own hips and her panties being pulled to one side. She whimpered at the erotic vision and spun around into Tia’s embrace.

As they pressed their breasts against each other, Tia’s lips found Angelina’s, and the kiss immediately deepened as they both brought their tongues into play. The kiss quickly grew in intensity, with both of them moaning somewhere deep in their throats. Tia had the right of it, playtime teasing time was now over.

Tia slowly lowered herself to the rug behind her, taking Angelina down with her. As Tia lay on the floor, she let go of Angelina and jerked her hips up as she used her own hands to work her skirt up her legs. It didn’t have far to go, and as she relaxed back, the skirt was rucked up around her waist. Angelina kissed her friend again and then moved down to kiss first her neck and then down her cleavage. Beneath her, Tia languidly spread her legs apart, then bent her knees and swayed them even further to the sides.

Angelina diverted her downward path, just for a moment to capture her friend’s nipple in her teeth. Tia almost squealed at the sensation, then grunted as she arched her back to push her breast up into Angelina’s mouth. Angelina it down a little harder, making Tia writhe, then relented and resumed kissing her way down across Tia’s naked stomach. As soon as she reached the waistband of the rucked-up skirt, she lifted off a little and brought her own knees under her. She knew, without looking back, that Paul had just been presented with a perfect view of her clothed ass, the skirt stretched tight across it. She wiggled her butt in invitation and heard him move too.

Her face dipped lower, suddenly eager to taste her friend, knowing Paul was moving behind her. She couldn’t look back, just concentrated on what she was doing as she pressed her nose against the front of Tia’s panties. She felt a hand stroke over her ass, and she mewled into the pussy in front of her. Tia moaned, too, a loud, earthy sound that seemed to reverberate off the walls of the room. Bringing one hand up, Angelina hooked the wet panties with one finger and dragged the soaking garment to the side, exposing the glistening slit.

As she touched the outer lips with the tip of her tongue, Tia brought her hands down onto the top of her head. Not pressing, but locking her in place, telling her without words she wanted more. At the same time, a pair of hands, obviously Paul’s, grabbed the hem of her skirt and lifted it up, folding it back over her butt. With the skirt out of the way, his hands went for the waistband of her panties, and he dragged them down over her butt. She whimpered into the pussy in front of her and fought for air as he slid her own soaking wet panties down onto her thighs, exposing her to his eyes in the same way as she had exposed Tia’s pussy to her own eyes.

Paul shuffled closer, nudging her legs apart, not that they could move far, with Tia’s legs on either side of her and her own panties constricting around her thighs. His fingers briefly touched her opening, and then those probing fingers were replaced with something much thicker.

She screamed into Tia’s pussy as he pushed inside her. Hell, she hadn’t even heard him undo his flies. Tia bucked against her, Angelina’s vocalization triggering something primal deep inside her. Angelina pressed her tongue deep inside the very wet channel in front of her, feeling Tia writhe underneath her. She glanced up to see Tia’s hands mauling her own breasts, while beyond that, Tia had her head tilted up to watch something over Angelina’s shoulder. She knew Tia was watching Paul as he drove his cock into her own warm, welcoming wetness.

The tableau of the three of them couldn’t hold for long, and Paul had maybe only thrust into her four or five times, no more than that before Tia’s orgasm hit. She squeezed Angelina’s head with her thighs, her hands pushing hard on the top of her head as she came on Angelina’s face. Behind Angelina, Paul stopped for a few seconds and, Angelina guessed, watched as Tia squirmed and writhed, moaned and squealed as the ecstasy overcame her. There was a gush of liquid into her face, but Angelina couldn’t escape the clamp of Tia’s strong thighs on the sides of her head.

After what seemed an age but was probably only a few seconds, Tia’s thighs relaxed, and her hands fell away, allowing Angelina to come up for air. Paul resumed fucking her, and she could feel the way his thrusts jolted her into Tia. Tia moaned and then lifted her head back up.

“Swap, sweetie, let me.”

Paul pulled out, leaving Angelina feeling bereft. Tia scrabbled away and then returned on her knees, her hands working to remove her stretched and sodden underwear. Paul adroitly turned Angelina over onto her back and finished the removal of her own panties. He backed off for a moment as he pulled his own shirt off over his head and then kicked his pants down. She could see his erection bobbing in front of him, shiny from her secretions. She moaned softly as Tia loomed over her.

The fact her face was coated with Tia’s own juices didn’t bother her friend one little bit as she lowered her face and gave her a savage kiss. Angelina’s back arched as she felt Paul’s hands move to the waistband of her skirt. The elasticated garment stretched over her hips, and then he drew it down her legs as Tia broke the kiss and trailed a line of kisses down to Angelina’s left breast. She bit down on the distended nipple even harder than Angelina had hers. Rolling over Angelina’s leg, she positioned herself, butt upward, between Angelina’s legs, and Angelina watched as she grinned back at Paul.

“My turn, honey, I’m clean and protected.” Her face dripped, and Angelina felt Tia’s lips plant a soft kiss on her own entrance, the one only recently vacated by Paul’s cock.

Paul wasted no time, and Angelina watched as he positioned himself behind Tia’s upturned ass and lined himself up. Angelina could feel the transmitted thrust as he pushed into her with a single stroke. Tia, having just cum on Angelina’s tongue, didn’t need any additional lubrication or care. She was more than wet enough. She grunted into Angelina’s pussy and started to lick, even as Paul began to fuck in and out of her. Paul’s movements ground Tia’s face into Angelina’s pussy, even as Tia used her tongue and fingers on her slit.

The combined stimulus was too much, and only minutes after Tia had come, Angelina found herself in the same situation. If anything, her climactic wails were even louder than her friend’s had been. She collapsed spent onto the floor, panting for air.

If Tia said something to Paul, Angelina didn’t hear it. As she regained full control of her senses, Tia had moved away from her, and Paul was now between her legs, his cock aimed unerringly at the ravaged pussy in front of him.

As Paul pushed into her, she shuddered at the touch, knowing the cock now inside of her had been inside her friend not much more than a minute or so earlier. The pussy vacated by his cock was now above her face. She whimpered as Tia lowered herself down. She’d heard of face-sitting but hadn’t really registered what it meant as Tia carefully positioned herself with her dripping pussy right over Angelina’s mouth, keeping her nose clear so she could still breathe. Almost without thinking about it, Angelina extended her tongue and lapped at the wet pussy above her mouth. Tia sighed and ground down, forcing Angelina to open her mouth wider still.

She felt something touch her breasts, then realized Paul could now reach and twist and rub her aching nipples. She’d only just come, but she was already close again. Above her, Tia was grinding down, rubbing the split-open lips of her slit over Angelina’s mouth. Her own lips peeled back, exposing her teeth to the assault of wet womanhood. As her tongue fought for control and Tia’s own arousal soared above her, she felt Paul beginning to speed up. He was losing control, and she knew what that meant.

Another few thrusts, and she knew he was closer still. Above her, Tia was writhing against her mouth, on the cusp of cumming herself. Seeing the two of them so close to losing it ignited her own fire as well. It was a race as to who came first. The two women screamed at almost the same time, and it was only a few seconds later that Paul grunted as he two spasmed. Angelina could feel him spurting into her as her channel squeezed down on him. Tia once more flooded her mouth, and Angelina even heard the strange knocking sound as her heels drummed on the wooden floor just beyond the end of the rug.

As the triple orgasm ended, Tia rolled off to the side, landing on the floor next to her as Angelina panted for breath. Paul levered himself off her, his cock sliding out of her with a wet-sounding plop. For a moment, Angelina stared at the cloudless blue sky beyond the window before everything registered with her.

Tia giggled and moved to position herself once more between Angelina’s legs.

“What are you…?”

“Shush. What you’re going to be doing later. Once your personal O-machine has recovered, you can return the favor.” She lapped at Angelina’s pussy, and Angelina squirmed in horror, given Paul had just cum there. Tia was licking through both Paul’s cum and her juices. The way she seemed to be relishing, it made Angelina’s head spin.

Meanwhile, Paul moved up alongside her head, his cock still semi-hard. It was obvious the sex wasn’t over, and he wanted her to take him inside her mouth. She knew it was covered in both her and Tia’s juices as well as traces of his own ejaculate. She swallowed hard and whimpered, and then her earlier realization bloomed in her mind.

She screamed.

“What, sweetie?” Tia looked up at her in concern.

Angelina simply pointed at the window open to the world beyond.

“The drapes! Nobody closed the fucking drapes!”

End of Part 9


Angelina’s Adventures – New List

Sunday Early Evening

Angelina tried to force her knees to lock out as she leaned back against the tiles of the shower enclosure. In front of her, Tia simply grinned at her. She was breathing hard, though, and both of them were flushed, giving away the fact they’d both just climaxed on each other’s fingers. Tia had recovered first, and Angelina wanted to lean her hands on her knees and fight for air. There wasn’t room in the too-small shower cubicle. Given what they’d been doing, it was a surprise to Angelina there’d been enough room.

The only time she’d tried to have shower sex with Brice, he’d ended up standing outside the open doorway, taking her from behind. The spray from the shower had swamped the entire bathroom, and they’d had to spend half an hour mopping up. Yes, it had been funny afterward, but not at the time. Now, she and her best friend had just brought each other off with the door closed.

That reminded her Paul was standing just inside the bathroom door, just as naked as they were, watching.

A quick glance down confirmed he was hard again. No mean feat, given he’d already cum three times during the afternoon. It appeared he wanted to go again. Angelina wasn’t so sure she wanted to do anything.

Tia, though, clearly had other ideas. She softly kissed Angelina’s cheek and nodded toward their voyeur. “Go on, get out there and give your personal O-machine what he wants.”

Angelina shook her head. “I’m sore.”

“So? Use your mouth, just blow him, sweetie. He’ll be happy with that. You can defer anything else until you’ve put some food inside you.”

Without giving her any time to think of another objection, Tia switched off the water and opened the door to the shower cubicle. She didn’t exactly push Angelina out, but there she was outside the shower as Paul wrapped a big, soft, fluffy towel around her. She almost swooned into the softness, loving the feeling. She was less enamored by the hard object poking at her stomach as he patted and rubbed the excess water from her naked body.

She glanced back to see Tia watching them but making no move to exit the shower herself. As Angelina watched, Tia made the hand signal for a blow job, and she almost squealed in horror as Paul chuckled.

“You don’t have to do anything, you know.”

Deciding to prove Tia wrong about her, she wiggled a hand free from the cocooning towel and reached down and grabbed his hard cock. “After everything you did today and after watching that…” She shuddered at the most recent memory of the shower sex she’d just had with Tia, “… It’s the least I can do.” She giggled. “Actually, it’s about all I can do.”

“As I said, you don’t have to.”

Rather than reply, Angelina simply pushed him toward the bathroom door. He took a step back, dragging her with him since he still had hold of the towel wrapped around her. Another little push, another step, another shuffle, and repeat. Fifteen seconds later, she gave him a harder push, and he sat down on the end of the bed. She dropped the towel and smiled as his gaze dipped to take in the sight of her now naked body. She shivered under his frank but appreciative appraisal, then dropped to her knees between his legs. He’d been given the chance to shower first before Tia had manhandled her into the shower as he dried himself. At least that meant he was clean, his cock not coated in the juices from either of them.

Placing her hands on the tops of his thighs, she leaned over and took the end of his cock into her mouth. He tasted good, good, and clean. After the last three hours or so, that cleanliness was really nice. She sucked hard and instantly extracted a drop of precum that coated her tongue for a moment before her saliva washed it away. She pushed down further, letting the tip of his cock reach the top of her throat. It wasn’t a good angle to go further, so she contented herself with just bobbing up and down and alternating between sucking and just bathing his end with her tongue.

Given he’d come three times already and had proven his stamina on several occasions, she thought it would take some considerable time. She felt proud that she was doing this, not because he’d asked her or told her, but because she wanted to. Okay, Tia had suggested it, but she didn’t think he’d heard her over the sound of the shower running at the time. It wasn’t her being passive. She had initiated this.

She brought one of her hands up to wrap around the base of his cock, surprised to feel how wet it was. It took her a moment to realize she was drooling saliva down his shaft. Since he hadn’t put his hands on the top of her head, she brought her second hand into play, teasing and massaging his balls. He groaned in acknowledgment, and she tried to suppress a smile. She started to jerk off the bottom portion of his shaft while using her tongue to tease the tiny hole in the end, eliciting another gasp and groan. She glanced up. He wasn’t watching her. He was looking past her.

She pulled off and twisted to look behind her. Tia was standing in the doorway. No surprise, given the bathroom was directly opposite the bedroom door, in line with the foot of the bed where she was blowing him. The surprise was Tia was fully dressed. She hadn’t even realized her friend had taken her clothes into the bathroom. Maybe she hadn’t. Maybe she’d popped into the spare bedroom and retrieved her stuff after leaving the bathroom.

“You two enjoy yourselves. I’ll talk to you later, sweetie.”

“You’re going?”

Tia just nodded and smiled. “Thank you both for a fabulous afternoon. That’s the best Sunday afternoon I’ve had for a very long time. I’ve also never had so many daytime orgasms in one afternoon before. So bye, bye. If Miss Prim and Proper here decides to ditch you, you’ve got my number, mister O-machine.”

Angelina glared at her friend. “Girl code, Tia, girl code.”

“Hey, you’re the one who put him in the F zone, not the boyfriend material zone. Just staking my claim. Not going to step on your toes, sweetie, but when you’re done, I’ll be free.”

Angelina colored up but forced a smile.

“Don’t leave him hanging, sweetie, or he’ll never finish. Call me later, right. I can see myself out.”

Then, there was just an empty doorway around a Tia-shaped hole. Angelina turned back to look at Paul. A moment later, before she could speak, she heard the front door open and close. No way, given they were both naked, that either of them could chase after her. Angelina bit her lip, not sure she wanted her friend to go, but at the same time, not really wanting her to stay, either.

Paul grasped her chin with the fingers of one hand and lifted her face so they were looking at each other. “You don’t have to finish…”

She licked her lips. “Maybe not…” She giggled. “… But maybe I want to.”

She dipped back down, taking him back into her mouth. Vaguely, she heard Tia back off her driveway and head up the street, but she wasn’t giving that any attention. She concentrated on the cock in her mouth and the balls in her hand. She’d expected him to take a long while, with or without the interruption. Instead, he came soon afterward. No warning this time, just a sudden blast of jism coating the inside of her mouth. Now, he did bring his hand to the top of her head, holding her in place as he fired one jet after another, and she gagged, her eyes watering.

“Remember, baby, it was your idea.”

She forced herself to swallow the bleachy goo. It slid down her throat, and she gagged again but held it down. As much as she found she enjoyed the blow job itself, the aftermath not so much.

“Fuck!”

“What, baby?”

She looked down at herself, her face, neck, and chest coated with a wet splattering of a mixture of jism and saliva. “I need another shower.”

He grinned at her. “Let me clean up first. I’ll only need a quick wipe. Then I’ll order a pizza.”

She licked her lips, partly in anticipation of the pizza and partly to try and lose the taste. She knew she’d have to gargle for that to work effectively.

“Good plan. Suddenly, I’m hungry.”

He chuckled. “I’d have thought you’d be full after that.”

She just looked at him, and he colored up as he realized the joke had misfired.

He sidestepped around her and walked into the bathroom.

“And put some clothes on before you scare the bejesus out of the piazza guy.”

It was her turn to blush as it occurred to her that it had sounded like they were well-established in a relationship. They weren’t, and this afternoon when she’d watched him fuck her friend to her fourth and fifth orgasms of the afternoon that had been driven home. She put her hand over her mouth to hide her giggle at her own double entendre. Driven home, indeed.

Sunday Night

After yet another shower, Angelina hadn’t bothered to get dressed again. She had put on underwear underneath her silk robe, hoping that would ward off any attempt from Paul to get her to do anything else. She’d heard about women who couldn’t walk after marathon sex sessions. Now, she knew exactly how they felt. She could walk, but the last thing she wanted was a make-out session, let alone full sex one more time.

Paul was either just as fucked out as she was, or he picked up on her vibe, or he’d noticed her relatively unsexy cotton underwear. It didn’t matter as long as he understood the boundaries. Touching was okay as long as it stayed out of the obvious areas.

She played by her own rules, too, making sure that she touched his arm or his leg or cuddled against his chest. She kept her face pointed away to avoid even as much as a kiss. Paul seemed happy with that, too. Close but not too close.

Throughout the improvised takeaway meal, she’d avoided any talk about sex or about the list she’d just ticked the last item off of. Now, though, she thought it was time to broach the subject.

“So, now I’ve completed the list you gave me.”

“Yes?”

“Well, I have, haven’t I?” She knew she’d sounded sharper than she intended to, but his nonchalant question in answer to her question had caught her off guard.

“Yes, you have.”

“So what do I get as my graduation present?”

He chuckled. “I seem to remember we had this conversation before, minx. You haven’t graduated, not yet.”

“I think so. I think that last blowjob proved my point. I wasn’t just passive.”

He shook his head.

“It didn’t?”

“Nope, that was Tia’s idea. I saw her crude suggestion to you from under the shower.”

“I still wasn’t passive.”

“But it wasn’t your idea on your own.”

She pouted.

“That’s not to say you haven’t made a lot of progress. You have. I just happen to think, to really enjoy yourself, you still have a long way to go.”

“You cheeky bastard!”

“Hey, you started this conversation. I’m simply being honest.”

“No, you’re a conceited know-all.” Somehow, the conversation had taken a blind turn around a corner and onto a route she didn’t want to go. Paul looked hurt. She tried to siphon the anger off into the back of her mind and took a couple of deep, calming breaths. It didn’t work.

“I’m not a know-it-all. I was just trying to help. You needed help that first night. You know you did.”

“I was managing just fine until you came along and tried to change me.”

“And you’ve enjoyed those changes.”

“Not as much as you have.”

He winced, and Angelina knew she’d said the wrong thing. He hadn’t lost his temper, but it was clear he’d had enough of her losing hers.

“I think I’d better leave before either of us says something we’ll regret.”

Angelina stared at him. Rather than say anything else, he rose to his feet, placed his hands under her elbows, and lifted her to her feet. He wordlessly hugged her and then planted a soft kiss on the top of her head. She could feel she was shaking and knew he’d felt that too.

“Be well, Angelina, be well. Call me when you’re ready.”

Before she could find the words to reply, he turned on his heel and walked to the door. She half-expected him to slam the door behind himself, but he didn’t. Glancing out of the window, she could see him fumbling with his cell, obviously calling an Uber.

As he disappeared up the street, she started to cry. Somehow, a simple light-hearted question had precipitated a full-blown row. He hadn’t raised his voice to her, let alone a hand, but the end result had been the same as if he had. There was a dreadful finality about the way he’d left as if he didn’t expect to see her again.

Shit! Fuck! Shit!

How could she have done that? The tears flowed for what seemed a long time. When she finally stopped crying and washed her face, she saw the message button was blinking on her cell.

There were three unread texts and one answerphone message. She read the texts first. Predictably, the first one was from Tia, who was, of course, blissfully unaware of more recent events.

Fuck, he’s good, girl. A keeper. Can we share him again? Like next weekend. I’ll be free for another crack at both his ass and yours.

She didn’t dignify that with a reply.

The next two were from Paul.

Sorry, I don’t handle conflict well. I’m sure I just made a mistake. Please forgive me. Call me when you can bear to talk to me again. My cell will be on.

That was Paul all over, taking the blame for something that had been her fault. She almost pressed the call button but restrained herself at the last second. Some sixth sense from way back when was telling her to let him stew for a bit. Let them both stew.

She read the second text.

Anyway, whether you speak to me or not, please find the second list I promised you earlier. I just sent it to your inbox. I think you’ll find this list is even more interesting than page one. Be well, Angel, be well.

His sign-off had to be deliberate, and it sounded so final, especially using the diminutive form of her name, which he knew she hated. It started off her tears all over again. She’d not cried over a guy like this other than when she’d lost Brice. She’d cried, too, the day she’d buried him. Was that really less than a year ago? She shuddered and forced herself to calm down. This wasn’t the same thing, not the same thing at all. For starters, she could pick up her cell and talk to Paul. Something she could never do again with Brice. That’s not to say he’d answer, of course.

So far today, she’d avoided alcohol, making sure she was sober enough to drive him home at the end of the evening. Now, he’d taken that need out of her hands. She made a quick trip to the refrigerator and grabbed a nice cold beer.

After thinking it through, she opened her e-mail app and opened his message. The first thing she saw was the acknowledgment box. If she ticked that, he’d know she’d opened it. She ticked the box and pressed send. Why not?

She read down the list, reading each item. Some were predictable, some less so. There were a couple she wouldn’t have thought of in a million years. The list made sense as long as you bought into his thought pattern. Up to now, she had done, but now, after that blow-up, she wasn’t quite so sure.

Her cell chimed with another text from Paul.

Seeing as you’ve now read the list, let me make one thing clear. I wrote the list earlier today, so I didn’t anticipate what happened. Follow the advice, or don’t. Everything about this is up to you.

She couldn’t believe how nice he was being, not after what she’d said. A day that had started out so well and then gone so well had turned to shit just like that.

After a few moments, she took a couple of deep, calming breaths and thought about it. She wasn’t sure he’d meant to be so condescending about her, but he had been. That had cut deep. There again, calling him out about it had probably cut him just as deeply. Had she simply overreacted, or had he been insensitive? Part of her thought it was entirely her fault, but part of her insisted he was just as much to blame.

He wasn’t as close a friend as Tia had been over the years, although, when she thought about it, she’d known him almost as long as she’d known Tia. Paul had become her friend as well as her lover, and as she played it back in her mind, she could see how she’d hurt him. That hadn’t been intentional. Was her irritation down to him, or was it something else? Something far more deep-rooted. Somewhere at the back of her mind, she knew there was something in that. Something about her being untrue to Brice’s memory was eating at her. She grimaced to herself and then grabbed a fresh beer and headed back upstairs.

Running a nice warm bath helped calm her down. Just before she settled into the tub, she switched her cell off and decided to leave it off until the morning.

Monday

The bath had worked its relaxing magic, and she’d slept like a baby. She was showered and dressed for work before she remembered she’d switched her cell off the night before. There were a couple of text messages and three answerphone messages. She was more than surprised to see one of the texts was from Paul. She’d read his previous texts as being pretty final.

Just wanted to check you were okay.

The other text was from Tia, and from the tone, it was obvious it had been sent after she’d left the answerphone messages.

Just spoke to Paul. Are you Okay? Call me back, you skank!

Angelina giggled to herself, just like Tia, a mixture of concern and ribbing in the same message.

She listened to the three answerphone messages, hearing Tia’s voice rising in pitch and volume from one message to the next. By the third message, it was obvious Tia was concerned. Hell, it was a bit of a surprise that her friend hadn’t headed over here last night to check on her. She nodded to herself. Tia would be doing that tonight unless she headed her off.

She slipped her cell into DND mode and then headed into work. She deliberately didn’t reply until after she was at work.

I’m okay. Talk later. Busy at work.

Since Tia knew she’d not been at her new job for more than a couple of weeks, her friend knew she was trying to make an impression and appear professional. As a result, Tia didn’t attempt to ring back. The last thing she wanted was for Tia to pump her for information about what had happened after Tia left on Sunday evening. No, that would be way too embarrassing. Besides, she’d probably managed to finagle the details out of Paul.

Angelina headed home, having been able to put things out of her head for the day. As she pulled onto her driveway, her cell chirped with another text.

Fifteen minutes. Bringing pizza.

Yep, she’d been spot-on about Tia’s intentions. She smiled to herself. When Tia was predictable, it was usually a good sign. Still, pizza two days running? That was maybe not so good. She didn’t want to bloat up, and she definitely didn’t want to be fattened up. At least fifteen minutes got her the chance for a quick shower and put something clean on.

She was washed and dressed and back downstairs and just sorting out the coffee machine when her friend breezed through the front door. The smell wafting from the box she carried made Angelina’s mouth water.

“Pizza delivery.”

“You’re a lifesaver, even if you are trying to fatten me up.”

Tia gave her a sideways glance and then grinned. “Why? Who else fed you pizza? Or need I ask?”

“Yes, we had pizza yesterday, okay?”

Tia sniffed. “And there was me having to settle for some tuna leftovers and a limp salad.”

“Whose idea was it to leave when she did? We’d have happily done pizza for three.”

Tia’s smile was infectious, and Angelina found herself responding with one of her own. “Maybe it was a mistake to leave when I did. I thought I was leaving two lovebirds to their own happy pursuits. Not leaving a cat and a hound wanting to scratch each other to death.”

Angelina’s smile faltered and crumpled. She choked back a sob and busied herself, pouring two coffees. She sensed Tia was right behind her and turned into an embracing hug.

“You goose. You just need to see how to fix this. It’s eminently fixable.”

Angelina raised an eyebrow. “Now, with the big words?”

The size of the words is irrelevant. I just need to hear about what happened after I left and why that made Paul leave like that. Why that left you in floods of tears?”

“What made you think I was crying.”

Tia rolled her eyes. “Sweetie, the only reason I can think of for you turning off your cell would be because you thought you were too emotional. If I’d spoken to you last night, I’m sure you thought you’d be sobbing down the line to me.”

“There’s no lines. Connection is wireless.”

“There’s my Angelina, ready to puncture any imagery she can.”

“Stop it.”

“Come on, spill the details.”

Tia dished out the pizza, and as they sat and ate, Angelina filled her in on the details of the conversation, or rather, argument with Paul. Afterward, Tia sat there for a minute, then snapped her fingers and held out her hand.

“Cell.”

“Cell?”

“Cell. I want to see his texts.”

“That’s private.”

“Listen, I’m not going to scroll backward through your conversation. I don’t care if you’ve been sexting him or sending him nip pics. I don’t care if he’s been sending you dick pics. I’ve seen both in full detail in real life, remember?”

Angelina flushed but handed over her cell phone after unlocking it.

Tia only took a minute to read through the text messages and then looked up at Angelina again.

“I guess I need to see this second list too?”

Angelina sighed. “I guess.” It’s right there in the e-mail app.”

This time, it took Tia a couple of minutes to read through it. Wordlessly she handed the cell back and then sat there with her head back as she thought things through.

The minutes dragged on, and Angelina closed her eyes and let everything wash through her. Telling the whole detailed story to Tia had enabled her to let go of it. When she opened her eyes, Tia was watching her intently.

“What?”

“I’d love to know where you just were. From the smile on your lips, I suspect you were thinking back to yesterday’s events. The ones from before I left.”

Angelina could feel her cheeks heating up. “I was not.”

“Pants on fire, sweetie, pants on fire.”

She contented herself with a glare, and Tia chuckled and then changed the subject.

“This list shows me one thing.”

“Which is?”

“That the kinky little shit wanted another crack at your delectable ass, and this list was his way in. He probably still does.”

“He’s not getting my ass. Besides, he didn’t put that on that list.”

“True, but he did put a lot of other stuff. I guess now he’s back in town, he wants to be part of all of them, not pass you off to a stranger for any of them. That’s not to say he wouldn’t share.”

“Remember that list was written before last night.”

“And what makes you think last night changed his mind about you? Ten gets you fifty, he still wants what he wanted yesterday morning. You trussed up and naked on a plate.”

“Don’t be so sure.”

“Sweetie, face facts. Yes, you blew up and told him off. He didn’t leave because he wanted to. It’s clear he left to defuse the situation. Discretion being the better part of valor and all that. If he’d stayed and responded, it would have gone from what it was, relatively innocuous, to something a lot worse. A real knock ‘em down and drag ‘em out fight. One that the two of you couldn’t have patched up. This?” She waved her hand expressively. “This can be solved with one phone call.”

“You mean you want me to apologize to him?”

“No, I want you to invite him around tomorrow night for, say, eight o’clock. Tell him it’s for number one on his list. I’ll come around about seven-thirty and help get you ready for him. He’ll know where you’ll be and how you’ll be waiting for him. Absolutely guarantee he won’t be late, let alone a no-show.”

Tia paused and frowned at Angelina. “Look, there’s one thing Paul and I agree on. For you to be happy, I mean really happy, you need to broaden your horizons. Forget the passivity thing. You’re already on the way to overcoming that. You need to broaden your outlook, try different things, and try new things. You need to get out of your comfort zone and live. Now, looking at the first four things on your list, I want an honest answer to a simple question. What guy would you trust for those four items? Who, other than Paul, can you trust like that? If not Paul, then where are you going to meet another one you can trust?”

Angelina swallowed hard and, for a moment, looked away.

“I guess I don’t know anyone I’d trust for that.”

“Well, item two makes a point, you know. That he trusts you. So, how about talking to him?”

“I… can’t.”

“So text him. If you want, I’ll text him using your cell. I absolutely promise I won’t say sorry.”

“If, and it’s a big if, how would I know it’s actually him walking into the bedroom with me blindfolded like that?”

Tia rolled her eyes. “Silly. I’ll help you get ready, and then I’ll go and sit in my car, parked on the other side of the road. If anyone other than Paul gets out of an Uber and tries to approach your house, he’d have a screaming banshee to deal with.”

“But Paul will see you…”

“So? He sees me, and then when he sees I’ve seen he’s alone, I’ll drive off. He’ll know what I was doing, making sure you were secure. Now come on, give me your cell again, and I’ll text him.”

After a moment’s hesitation, Angelina passed her cell over. She wasn’t sure about it, but she did want to patch over the rift between her and Paul. By the same token, the idea of being that helpless was piquing her curiosity. She’d let Tia come around tonight for one purpose, to help her heal the rift.

Tia chuckled as she finished typing. “Right, I’ve sent it. Now, one thing, and this is important.”

“What?”

“Don’t attempt to say sorry or otherwise apologize until after he’s released you.”

“But that means…”

“That means your personal O-machine should have given you four or five big climaxes by then. Once he’s done that, you’ll be thanking him, not apologizing.”

Tia was still holding Angelina’s cell when it pinged with an incoming text.

Tia glanced at the screen and chuckled. “He asks if you’re sure.” She typed for a moment. “I replied, yes, I’m sure. Don’t be late.”

Angelina reached over and grabbed her cell from Tia, then scrolled down to read the text history just to see what Tia had sent.

“That’s not just about tomorrow. That’s nearly every night this week.”

“And?”

“And I do need time to do my fucking laundry and get stuff done.”

“So, you and he can discuss that tomorrow. Now, it’s running late.”

“It’s not eight yet.”

“But I said I’d be meeting a guy at nine, and I’ve got to get home, showered, and changed into a nice short and slinky black number before I meet him. I don’t want to blow him off. There’s something else I’d rather be blowing.” She made a gesture which was the crude suggestion of her blowing someone.

“Tia!”

Her friend shrugged. “What? He’s got a nice cock, not too thick, so it goes in and out smoothly. No gagging.”

“You’re incorrigible.”

“Now, who’s the one with the big words? I’ll see you tomorrow at about seven.”

Angelina frowned. “You said seven-thirty.”

Tia grinned. “Maybe I’ll have a little fun too. Get you nice and hot to trot ready for him.”

Angelina glared at her and pointed toward the door. “Out!”

“I’m gone, sweetie, I’m gone. See you tomorrow.”

Angelina glared at her retreating back, but Tia remained oblivious. Either that or pretended not to notice.

Tuesday

Angelina spent most of the day wanting to ring Tia and, or Paul and cancel the evening’s activity. There again, she knew she wanted to repair the damage she’d caused to her relationship with Paul. That had, in itself, been a revelation. Calling it a relationship, even just in her own mind, was a big step. It might not be a conventional relationship as such, but there was something there, even if he had encouraged her to step well outside the concept of monogamy.

Her mind was in turmoil as she headed home from work, but she knew she needed to face up to things. The changes Paul, and to a lesser extent, Tia had wrought in her life over the last few weeks, had been immense. However, that didn’t mean the process was over. Nor did she want to go back and pretend the last few weeks hadn’t happened.

Grabbing a shower, she spent a few minutes extra shaving her legs and making sure everything was smooth and silky. She didn’t bother getting dressed. There was no point, given what little she’d be wearing shortly. She did pull a pair of plain cotton panties on before belting her robe securely around her waist. She was too nervous to consider cooking, but there was ham in the refrigerator and salad in the crisper. She was just washing her plate and cutlery when Tia breezed in through the front door without knocking.

“Hi, sweetie.”

Angelina nodded toward the coffee machine. “Help yourself.”

“Thanks. I need that. I guess you’ve eaten.”

“Yeah, not much, but I needed something. You want for me to fix you a sandwich?”

“I’m good. Gonna grab a Chinese on the way home. Got a penchant for crispy rolls.”

Angelina rolled her eyes. “I don’t understand how you’re not as fat as fuck.”

“You named it, sweetie.”

“Huh? I did?”

“Yeah.” Tia did a little shimmy on the spot, not quite twerking but suggestive nonetheless. “I work it all off.” She grinned. “Just like I worked off the pizza last night.”

“Oh?”

“You want details?”

Angelina deliberately shuddered. “No, thank you.”

“Suit yourself, but suffice to say James could get pretty close to giving that Mister O-machine of yours a run for his money.”

“Too much information, girlfriend.” Angelina giggled. “Glad to hear you had a good time. Made up for me being a wet blanket earlier in the evening.”

“Hey, what are friends for?” Tia glanced at the clock. “Speaking of which are you ready?”

Angelina glared. “Mentally, no.”

“But physically?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be, I guess.”

“Well, except for one thing, sweetie.”

“Which is?”

“Probably a good idea to go pee now. You won’t be able to once you’re all trussed up like a chicken.”

“I am not going to be trussed up.”

“Trust me, sweetie, you will feel like you are.”

Although she didn’t really want to be told to go like that, she had to admit Tia made sense. Once she’d been, she headed upstairs to find Tia on her knees beside the bed, rifling through the drawer under the bed.

“If that butt plug comes out, you’re leaving via the window.”

“Okay, okay, don’t get violent. I really think you need to try it sometime. That’s all I’m saying.”

“Not happening. Full stop. Not today, not ever.”

“We’ll see. Maybe I can get Paul to change your mind for you.”

Angelina just glared at her.

“Maybe I’ll persuade him to insert it while he’s got you helpless on the bed.”

“Don’t you fucking dare!”

“Kidding, sweetie, kidding. I know how you feel about it, and today is about anticipation and fun in equal parts. Not adding fear into the equation, that wouldn’t be good.”

“Hmmm.”

“I promise I’ll let you see what it’s like by using it myself before you have to. Maybe I’ll even wear it with the horse’s tail and crawl around the floor for you.”

Angelina couldn’t prevent the giggle that burst out of her lips. The idea was just so absurd.

“Come on, sweetie, lose that robe. Remember, you have to be lying there, waiting for him, naked. The robe has to go.”

Angelina glanced at the window. Her side of the road was several feet higher than the other side. As a result, from her bedroom window, she could see the tops of the roofs of the houses on the other side of the road. They couldn’t see into her bedroom at all. She didn’t need to worry about her drapes as a result.

Tia saw where she was looking. “Don’t worry about the drapes. You need to have plenty of light so the fox can see the rabbit…. You.”

She shuddered but reached down and untied the bow, holding the robe closed. After a moment, fully aware her friend was watching her, she shrugged the robe back off her shoulders, letting her breasts swing free. Then she hung the robe on the back of the bedroom door and turned back to face Tia.

“Nice, sweetie, but those panties have to go.”

“In a minute.”

Tia chuckled. “Oh, so you want me to take them off once I’ve got you bound and helpless on the bed?”

“No.”

“Well, either step out of them or let me do it my way.”

Angelina glared at her friend but then sighed and then slipped the panties down her legs, and stepped clear before depositing them in the laundry basket in the corner of the room.

“Climb up on here, sweetie. Let’s get this party started.”

Angelina eyed the restraints strewn over one side of the bed with distaste but did as Tia asked.

“Lie down on your stomach.”

“My stomach?” She almost squealed the question. She’d assumed tied to the bed meant spreadeagled and face up, not face down.

“Texted with Paul this afternoon. He’d like you face down, sweetie. Don’t worry, I won’t be putting the butt plug in, especially with the tail attachment.”

“I’d never forgive you if you did.”

“As a special favor, if you’re nice, I’ll cover you with a sheet before I leave the room.”

Angelina tried to imagine how she’d look, a thin sheet draping over her naked form. Her ass sticking up, pointing at the ceiling with her legs spread wide apart, unable to move. Despite her misgivings, she could see in her mind’s eye just how seeing her like that would turn him on.

Sighing, she rolled over and made sure she was in the middle of the bed. Tia grabbed her right hand and stretched her arm out, pulling it close to the corner post of the bed. She heard the click as Tia fastened one end of the handcuffs to the bedpost, and then the cold touch of metal to her wrist made her flinch. As it clicked around her wrist, she tried not to gasp. This was really happening. Her friend was tying her to the bed for someone else to find her like this.

“You’re going to wait outside until you’re sure he’s the only one entering the house, right?”

“I said I would, yes. Paul knows that, too, and he approves. Neither of us wants you to come to any harm. Remember anticipation, not fear.”

Tia moved around the bed, and Angelina twisted her head to watch as her friend repeated the process, shackling her left hand to the bedpost. She pulled experimentally on the bindings but found she had virtually no movement.

“The keys are on the bedside cabinet. Right where Paul can see them.” Tia giggled and moved to the bottom of the bed. “Fuck, you look like a goddess like that. I can see why he asked me to tie you face down.”

“Shut up!”

“I could sink my teeth into that perfect butt of yours and ride us both to heaven.”

“Stop it, and don’t you dare.”

“Don’t dare me, sweetie, don’t ever dare me.”

Tia leaned over and ran her hand over the curve of Angelina’s ass. She couldn’t help the shiver that ran through her as she gasped. “Stop it, please.”

“Just making sure you’re ready for him.”

Tia grabbed her right ankle and pulled her leg out straight and to the side. Angelina whimpered as she felt the furry restraint circle her ankle as Tia used the restraints rather than cuffs to hold her leg taut.

“More play in this one, sweetie, let you move your legs around. Or should that be let him move your legs around?”

A couple of minutes later, Tia had tied her left leg the same way and moved to sit down on the bed, closer to Angelina’s head.

“Time for the blindfold, sweetie.”

Angelina shook her head but knew it was something she’d agreed to. Tia chuckled. “Like, how are you going to stop me?”

“I’ll bite your fucking fingers off.”

“oo… Be good, or I’ll gag you too. It wouldn’t take me long to find those dirty panties you tossed in the basket. They’d make an effective gag.” Angelina stared at her in horror, understanding she was already helpless to prevent Tia from doing whatever Tia felt like doing to embellish the situation.

Despite her threats to the contrary, Angelina lay still and let Tia position the sleep mask over the top of her head before sliding it down over her eyes, cutting off her vision.

“Don’t worry, sweetie. Remember, this is about anticipation, not fear. You are going to enjoy this experience.”

Angelina swallowed hard but nodded.

“Now, just one more thing, and then I’ll cover this delectable body of yours with a sheet. Let him remove the sheet to discover his prize.”

She couldn’t help shuddering and wondered what Tia was about to do. She couldn’t think of anything else, but as Tia moved to the foot of the bed and then leaned closer, it was obvious her friend had her own idea of an embellishment.

Something smooth but not particularly cold pressed against her slit. She gasped as Tia pressed harder.

“What?”

“Shush. It’s just an egg.”

“An egg?”

“A nice small vibrator with a cable remote. You’re going to look especially cute with that buzzing away inside you. Get you on edge for him, ready, willing, and waiting. Perfect.” She pushed harder, and the small device slid into Angelina’s pussy.

The sensation was odd, not wrong, just odd. The toy had to be Tia’s own because she didn’t possess one. She did have a couple of sex toys, but they were both cock shaped, not one of these. Tia brushed the control cable against her leg to let her know it was there. Then Angelina heard a faint click as she twisted the control box to the on position.

Immediately the steady buzz sounded in the room. It didn’t just sound, though. The little egg came to life inside her, buzzing and throbbing like nothing ever had. Her hips jerked and left the surface of the bed as the strange sensation filled her entire being with its unfamiliar pattern.

“Fuck!”

“Nice?”

Angelina panted and shook her head.

“Too intense?” Tia giggled. “Sorry, I put it on three, my favorite setting. That’s probably a bit intense. I’ll turn it down to two.” The buzzing and throbbing sensation faded back a little. “Is that better? If not, I could always turn it up to seven.”

“Turn it down.”

“Oh, you’re being a good girl. You didn’t ask me to turn it off. There, it’s on its lowest setting now.”

The buzz was almost inaudible now, and Angelina moaned as her body writhed. Slowly, her body adjusted to the not unpleasant feeling of fullness. She could sense the gentle vibrations were doing exactly what Tia had planned. Getting her wet and ready but not pushing her over into a climax. She already knew she looked an obscene sight and shivered at the thought of what Paul would think when he entered the room.

“One last touch, sweetie, and then you’re all ready for your own personal O-machine.”

She felt the soft touch of the sheet drape across her, at least covering up, albeit temporarily, the sheer carnal vision she knew she had become. She was still breathing heavily, and with the soft vibrating egg eating away at her psyche, she might well be closer to orgasm than Tia thought she was. She gritted her teeth and said nothing as Tia smoothed the sheet down and then trailed her hand over her butt and then the still exposed upper reaches of her back.

“Be good, and remember one thing, sweetie. Enjoy this. I mean really enjoy it. Otherwise, I’ll have to come back and help Paul make you enjoy it.”

Angelina shivered as Tia rose from the bed. “It’s about ten to eight, so I’ll be outside. No worries, no panic attacks. If Paul doesn’t show, which I know he will, I’ll be back inside to free you. Okay?”

“Can I say no?”

“Not really, sweetie. Now enjoy yourself.” She chuckled. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do. Remember, you know Paul, and I won’t let anyone else into the house. He’ll respect your limits. Bye, sweetie, bye.”

Angelina heard the slight creak as Tia swung the bedroom door closed behind her. A moment later, she heard her friend descending the stairs. She whimpered slightly at the realization she was trussed up, expertly so, and couldn’t escape her bindings. Totally helpless. She listened intently for any sound. She didn’t think Tia had noticed she’d opened the top bedroom window so she could hear any noises from the front of the house.

She heard the front door open and close and knew Tia had left it unlocked, ready for Paul. Her mind played with the idea of her helplessness. If Paul didn’t turn up, and someone got past Tia, they’d find her like this. The idea horrified her, and she whimpered again. She almost screamed, almost cried out when she heard a car pull up and then a car door open and close. The car pulled away. Was that Paul? Or someone else? Or was it even in front of her own house? Could it have been one of her neighbors, and if so, were they wondering what Tia was doing parked in front of her house? She hadn’t heard Tia get in her car, so she was leaning against her car, waiting for Paul. If it had been her neighbor, what would they make of that?

Another car pulled up, and again, she heard a car door open, then close again a few seconds later. If that was Paul, then the first one had been a neighbor or a complete stranger. Which was worse? She wasn’t sure.

This time, she heard voices, and although she couldn’t hear the words, she could recognize Tia’s tones. Whoever it was was talking with Tia. She heard a sudden male laugh, and it definitely sounded a lot like Paul. There again, it could still be a complete stranger, and Tia was sending them on their way. Well, hopefully, at least. She had an epiphany at the moment. Being helpless like this was designed to teach her a simple lesson. That being out of control, being not in control of everything that happened around her, and to her, wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. The little egg inside her continued to buzz, and her arousal heightened as it did its work. She didn’t think it was any more intense than a few moments earlier, but it was working on her. She gritted her teeth and forced herself not to cry out as spasms shook her. The orgasm wasn’t a big one, but she managed to let it wash through her without making any sound.

Somewhere outside, she heard the conversation finish, and then a car door open and close. Was that Tia getting back in her car? Abandoning her fate to Paul. She heard someone step on her porch, and then the front door open and close. Would he call out, or would he simply come upstairs and find her like this without saying a word?

She whimpered, knowing she was helpless to intervene other than to scream for help. That would be disastrous to her relationship with both Tia and Paul. Neither of them would like to explain themselves to the police. It would also be acutely embarrassing in front of the neighbors. The idea of the young widow participating in such a sex game would be the talk of the district for months. She’d never live it down, so if she couldn’t scream, it meant she had to trust Tia and Paul. Another dawning realization on top of the previous one.

She kept quiet, listening intently for any other clue. She heard a car start and guessed that was Tia pulling away, leaving her alone with the guy she’d been talking to. Since she would only be letting Paul into the house, that meant the person who had just opened and closed the front door had to be Paul. Wait! He was inside already. She trembled, trying to stay calm, which was difficult in this situation, even without that infernal egg buzzing its way to its own oblivion inside her. She bit her lip to prevent herself from moaning as the vibrator pushed her arousal level up toward a second orgasmic peak.

There was the sound of a measured tread ascending the stairs. She forced back another whimper, forced herself not to call out and ask who was there. It was all about the loss of control, she could sense that, but it wasn’t easy to maintain the necessary self-control.

She heard the slight creak of the floorboard outside the bedroom door and held herself rigid, almost forgetting to breathe. In her mind’s eye, she saw Paul gently push the door open, presenting him with a view of her supine form, shrouded only in the thinnest of sheets, presented the way Tia had left her for him. She strained to hear something, anything, anything to confirm it was Paul.

She heard the door creak once more as he eased it closed. This time, the whimper did escape her lips, but she bit down on her lip to stop herself from calling out. Her entire body shook as she trembled. Despite everything Tia had said, it wasn’t just anticipation. There was real visceral fear there, too. Her next whimper was even louder, and then she felt whoever it was move to stand next to the bed, next to her naked body, covered by nothing more than a sheet.

A soft, dry chuckle filled the room, and she relaxed. She’d heard that before, so she knew it was Paul. Or at least it was someone who laughed just like he did. Given that Tia had been standing guard, it couldn’t be anyone else. She relaxed, letting out a low moan as the vibrator did its job.

She hadn’t expected to cum from its persistent movements, especially not as Paul arrived in the room, but cum she did. Whether it was from sexual tension or just the release of tension, she didn’t know. She just moaned and shook and shuddered as the climax rolled through her entire body.

“Someone just enjoyed herself.”

There were undertones to Paul’s voice, freighted with amusement, but more than that, with pure unadulterated lust.

Angelina panted for breath as her body came to rest from the writhing aftermath of her orgasm. “Take it out, take it out.” She gasped out her request, just hoping he would oblige.

“Ah, yes. Tia’s little extra helper. Had enough of it?”

Angelina nodded vigorously. In the position Tia had tied her in, she couldn’t generate enough pressure to squeeze it out for herself.

“Well, I guess I need to remove the sheet first, don’t I?”

She shuddered and let out a low moan as she felt him start to pull the sheet down. It whispered across her skin, exposing more and more of her back. He didn’t go faster than dead slow, enjoying the tease of slowly revealed flesh. She moaned again and then a third time as he finally drew it down past the upturned globes of her ass. Without the sheet providing a barrier, the noise of the little egg grew louder. She panted and moaned, desperate for him to remove it before she came again. That would be too much.

He drew the sheet down her legs, moving quicker now, and then discarded the sheet off the bottom of the bed. She felt a slight tug as he picked up the controller, the movement transmitting itself up the cord.

“Now, which way is off?”

She waited breathlessly, knowing he was going to tease her further. Her sheer helplessness, securely tied down in a spreadeagled position, just made it worse.

Sure enough, the buzz and the movements increased as he must have twisted the dial.

“Wrong way. Wrong way!”

He chuckled and then dialed it back, lowering the intensity, stopping her from flopping around on the bed like some demented, gutted fish.

“Bastard!”

He chuckled, and then the sound and the vibrations increased again.

“Don’t call the guy with the controller such nasty names.”

She moaned and started to writhe again. When he didn’t say anything or make any move to turn it off again, she knew he was watching her movements. She could almost feel his laser-like gaze burning into her upturned ass.

“Please!!!”

Her heartfelt plea must have worked because he turned the infernal device off, leaving her gasping for air, finally free of the constant stimulation that had driven her halfway mad. She felt the soft brush of his hand against her thigh, then a slight tug on the device as he pulled on the cord. Her sigh was of real contentment as she felt the well-lubricated egg slide out of her and land on the bed. In the process, she felt its sticky surface brush against her thigh, leaving a snail trail of her juices to adorn her skin. She shuddered and waited for his next move.

She felt the bed shift under her as he sat on the edge next to her. “Remember to thank your friend for providing you with that stimulation to keep your mind off the waiting time.”

“Remind me to smack her one for that.”

“What, you’d hit her for providing you with two lovely orgasms in absentia? Hardly fair recompense, is it?”

Turning her head toward where he was, she pouted but didn’t say anything.

“Now, we come to the interesting bit. I have three choices in front of me. One, I can untie you, and then we can have some fun. Secondly, I could have my fun while you’re still tied up. Or thirdly, I can deal with what you said to me on Sunday. Seeing as I’m not happy about what you said to me, I suspect that might be fun for me but less fun for you.” He must have reached across because suddenly, she felt his hand caressing her butt.

Instinctively, she knew what he was suggesting. Nobody had ever spanked her as a prelude to sex, never. Her problem was, tied up as she was, face down as she was, there was nothing she could do to stop him. Nothing at all. She whimpered and shook her head, but he just chuckled.

“I suspect you’d prefer number one, but I think after the event, you’ll accept number three will be something you enjoyed. By the way, number two isn’t on the table, not really.”

“Please don’t.” Her voice sounded small to her own ears. She tried again. “Please don’t.”

“Ah, you said please, so that means there’s some room for negotiation. I think five proper slaps on each cheek would be fair payment for what you said to me. That’s one for each letter of conceited and an extra one for luck.”

“No!” her wail reverberated around the room, but she hoped it didn’t carry through the open window. Behind the blindfold, she could see a fantasy group of her neighbors congregating outside her bedroom window, listening and then, with each resounding slap, cheering. She knew her face was bright red as she shook her head, desperate to deter Paul from what he intended to do. She knew it was a forlorn hope. Joining all the dots, there was only one reason he’d told Tia to tie her to the bed face down, ass up. He’d intended to spank her all along.

She knew he was waiting for her to say something.

“Not ten.”

He chuckled. “So you’re prepared to let me spank you, but you want to negotiate the number of slaps. Very well, suggest a number. By the way, a suggestion of zero will simply mean I start straight away, no negotiation. By the way, to keep things the same on each side, it’ll need to be an even number.”

“I’ve got to go to work tomorrow.”

“So?”

“Two.”

“No way, Angel, no way. You’ll have to move up from there.

She pouted again and then took a deep breath. “Four.” She ignored his use of the hated diminutive form of her name. She knew he’d simply used it to rile her up.

“Well, I’ll come down to eight, not worry about the letters of the word you shouldn’t have used.”

“I’m sorry….”

“No, I don’t want an apology. I want restitution.

“Six.”

“Good choice, we’ll go with six, but I think I want a warm-up first.”

Without warning, especially as she couldn’t see, his palm cracked down on her ass, striking in the middle so he caught both cheeks.

Slap!

She didn’t think he’d used his entire force, but it was more than hard enough. She yelped, and her ass bounced on the bed. Paul chuckled.

“I think that was hard enough. However, I think I’d better shut the window and stop the neighbors assuming I’m really hurting you.”

She felt him move, and then a moment later, the sound of the window catch engaging. Tia hadn’t noticed she’d left the window open, but Paul had obviously noticed it.

The bed dipped under his weight as he returned to his place next to her.

There was no warning.

Slap!

His hand connected with her left cheek. She bounced on the bed and tried to choke back a sob. That had hurt a lot more than the first one had. She tried to count the seconds, knowing he would be repeating it any moment…

Slap!

Two more followed in quick succession.

Slap!

Slap!

She cried and wailed, but he didn’t stop.

Two more followed, one on each side

Slap!

Slap!

Her butt felt like it was on fire, and she knew it would now be bright red, much redder than her face, when she blushed hard. She choked back sob after sob, then slowly realized he’d stopped spanking her. She counted back in her head, six. He’d agreed to no more than six. He’d delivered what he’d said, and then he’d stopped. Her next sob was one of pure relief.

The bed moved under her again, and she realized he’d just laid down beside her. His hair brushed against her arm, and his naked foot against her calf. Wait, naked foot/ When the hell had he taken his shoes off? Or was he all the way naked already? She shivered and caught her bottom lip between her teeth. His hand moved across and smoothed over her back, up and down, up and down. It was a reassuring movement, but each downward stroke took his hand lower and lower. He was moving toward her tortured butt, and there was nothing she could do to stop him touching her there. The sheer helplessness rebounded back on her, and she choked back a cry as his hand ventured onto the upward swell of her reddened ass.

He didn’t grab it, didn’t press it, just gently rubbed his hand over it exactly the way he’d touched her back. Despite the way her skin still smarted and still felt hot, what he was doing felt good. He kept doing it, and after a few seconds, it felt really good.

Her breath caught in her throat, and she let out a gasp. Paul just chucked and kept gently caressing her upturned ass, smoothing over the area he’d reddened and beyond. Slowly, he worked his hand down into the gap provided by her widespread legs. She whimpered in pleasure rather than distress as his fingertips finally reached her slit.

She desperately tried to lift her hips from the bed in a vain effort to capture his fingers, her need overpowering all other feelings inside her. She sensed he was grinning as he watched her writhing. Not that she could move much, Tia had made sure the restraints were as tight as she possibly could. As he pushed two fingers into her, she could hear the squelching noises her pussy made. She’d cum twice from the vibrating egg, and the sensual way he’d stoked her, soothing her sore ass, had added to her lubrication. She shook her head but couldn’t dislodge the sleep mask that way.

“Someone likes this treatment.”

She gasped, then blurted out a reply. “Better than a spanking.”

“Oh? I think it might be because it followed a spanking.”

“No!”

He chuckled, and she buried her face in the bedding and moaned as he continued to stroke his fingers in and out of her. She gasped as she realized her movements had shifted the sleep mask. There was a sliver of light penetrating under the bottom edge. Rubbing her face as she had, against the bedding, had shifted ti! The truth dawned. Tia wasn’t stupid. She’d set it up so that Angelina could, if she tried, remove the blindfold. She rubbed franticly, knowing Paul was watching her as he continued to finger-bang her.

It took maybe a minute, but she watched the sliver widen further and further. The sleep mask suddenly gave way, the elastic contracting it around her forehead. She could see again. She blinked a couple of times at the sudden light and then turned her head to look at Paul.

“I knew you’d think of that, eventually.”

She pouted, but he suddenly added a third finger to what he was doing to her, and she shuddered and let her head drop back to the bed.

“Someone definitely likes that.”

She groaned and tried to twist. “Just fuck me already.”

“Oh? Wouldn’t you like me to do something else first?”

“Untie me?”

“No, I think the idea of helplessness turns you on more than you’re prepared to admit.”

She panted for air and tried to think of a way to move to entice him to untie her.

Instead, he was the one who moved, rolling over her leg with alacrity as his fingers slipped from her. She moaned at the loss of contact and then almost screamed in ecstasy as the end of his cock replaced his fingers. She was more than wet enough for him to slide straight in, but he teased her, just nudging her outer lips with the end of his cock.

“Stop teasing!”

He chuckled again. “Who’s the one tied up? Who’s, therefore, the one in charge?”

She swallowed hard. “I’m the one tied down.”

“So, who’s the one in charge?”

“You.” She pouted again, but at least she could see, and a surreptitious look at the mirror on the outside of the wardrobe at the side of the bed showed her he was grinning. He was also quite red in the face, telling her he was just as turned on as she was.

Paul jerked his hips, entering her with the first inch or so of his cock. She groaned and tried to hump back against him but to no avail. The way the restraints kept her legs straight prevented her from moving. Tia had said she’d left the restraints loose enough to let her move. Either she lied, or they’d tightened themselves somehow. She certainly couldn’t move her legs at all.

He pushed forward again, obviously tired or unable to hold out from teasing her. As she’d expected, as she’d wanted, he slid straight into her with virtually no resistance and only a tiny flash of discomfort for her. He sighed above her, and she let her mouth fall open in a large O as she shuddered and moaned.

“Fuck that’s good.”

He held still, buried deep in her for several long seconds, then finally began to move. She tried to thrust against him as he slowly drove in and out of her opening, but her range of movement was too limited. In the end, she lay still and let him do as he would. Not that she could have stopped him from doing anything. She shuddered at the thought that her reddened butt was right in front of him. There was nothing she could have done to stop him from thrashing her once more. That thought made her want to squirm, and then the climax crashed over her without warning.

Paul stilled as she writhed and moaned underneath him, then, as the contractions and shuddering slowed, he started fucking her again. His hand did indeed drop to her ass once more, but he simply caressed her cheeks, a gentle movement that, coupled with his thrusts, soon had her climbing the mountain once more.

This time when she came, her pussy clamped down on the expanding and throbbing member deep inside her. They came together, both of them gasping and gulping down air. She collapsed limp on the bed as he slowly pulled out of her, and then she felt the bed move as he climbed off the bottom of the bed.

Angelina felt his hand on her left ankle, and a moment later, the restraint fell away. He replicated the movement on her right foot, and then both legs were free. She watched as he moved to the top of the bed and picked up the keys to the cuffs. That side hand was freed, and then he moved around to the other side and undid that side, too, freeing her completely. Nothing was said by either of them. After a couple of seconds, he leaned closer and plucked the now-useless sleep mask from the top of her head. She brought her hands together, levered herself up, and then rolled to sit on the bed. She hissed at the contact of the bedding with her somewhat sore backside but massaged her wrists and glared at him.

She took stock for a few moments. She’d just cum four times, and throughout the entire experience, nobody, meaning Paul, had touched her breasts. He hadn’t even kissed her, not once. If someone had said, before tonight, that she could climax four times without her lips or her breasts being touched, she’d have scoffed. Up until tonight, she’d have considered that an impossibility.

Paul took her hands and smiled into her eyes.

“Come on, let’s both grab a shower, and that will give me a chance to smooth some slave over that sore ass of yours.”

She glared at him but relented. A shower sounded heavenly, and the idea of him gently smoothing salve over her overheated ass was truly worthy of the pearly gates, not just a shower cubicle.

She grinned at him. “You’re on. Just remember one thing.”

“What?”

“Item two will require you to be the one tied up. Your list, but my rules.”

He grinned back at her and shook his head. “Rule two says you have sex with someone else tied up. It didn’t specify me at all.”

She pouted again.

“Look at it this way, you get the chance to work out an intricate revenge for Tia, and while you’re having fun, remember one thing.”

“What?”

“I’ll be standing in the room watching. Then when you’ve done your worst to her, I’ll fuck you on top of her. Wonder how she’ll feel about that?”

Angelina shuddered and refused to admit her core had just warmed back up to high heat at his words.

End of Part 10


Angelina’s Adventures –Revenge

Angelina heard the car even before it reached the front of her house. The combination of roar and burble told her it was the kind of muscle car she eschewed. Still, she opened the front door and grinned as Paul drew up in the bright red Mustang.

“So, you got your new toy, then?”

As he hopped out of the driver’s seat, he grinned at her. “Yep. Fancy a spin?”

“Next time, maybe, but we’re short on time tonight.” She colored up at her own comment. There was a very good reason why they were tight on time.

“Is it okay, there? Won’t make her suspicious?”

Angelina shook her head. “Drop it forward about four feet or so, and I’ll tell her it’s someone visiting the neighbor on that side. Seeing as, as far as she knows, you don’t have a car, she won’t suspect a thing. She was pretty sure her grin would best be described as evil. Paul hopped back into the car and moved it the requisite distance, then locked it up and strolled up her driveway. She motioned for him to hurry, just in case Tia was early, but forced herself to relax. Tia might be on time, but Tia was never, ever, early.

She welcomed him into the house with a hug and pushed his hand away when he dropped it to her butt. “No. Not now.” They both knew she really meant later rather than no. He grinned at her and planted a sloppy kiss on her cheek. She turned her head to the side at the last second so he couldn’t smudge her lipstick.

Angelina waved a finger in his face. “A smudge on my lipstick would be too much of a giveaway. Now I’ve prepared you a travel cup of coffee, so go and sit in the spare room upstairs and wait for my signal.”

“Okay, okay. You sure this is the setup you want.”

She shivered, then grinned again. “Yes, I’m sure.” She paused for a second as she heard a car approach, but it drove past. “Now, come on upstairs and get comfortable. Remember, not a sound.”

He winked at her and picked up the insulated travel cup she’d placed on the side table near the foot of the stairs. “I’ll just go pay a visit first.”

“Fine, now hurry.”

He chuckled, and then, with a wave and a grin of his own, he headed upstairs. A minute or so later, she heard him flush the toilet, and then the door of the bathroom close, and a moment or so later, the bedroom door too. Breathing a sigh of relief, she headed through into the kitchen and pretended to be busy tidying up after dinner. Tia had, thankfully, declined pizza or anything similar, citing she’d have eaten by the time she got there.

Less than five minutes later, she heard the more familiar sound of Tia’s compact pulling onto her driveway. She breathed a sigh of relief that Paul had cut it fine enough and not too fine. She glanced at the clock. Tia was actually early, which was a surprise.

It didn’t take but a moment before Tia was breezing through the front door as usual.

“I’m out here!” Angelina called from near the back door, having left a bag of rubbish there expressly to give herself a reason to be just outside. Of course, as planned, she was directly underneath the slightly open window to the spare room, so her shout was as much about telling Paul that Tia had arrived as it was telling Tia where she was.

As she came back in the back door, having disposed of the garbage, Tia was already in the kitchen, grinning at her. She motioned toward the coffee machine. “Coffee? Help myself?”

“Do you need to ask? Go ahead.”

“You want one yourself, sweetie?”

“Just had one, so, thank you, no.”

“How are you, sweetie? I must admit that when you didn’t contact me for a couple of days, I assumed you were mad at me for trussing you up for Paul.”

Angelina knew she’d failed to prevent herself from blushing at the memory of that particular evening. “Nah, what happened that night was all him, not you.”

“Oh, so what did he do? I’m all ears.”

“You’re all curiosity, you mean.”

“Come on, tell me.”

Despite her embarrassment, Angelina filled Tia in on the basics of the evening in question, up to and including the fact Paul had spanked her.

“Ooo… I bet that didn’t go down well.”

“No, I was sore for at least another day after that.”

“Did he kiss it better?”

Angelina knew her blush was firing up again.

“Well, salve in the shower, after, you know.”

“So, mister O-machine set a new record?”

“No.”

“No?”

“Not quite.”

“But enough.”

“That’s one way to describe it.”

“So, why the all-fired hurry to get me around her tonight?” Tia paused and cocked her head to one side. “Item two on the list, maybe?”

Angelina bit her lip and nodded.

“So you want my help with tying up the driver of that muscle car? Or do you want to share him with your sister?”

She shook her head. “There are so many things wrong with that sentence.”

“Such as?”

“For starters, you’re not my sister.”

“As good as. A sister from another mother is not that different from a blood one.”

“Maybe, but you’re still not my sister. Good job, given what we’ve done in the past.”

Tia giggled but was obviously waiting for Angelina to continue.

“The driver of said muscle car isn’t here. He’s visiting next door. I heard that noisy thing as he approached, and I guess someone was blocking him from fully parking in front of my neighbor.”

“So it’s not the hunk you want to tie up?”

“No.”

“So, who do you want to tie up?”

Angelina raised an eyebrow, sat back, and grinned, waiting for Tia to work through it for herself. It took her a couple of seconds.

“Me? You asked me here so you can tie me to the bed and do to me what Paul did to you?”

Angelina giggled. “Something like that, though.”

“You are so not spanking me, missy.”

She blushed as she answered. “Well, I was thinking face up, not face down. I get to do far more interesting things to you that way. If I tie you to the bed, face up, I can’t give you the spanking you deserve for setting me up for one like that.”

Tia’s eyes were wide and dark. It was obvious to Angelina that her friend was objecting for form’s sake. She was already interested in the idea. Angelina giggled. “Looks to me like you’re interested in me tying you, naked, to the bed and using a toy or two on you.”

“Or two?”

“Of course, I do have toys of my own, you know? I think one of them is still boxed. Never had the nerve to use something that size.”

“How big is that big?”

Angelina held her hands up about a foot apart and watched Tia’s eyes widen even more and then slowly close as she gasped. “Fuck. Never knew you had that much kink in you.”

“That’s the point. I’ve never had it in me.” Although she tried hard, she couldn’t keep a straight face.

“You’re having me on.”

“Yeah. I’m going to have you on my bed. Come on.”

She jumped to her feet and then took Tia’s half-finished mug of coffee from her unresisting fingers.

“How big is this toy, really?”

“Nothing excessive. You know me.”

“I know you well enough, or I thought I did to know you wouldn’t have any toys.”

Angelina smiled and tried to prevent a catch from coming in her voice. “Brice bought me one as a birthday joke. He thought it was so funny he bought me one for the following Xmas, too. Luckily, that was the year we stayed at college for the holiday. I have no idea what I’d have done if I’d had to open it in front of my family.”
Tia gave a throaty laugh. “I wouldn’t have done either. Come on, then, let’s see how good you are at using those toys on another woman.” Tia rose to her feet, too, a big smile creasing her face.

Angelina led the way as the two of them headed upstairs. She’d deliberately left her bedroom door open with the four restraints already fastened to the bed. That was set up so Tia would know where everything was supposed to go down.

Instead, Tia turned right rather than left and opened the door to the spare bedroom. Angelina gasped and tried to control her reaction, waiting for Tia to explode when she saw Paul sitting there.

“My bedroom, not the spare.” The words came out stronger than she felt.

Tia simply pulled the door to behind her. “I saw that. I just wanted to see if you had the hunk with the muscle car secreted up here.”

That was far too close to the truth, and Angelina couldn’t work out what to say. Instead, she just raised an eyebrow as if to ask if Tia trusted her. Tia just grinned and walked past her and into the main bedroom.

Angelina didn’t have a clue as to how Pual had stayed out of sight. Somehow, though, Tia hadn’t seen him.

“Right, I’m not doing anything ‘til I’ve seen this Subway.”

“Subway?”
“Yeah. A Subway. A foot-long? Get it?” Tia giggled, and it took Angelina a minute to realize she’d just used the hero sandwich as a reference for the supposedly huge toy.

“It’s not that big.”

“Even so. I want to see it first.”

Once more, Angelina glared at her friend to try to convey a question about trust. As always, though, the glare bounced off as Tia stood there, one hand on her hip, the other stretched out toward Angelina.

With a resigned sigh, she moved over to the bedside table nearest the window and picked up the long, thin box. “I told you it wasn’t that big.” She handed the box over. “Now, do you believe me?”

Tia grinned. “I always believed you, sweetie. I just wanted to jerk your chain a little. Get you a little riled up, so you didn’t go too gentle on me. These scenes only work if the one doing everything is really into it. If you didn’t get into it, it’d be a letdown. For both of us.”

She continued to smile at Angelina. “Now, do you want me to get undressed, or did you want to do it? I don’t mind either way, although you doing it would get me going, of course.”

Angelina swallowed and thought about it for a moment. “I’m not undressing you.” She stepped forward. “I’m stripping you.” She tried to pitch her voice so it would carry to Paul in his hiding place, but she didn’t want to shout and give the game away to Tia.

Moving around to stand behind her friend, she looked down at the dress Tia wore. It was a simple summer dress, a zip down the back. Her hands rose to the back of Tia’s neck, and she felt her friend tremble as she undid the hook and eye at the top of the zip.

“What’s with the shaking, Tia? Are you worrying about this? Do you need a safe word?”

Tia giggled. “That’s not worry. You’ve got me turned the fuck on. As for the last bit. No, I don’t want a fucking safe word. I already know I’m safe with you. You couldn’t hurt me if you tried.”

Angelina used one hand to hold the top of the dress closed while her left hand pulled the tab of the zip all the way down. The sound of the zip parting seemed to fill the room. “Don’t be too sure, sweetie. Don’t be too sure.” She deliberately used the form of address Tia used for her, reinforcing, she hoped, that she was the one with the power in the room.

Her hands moved to Tia’s shoulders and brushed the dress off onto her arms. The dress fell away. Angelina already knew her friend was wearing white lace underwear, but now she could see the front of the bra via the dressing table mirror. It was an ultrathin set, and Tia’s hard nipples were visible through it.

“Someone’s already hot to trot.”

She was teasing Tia just as Tia had teased her a few days earlier. The trembling became more pronounced, and Tia let out a low moan.

“More than ready.” She continued the tease, but rather than push the dress down over Tia’s hips, she moved her hands to the small of her friend’s back and twisted the clasp on the bra undone. Sweeping that off Tia’s shoulders, too, allowed the bra to fall. Tia kept her arms down and allowed Angelina to push everything all the way to her waist, leaving her topless.

Angelina moved closer, the front of her own dress brushing against Tia’s naked back as her hands closed over Tia’s breasts. Her friend’s nipples tried to burrow into her palms, and both of them moaned at the contact.

“I was right. Someone does like this.”

“Fuck! Stop teasing me.”

“No, Tia, I learned last time that the tease is the important bit. You should never have left me with that egg inside me. That teased me to breaking point before Paul even arrived. It’s time for you to get a taste of your own medicine.”

Tia whimpered but remained standing still as Angelina pinched her nipples and then dropped her hands down to Tia’s waist. A quick push and the dress cascaded down to Tia’s ankles. She’d pushed a little harder than she intended because the movement had also half dragged Tia’s panties off as well. She completed the process, and Tia stepped out of her clothes, then kicked her low heels off, leaving herself naked.

“I assume you want me to go and lie on the bed?”

Angelina chuckled and twisted Tia around so they faced each other. Once she had her there, she put her hands on Tia’s waist and shuffled them both around in a quarter circle. Tia realized what Angelina was about to do a split second before she pushed hard. Having turned Tia so she had her back to the bed, there was nothing Tia could do to stop herself from falling back onto it. She bounced and grinned up at Angelina, her arms conveniently spread out to the sides. As Angelina watched, Tia inched her way higher up the bed, coming to rest in the middle. With an impish grin, she spread her legs apart, pointing her feet toward the bottom corners of the bed, where the restraints were already attached. The pink folds of her pussy were pulled open a little by her movement, revealing just how wet she was inside.

Tia lay there spreadeagled, watching her as Angelina moved to the corner of the bed. Since her legs were already in the right position, it was easier to fasten her feet down than her arms. It was the work of moments to wrap the Velcro strap around Tia’s ankle and fasten her securely. Seconds later, she’d completed the other leg and moved up to Tia’s right hand. Her friend gently tugged on the leg restraints and then held out her arm to allow Angelina to fasten her right wrist to that corner of the headboard.

Angelina walked slowly around the bed, knowing from her own experience that anticipation was a great aphrodisiac, and she wanted the anticipation to build for Tia, just as it had for her. Within seconds, she’d completed the process and watched as Tia gently pulled on the arm restraints and then writhed seductively on the bed.

“Aren’t you going to blindfold me too?”

“In a moment, don’t be too impatient. You’re mine all night.”

“I’ve got work in the morning, so have you.”

“So?” Angelina giggled. “What are you going to do about it? As I said, you’re mine.”

Reaching down, she grasped the hem of her own dress and pulled it up and off over her head, leaving her in a set of lacy black underwear that left as little to the imagination as Tia’s white set had done. She leaned over her captive friend and placed a soft kiss on her lips.

“Yes, I am going to blindfold you, but first…” She reached into the drawer of the bedside table and pulled out a set of headphones. Tia shook her head, not exactly panicked but showing some concern at Angelina’s plans. Smiling, she placed the headphones over Tia’s head, nestling them into place before clicking the on button. They were already tuned to a music channel on the stereo in the corner, which was muted other than the headphones. Tia had held her head still as Angelina had cut off her hearing with the noise-canceling music and remained passive as she placed the sleep mask over her eyes as well.

Standing back, Angelina surveyed her friend. Her naked body was spread out on the bed, spreadeagled by the restraints. Her breasts had flattened a little since she was supine, but her hard nipples pointed proudly up, almost begging to be kissed and sucked. Lower down, her hairless pussy was held a little open by her leg muscles, and it glistened with the moisture her arousal had coated it with. Despite herself, Angelina’s mouth watered at the thought of what waited there. Still letting Tia’s anticipation build, she moved around the bed and retrieved the toy, making sure she didn’t disturb the bed and give her friend any hint of what she was doing or even where she was.

Tia was still writhing slowly as Angelina unwrapped the vibrator and then twisted it around in her hands and clicked it to the on position. She’d told Tia a little white lie. She had unwrapped it, but only to make sure it was fully charged. She’d not actually used it on herself, not even back when Brice had bought it for her. She shivered at the memory and shut that train of thought down. Tonight was about getting Tia off, and she had every intention of proving to herself, as well as her friend and to Paul, that she could do that.

Making sure she had it sent to the lowest power level, she moved to the end of the bed and looked at Tia’s open pussy. She could see up inside her, and it was more than obvious that Tia was wet and ready in anticipation of this moment. She placed one hand on the bed, between Tia’s knees, and heard her friend moan in response to perceiving the movement. She smiled to herself and then leaned forward, pointing the tip of the vibrator right at the opening in front of her. She kept her movements slow, not wanting to rock the bed any more than she had to. It was all about Tia’s anticipation. She wanted her friend to be close to a fever pitch before she felt the vibrating toy touch her. Tia was panting for air and keeping up a slow writhing movement, obviously intent on enticing Angelina to touch her.

Of course, it was the toy that touched her outer lips, not Angelina’s fingers. It was obvious to Angelina that the vibrating toy was a sudden and shocking surprise to Tia, as her hips bucked up and her butt even left the bed for a moment. The almost ear-splitting cry wasn’t one of pain, though. No, Tia continued to groan as Angelina pushed the toy deeper into her. There was little to no resistance. Tia was already too wet for that. Her moans became almost a keening sound, and as Angelina left the toy buried halfway inside her, not even all the way, she could see Tia was bucking and writhing on the bed. Her movements were jerkier now and more violent. It was blatantly obvious she wasn’t far off cumming. Angelina leaned closer again and pushed the end of the vibrator, seating it more firmly inside her friend. Tia thrashed around but couldn’t free herself. Angelina checked and made sure the sleep mask and headphones were still in place.

Backing away, she left her friend there, writhing on the bed, and walked over to the bedroom door. Once outside, she opened the door to the spare room and beckoned Paul to follow her, keeping a finger across her lips to tell him to be quiet.

He nodded and then followed her back into her bedroom, with one of his hands gently caressing her ass. Angelina tried not to react to his familiar touch but couldn’t help the feeling of arousal that was rising inside her own body.

On the bed, Tia was getting closer and closer to the point of no return. Paul simply stood still in the doorway, holding Angelina in front of him, his hands on her waist as they both watched the naked woman approaching her climax.

Tia wailed, and her back arched as she tried to bring her ass up to capture more of the toy, not realizing she already had most of it inside her. Her entire body shook as the spasms ran through her, and Angelina moaned as her friend’s orgasm filled the room with a deep, musky aroma.

Paul reached up her back and deftly flicked the catch on her own bra undone. Although Tia ostensibly couldn’t hear anything with the headphones covering her ears, Angelina didn’t want to take any chances. Paul wasn’t supposed to be doing that to her, but she couldn’t say anything without risking Ita hearing their conversation. As a result, she glared at him but allowed him to sweep her bra down her arms and from there off her arms. The bra dropped to the floor, leaving her dressed in nothing more than a pair of panties.

She felt Paul step closer to her, pressing against her back as his hands cupped her breasts. She sucked in a gasp as he started to tweak her nipples into the same intense hardness her friend was exhibiting.

“You’re not getting to play with her until you’re naked.” His whisper sent a shudder running through her as his lips caressed her ear. Even if she hadn’t had the headphones on, there was no way Tia would have heard Paul. Angelina moaned softly as his hands slid down her body and then to her waist. Just as she’d done with Tia, his fingers found the waistband and just jerked her underwear down. As they slid down her thighs, she could feel the cool air on her now naked slit, teasing her moist opening. She hadn’t realized seeing Tia like this had got her turned on. Glancing down at herself, she could see her pebbled nipples sticking straight out. Yes, she was turned on, more than just turned on by the way she looked and felt.

Stepping out of her discarded panties, she twisted out of Paul’s grip and moved to the foot of the bed. As she placed her hands on the bed and prepared to crawl between Tia’s outspread legs, Tia stiffened, obviously feeling the bed move beneath her. Without hesitation, Angelina reached forward and gently flicked the end of the vibrator. It moved inside Tia in response, and she grunted. Reaching down with both hands, Angelina smiled as she twisted the end of the toy and turned the level up to two. The noise in the room grew louder, and Tia let out a long, drawn-out whimper as the vibrations sent her soaring even higher.

Angelina watched in awe as her friend thrashed in front of her. For a moment, she’d forgotten about Paul, but he moved to stand behind her and placed one hand on the small of her back, urging her closer to her writhing friend. She whimpered but bent lower, her head just above Tia’s stomach, as her hand began to twist the toy inside her. She lowered her face further, planting a soft kiss just above Tia’s belly button. Tia arched her back, trying to increase the contact. Angelina just chuckled and moved a couple of inches higher, planting another kiss there. Then another one a couple of inches higher still, moving ever closer to Tia’s breasts. Tia had stilled, stopping her movements as she waited for Angelina to reach her breasts. Her breathing seemed to catch, stop even, and then let out in an explosive breath.

Having her friend at her mercy like this was an incredible turn-on. Angelina thought she’d possibly cum just from that, but Paul had other ideas. He reached up between Angelina’s legs and pressed two fingers against the outer lips of her slit. She moaned herself, hoping Tia couldn’t hear her. She dipped her head once more, this time capturing Tia’s left nipple between her teeth and softly biting down. Tia’s back arched, and a low, earthy moan split the room. A moment later, Angelina switched to the right nipple, and Tia’s entire body convulsed. Well, as much as it could, given the way she was restrained.

Angelina wasn’t sure if that was the second time Tia had cum, or merely the first. In any case, she didn’t relent. Rather than relent, she kept up her manipulation of Tia’s body. She switched to using her fingers on Tia’s nipples and trailed a line of kisses back down her belly as she moved toward the foot of the bed. She knew what she wanted to do, what Tia expected her to do, and Paul waited for her to do. Reaching the junction of the tied woman’s legs, she gave the dial on the toy a savage twist, boosting it from two to five without giving Tia a chance to get used to it. The noise level increased to a loud whine, and Tia’s body jerked, her hips leaving the bed. A long, loud, burbling wail left her mouth, and Angelina watched in shock as her friend’s back arched as she came again.

Relenting, she turned the vibrator back down to three, still stronger than earlier. Tia sank back onto the bed, gasping for breath, but still didn’t say anything, didn’t attempt to speak. She certainly wasn’t objecting to what Angelina was doing. Angelina wasn’t objecting to the way Paul continued to caress her ass. He wasn’t making any more overt moves on her, but he was touching her, which only stoked her own fires.

Tia’s breathing gradually returned to normal, and Angelina bent lower, pressing her lips to the point just above her friend’s slit. The musky aroma of Tia’s arousal filled her nostrils while she could feel the vibrations from the toy transmitting to her lips through the flesh beneath her. She moaned, long and loud, at the feeling, knowing she was the one responsible for getting her friend off so many times so far. It was up to her to get Tia off even more times. That could be done with her mouth, her fingers, or the toy.

The toy was just too impersonal. She reached between Tia’s legs, grasped the end of the vibrator, and started to withdraw it. Tia whimpered as if in distress at losing the pleasure-giving device.

“Fuck her with it.”

Paul’s whisper made her shake with her own need. The idea of using the toy in that way simply hadn’t occurred to her. Pulling it almost all the way out, she pushed the still buzzing toy back in. Lifting her head, she watched Tia’s face as her mouth dropped open and a loud moan escaped. She did it again, and Tia’s back arched once more as another low guttural moan issued forth. She didn’t need to guess if her friend was enjoying the treatment. Her enjoyment was obvious. Still using one hand to fuck Tia with the still buzzing toy, she brought her other hand down to slide a finger on either side of Tia’s slit, holding her open while she fucked her with the toy.

Tia’s reaction was obvious and immediate. A long, ululating howl left her lips as her hips churned as she came yet again.

This time, Angelina took the toy all the way out, turning it off and discarding it to the side of the bed. It didn’t stay there but rolled and then thumped to the floor. Oh, well, it wouldn’t be used again. She knew what she needed to do. It was time to use her tongue to bring Tia off. Sliding a bit further down the bed, she dipped her head between Tia’s thighs and moved her face closer. Down here, the odor of aroused woman was even stronger, and she could see the slick coating of Tia’s groin from the amount of liquor she’d produced from each of the earlier orgasms. Indeed, her pussy was faintly pulsing right in front of Angelina’s face. She extended her tongue and gently licked at the soft skin of Tia’s inner left thigh. Tia jumped at the contact but seemed to sigh and relax as Angelina switched to the right leg. She switched back and forth, spending a few seconds on each thigh, gradually working closer to her real target. Tia just lay still and panted for breath, obviously anticipating what Angelina was going to do.

It wasn’t a taste she particularly relished, but this was not her first time, not even her second or even third. As a result, she plunged her tongue into Tia’s slit, lapping at the soft folds of her labia and murmuring her approval. Her own arousal soared even as Tia began to buck against her mouth. She couldn’t move far, but she tried.

Angelina kept going and, after a minute or so, introduced a finger as well, moving her mouth to concentrate on Tia’s clit, while at the same time finger-fucking her friend. Tia squealed as another orgasm overrode her senses, and Angelina felt a stinging retort on her butt as Paul spanked her to get her attention. She looked back over her shoulder and saw Paul standing there, one hand idly stroking his fully erect cock.

“It’s time. Get on top of her.”

Angelina whimpered, but it wasn’t in distress. She closed her eyes and watched the fantasy version of what was about to happen. Without stopping to think about what she was doing, let alone the fact she was about to betray Paul’s presence to her friend. Well, the presence of someone else, at least. She swarmed up on top of Tia, kissing and nibbling at her breasts on the way before planting a big, wet kiss on Tia’s open mouth. She knew Tia would be tasting herself off the juices coating her lips, but she lay still on top of her friend, acutely aware her butt was pointing up at the ceiling just as it had been when she’d been the one tied to the bed. She didn’t think Paul would spank her, but she hadn’t thought to extract a promise from him not to.

She felt the bed move underneath them as Paul climbed onto the bottom of the bed between her legs, which were themselves constrained by Tia’s own legs. Tia must have felt the same motion because she stopped her movements, stopped kissing Angelina, and tried to turn her head away. Angelina didn’t let her, holding her cheeks with both hands and locking their mouths together even as her tongue pushed down into Tia’s mouth.

She felt Paul’s hands close on her hips and then the tip of his cock press against her entrance. She whimpered again, knowing he was about to push into her. She knew that underneath her, Tia would feel it, too. She wondered what the hell her friend was thinking, but after the initial shock of feeling someone else climb onto the bed, Tia seemed calm. Much calmer than she would have been under the same circumstances. Breaking the kiss, she lifted her head and stared down into the portion of her friend’s face she could see.

No longer needing to restrain Tia’s head, she brought one hand down to cup one of her breasts. Tia’s other breast was trapped against hers, the two erect nipples nudging and grating against each other as they breathed. Paul pushed against her, sliding into her already soaking-wet pussy.

Paul’s push into her ground her own groin down on top of Tia’s. The two women grunted at the same time, and Angelina buried her head in the crook of Tia’s shoulder and neck as she moaned.

Tia grunted again, then panted a question. “Who…?” She answered herself. “Paul!”

Angelina couldn’t answer, and if she had, Tia couldn’t have heard her. Angelina’s entire being was focused on what he was doing to her pussy as he started to slide in and out of her. Underneath her, she felt Tia relax as the realization that she knew the man on top of her friend penetrated the post-orgasmic fog. Pual’s fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as he thrust into her. Angelina lifted her legs and spread them on top of Tia’s and then outside of her friend’s legs. This widened Paul’s access and allowed him to drive in deeper. She bucked back against each thrust, grinding herself on her friend. She couldn’t control anything anymore, and a moment later, her orgasm burst like a flower inside her. As she shook and writhed from the incredible sensation, she felt Tia stiffen and then shake underneath her. Incredibly, Tia had come from the same experience.

It was obvious the sight and feel of the two women climaxing from what he was doing to one of them was enough for Paul. A moment later, his grunt joined their moans as he, too, came deep inside Angelina. She could feel each pulse as he emptied himself inside her.

* * * *

As Paul worked on releasing Tia’s bonds on her left side, Angelina worked on those on her right. Tia slowly sat up and ripped the headphones and blindfold off in a single motion. She blinked a couple of times, then glared at her friend.

“The headphones were an evil trick, sweetie.”

Angelina grinned. “Kinda necessary, though.”

Tia turned her head and stared at Paul. All three of them were still naked, but she only glanced at his softening cock. Instead, she looked him in the eyes. “You!”

“What?”

“Fucking my friend while using me as a mattress. You really are a kinky shit.”

“Hey, you enjoyed it?”

“I suppose you thought I didn’t know you were here.”

“You didn’t know he was here.”

Tia shook her head but allowed herself to break into a smile. “Silly girl. I knew he would be here. You let that out. I did wonder where he hid when I checked the other room…?”

“Behind the door.”

“You forgot your coffee. I knew you were there because otherwise, why would there be a travel mug of coffee sitting on the bedside cabinet.”

“Ah, busted.” Paul chuckled. “Guess I’ll take that with me next time.”

“In any case, I already knew you were here. Your car, outside.”

“Isn’t his.”

“Yes, sweetie, it is. Both of you forgot where my brother works. He’s the one who handled the paperwork for the sale. He mentioned Paul had bought a Mustang. So, seeing one outside your house told me everything I needed to know. Your lame description of someone visiting your neighbor didn’t wash, sweetie. I saw straight through that.” She giggled. “If you’re going to lie, you need to practice your technique.”

“You don’t seem too put out about it.”

Tia shrugged. “The whole experience was fun, although turning the vibrator to max was a bit too much.”

“I turned it to five, not max.”

“Fuck! That was only five?”

“Yeah.”

“Then he bought you a damned good one. Let me check the manufacturer’s label. I might get me one of those.”

Angelina snorted. “When do you need to use one of those?”

“Well, seeing as he nailed you, you get to shower first. Scoot.”

“While you do what?”

“Talk your boyfriend into joining me in my shower rather than you in yours. I think I deserve that. While he gets to wash my back and my front, you can get the coffee refreshed.”

Angelina knew her jaw had dropped at Tia’s carefree assertion that she expected Paul to nail her. A glance at Paul showed her his cock was a little harder than a couple of minutes earlier. It appeared he liked that idea, too. She thought fast.

“Nah, I think I’ll watch and then grab my shower after you two.”

“Pity the shower stall isn’t big enough for the three of us, then.”

Angelina just grinned and, opened the bedroom door, and motioned for Tia to precede her. As she rose to her feet, Tia glanced back at Paul. “Coming, mister O-machine?”

To his credit, Paul looked at Angelina and waited for her nod before he followed Tia into the bathroom. They left the door open, and Angelina followed, at least as far as the doorway, before leaning against the door frame and watching.

Tia turned the water on and stood there for a moment as she let the water warm up. She’d struck a pose, arm extended, her body slightly bent to push her breasts forward, her back arched to enhance that, and also push her butt out. Angelina smiled to see her friend deliberately working her body. Paul was watching intently but kept glancing back at her as if seeking her approval before joining Tia. Tia beckoned him as she stepped under the spray, and with a glance at Angelina, he stepped into the stall with her and swung the glass door closed behind him. Instantly, their bodies were melded together.

Angelina had a little epiphany at that point. Paul wasn’t simply looking at her to check that she wasn’t objecting. He was actively seeking her approval for what was about to happen. She shivered but tried to disguise that movement as she stared at her two best friends. The next time he glanced her way, she smiled and tried to give him an almost imperceptible nod. She wanted him to see, but at the same time, Tia not to see. She knew, though, that standing there naked, he probably wasn’t spending too much time looking at her face.

Inside the small shower stall, the two people embraced, their lips coming together in a kiss. She couldn’t see what Tia was doing with her hands, but she could see Paul smoothing his hands down the back and flank of her friend. One hand dipped to her ass, and he squeezed. She could see Tia’s reaction as her friend almost melted against him. A moment later, a low shuddering moan split the air, overriding the sound of the shower as Tia reacted vocally to what Paul was doing. He moved her, turning her so she was facing Angelina, and she instinctively put her hands out, flat on the glass shower door as he moved behind her.

Tia’s eyes widened as he used his feet to gently urge her to spread her legs apart. As she did so, he pushed against her, too, her breasts squashing into obscene circles against the glass. She shuddered at the cold, but Angelina could see she was beyond being merely turned on. Angelina’s own hand moved to her breasts, cupping it and squashing her distended nipple as Tia watched and licked her lips. Then her back arched, and her eyes seemed to roll back into her head as Paul did something behind her. Looking lower, Angelina could see Tia had flared her hips and risen onto tiptoe, no mean feat inside the shower.

With a gasp, she realized why Paul had just entered her friend from behind. He was fucking her in that position. Tia allowed her legs to relax, planting her feet firmly on the floor of the shower stall as Paul began to fuck her. The glass door rattled, and Tia transferred her hands to the solid partitions on either side. Her breasts, though, were still flattened against the glass in an obscene parody of themselves. Her nipples were hard red dots in the center of those flattened circles.

She couldn’t see what Paul was doing to Tia, just make an educated guess from her movements, and after a minute from her moans and whimpers. As she bucked forward and then sank back down with a beatific smile, it was obvious to Angelina that he was inside her.

Each time Paul thrust forward, Tia’s body slammed into the glass shower door, and she grunted. Each time he withdrew, she whimpered. As he continued to fuck her, Tia’s eyes lazily opened, and she stared at her friend. Angelina knew what she was watching as she continued to play with her own breast. One hand stole slowly down over her stomach to tease the top of her mound. She didn’t plunge any fingers inside herself, just toyed with her clit, letting out little moans of her own. Paul’s face appeared over Tia’s shoulder, watching her too. She felt as if she was on stage, performing for her friends.

It wasn’t quite the same as her performance on stage at the bar the week before. No, it was something primal, something much sexier, and at the same time much dirtier. Paul switched his attention back to the woman he was fucking, nuzzling in under her ear and nibbling at the sensitive skin just above her neck. Angelina heard Tia mumble something, but she couldn’t hear the words. A moment later, Paul broke off long enough to stage whisper a reply. “I won’t.” He returned to what he was doing to Tia, who was obviously loving it.

She guessed Tia had asked him not to mark her, no hickeys. She shuddered at the thought of being marked the same way, something that hadn’t happened since before she left school.

Thoughts of Brice welled up inside her, and she ruthlessly pushed them back deeper into her memory, not wanting anything to distract her from watching her friends. Her fingers worked harder, pinching her nipple and squeezing her clit as Paul fucked Tia even harder.

She could see Tia wasn’t far off the edge of a climax and had to admit she wasn’t either. She leaned back against the door frame for support and shifted her fingers so she could finally insert a couple inside herself. Her legs started to tremble, and she locked out her knees to force her body to stay upright. Tia let out a guttural groan as she came. Paul grunted, too, as Tia’s pussy clamped down on his intruding cock. Angelina sensed he wasn’t far off, either, and suddenly, he thrust hard, lifting Tia up onto tiptoe such that she had to scrabble to keep her balance as she wailed. With her legs stretched like that, it was obvious to Angelina that Tia’s orgasm had been extended by the feel of Paul erupting inside her. With the salacious tableau in front of her driving her insane, she came too, completing the trio of orgasms.

The room filled with the sound of all three of them panting for breath.

After a minute, Paul stepped back from Tia, and she pushed herself off from her position trapped against the shower door. Not long after, Tia opened the door and accepted a towel from the waiting Angelina. Paul followed, and Angelina stepped past both of them to take her own shower.

When she emerged from the shower stall, they were both gone. Indeed, by the time she was fully dry and headed into the bedroom, they were nowhere to be found up here. Clothing had gone, too, and the room looked reasonably presentable. That is, apart from the rope bindings attached to the four corners of the bed, the sleep mask and headphones lying on the pillow, and the used vibrator sitting on top of its box on the bedside table. She shuddered, wondering which of them had picked the soiled toy up and put it there.

Angelina dressed with care, a simple T-shirt combined with a denim miniskirt. Her underwear was plain, not particularly sexy, but not exactly granny pants either. She wasn’t sure if she wanted anything else to happen tonight. Besides, they all had work in the morning. Everything had been quiet downstairs, so she wondered if they were still there. However, a glance out of the bedroom window, once she’d finished dressing, showed both cars were still parked.

As she stepped off the bottom of the stairs, she saw them both in the kitchen. It looked a picture of perfect domestic tranquility, despite the fact it was her house, not theirs. Tia was sitting with her back to her on one side of the breakfast bar, and Paul was on the other side. As he saw her, his face lit up with a huge grin. The other thing she noticed was the three mugs of coffee gently steaming on the counter.

“Hi, babe.”

Tia turned and grinned at her, too. “Hi, sweetie.”

She quickly searched their faces, looking for any clues they’d been talking about her or making plans while she’d been on her own upstairs. Tia could sometimes be hard to read, but there appeared to be no guile there. Paul was, if anything, easier to read, and there was nothing there either.

As she rounded the end of the breakfast bar, Paul’s arm snaked around her waist and pulled her close. He gave her an exuberant kiss, but she pushed at his chest with both hands. “Coffee”

“Ah, the coffee dragon.”

She giggled. “Will breathe fire on you and turn you into a cinder if you don’t let her imbibe.”

Tia chimed in. “I thought you were going to come down and make the coffee while we showered.”

She looked straight at her friend. “I was until you decided to make a spectacle of yourself getting fucked against the shower door.”

Although Tia didn’t color up, she did manage to look faintly embarrassed. “I seem to remember you enjoyed watching.”

Angelina shuddered. “And?”

Paul dropped his hand to her ass and gently massaged it. It wasn’t as much sexual as it was reassurance that he still wanted her and not her friend.

“And you were wondering two things.”

“Which were?”

“What it would feel like because I don’t think Paul’s ever done that to you. Secondly, what it feels like to have your breasts flattened against cold glass like that.”

Angelina shuddered, which made Paul chuckle as his hand was still on her ass, so he felt her movement. She didn’t blush, though, which was an improvement on her normal reaction to such a comment.

“Cold glass? No, thank you.”

“Don’t dismiss it ‘til you’ve tried it. Once you’ve both got outside of that coffee, why don’t you let Paul demonstrate it to you? I guarantee you’ll enjoy it.”

“No. I’ve just showered. Besides, the bathroom is a bit wet at the moment. From all the spray.”

“I was thinking he could take you against the back door instead. It just needs to be glass, not necessarily a shower stall.”

Without even thinking about it, Angelina turned and looked at the full-length glass panel of the back door. She imagined what she’d look like, naked, flattened against it. Although the street in front sloped away from her house, the houses at the back were slightly higher. That meant her back door, and for that matter, deck, were overlooked.

“Not happening. I’d be on display.”

Tia chuckled. “Only if you were inside looking out, not outside looking in. Besides, if you were outside, then I’d be able to sit here and watch.”

Angelina shuddered again, then stilled as she felt Paul move behind her. He’d remained the silent observer in the byplay between the two friends. Now, he moved right close, his body pressing against her back as he lowered his lips to kiss the back of her neck.

“I’d be up for it if you are.”

Angelina closed her eyes, letting his kiss penetrate her psyche. “No.”

“Are you sure?”

“Dead sure.”

“Pity, I’d love to get you naked out there on the deck. Should have put that on your list.”

“As I said, no.”

Tia giggled. “Listen to you two love birds. Right, I’m fucked out, so I’m going to head home. Seeing as it’s obvious you two are up for another round, I’m going to leave you to it.”

Angelina looked at her friend, conscious of Paul’s hands on her waist and slowly smoothing higher. She knew where they were going to end up. She wasn’t sure whether she was going to stop him before he cupped her breasts or not. She knew he was moving slowly to give her the chance to stop him. If she let him, then she was telling him, without words, that she wanted more.

“Are you sure?” Angelina giggled. “I’ve never heard you say that before.”

Tia hopped down from the stool she’d perched on and leaned across the counter to plant a soft kiss on Angelina’s lips. “I’m sure. Now call me tomorrow, okay?”

Paul’s hands arrived at Angelina’s breasts, and she let out a sigh.

“I’ll leave you two to it.”

“Bye, sweetie. Call me tomorrow. Bye Paul, see you at the weekend.”

Before Angelina could say anything, Tia turned and grabbed her purse from the hall table, and headed for the door. As the door closed behind Tia, Angelina turned her head and looked at Paul.

“Weekend?”

It was obvious Tia wanted her to know that there was some kind of plan the two of them had set up while she was in the shower. It wasn’t some kind of secret.

“Yeah. The weather forecast is pretty good, and I want to show off my car.”

“To who?”

He squeezed her breasts a little harder. “To you, silly. Who did you think I meant? Tia?” He kissed the back of her neck. She could feel his cock starting to harden behind her.

“No…”

He chuckled. “Look, I thought it might be nice if we got out of the house for a bit and not to some seedy bar where you could take your clothes off for the lunchtime crowd. A bit like you did that night.

“That’s not happening.”

He slowly slid his hands down to her waist, found the hem of her t-shirt, and eased it out of the waistband of her skirt. His hands started to slide up her naked skin underneath the t-shirt. She shivered at the touch but could feel herself warming up to the idea.

“So there are some woods about ten miles north of the city. Public land.”

She nodded. “I know them, well, of them. Been years since I went there.”

He chuckled. “Well, I was thinking of a picnic. Tia said she would snag one of her guys and make it a foursome.”

“Foursome? As in?”

“As in, the four of us going to be there together. Not anything else. Can’t we just go out and have a nice time without…?” His hands had reached her breasts again, this time with only her bra in the way. He squeezed them once more to make his point.

She giggled. “I thought that’s what fuck buddies did, meet up and fuck.”

“Doesn’t mean we can’t do anything else. We can always fuck when we get back here. I know you’ll invite me in for a coffee when I drop you off. Or to show me your etchings.”

Angelina almost doubled over as she laughed. She knew what he meant, and she knew she would indeed ask him in for a coffee, knowing that neither of them would actually be drinking coffee. Well, not until after, anyway.

Paul took the chance to slide his hands around onto her back. A second later, as the bra catch gave way under his nimble fingers, she felt the bra cups loosen around her. Only the t-shirt stopped them from falling completely away.

“Sneaky.”

“Not really. I thought you knew what I would do.”

She gave him an arch look over her shoulder but remained still as his hands slid back around under her armpits. He pushed the now useless bra out of the way and cupped her breasts bare. Her nipples were already hard and tried to dig into his palms.

“There’s only one question.”

“Which is?”

“Are you going to let me take you over to the couch, or do you want me to bend you over the counter.”

She shuddered. “There’s no blind on the kitchen door, and the light’s on.”

“So no exhibitionist display then?”

“No.”

“I notice you didn’t say no to me enacting your concept of a fuck buddy.”

She shivered as he gently caressed and squeezed her naked breasts under her t-shirt.

“I could always simply take you back upstairs.”

She swallowed hard.

“The restrains are still attached to the bed.”

“I know. I promise I’ll tie you to the bed face up this time.”

“I thought today was about me doing the tying up.”

“You did, and you passed. That one’s ticked off the list. Now, it’s just about the two of us having fun. He pushed his groin against her ass, and she could feel he was erect. His hard cock pressed against the crease of her butt, and she could feel she was getting wet.

“No, no more restraints.”

“Okay, So given you’ve vetoed two of the places I wanted to fuck you, I guess I’ll settle for the couch.”

“Just draw the drapes first.”

“The drapes?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, on one condition.”

“Which is?”

“You stay right there while I draw them.”

“Why?”

“Because I have every intention of stripping you in the kitchen before carrying you to the couch and fucking you silly.”

She whimpered and glanced back at the kitchen door and window. She didn’t think there was anyone watching her as Paul crossed to the family room window and pulled the drapes closed. She shuddered as she watched him walk back to her, his cock tenting the front of his pants.

As he reached her, his hands went to the hem of her t-shirt, and she whimpered but obediently lifted her arms to allow him to draw it up and then off.

End of part 11

Angelina’s Adventures —Al Fresco

Paul had been right. The morning had started off with glorious sunshine. Just being outside in the unseasonably warm weather made Angelina smile. If anything, the thick powder blue t-shirt and denim miniskirt were making her feel too hot. She did think briefly about heading inside and quickly getting changed, but that might put Tia’s nose out of joint. The two of them had agreed to match their wardrobes, and given Tia would already be on her way, there was no way a text could alert her friend in time to get changed herself. Still, once she got outside of the city, the wind might pick up, even if the trees at their destination might give them some shelter from it.

In any case, the roar of the approaching Mustang told her it was already too late. At least Paul wasn’t gunning it nor attempting to fishtail into her driveway. For that, she was thankful, and she waved from the porch as he brought the muscle car to a stop.

“Ready, babe?”

She grinned at him and nodded as he stepped from the car. A moment later, he’d crossed the distance between them, literally bounded onto the porch, and swept her into a hug. His lips met hers in an exuberant kiss, and she pushed at his shoulders. “Paul, the neighbors.”

He feigned innocence as if he didn’t know what she was talking about. “What about them?”

“Stop it. You do know what I mean.”

“Hey, if you want, I could go a bit further.”

“How?”

“Drop one hand to work its way up under your skirt while nibbling at your neck. I know how much you like that.”

She knew she was blushing as she playfully smacked his chest. “Stop it.”

“Well, if you want to give them something to talk about.” He took a half step toward her. Just as nimbly, she backed away the same distance. He did it again, and her next move backed her right up against her own front door. He grinned and stepped close once more.

“Up against the door? Okay, I’m all for that.”

“Stop it.”

She knew he knew she didn’t really mean to stop, she meant to wait until later.

“Only if I get to see your etchings.”

She giggled. He was carrying on the joke from earlier in the week.

“You can see my etchings later.” She let her voice drop down to a husky tone, freighting her words with the promise of fun to come.

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

“Then I’ll want the full tour.”

“Full tour?”

He chuckled. “From here…” He gently touched her cheek. “… to here.” His hand came to rest on her butt. She shivered. “I’ll think about it.”

“Come on. I promised we’d meet Tia and her fella at the Strip Mall on Fortieth.”

“Fortieth?”

“Yeah, they got a great coffee shop, and I know how much you need coffee to get your motor running.”

“They also do a fabulous cookie dough macchiato with whipped cream and marshmallows. Topped with two flakes and a couple of wafers. It’s to die for.”

She shuddered. “To die from, that’s got to be six hundred calories in a cup.”

“About nine hundred, according to the website.”

“Over the top.”

“It’s got a different problem, though.”

“It has?”

“Yeah, no protein in it. So, you’d have to balance your diet another way.”

It took her a moment to work out what he meant, and as soon as she did, she could feel the heat in her cheeks as her blush fired into overdrive.

Paul just laughed at her reaction, and he grabbed her hand and led her down the porch steps and around to the other side of his car. “If madam will allow…” He opened the door and stood slightly to the side to allow her to climb in. She had one leg in and was bending to sit before she remembered the car was very low, and she was wearing a miniskirt. She glanced up to see Paul staring down at her legs. She looked down herself and could see the flash of white from her underwear, the skirt had ridden up that high.

“Naughty.”

“But nice, very nice. I think white suits you much better than black.”

There was little point in glaring at him. He never reacted, just letting it bounce off him. Settling back into the leather interior, she looked around the front of the car with interest as he closed the door. The car had a luxurious look about it, but it was still a muscle car and not her bag.

She didn’t think anyone else could have seen anything as she climbed into the car, but Paul had very definitely seen a lot. There again, he’d seen a hell of a lot more than just a flash of panties. Done a lot more than see, too.

Paul climbed into the driver’s side and started the car. She’d thought the roar of the car was loud as he came up the street. Even as he revved the engine, the noise inside the car was muted. However, the vibration was anything but. It communicated up through her butt right up to her shoulders. It wasn’t the same as a vibrating toy, but it wasn’t that different. She caught her breath and turned to face Paul as he backed off the drive. She knew her eyes were wide open. It was like nothing she’d experienced, and despite her own misgivings, she loved it.

“Now you know why they call it a chick magnet.” He was grinning as he gunned it down the street. The acceleration pushed her back into the seat while the vibration increased. It seemed almost directly connected to her core, and she had to fight to breathe.

“What?”

“Now you know why these things are called chick magnets, don’t you? Five miles on an open road in this, and I guarantee you’ll be a wet spot in your panties.”

She pouted. “Don’t be crude.”

“But you admit it’s having an effect, yes?”

“Yes. I might not like to admit it, but yes.”

“It feels good, right?”

She nodded.

“Best three hundred and fifty I ever spent then.”

“Huh? Care to explain?”

“Look, the car isn’t exactly factory spec. It’s not as it was when it left the dealership.”

“it isn’t.”

“Promise you won’t get mad at me?”

“No promises. Now tell me.”

A mate of mine modified the passenger seat for me. Your seat has got a set of custom springs in it, so the ride is firmer. At the same time, the shock-absorbing blocks between the seat and the frame are thinner than on this side. End result, you feel the vibration from the engine more than I do. That is, of course, felt through your butt first, hence it feels good.”

“You little shit!”

He chuckled. “Hey, a guy has to use every advantage he can. That seat is the dogs, as far as I’m concerned. If it can have that effect on you before we’ve gone far, I wonder what state my fuck buddy will be in by the time we get where we’re going. Don’t worry. I’ll avoid the potholes on the way. Don’t want to loosen your teeth.” He laughed again. “Just your grip on your underwear.”

“You can go off people, you know.”

“Ah, but you’re not going off me. You’re looking forward to this trip. I can tell by your smile.”

She let her smile morph into a glare, which had as little effect as it ever did. After a moment, she smiled again as he braked for an intersection and then accelerated away as the light turned. It really did feel good, although perhaps not as good as it had at first. Maybe she was getting used to it. By the time they pulled into the strip mall, she knew the novelty had worn off. It felt good, but she’d got used to it. It no longer felt anything like as good as any of the toys she’d used. She didn’t want to tell Paul that and prick his bubble. There again, she wasn’t going to tell him what she’d been doing with the vibrator the last couple of nights. The same one she’d used on Tia earlier in the week.

Tia was standing there waiting for them, next to a car she didn’t recognize. The guy seemed familiar, but she couldn’t remember his name. She was glad when Paul pulled up alongside, such that the car was between her and Tia and her fella. At least she wouldn’t be flashing him before she was introduced. On the other hand, being exposed to the open side of the car lot meant she flashed three young guys as she got out of the car. They wolf-whistled but beat it smartish when Paul turned toward them with a face like thunder.

Tia spoke first. “Paul, this is Gary, Gary, Paul.”

Now Angelina could place him. This was the guy Tia had spent the night with on Angelina’s birthday. The same night, she’d been entertaining two of his friends downstairs in his family room. She blushed at the memory but stepped forward and shook his hand as Tia introduced them. He leaned in and cheek kissed her, which was a surprise, but she didn’t say anything.

“Right, so where are we going?”

Paul grabbed his cell and scrolled through his map app while Gary looked over his shoulder and nodded.

Tia grabbed Angelina. “Come on, while the guys do guy things, you and I can go grab the coffees. I’ve got a decent spread sitting in the trunk, so all we need is fresh coffee, and we’re good to go.”

Angelina shuddered. “Just don’t go for the macchiato and all the trimmings. It’ll go straight to your hips.”

“Oh, what’s in it?”

Angelina explained Paul’s description of the calorie-loaded special, and Tia shuddered. “God! Too much, girl, too much.”

“Bastard even suggested I’d need a protein shake to balance my diet afterward.”

“Protein… Cheeky shit!” Sorry, that took me a moment.”

“Yeah. He can have a skinny latte and like it.”

Tia giggled. “What about you?”

“Standard mocha, thank you. No extras, no cream or flake, let alone cookie dough.”

As they headed toward the coffee shop, Angelina could see Tia was watching her closely.

“What?”

“You two have a heavy make-out session before you left?”

“No.”

“So why are you flushed, and why do your nips look like they want to dig their way out through your T-shirt?”

Angelina quickly explained what Paul had told her.

Tia shook her head. “Sweetie, that is not it. I’ll check, but I’m pretty sure there’s no such after-market package for any car. In any case, if he did that, the vibrations would rattle your teeth out, not turn you on.”

Angelina pouted. “You sure?”

“Certain.” Suddenly, Tia snapped her fingers. “Got it. I know what that sneaky bastard has done.”

“You do? What?”

“He’s got one of those remote-control toys and strapped it to the underside of your seat. He’s got the thing wired into his ignition somehow, so it only works when the engine is working. Then, when he goes faster, he increases the power of it too.”

“He wouldn’t!”

“Bet you he has.”

“I’ll kill him.”

“Why? You look radiant, not just turned on. If it does that to you, why not let it continue to do that and enjoy yourself?”

“This is supposed to be a picnic, not a sex date.”

Tia gave her a level look, and she felt her cheeks heat as she blushed. Maybe the others had plans, and it wasn’t just a picnic. Or maybe Tia had plans of her own or simply suspected that Paul had plans he wanted Angelina to be amenable to. The permutations made her head hurt, so she sniffed, shook her head, and held the door open for Tia to precede her into the coffee shop.

Five minutes later, they were back at the cars.

Paul looked at his skinny latte and pouted. “No cookie dough special?”

Angelina giggled. “No, I didn’t want you too wired or too full of energy. I want a nice lazy Saturday afternoon picnic. Everyone know where we’re going?”

Paul nodded, and she settled into her seat and placed her coffee in the holder. The car roared into life, but it took a moment or two before her seat started to vibrate like before. It wasn’t quite in sync. She nodded to herself. It appeared her friend had been right. If that was the case, she wasn’t going to let him know she’d discovered his subterfuge, she was going to enjoy the ride. As they headed for the parking lot exit, she glanced back to make sure Tia and Gary were following, which, of course, they were.

It took them what seemed like ages to wend their way out of the city and onto the open road. As soon as they were clear of the city limits, Paul put his foot down, and the roar of the engine picked up. Her seat vibrations increased too, but not quite in step with the engine. She was even more convinced than before that Paul’s explanation was bogus, and Tia’s was the correct one. Still, it felt good, although perhaps not as good as direct stimulation would have been. Glancing down, she could see her nipples were erect, and she knew that underneath her skirt, her panties were starting to get damp.

The ten miles from the edge of the city to the picnic parking area went by in a breeze. Less than half the time they’d had to spend just getting out of the city. Paul had been concentrating on driving, so Angelina just watched the scenery. Since Gary’s car was a more normal one, they had dwindled into the distance behind them, unable to keep up with Paul’s muscle car. Still, at least Paul and Gary had compared notes and mapping apps, so they knew where they were going.

“Here we are.”

Angelina shook her head to clear her reverie, glanced around as Paul indicated, and pulled into a small gravel area with a couple of picnic tables in the far corner. Although there were woods on three sides, it looked rather bare and uninteresting.

“Is this it?” She knew her voice betrayed her disappointment.

Paul chuckled. “Nah. This is the parking area. Take a walk a couple of hundred yards into the woods, and you’re surrounded by nature. Another quarter of a mile, and there’s even a lake. Wouldn’t recommend a swim at this time of year, though. A bit cold. It’s more popular in the summer.”

“And you know this how?”

“Used to come here a lot before I joined up.”

“Ah.”

Gary pulled in behind them and then drew up alongside. Tia waved gaily from the passenger side, but Angelina could see her friend was a little put off by the uninteresting surroundings.

Paul climbed from the car and came around to her side. He opened her door and offered his hand. She had to climb out of the car in full view of Gary, who was clearly watching her. She glared at Paul but had no option other than to swing her legs out and climb from the low-slung car as elegantly and modestly as she possibly could. Paul was grinning as he looked down and watched her legs. She didn’t dare look at Gary, who would almost certainly be watching too.

Tia simply climbed out of the other car with nobody to help and, as a result, nobody to watch her. Angelina gave Paul a glare, which had as much effect as it ever did. And straightened her skirt.

“Come on, let’s go for a walk first. It gets prettier the deeper you get into the woods. If we find a nice spot, one of us can come back for the basket and the blanket.”

Angelina smiled and, after a last look around the otherwise empty gravel area, took his hand and headed toward the middle of the three trail entrances that led from the parking area. Gary and Tia fell in behind, and she wondered if Tia’s fella was watching her butt as she walked. If he was, she wasn’t sure if Tia, being Tia, would nudge him to stop him staring or subtly encourage him to look his fill.

They moved further under the tree canopy, and as soon as they did, the light seemed to change. From the glaring sunlight of the parking area to a more dappled, more nuanced sunlight under the tree canopy. When she looked up, Angelina could see some small patches of blue sky, but mostly, she saw leaves and branches lit from above. For a city girl, it seemed almost magical, and she allowed herself a smile. She’d been a bit reticent about the idea of a picnic, but now, it felt like a really good idea. There was just something peaceful about the scenery. That was probably enhanced by the fact there was nobody around.

She glanced back to check Tia and Gary were following, but they had dropped back a bit. The reason was obvious as she saw them in a close embrace. Tia appeared to be trying to kiss Gary’s face off. Even as she watched, Gary’s hand dipped to Tia’s ass and squeezed. She hurriedly faced forward again, not wanting to let Paul know what she’d seen. Well, not wanting him to get the same idea, at least not yet.

Paul chuckled and tugged on her hand, pulling her closer. She realized he’d seen the other two as well. A deeper understanding hit her at that moment. Item four on the new list was one she hadn’t given any thought to. To have sex outside. Now she made the connection it was blindingly obvious. They weren’t here for a picnic. The picnic was nothing more than an excuse. Hell, she only had Tia’s word for it that there actually was a picnic hamper in the back of Gary’s car. If there was a blanket, then that had a different purpose, and it wasn’t to spread food on!

Angelina stopped on the spot, and as Paul came to a halt, his movement spun him to face her.

“You shit!”

He frowned. “What?”

“You conniving little shit! My so-called friend is no better, either.”

His frown deepened. “What has got you suddenly riled up? I’m completely lost.”

“Item fucking four on the list.” She took a deep breath in an attempt to calm down. She didn’t want a row with Paul, but she definitely felt manipulated.

“item four?” He paused as he mentally ran through the list in his mind. “Oh, I see.” He chuckled. “Sweetheart, what makes you think that’s what today is about?”

“Doh!”

“Look, I didn’t set up a picnic with that intention. Honest, it wasn’t my idea at all. I just wanted to bring you somewhere nice. Somewhere romantic.”

She sniffed. “Somewhere romantic and pretty isolated, so you can seduce me into giving it up outside and crossing the item off the list.”

Paul still looked somewhat affronted by her accusation. “If I wanted to do that, why would I have let you bring your friend and her fella along?”

“I seem to remember you, and she cooked this up together. None of it was my idea. I thought you wanted to show off your car. The one you deliberately modified to get me going. In fact, so far today, everything has pointed to the idea that you wanted to get me naked and fuck me al fresco.”

Before Paul had a chance to respond, she felt a presence on her other side. Tia’s hand entwined in her free hand and gave a little tug. “Come on, let’s go see this lake. Just the two of us.”

Angelina took a deep breath, gave Paul the ‘this isn’t over’ look, and let her friend lead her along the path. She could see Paul standing still, watching her, as Gary caught up to him. Obviously, Tia, sensing a brewing row, had hurried in front of him to intervene. To be honest, Angelina was happy she’d intervened. She didn’t want a row, but she did feel he’d set her up. She glanced back again to see the two guys strolling along behind the two of them as Tia led her up the semi-steep slope of the trail.

“Chillax, sweetie.”

“Easy to say. You’re not the one set up by her fuck buddy and her best friend.”

“We didn’t set you up. Promise.”

Further conversation paused for a moment as the two of them came to a particularly steep part of the slope. They scrambled up, and Angelina was smiling by the time they reached the top of it. Tia looked at her and giggled, then used her eyes to indicate Angelina should look behind and down. Sure enough, both guys were standing there looking up. She didn’t need Tia to tell her what both of them were looking at. With this steep slope, both men could see straight up under the miniskirts they both wore. Since the climb had meant stretching, both skirts had ridden up, so they were showing more thigh than before.

“Come on, they’re enjoying the view, no harm, no foul.”

“Hmm…” Secretly, Angelina was quite thrilled that Paul was having a look. Given what Gary had seen weeks earlier, it was no big deal either. She shrugged and let it go as Tia turned and headed to the crest of the rise.

As they reached the top, the trees opened out to both sides, giving them a panoramic view of the lake in front of them.

“Wow.”

“Nice?”

“Fabulous. I never knew this lake was here.”

Tia giggled. “That’s because you and Brice were a couple for so long. If you’d had any time dating any of the other guys, especially the ones with cars, I guarantee you’d have spent a lot of time in the summer up here.”

“I wondered where everyone seemed to disappear to when the sun was out.”

“There’d be thirty or forty high school kids up here. Some on the lake shore, some in the lake, one or two canoeing, and the rest back in the woods, making out, or just getting it on.”

“And which one would you be?”

“I was in all those groups.” Tia giggled. “Just not all at the same time.”

Angelina rolled her eyes. “Why does that not surprise me?”

“What does not surprise you?” Paul and Gary had caught them up, and Paul was asking her the question.

“None of your business. Ancient history.”

“Oh, talking about the number of notches on Tia’s belt that were put on it up here?”

“Paul!” Both women glared at him, but he wasn’t bothered by it. Angelina caught the slightly guilty look Tia cast Gary’s way, but he wasn’t paying too much attention to the conversation.

“Didn’t you tell me you had a favorite tree up here?”

“Why would it be a favorite?” Angelina was puzzled.

Tia actually blushed, which surprised Angelina.

“Well?”

“I guess because the bark is smooth, and the base of the tree spreads a little. It gives me a place to put my feet when… you know.”

By now, Tia was blushing furiously. Angelina could feel the heat rising to her own cheeks as she worked out exactly why those two things would have been important to her friend. Gary was very interested in Tia’s comments, and Paul seemed almost as interested.

Angelina wasn’t surprised when Gary asked the obvious question.” Where exactly is this tree of yours?”

Tia bit her lip and glared at him. “Maybe I’ll show you.”

“Good.”

“And maybe I won’t.”

Angelina couldn’t help the giggle that burst from her lips. The idea of Tia playing hard to get was just so delicious, so funny, she couldn’t help laughing at the very idea.

“Not funny.”

“Oh, it is. Although I want to know something.”

“What?”

“How does Paul know it’s your favorite tree?”

Paul sputtered as he tried to cough but decided that silence was the best way to show discretion. Angelina gave him an arch look but didn’t pursue it. She didn’t think he and Tia had any real history, she couldn’t remember seeing them together, but there again, there might have been a casual hookup or two back then. She’d been so into Brice she’d clearly been oblivious to everything around her. It didn’t matter. It was ancient history. Besides, she didn’t have any claim on him, and he’d demonstrated he didn’t consider he had any claim on her.

Gary clearly thought the byplay was funny because he was openly grinning. “So where is this tree, then?”

“I’m not sure I could find it again. Assuming it’s still there. It’ll have grown a bit if it has.”

“It’s only been, what, six years? It won’t have grown that much.”

Tia looked daggers at him, but Angelina could see her friend found something about the idea of finding her old favorite tree again somewhat intriguing. She wondered just how much time Tia had spent here during those last few high school summers. She shuddered, knowing that was another potential part of her life she’d missed out on by going steady from so young. There again, Tia was the one who said she had always been jealous of Angelina.

Paul took her hand and led her down toward the lake. By silent mutual agreement, the earlier spat had been forgotten and wasn’t mentioned. Angelina was still sure he had an ulterior motive, but she’d decided to deal with that when and if it happened. Tia and Gary followed behind, whispering together like teenagers. Angelina rolled her eyes and chuckled to herself.

They stopped, and Paul turned to look back over his shoulder. “If my memory is correct, that tree of yours is about ten yards off to the right.”

Tia blushed. She actually blushed, and Angelina giggled as Tia looked around as if getting her bearings. “I think you’re right.”

Gary spoke up. “Come on, I want to see this tree.”

Tia giggled in turn. “I don’t think you want to see the tree. I think you want something else.”

Gary just grinned as Tia turned to her right and, towing Gary behind her, headed through a thin screen of bushes. Paul tugged Angelina’s hand to get her to follow. She balked and stood still, but he grinned at her and nodded his head toward the point where their friends had disappeared into the woods. He mouthed, “Come on.” And after a moment, she relented. Allowing him to lead, she picked her footing carefully as they stepped off the trail. The bushes closed on either side of them, and as soon as they were under the trees, the sunlight died away, leaving them in much gloomier light. She shivered, and Paul put his arm around her.

He motioned her to remain silent, and they slowed down as they heard giggles in front of them. She recognized Tia’s giggle, and it was followed by the sound of a sloppy kiss. Paul led her forward until they came to a stop at the edge of a clearing. Angelina choked back a gasp as she saw Tia and Gary on the other side of the clearing, about ten feet or so away.

The tree was exactly the way Tia had described it. The bark was smooth. Glancing around, she could see it was the only tree with smooth bark in the clearing. What also set it apart was the two humps on either side of the tree, about a foot or so higher than the surrounding ground. She had no idea what had formed them, but as she watched, Tia carefully stepped up onto them. All the while, her friend had a saucy grin on her face directed at Gary. The humps were about two and a half feet apart, and to stand on them, Tia had to spread her legs. Since they were higher than where Gary was standing, it lifted her in front of him, almost to the perfect height.

Angelina choked back another gasp as she realized it was the perfect height for what Tia wanted. What she’d wanted all those years ago, too. With the tree trunk behind her for support, with no rough bark to chafe her back, it was literally a perfect fucking tree! Without a shred of doubt, Gary was not the first person to fuck Tia against that tree. Given the reputation of several of the girls Tia had been friendly with as a High School senior, she doubted Tia had kept the tree a secret from them. She wondered just how many women and girls had been fucked right there. She glanced to the side where Paul was watching with a slow smile playing on his face. She wondered how many girls he had fucked on this very spot, in that precise position. It was obvious one of those girls had been Tia.

That fact blazed into a life of its own in the front of her mind, and she forced it down. If anything, it was ancient history and not something that needed to be brought up again.

Paul kept hold of her hand but transferred his grip to his left hand, holding her left hand. That allowed his right hand to move to the small of her back. She could feel his hand sliding slowly lower and knew he intended to caress her ass. She shivered as the seduction began, knowing he fully intended to take his turn with her once Tia and Gary had finished. She choked back a whimper at the thought he might not wait that long before fucking her. That he might well intend to do so while Tia and Garty were engaged. There wasn’t room against that tree for two couples, but that wouldn’t stop Paul from lowering her down to the grass and taking her there.

Her attention flicked back to Tia and Gary as they spoke. She knew Tia had seen them over Gary’s shoulder, but Gary seemed oblivious to their presence.

“What would you like me to do to you once I’ve got you stripped?” Gary sounded masterful, and Angelina choked back a response as she waited for Tia to reply.

“Anything you want to do to me.”

It was almost like the dialogue from a bad porn clip, but it was clear from her expression that Tia meant what she was saying.

“Good answer.”

Tia moaned softly as Gary’s hands rose to grab the side of her face and hold her head still as he kissed her. They didn’t stay there long, as one moved up to curl into her hair, the other smoothed down her side. When his fingers reached her waist, he wasted no time in jerking the t-shirt out of the waistband of her skirt.

She whimpered into his kiss but stayed quiescent as he continued his progress. His other hand dropped now as his lips left hers and moved to the side of her neck. She tilted her head to give him more room but kept her eyes closed as he dragged the other side of her t-shirt out of the waistband of her skirt. He jerked the garment upward, exposing her midriff. A moment later, he jerked the front of the garment up, tugging it above the swell of her breasts. Angelina’s breath caught in her throat as she watched the way he continued to manhandle her friend. Tia was clearly loving it as she moaned in appreciation of his manhandling of her.

With her shirt up around her neck, the black lace of her bra stood out against her naked skin. Angelina was aware that Paul had dropped his hand down to her ass and was caressing it through her denim skirt. She pressed back against his mobile fingers, letting him know she wanted him to continue. In front of her, Gary’s seduction of her friend. No, not a seduction. He was stripping her, as he said he would, as she’d agreed to him doing, continued.

His hands rose to the front of the lace cups of her bra. He jerked them down, her breasts spilling out of the top, her nipples rock hard as her breasts bounced in the dappled sunlight. Tia moaned again, and Gary pounced on the prizes he’d just liberated. His hands rose to cup both breasts from underneath. Angelina could see the pressure marks on the underside of Tia’s breasts as Gary squeezed them. His head descended, and for a moment, a slobbering sound filled the little clearing as he sucked on her breasts. Tia cried out as if in pain, and Angelina gasped as she realized he’d just bit down on Tia’s nipple.

He immediately stopped and lifted his head.

“Too hard?”

Tia shook her head.

“Good girl.” His head dipped again, and Tia arched her back as Gary obviously bit down on her distended nipple once more. After a few seconds, he switched to the other side. This exposed the nipple he’d previously bitten to Angelina’s view. It looked very red. She couldn’t see it for long as his hand stole up her body and cupped it. He squeezed hard, making Tia arch her back even more.

Paul’s hand dipped behind her, finding the hem of her skirt and then sliding up the back of her leg underneath the denim. She shuddered at his tickling touch but kept her focus, concentrating on the couple in front of her. She couldn’t ignore what Paul was doing to her, but she didn’t want to encourage or discourage him.

In front of them, both of Gary’s hands dipped to Tia’s waist once more, then lower still. He stroked down her thighs to find the hem of her denim skirt and then jerked the skirt higher. None of his movements were gentle, but none of them were overly brutal. Nevertheless, it was obvious he intended to do exactly what he’d said upfront. Gary wanted Tia stripped naked, and he wasn’t going to wait for any reason.

With the tree trunk catching against the back of the skirt, it took a couple of jerks for the skirt to rise higher. Angelina caught and held her breath as she watched Tina’s thighs appear from underneath the hem of the skirt. Another huge tug and the skirt flipped past Tia’s ass and stayed bunched up around her waist. Her black lace panties were now visible, but only for a moment, as Gary moved closer, pressing his body against hers. As he began to make little humping movements, it was obvious the height Tia had gained with where she had her feet planted was just right for Gary to dry hump against her pussy. With her legs open, she was defenseless against such a move. Tia moaned and mewled and ground down against him.

Paul’s hand reached the back of Angelina’s own panties, and she pushed back against his fingers as he began to softly stroke her ass. It was obvious to her that Tia was going to be fucked very soon. It was equally obvious she would be, too, although it might take Paul a little longer to get things going. He was very gentle, compared to the almost animalistic lust being displayed by Gary’s desire to get Tia naked in front of him.

“Lose those panties.”

Tia shuddered, but her hands left hold of the tree behind her and dropped to her waist to obey his command. Angelina marveled again at the submissive way her friend behaved. She’d never seen Tia like this. Well, other than when she’d been tied up, of course. That, though, had been different.

She realized, too, that Tia had been fucked by each of the other three, including herself.

Tia’s fingers caught the waistband of her panties, and as Gary held her steady and away from the tree a little, she pulled the panties down onto her thighs. Gary stepped forward, pushing her back against the tree, pinning her there. As a result, Angelina couldn’t see her friend’s groin, but it was obvious from Gary’s arm position that he had his fingers right there. Tia moaned and panted for breath as he used his fingers on her.

“All the way down. I want you naked.”

“I can’t. My feet are too far apart.”

Gary chuckled. “Strip them off, little girl, or I’ll rip them off. Your choice. Either way, you’re going to be naked against this tree very shortly.”

Tia moaned, and suddenly, her legs started trembling. Gary didn’t stop what he was doing, using his body to hold her against the tree as she came hard on his fingers. Her arms went around his neck to support herself as she shook and trembled through her climax.

“Coming already, little girl? You must have needed that.”

The way he called her little girl, more than just once, coalesced into a certainty for Angelina. Her friend was role-playing with Gary. Obviously, they’d discussed this in the car. Tia had told him about some of her earlier experiences here and either asked Gary to repeat them or Gary had volunteered to do so, and Tia had agreed. Either way, someone back when Tia was a High School Senior had treated her like this. Probably a college guy or someone a little older, hence the little girl reference. Knowing Tia, she’d enjoyed the experience and clearly wanted to relive it. She giggled softly. She wouldn’t put it past Tia to have enjoyed being treated like this in front of at least one more guy. Probably, knowing he would get his turn, too. Or maybe in front of another couple just as now.

Paul’s fingers were getting more insistent, burrowing down inside her panties. Wait! Inside her panties? When had he managed that? When had he inserted his hand into her underwear to touch her naked skin? She shivered, it felt good, so good, but he was now moving lower and lower, closer and closer to her pussy. Her very wet pussy, the wetness of which he was about to find out. Almost without thinking about it, she widened her stance to allow him access, knowing he would take full advantage of that invitation.

In front of her, the degrading strip of her friend continued. She’d managed to wrestle her panties down to mid-thigh, but with her legs stretched apart, she couldn’t push them any lower than that. Gary removed his fingers from her pussy and brought them up in front of Tia’s face. She stared into his eyes as she opened her mouth, and he thrust his fingers in, making her taste her own juices from them. She whimpered but didn’t attempt to back away or gag. Not that she could have escaped with the tree right there, anyway.

He pulled his hand away from her face and slammed his groin against hers, making Tia moan once more. His hands moved to where her T-shirt was wrapped around her upper chest, and grabbed the tight roll of fabric. Tia’s hands rose above her head as he yanked the garment up over her head. A moment later, it fluttered down to land on the grass next to them. Less than thirty seconds later, her bra joined it, even as Tia writhed, trapped between the unyielding bark of the tree behind her and the hard cock pressing into her groin.

Gary’s hands dropped to her waist, holding her still, and then one hand disappeared in between them. Angelina guessed he was undoing his fly because a moment later, he thrust forward, and Tia’s mouth dropped open. He’d obviously just entered her. Her friend was being fucked right in front of her. Whether it was deliberate timing from Paul or just an accident, his fingers found her pussy at the same moment, pushing deep inside her. She couldn’t prevent the loud moan that bubbled up inside her at the intense feeling of two of Paul’s fingers penetrating her. Gary’s head whipped around at the sound, staring at them, watching him fucking his on/off girlfriend. He grinned, then turned his attention back to the woman who was willingly letting him ravage her.

Paul had been holding her hand with his all this time, but he let go now and shifted to stand right behind her. Angelina writhed on his impaling fingers as he brought his now free left hand up under her skirt to join its compatriot. He used it to pull on her panties, and they started to slide down onto her thigh as she leaned on the nearest tree to the side of her. He had to remove his fingers from inside her to allow the panties to slide halfway down her thighs, but a moment later, the white badge of surrender, her white underwear, fluttered down her legs as his hand returned to its prize.

Now, he didn’t need both hands under her skirt, his left hand slid down her leg and then back up over the top of her skirt before inching the t-shirt out of the waistband of her skirt. As his hand touched her naked stomach, Angelina knew she wasn’t that far from being stripped virtually naked like her friend.

Gary backed away a little from Tia and grabbed her skirt. He efficiently stripped it down her legs as far as it would go with her feet so far apart. Tia seemed to understand what he wanted her to do. She stepped her foot over to meet its compatriot, and Gary completed the process, leaving the skirt around her ankles. In fact, there was black lace there, too, so he’d pulled her panties all the way down as well. Tia stepped her foto back to the other mound and then lifted her left foot to shake her clothes free. They fell to the floor, leaving her naked, leaning back against the tree as Gary crowded close once more. She let out a grunt as he flexed his hips, and Angelina knew he was back inside her friend. Within another second, he started to flex his hips up and down, fucking her. Tia moaned and reached behind her, clasping the tree trunk behind her with both hands for stability as his thrusts buffeted her body.
Angelina felt something feather down her own legs to her ankles and knew Paul had completed the process of easing her panties all the way off. She lifted one foot and twisted to allow him to remove them from that leg. When she put her foot down, she made sure her feet were a good couple of feet apart. The straddle gave Paul tacit approval to take things further. Before she had a chance to even say anything, his hand had found its way unerringly between her legs, his fingers thrusting into her. She looked up to see Tia watching her over Gary’s shoulder. She blushed but closed her eyes and let her head troll back as Paul brought his other hand up to cup and maul her breast through her t-shirt.

The feeling of Paul’s fingers in her needy pussy was too much, and she opened her eyes and stared straight into her friend’s eyes as she came. It was reminiscent of that time behind the club, but this time, she knew every participant. It wasn’t guys she’d only just met. Her orgasm overwhelmed her, and her legs gave way. Paul caught her and then gently guided her down onto the flat piece of grass in front of her. She stayed there, on hands and knees, for several moments while she gasped for breath. She looked up and caught Tia’s knowing smile as she continued to be fucked against the tree. A moment later, the reason for Tia’s grin became obvious as Paul knelt behind her and started to draw her miniskirt up her thighs.

She whimpered but couldn’t make a move to defend herself as he completed the process baring her ass in front of his eager eyes and fingers. He ran his hand along the line of her wet slit, spreading her moisture onto her thighs. She moaned again, a low, deep sound that seemed to fill the whole clearing. The sound made Gary pause in his fucking of Tia and look around, which only made Angelina blush.

She didn’t make any attempt to stop Paul, not even when she heard him fumbling with his flies just behind her. At least she, unlike her friend, was still covered, well most of her, anyway.

Gary was concentrating on fucking the very naked Tia, and her grunts and moans were rising to another crescendo as she approached her second orgasm.

Paul pushed into her, and Angelina shuddered as she moaned once more. Her previous orgasm hadn’t fully receded, but she didn’t feel as tight and hyper-sensitive as she usually did after a climax. As a result, she pushed back against him, starting a rocking, rolling, fucking motion that had her climbing that cliff once more.

In front of her, Tia wrapped her arms around Gary’s shoulders once more, squeezing him for support as she, too, howled an orgasmic shriek. After a few moments, her grip relaxed, and her arms returned to their previous tree-hugging position. Gary lowered his hands and grasped her thighs. Tia took the hint and lifted her feet from the ground, wrapping her legs around his lower trunk, her ankles crossing behind his thighs as he continued to fuck her with long smooth strokes. She grunted and moaned again and held onto the tree as tightly as she could. One of her shoes came dislodged from her ankle and hung on her toe, bouncing with every thrust.

Angelina found herself watching that shoe intently, concentrating on its hypnotic movements as it bounced along to the natural rhythm of Gary’s fucking of her friend. Behind her, Paul was stroking in and out of her in a rhythm of his own. A rhythm that Angelina found just too pleasurable. She howled as another orgasm ripped her psyche apart and then watched, spellbound, as Gary gave one more almighty thrust up into Tia, and she could see his butt flexing as he pumped his load into her friend. The sight of Angelina cumming on the grass of the clearing with Paul still fucking her, together with the sensation of her own fella emptying himself in her, was too much for Tia. The ragdoll she’d become came once more.

Gary lowered her feet to the floor, but her legs couldn’t support her weight, and Tia dropped in a heap as Gary turned to lean back against the tree. Both of them watched her intently as Paul continued to fuck her.

The audience should have embarrassed her, but it didn’t. Not even when Paul reached past and roughly pushed her own t-shirt above her breasts, dragging her bra off in the process. Her breasts swung wildly with each thrust from Paul, but then one of his hands captured one of them and pinched her nipple. The extra stimulation was all she needed as she went off like a bottle rocket one more time as Paul emptied himself inside her.

She collapsed down to lie supine on the grass, with Paul still buried inside her, lying on top of her.

Angelina struggled for breath, and Paul seemed to realize that, lifting himself up on his arms and then rolling off her, his cock making an audible plop as it withdrew. She watched, without meaning to watch, as Gary tucked himself away. Behind her, she heard the rustle of clothing as Paul did the same. She decided to stay where she was, at least lying on her stomach preserved some modicum of modesty. Not much, given what had just happened, but some.

Tia broke the silence. “Why don’t you two dolls go and fetch the hamper from the car?”

“Dolls?” Angelina couldn’t help asking why Tia had called them that.

“Dicks on legs, sweetie. Dicks on legs.”

Angelina colored up but was unable to contain the giggle that burst forth. She watched as Gary bent down and pulled a scrap of black lace from the grass next to her. Glancing back, she saw Paul do the same with her white panties. It appeared the two guys had both decided she and Tia were both going commando for the rest of the day. She sniffed loudly but didn’t make an issue of it as Gary nodded his head back the way they’d come, and the two guys men pushed through the screen of bushes and headed back to the cars.

She looked over at Tia, who was now sitting up. “Get some clothes on, you.”

Tia shrugged. “I fancied trying being a naturist for a bit.”

“No, get dressed!” Angelina sat up and pulled her t-shirt and bra down to cover her breasts. Tia chuckled and reached over and snagged her t-shirt before pulling it on over her head. Angelina didn’t say anything about her friend’s decision to leave off her bra. She did, however, reach behind her back and fasten her own before reaching up the front of her t-shirt and pushing and pulling everything into a more comfortable position. She smoothed her skirt back down over her thighs but didn’t bother at the back, reasoning she’d probably leave a wet patch on the skirt if she did. Tia seemed to arrive at the same decision as she pulled the skirt up her legs but didn’t sit on any of it.

“So what was that all about?”

“All what?”

“The fact Paul knew where the tree was. The way you let Gary treat you. The way he kept calling you little girl and the fact that seemed to excite you. Need I go on? Spill, Tia, spill.”

Tia blushed a little and bit her lip, staring at her for a long moment. Then, she rose to her feet and crossed the small clearing to sit next to her. She made sure not to sit on her skirt, and Angelina couldn’t help noticing how shiny her friend’s thighs were. She was pretty sure her own were the same disgusting mess.

“Well, the first part is easy. Paul was one of the guys who came up here during the summer. Usually, he’d bring a girl, just like the guys who brought me. I think that particular tree was pretty common knowledge among all of us.”

“Did you and Paul…?”

Tia bit her lip again. ”Sorry, sweetie, yes, a couple of times, I think.”

“You think?”

Tia shrugged. “I got a little tipsy some of the time. Well, blind drunk a couple of times. Things got a bit hazy after that. I know once for sure, but I think there was a second time.

“Did he take advantage of you?”

“It wasn’t like that, sweetie. No, he didn’t. If anything, he was a gentleman and took me home afterward if my date dumped me. Which happened a couple of times.”

“Hmm…”

“Honestly, he was good, always was one of the good guys.”

Angelina sighed. She guessed there was more to the story than Tia was telling her, but she wouldn’t get any more detail out of her than she already had.

“It’s all ancient history. Tell me about the little girl thing, though.”

“Well, this might shock you.”

“After the recent shocks? It’ll have to go some to do that.”

“I started coming up here the summer I was sixteen. The guys were two and sometimes three years older. I felt so grown up dating a senior with a car and some money in his pocket. Of course, they only brought me up here for one thing.” She glanced meaningfully over at the tree. “That’s how I came to meet the tree. The guy I was with decided to drag me in here and stand me on those two lumps and then proceeded to taunt me as being a little girl. Once he had me stripped, he didn’t treat me as a little girl. God, he was good. I think I came three times.”

Tia took a deep breath.

“Later that day, he suggested we headed back here to the tree again. Given that I’d enjoyed the first session so much, I was quite into the idea. However, I hadn’t realized he’d told a couple of friends about the firecracker of a junior he’d managed to pull. They followed behind us, and to start with, I thought they were simply heading back to the cars. No, they followed us into the clearing. This time, he really turned on the little girl humiliation.”

Tia was blushing. “I guess I should have screamed and ran, but I was so fucking turned on. He kept calling me a little girl and talking about stripping me naked for him and his friends. I think I came before he got me naked and another three times before he came in me. Then, his friends had a turn each. I wasn’t either physically able to stop them, nor did I want to. I’m pretty sure that session was my all-time O record.”

“So you told Gary about that?”

“Yeah. We talked in the car, and I had him laughing along with me. Then, as we got closer, he asked me if I wanted him to reenact it for me.” She paused as she blushed. “Just retelling the experience had got me hot. I didn’t even hesitate to say yes. I wasn’t sure Paul would drag you in here with us or just follow us or ignore us, but it wasn’t a big surprise when you two followed and provided an audience. That just made the whole thing hotter than fuck.”

Angelina giggled. Her earlier thoughts had proved to be spot on. “I thought you’d just turned submissive on me.”

“Nah. But it can be a huge turn-on to play that way.” She giggled in turn. “I think you enjoyed yourself too.”

“Hmm…”

Tia grinned. “Sweetie, if you didn’t, why are you deliberately not sitting on your skirt the same way I’m not?”

They heard the sound of someone pushing through the bushes and deliberately changed the subject as Paul and Gary returned carrying the picnic hamper, blanket, and a cooler of cold drinks.

Angelina suddenly realized how hungry she was.

End of Book 12


Angelina’s Adventures –Hands Free

As they turned into her street, Paul glanced over at her with what looked like a shy smile on his face. They’d been quiet on the way back from the picnic, even more so since Gary’s car peeled off ten minutes earlier to take Tia home. Or to his, whichever.

“Are you going to invite me in to see your etchings?”

Angelina couldn’t help giggling. He was continuing the game they’d begun earlier when he’d turned up to pick her up for the picnic that had turned out to be rather more than just food. Part of her wanted to say no, but she couldn’t deny she’d enjoyed the experience, even if it had also been embarrassing. It had been hot, too, especially watching her friend being treated like that. It had also posed a series of questions for her, questions about the combined history of both her friend and Paul. Well, if she sent him on his way, she’d miss out on the chance to ask him.

“You really want to see my etchings?” She tried to make her voice deeper, throatier, but if anything, it just came out hoarse.

“I can think of nothing better.” He glanced over again, and she could see the twinkle in his eye. She knew the word, etchings, was simply code for sex. He wanted her again.

“One condition.”

“Which is?”

“You make the coffee while I grab a quick shower.”

He seemed to think about it for a minute. “One condition straight back.”

“Which is?”

He powered the car onto her driveway and cut the engine. The sudden silence after the powerful roar of the Mustang’s engine was almost deafening.

“While you’re in the shower, I get to choose what you’ll wear when you come downstairs.”

“I am not coming downstairs naked.” The words were out of her mouth before she thought it through. Inwardly, she cursed herself. She might well have just planted an idea in his head.

“Who said anything about nudity? Would I do that?” He even blushed a little. “Don’t answer that. No, I said clothing. Outer clothes as well as underwear.”

“You think I want you going through my lingerie drawer?” She was trying hard to keep a straight face. The idea of letting him control what she wore in this way had lit a spark deep in her core. She wasn’t sure about it, but the idea wasn’t that outrageous. As long as his choices weren’t outrageous.

“I won’t pry. Just select something nice and sheer. Lace, probably. Something quite sexy to go over the top, but nothing that would overly scandalize a family member.”

Angelina glared at him for a moment and then gave in. “Okay. But I still want that coffee.”

“Deal.”

He was out of the car in a flash, and she watched as he almost skipped around the front of the car to open her door. That skip in his step betrayed one thing—he thought he was on a promise. She shivered, knowing letting him into the house was tantamount to making that promise.

As he held the door for her, she swiveled her legs out of the car, desperately trying to keep her knees pressed together. After all, her underwear was in his pocket, not where it was supposed to be. She was still sticky and messy down there from their earlier activity. Even a wad of tissues hadn’t cleaned her up enough to feel clean, hence the need for a shower. Even though he looked, she felt sure she hadn’t actually flashed him as he helped her out of the car.

“Naughty.”

He grinned. “Nice as well as naughty.” She flushed, not sure if, after all, she had flashed him a brief glimpse of her naked pussy. Somehow, the awkwardness that had developed as they left the woods and had become somewhat oppressive as they neared her home had evaporated. Angelina relaxed and smiled back at him before searching in her purse for her keys.

Once inside the house with the alarm canceled, she turned to say she was going upstairs for the shower, only to find Paul had closed the distance between them. She took a step back, and he followed as she found herself against the wall of the hallway. He leaned in and kissed her. For a brief second, she kept her eyes open, looking into his face, but then closed her eyes and let his kiss consume her. She opened her mouth, pushed her tongue forward to meet his, and wrapped her arms around his neck. There was heat in the kiss, but it didn’t seem like the prelude to him taking them both to the floor and ravishing her on the spot. She didn’t want that, but the contact, the intimacy, and the promise of more later were enough to get her to respond.

“Enough. I meant it. I want that shower.”

He chuckled and gestured toward the stairs. She turned and moved to the foot of the stairs and then mounted the first couple. Glancing back, she could see he’d followed her as far as the bottom of the stairs.

“And you are going where?” She gave him an arch look, knowing he would have a ready answer.

He shrugged. “Can’t pick out your clothes if I don’t come upstairs, can I?”

“You can wait there until you hear the shower running.” Her glare was feigned, and she was sure he knew that. The idea of dressing how he wanted her to had piqued her libido, and she knew she’d be thinking about that as she showered. She’d have to restrain herself from touching herself as a result.

“Your wish is my command.” His gaze dipped to the back of her legs.

Angelina blushed as she realized by telling him to stay at the bottom of the stairs, she had given him tacit approval to watch her legs as she climbed. Since the miniskirt was a short one, and she was commando, he was going to get a great view, especially as she neared the top. Turning around, she climbed another couple of stairs and then checked back to see if he was still standing there. He was, and he was staring at her legs, too. Putting one hand behind her back, she brushed the skirt as low as she could and then held it in place as well as she could as she mounted the rest of the stairs. His soft chuckle echoed up after her. At the top, she turned around and saw him grinning at her. She rolled her eyes and shook her head, but that just made his grin wider.

Walking into the bedroom, she dropped her purse on the bedside cabinet and then grabbed her robe from the back of the bedroom door. Heading across the hall into the bathroom, she glanced down to see if he was still there. He was, and then she shut the bathroom door before turning the shower on. She thought she heard him come upstairs, but she wasn’t certain. In any case, she trusted him enough not to open the closed bathroom door.

Discarding her clothes straight into the wash hamper, she checked the shower temperature and quickly pinned her hair up. She’d wash that later. For now, she just wanted her body clean, especially below the waist. She shuddered at the mess that had dried on her thighs. Paul, almost pulling out before he came, had really created a mess down there.

Angelina didn’t spend long under the shower. She never did when she wasn’t washing her hair. That was the thing that always took the most time. Besides, she wanted to see what he was going to choose in the way of clothing for her. Drying herself, she slipped the robe back on, then gave her face a quick once over in the mirror before opening the bathroom door and stepped across the hall into the bedroom. She could hear Paul clinking mugs downstairs, so knew he was busy doing the job she’d asked him to do, making coffee.

Her attention, though, zeroed in on the clothes he’d laid out for her to wear. Part of her was pleased, and part disappointed. It was almost too conservative a choice. Almost but not quite as she stepped closer to the bed. It wasn’t her shortest miniskirt, but it was still a short denim one. The panties and matching strapless bra were, as he’d said they would be, thin and lace. See-through would be an apt description of them. She was pretty sure they had been on the top of her lingerie drawer, so he’d kept his word and not dug too deeply through her intimates. The thing that surprised her was the white boob tube. That explained why it was a strapless bra. It elevated a nice outfit to a sexier level without being overly slutty.

Angelina dressed quickly and then sat in front of a mirror to tease her hair into some sort of order. Since it had, supposedly, just been a picnic, she hadn’t bothered with much makeup. Now, though, she felt the need to put more of a face on. Nothing much, just some shadow, a little blusher, and some lippy, but it did add color to her otherwise pale appearance, which was accentuated by the white boob tube.

As she stepped off the bottom step, Paul was watching her from the other side of the breakfast bar. More importantly, at that moment, there were two hot, steaming mugs of coffee sitting in front of him.

“See, I didn’t ask you to come downstairs naked, did I?”

She smiled. “No.”

“I’m glad you agree. Can I have my reward for being a good boy?”

“Oh? What would you consider a fair reward?” Her question was pure disingenuousness. She already had a pretty good idea of what he’d want. She knew full well it would mean another shower for her afterward. Not that she was objecting. She walked over to him and then leaned over the breakfast bar to plant a quick kiss on his cheek. He turned his head at the last minute and met her lips with his but didn’t try to deepen the kiss.

“Coffee first.”

“First? And then?”

“Well, seeing as I’ve been such a good boy…”

His look of feigned innocence was so hilarious she couldn’t prevent the giggle that burst forth.

“… I thought we could cross off number six on the list.”

She had to think for a minute. “Number six…?” She shuddered as she remembered what that was.

“Yep. I want you to blow me without using your hands at all.”

Her mouth formed a perfect O of astonishment at the sudden change of temperature in the conversation. It had been nice and easy, relaxed, and now it was white hot.

He grinned at her. “Don’t worry, I’ll return the favor.”

She glared at him, but she knew her eyes were sparkling with interest. Blow jobs had never been high on her list of things to do sexually, but since Paul had come on the scene, she’d got more used to them. Hopefully, better, too. “And just how are you going to ensure I don’t use my hands?”

He grinned. “That’s where I was a little devious.”

“You were?”

“Yeah, while I was picking your clothes, I snaffled the handcuffs from the drawer under your bed.”

Her mouth dropped open again, and she shut it with an audible snap as her glare intensified.

“You…!”

He grinned, moved around the end of the breakfast bar, and pulled her into his embrace.

“Hey, scout’s motto. Be prepared. I was just being prepared.”

“I’m pretty sure you were never a scout. I’m pretty sure scouts don’t use handcuffs, either.”

He shrugged. “Force Recon has the same approach.” He cut off any further argument by simply kissing her. After a couple of moments of stiff-backed resistance, she relaxed into the kiss and let him prise her mouth open with his tongue. Another few seconds and her arms went around his neck. She sensed him relaxing, so she simply pulled hard on the short hairs at the back of his neck.

“Ow!”

“My house, my rules.”

He pouted but grinned. “Okay.”

“So where exactly are these cuffs?”

He nodded toward the couch behind her. “Tucked behind the cushion.”

“So you could surprise me?”

“What? When I’d just told you about them. No, just tucked out of the way until needed.”

She gasped as a thought struck her. “So hands cuffed. That’s why it’s a tube top. Correct? So you could pull it down without the straps getting caught?”

“Guilty as charged.”

“So you’ve been planning this all afternoon, ever since…” She blushed, not really sure what to call their recent tryst in the clearing in the woods.

“Ever since we watched your friend get stripped and fucked, and you let me do something similar to you. Yeah, ever since then. Been fantasizing about it.”

She pulled out of his embrace and grabbed her coffee. A couple of long pulls at the mug and the black nectar had gone down. She was pretty sure he’d finished his already. She did notice he was watching her carefully, obviously concerned he’d pushed too hard, too fast.

He hadn’t, but she didn’t want him to know that. In any case, there was a germ of a different plan forming in her mind. One she would enjoy… first. After all, there were two parts to challenge number six off his list, and it didn’t actually specify which way around they had to happen.

“Couch now!”

“Yes, mistress.” He was grinning but still obeyed her, moving over to the couch in front of her as she followed. As he turned as if to sit, she shook her head and indicated she wanted him to lie along the couch, with his head nearer the front door. He did as she wanted and watched her inquisitively. Angelina moved past his head, reached behind the cushion there, and her fingers felt the cold metal of the handcuffs. She grinned as she pulled them out and then turned back to him.

“Hands, now!”

“My hands?” He made no move to obey her.

“Yeah, your hands? Who else’s? Or did you want me to call someone else? Maybe old Mister Graham from over the road?” Since Mister Graham was over seventy, three hundred pounds and married for something like the last forty years, it was an absurd idea. One she had no intention of carrying through. Paul, though, didn’t know her neighbors that well, so he wouldn’t know any of that.

Her stern look spoke volumes, but Paul kept up his feigned resistance for several seconds. She could see him weighing up his options but had already worked out to get what he wanted, he was going to have to give her what she wanted. The twinkle in his eye was more than enough to tell her she was going to come out on top, literally.

He moved his wrists together, and she quickly fastened the cuffs around them. “Not too tight?”

“No.” he grinned at her.

She took hold of his hands and lifted them up. He resisted for a moment but then let him swing his arms above his head.

“Not hurting your shoulder?” It was a genuine question. Before the operation, he wouldn’t have been able to let her do that.

“No, it’s fine.”

“Well, let me know if it’s not. Okay?”

“Okay.”

She quickly straddled him and then leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on his lips but didn’t allow him to deepen the kiss or prolong the contact.

“You know what you’re going to do, now?”

“I can guess.” He grinned at her.

She leaned down and placed another kiss, this time on his cheek, before whispering in his ear. “The second part of item six.”

“Thought that might be what you wanted.”

“You thought correctly.”

She sat up, lifting her butt off his stomach, and dropped her hands to her waist. He lifted his head so he could watch.

She kept her eyes locked on his face, making sure he was watching her as she started to gather the denim of her skirt in her fingers, inching the hem higher on her thighs.

He swallowed, but she could see he was staring at the legs she was revealing a little bit at a time. She kept her movements slow, letting her own anticipation build as much as his. Already, she could feel herself getting moist, and inside her bra, her nipples were irritating themselves against the soft lace.

Paul licked his lips, his gaze never leaving the point where her legs joined. She pulled the skirt another inch higher, knowing that it would display the white triangle of sheer lace covering but not concealing her slit. He licked his lips again but said nothing as she grinned down at him. He finally tore his eyes away from her groin and looked into her face with a questioning look. It was as if he was saying, bring it here if you want me to do anything for you.

She wanted him to, that much she was certain of.

“Keep your hands where they are.”

He nodded.

“Unless it gets too uncomfortable for your shoulder.”

“I’m good, and I’ll be good.” He licked his lips, letting her know he was happy and ready to do what she wanted. She whimpered a little, then slowly eased her way closer to his face. His chest was broader than his waist, so she had to stretch her legs to get them around him. His shoulders were also broader, still making it even harder. She ended up crouching over him rather than kneeling and straddling him. Her pussy was now right in front of his face.

“Don’t let me smother you.”

“Stop fussing and get here.” Paul smacked his lips together in a pouting kiss that brought heat flaming to her cheeks. This was very much something new for her, and she tried hard to push down the embarrassment as the anticipation and excitement grew deep within her.

She shuffled a couple of inches closer and then slowly lowered herself until her pussy, still encased in thin lace, was just above his mouth. She put one hand on the back of the couch for balance and pushed down until she felt his questing lips touch her. It was obvious from the deep growl of satisfaction from deep inside his chest that he was as eager for this as she was. Throwing caution to the winds, she lowered herself that last half an inch bringing her slit fully into contact with his mouth. Instantly, his tongue flicked out, licking her, and she moaned at the sensation. Electric shocks burst through her body as he continued to lick and suck and kiss at the panties covering her slit.

She lifted off for a second, partly to let him breathe and partly to let herself savor it without her legs cramping up. An absurd thought went through her mind. If she cramped in this position, she’d be stuck, and that would be how the EMTs would find them. Her dead from muscle shock on top of her suffocated partner. She had to force herself not to giggle.

He murmured something, but she didn’t quite hear what he said.

“Sorry?”

“Your panties, hook them to the side, out of the way.”

She shivered at the urgency in his voice and glanced behind her. His erection was tenting the front of his pants, clearly turned on by what she was doing and possibly by the total control she had over him. She lifted away further and brought her free hand down to grab the leg elastic and jerk the thin material out of the way, exposing her slit. She murmured in appreciation as she sank back. This time his tongue was touching her bare, a vast improvement.

She moaned softly as his tongue penetrated between her outer lips. She brought her free hand around to her chest and cupped her breast through the elasticated fabric of her top. Grinding herself down onto his open mouth, she let him stick his tongue deeper inside her. After a few seconds, she heard him grunt and lifted up again, wondering if she was indeed smothering him as she sat on his face. She shuddered as she finally understood what that phrase—face-sitting—really meant. Yes, she’d done something similar with Tia, but not directly on top like this.

She lifted off, breaking the contact, checking his face to see if there was any sign of pain in his expression. She felt preternaturally aware of his shoulder but desperately wanted to carry on.

“Get back here.” Even though she had him in the subservient position, the submissive role, he still barked out an order.

Instinctively, she lowered herself again, feeling his tongue going deeper even as his lips pressed against the tender flesh, always moving, always questing. She could feel her climax building deep inside her. She wailed as the unstoppable process started.

A moment later, she felt his hands on her hips as the orgasm coursed through her. He held her there, locked in place as the climax coursed through her body. She shook and spasmed on top of him, but he held her tightly in place, his tongue buried deep inside her. She could feel the muscles of her pussy clamping down on the intruder, squeezing his tongue as she moaned and shuddered.

It took several long moments for the orgasm to start to subside, and as it did so, she realized something her body had known for about a minute. His hands were on her hips! How? They had been bound above his head.

Even as the realization sank in, Paul took matters into his own hands. Quite literally into his hands as he lifted her up and tipped her backward. She found herself rotating through the air, and then she was lying with her head close to his ankles as he reared up above her.

Her panties were still pulled to one side exposing her slit as he moved his hands up her thighs, his eyes feasting on the prize in front of him. She could see the layer of wetness left on his chin and cheeks from her liquor. The two bracelets of the handcuffs hung around his wrists, but he wasn’t paying them any attention. She flinched as the cold steel touched the sensitive flesh of one inner thigh, then his hands slid down below her, lifting her ass up and rotating her back onto her shoulders. Her legs had straightened out either side of him, and now they were brutally moved apart as his shoulders wedged between them. A moment later, his face found its target, and his lips pressed against her list as his tongue sought her clit.

She wailed out her acceptance of what he was doing and jerked against him. She could feel his lips moving, and his tongue lashed against her clit. Her ass was held in mid-air by the claws he’d formed with his fingers. It must have been hell on his shoulder, but he wasn’t making any complaints as he continued to eat her to her second orgasm in the last few minutes.

It wasn’t going to take long, and it didn’t. It wasn’t a position either of them could sustain, but it lasted long enough. She moaned and groaned her way to her second orgasm, her entire body shaking, suspended as it was on her shoulders, and the two clawed hands supporting her ass.

As she shook and spasmed from the climax, he gently relaxed his grip on her ass. As he lowered her back to his lap, he slowly sat up, allowing her legs to close a little.

“Off you get little one. I think it’s my turn now.”

She was still fighting for breath but was also conscious her body weight had trapped his erection between their bodies, bringing her weight to bear on it. She hoped he hadn’t hurt himself. Swinging one leg over his head in the most undignified manner imaginable, she rolled off him and caught herself on her hands and knees on the thick carpet in front of the couch. She stayed in that position, panting for breath before looking up at his drowned face.

He was busy stripping the two separated cuffs off his wrists and then reattaching the chain in between. She knew there was a quick-release button, so he must have used that, but she couldn’t remember where it was. Realization hit. He now had a functioning pair of cuffs in his hands, and he’d already stated what he intended to do with them and what she was supposed to do while wearing them. She let out a whimper and turned to face him, struggling to sit back on her haunches. Given what he’d just done for her, she was quite happy to return the favor. She just wasn’t so sure about having her hands cuffed behind her back while she did so.

“Lose the panties, baby. They’ll only get in the way later.”

She frowned at him but rose to her knees and reached under her still rucked-up skirt to slide the soaked lace garment down her thighs. If he meant what he said, then he intended to do more than just let her blow him. She lifted her knees, one at a time, to slide the panties down to her ankles and then off. Paul waved the handcuffs in front of her face, and she shuddered. It had been nice to have him under her control. It had been nicer to have Tia under her control on the bed last week. It hadn’t been quite so nice when he’d had her at his mercy. Although she couldn’t say she hadn’t enjoyed it, she had. Still, it appeared he was about to have her at his mercy once more.

He leaned over her as she obediently clasped her wrists next to each other behind her back. It took him a couple of seconds to lock the steel haps of the cuffs around her wrists and then tighten them enough so she couldn’t simply slide her hands out. She pulled against them to test that, then sat still as he sat back and grinned at her.

“I guess I could really test you by saying I’m ready.”

“But your flies, your pants?” She frowned at him.

“That’s what your teeth would be for, but it’s a good job I’m not like that today, isn’t it?”

Angelina shuddered, the implication was he’d want this again in the future, and then he might well expect her to use her teeth to undo his fly and then nuzzle his pants down with her nose and mouth to free his cock. The thought made her cringe, not from a squeamish point of view, but because she couldn’t see how in hell she’d manage to do that.

While she’d been thinking about that, he’d simply freed his cock, and it sprang to attention right in front of her. He spread his legs wider and motioned for her to crawl forward. She did as he said and would have overbalanced if he hadn’t caught her shoulders. He chuckled, and she giggled with him, but after another shuffle, she was in the right position.

As he flexed, his cock bopped her on the nose, and she grimaced at him but obediently stretched her back to lift her head. A moment later, his cock head was resting against her lips. She took a deep breath, which only inhaled the scent of him. A combination of stale spent semen and her own fainter traces from earlier assaulted her senses. She glared at him. At least she’d had a shower. There again, she hadn’t exactly given him the chance to do so. It wasn’t entirely his fault, after all.

Whenever she’d blown him, or for that matter Brice, or the couple of guys in between, she’d always been able to use her hand to control the depth. That was especially true if the guy started thrusting. Brice had done that only right at the end. It had been the one way she’d known he was about to cum. Now, she had no such control. She could move her head, yes, but if Paul started thrusting or pushing down on her head, she couldn’t prevent him from going deeper than she was comfortable with.

She began to see what Paul had meant about not being the one in control. It was one of those epiphanies of sorts, and as she opened her mouth and engulfed the end of his cock, she finally understood what he’d been driving at for the last few weeks. As she sucked on the first inch or so of his cock she realized something else profound had just happened. She’d thought about Brice, or more specifically about her sex life with him, and she hadn’t had a catch in her throat or been overcome with sadness. No, she’d simply thought about it and then carried on blowing Paul.

That major breakthrough made her want to concentrate harder on what she was doing. She dipped her head lower, taking another inch or so into her mouth, letting him slide over her tongue as she sealed her lisp tightly around the intruder in her mouth. She sucked hard, then let him out a little as she lashed the end with her tongue, then took him deeper again. She began to bob, realizing she wasn’t able to use her hands for balance, let alone control, and that didn’t matter.

Paul let out a soft moan and then stretched his arms out, reaching down past her head. She knew what he was going to do before he did it. His hands cupped her breasts, squeezing them through the tube top. She leaned up, straightening her legs and bringing her head lower to give him better access to her suddenly needy chest. Her nipples sent pangs of complaint through her body, wanting to be touched, caressed, squeezed, and pulled. Hse shivered and let a low moan escape around the cock in her mouth.

Paul pushed the boob tube down, and her breasts, still encased in the flimsy bra, popped free above it. She moaned again as he took his hands away. Then his hands were back behind her this time, undoing the single catch on the bra. As it dropped away, his hands returned to their original target, this time naked and exposed to his fingers. His thumbs dragged across her stiff, engorged nipples, and she moaned again, unable to stop herself from responding to his actions. She took him deeper still, feeling the end of his cock brush against the top of her throat. She gagged and then sucked harder.

Of course, he’d already fucked her once earlier, so that would slow him down. However, what she’d just almost forced him to do, eat her to two tremendous orgasms while sitting on his face, had to have had the opposite effect as well. Surely, he couldn’t be that far off, although she knew he sometimes had an almost inhuman level of control.

Not today, though. She could feel the end of his cock swelling in her mouth as he kneaded her breasts. She moaned again and lifted her head, aiming to catch his cum in her mouth and not down her throat.

Suddenly Paul sprang into action, pulling his cock free from her mouth and letting go of her breasts as he rose to his feet.

“Wha…?”

Before she could finish her question, he grabbed her shoulders and, using enough force to move her but not enough to hurt her, rotated her to the side until she was sitting down. A moment later, he gently eased her back so she was lying on the floor, her hands and arms trapped beneath her. It wasn’t particularly comfortable, but it wasn’t too bad. He crouched over her and then dropped to his knees. Her eyes widened as she understood what he was going to do. He aimed his cock straight at her chest and lazily pumped it a couple of times. She opened her mouth to object, but it was too late.

The first string of his sticky cum erupted from his cock, catching her on the edge of her lowered tube top and up over her breast, the end of the string finishing just below her chin. Several more bursts followed, one after the other, as she whimpered and her whole body shook in revulsion at being treated like this. Paul wasn’t paying any attention. He was just concentrating on painting her chest.

As she’d sat and then laid back, her legs had splayed open. Since her skirt was already sucked up, and her panties had been discarded, her pussy was on clear display to him too. One hand left his cock and dipped between her legs. Even as she tried to raise the wherewithal to object to what he had just done, the disgusting mess he’d just deposited on her, his fingers ended all complaints as two of them slid into her slit.

“Oomph!”

Without hesitating, his fingers started sawing in and out of her, finger-banging her and melting away all objections to her treatment. Her hands were still trapped behind her, underneath her body. She felt around with her fingers, trying to find the quick-release button, but as his fingering became more and more insistent, she could feel the way that took over her entire body. She started to moan as her butt started to bounce on the floor as she writhed under the sensation. Almost immediately, her pussy started wanting to clamp down on his fingers as the precursors to another orgasm built inside her.

Her searching fingers found the quick-release button just as Paul introduced a third finger. Her knees lifted as she thrust her entire body to meet his penetrating digits. Her hands came free, the short chain holding the two cuffs together parting. She brought them out from behind herself, allowing her back to rest on the soft carpet rather than the discomfort of her arms. She didn’t do anything with her arms, though, simply lay there with them beside her as the orgasm took her to another plane.

She moaned and thrashed, and Paul wisely kept his fingers still as her pussy clamped down on his fingers.

As she slowly recovered, he pulled his hand away, letting her rest her legs closer together.

He reached up and slowly released first one hand and then the other from the now useless cuffs.

“Bastard!”

“Hardly. I think you enjoyed yourself.”

“Yeah, but now I need another shower.”

“You’re the shower queen. You love it. By the way, I was good.”

“In what way?”

“I went for the porn star finish on your chest, not your face. That way, I couldn’t accidentally give you some hair gel.”

She shuddered as she processed the import of his words.

“Hmm…!”

“Now, why don’t you go and get your shower while I order a pizza. Then, after you’ve got dressed…”

“In my own choice of clothes.”

“… Absolutely, no question. I would recommend you wear clothes, not just lingerie, though. I suspect you’ll be answering the door to the pizza delivery while I have my shower.”

“You think I’m going to let you shower after that?”

“Well, I can go home stinking of your sex, but one day, you might meet my mother, and that would be embarrassing for you.”

Angelina remembered he still lived at home. That brought the reasons for that flooding back, too. Instead of feeling used by his treatment of her, her mood changed to one of concern.

“Your shoulder?”

“Is fine.”

She smiled. “Truth?”

“Yes, truth.”

“Well, if it’s the truth, then I guess I’ll let you shower.”

“Good. Thank you. Besides, I’d prefer to be clean for alter.”

“Later?” She knew her voice had just gone up an octave.

“Well, you didn’t think we’re finished for the day, did you?”

“You’re incorrigible.” She shuddered but could feel her body responding to the promise of more to come.

“No, baby. I’m insatiable. Big difference. Now, shower. Scoot after you tell me what topping you want on your pizza. Please don’t say Hawaiian again.”

She shook her head. “Just a cheese feast, please. Stuffed crust if they’ve got it.”

“You’re on. Garlic bread side?”

She shook her head. “Not for me. That doesn’t mean you can’t.”

“Nah. I’ll skip on that. Fancy a large bottle of Coke, though.”

Her mouth watered. Pizza and Coke was something she hadn’t done for simply ages. Recently, it had been beer or wine rather than soda.

“You’re on.”

“Shower.” He nodded toward the stairs.

Angelina smiled and rose to her feet as he reached for his cell.

* * * *

Anfgelina’s thoughts crystalized into something approaching certainty as she watched Paul wince as he reached for the last slice of pizza on his plate.

“You hurt yourself, didn’t you? Or rather, you let me hurt you, didn’t you? When I had you tied up with your arms above your head. It hurt your shoulder.”

“I’m fine.”

“Don’t kid a kidder. I’ve seen you grimace at least four times since you came down from the shower,”

He sighed and leaned back for a moment, the pizza slice in his hand seemingly forgotten. “Okay, yes, it hurt a bit, and it’s a little sore now. But that does not mean it was your fault.” His glare was steady, straight into her eyes. She’d had an angry response to his condescending tone but knew that would cause a row.

“Sorry.”

“As I said, not your fault.”

“You could have stopped me. Could have got me to do something different.”

“Oh, like what?” The twinkle in his eye was back. That, more than anything, told her it wasn’t serious.”

She shrugged. “I don’t know, maybe tied your hands to your thighs.”

He grinned at her. “The cuffs weren’t big enough to go around my thighs. Or yours, for that matter.”

“But I’ve got those ropes upstairs in the drawer under the bed. Not been used yet.” She immediately felt the heat flooding to her cheeks. She’d just given him an idea she didn’t want him to have, at least not tonight.

“Well, if you want me to use them...?”

“I don’t.”

“Pity.” He grinned and suddenly seemed to remember the pizza in his hand and took a large bite. Angelina sat back and sipped at her ice-cold Coke. That had definitely been a great idea of his. She hadn’t had a Coke with pizza for so long, and it tasted so damned good, she wondered why. Thinking about it, she knew why. At eighteen, she’d felt sophisticated just to drink wine with pizza. At college, she’d drank beer with pizza. It was all about fitting in. Why she felt the need, given there were just the two of them in her own house, was another matter. She made a mental note to add Coke to her shopping list for her next grocery shop.

“You sure you’re okay?”

“I’m good. Honest.”

“Hmm…” She left the subject alone for now, but she knew she’d spend the evening watching him closely.

She licked her lips. “Are you going to stay the night?”

He grinned around his mouthful of pizza and swallowed before answering her. “Are you offering?”

“Doh!”

“Then, yes, I’d love to unless you’d prefer me to do something else.”

“Such as?”

His grin was predatory. “Take you out for another sexual adventure, perhaps.”

She shuddered and did a quick mental count. Twice in the woods, twice on his tongue, and then twice more on his fingers. That made six.

“I think I’m out for the night, thank you. Six and done, as they say.”

“Except when I cuddle up to you in bed.”

She glared at him but shivered at the thought. One that had been in her mind, too, which was why she’d asked the question in the first place.

“Except for that.”

“So the idea of another sexual adventure is out of the question?”

She shook her head but knew her face betrayed her. Something about the way he’d asked the question had piqued her interest, and her face had told him that.

“I think you’re kidding on the square. I think the idea of another little adventure has got you interested. Let me make a couple of calls, and then I’ll let you go get ready.”

“Paul. No.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.” Her curiosity got the better of her, knowing if he truly planned something and she said no, then he might well plan on the same thing later in the week or next weekend. The fact he wanted to make a couple of calls suggested he had something in mind that involved other people. “What was that devious mind of yours planning, plans I just trashed, by the way.”

“Well, I was thinking…”

She sighed, but she knew her curiosity was obvious to him. “What?”

“Do you remember little Jimmy Quan?”

“The janitor’s son at the school?”

“Yep. The one and only. We all called him Jimmy because none of us could pronounce his name properly. Well, his dad’s still the janitor at the high school.”

“And?”

“And I know for a fact he’s got a key to the boy’s locker room round the back of the school. I’m quite sure if I promised a crack at Brice’s girl, I could round up three or four guys, as well as Jimmy, of course, and we could meet them there…”

“A gangbang?” She shuddered.

“No, I was thinking more of a blowbang. You’d put on something akin to a black prom dress over nice black lacy underwear. You know, garters, stockings, the works.”

“Go on.” She knew she sounded eager to hear the details, although part of her was horrified at the idea. The residual arousal from earlier was somehow sparking back into life. Even the comment about her being Brice’s girl didn’t sting. She knew that was the way all the guys had thought of her. Tia had said she’d been jealous of her, and she had always known a lot of the guys had yearned for the untouchable, unreachable Angel. She was absolutely sure that if Paul did make those calls, he would get a lot of takers.

“Well, I’d lead you into the boy’s locker room, and they’d all be lined up waiting for you. You’d sink to your knees in front of the first guy, and fish his erection out of his pants and then suck him. We’d have a timer set up. After a minute, it would buzz, and you’d move on to the next one. Every time the minute timer went off, you’d move on. When you reached the end of the line. I’d gently guide you back to your feet and seductively slide your dress off you. Then you’d repeat the process, one guy a minute, until you reached me again. This time, the slip would come off, and we’d repeat. Then, the bra, and this time, during the minute you had with each guy, the guys on either side could play with your naked breasts. Another circuit, and your panties would come off. After that, the two guys on either side would be playing with your pussy. We might even give each guy two minutes on that pass. Anyway, once that round was finished, we’d lead you over to the bench and lie you down on it. The guys who hadn’t cum in your mouth would then get the chance to join the train they’d pull on you. Once everyone has cum, we’d get you up, strip off the now ruined stockings and put you in the shower with the whole group of horny guys. Guess you’d find out how hot it can be to shower with half a dozen guys, all of them soaping you up.”

Angelina stared at him in a mixture of horror and fascination. The very idea absolutely horrified her, but at the same time, it had lit a spark in her core. A spark that was growing the more she thought about the scenario he’d just described.

“I couldn’t do that. Wouldn’t do that, not in a million years.”

He carefully wiped his fingers of any trace of pizza source and then casually placed his hand on her thigh. “Tell me one thing, then Angel.”

“What?” she glared at him for using the diminutive form of her name, the one she hated, and he knew she hated.

“Why is your leg trembling, and if I slide my hand higher, why would your pussy be hot and your panties getting moist?”

“I’m not getting turned on by your tall tale. It’s like something you thought up from watching a porn movie.”

“Is not. Honestly, for a crack at you, Angel, they’d be lining up.”

“Stop calling me Angel.”

His hand slid up her leg, and almost despite herself, she allowed her legs to part. His hand slid down onto her inner thigh, and she trembled even harder as his fingertips grazed the front of her panties. She let out a low moan as he pressed harder, his fingers sinking slightly into her, pressing the thin lace with them.

“See, you’re wet.”

“But not from your story.”

“So, what from?”

“From earlier.”

“Ah, so you don’t want me to take you back to our old High School and get you to suck off a whole bunch of our old classmates.”

“No!”

He chuckled. “I bet Tia would.”

“Tia would do anything. I already know that. If you think Tia will do it, go set it up for her.”

He chuckled. “Only if you come along and watch?”

“In a word, no.”

“While we’ve been talking, your panties have got damper.”

“Only because of what you’ve been doing, you bastard.” She knew she was flushed. She couldn’t help it. Despite her denials, she was sure he knew that thinking about his suggestion had got her worked up. What he was doing was having an effect, too. She was no longer sure she wanted to wait until bedtime to go again. Angelina was also sure he was telling her the story to wind her up and get her motor running.

“Well, if you don’t want to let your knees sample the floor of the boy’s locker room, then maybe we can set something else up that’s more to your liking.”

“Such as?” she glared at him.

“Maybe a nice friendly game of cards, where there’s a prize for each hand. Your clothes, and a chance for the winner to run their hands all over your body. On the first hand, you lose your dress. The next, your bra, and so on. Eventually, when you’re naked, we’ll simply throw you down on top of the card table and take turns fucking you. Maybe even double-team you.”

She rolled her eyes. “Will you stop mining the plots of bad porn films for your fantasies? Not remotely interested in that one.”

“Ah, so you do admit you were interested in the locker room one?”

“No! I didn’t say that.”

“But you implied it.”

“Stop twisting my words and change the subject.”

“To what?”

“Something that might happen, not something you fantasize might happen but won’t. Not in a million years.”

“Such as?”

She sighed. “You, getting your own place.”

He grinned at her.

“What’s funny about that?”

“Why would I get my own place? I get my laundry done, and I don’t have to pay any rent.”

“You don’t?”

“No, I don’t have to. But I do make sure I contribute. I’m not a freeloader.”

Angelina could see his frown deepening. “I never said you were. I was just saying if you had your own place…”

“What? You could come around for a fuck rather than me coming here and scandalizing your neighbors by chasing your naked ass around the garden.”

“You’ve never done that, and you never will.”

“Pity. I think that kind of kiss chase game would be fun.”

“Not happening.”

“Or I could use that rope and tie your wrists together, then suspend you from a rafter in the garage so that just your tiptoes touch the floor. Then, I can play with the door opening mechanism.

Angelina knew her mouth had dropped open, and she shuddered at the thought of some of her neighbors seeing her trussed up, naked, like that.

Paul chuckled. “I can see you actually liked that idea.”

“I did not.”

“Yes, you did. Your pussy tried to clamp down on my fingertips, and your nipples just got extra hard, that kissable hard I love so much.”

She shuddered. He’d just used the L word, albeit only in relation to a small but essential part of her body. Well, essential sexually speaking, anyway.

He pushed his fingers deeper, and she made no objection. Glancing down, she could see he’d been right about her nipples. They’d fully pebbled up under her thin top. She knew without the top, her areolae would have visible goosebumps on them. She let her legs drift further apart, encouraging him to take even more liberties. His free hand drifted across, resting on her lap, before rising and gently cupping her breast. The pressure against her hard nipple made her hiss, and she arched her back to press her breast into his hand.

“Someone wants more, despite her protestation about being six and out.”

She glanced around the family room, where the earlier action had taken place. “I want comfort, though.”

“Comfort? As in a bed?”

She nodded.

“Even though that probably means yet another shower before bedtime.”

She shrugged. “You’re the one who christened me the shower queen.”

“Okay, bed it is. There is, however, one condition.”

“With you, why doesn’t that surprise me.”

“I want you naked before you go near the stairs.”

She shuddered. “I am not dancing a striptease. I am done with that. Capiche?”

“Who said anything about letting you take your own clothes off?”

She shivered, but he was moving before she could think up a suitable reply. His hands left her body and captured the sides of her face, pulling her in toward him as his lips found hers in a sensual kiss. The verbal sexual teasing was done with. It was obvious he now intended to tease her body physically.

When the kiss broke, they were both breathing hard. He let go of her face with both hands. One trialed down her side and grasped the hem of her top before gently tugging it out of the waistband of her skirt. His other hand moved to the same waistband, where his nimble fingers worked on the hook and eye and then made short work of the zip closure.

Knowing what he would want, she languidly lifted her arms above her head. EH stopped fiddling with her skirt to use both hands to slide her top up and over her head. However, he wasn’t quite done with the kinky shit because he paused when he had the top clear of her mouth but still covering her eyes and trapping her arms. He instantly moved in for a kiss, pressing her back against the couch while using one hand to hold her trapped arms still. She whimpered into the kiss but kissed him back with equal ferocity.

Satisfied she’d keep her arms there tangled in her top, he lowered his hands down to her chest, cupping her breasts and running his thumbs over her nipples. She arched her back, unable to not respond to his caresses. His fingers moved again, catching the top edges of the cups of her bra and then jerking downward. She felt a momentary pressure on her shoulders as the straps dug in, but then there was a slight ripping sound, and the pressure released. She could feel the cool air caressing her erect nipples, so she knew he’d jerked the cups down low enough to expose them. It appeared, though, that in doing so, he’d ruined her bra. Being sex buddies with Paul was taking a toll on her underwear drawer! He was either taking them as souvenirs or ruining them.

He wasn’t paying any attention to her arms, so as his mouth closed over her left nipple, she wrestled her arms free of her top and dropped it behind her. As it fluttered to the floor, she looked down at her ruined bra. As she’d expected, it was ruined. One of the straps had given way where it attached to the cups. She was pretty sure the other one wasn’t much better. Paul twisted to look up into her face as he bit down on her nipple.

She gasped and arched further, no longer remotely interested in the state of her underwear. His hands drifted lower, smoothing over her naked flanks and grasping the waistband of the skirt. She lifted her butt from the couch, helping him as he wrestled the tight miniskirt past her hips and down onto her thighs. As he drew it down over her legs, she arched her back once more as she undid the catch behind her back. She tossed the ruined bra across the room with a reproachful look. Paul seemed oblivious to that as his hands returned to her waist, this time to snag the elastic of her panties. She lifted once more, letting him drag them off her. A couple of seconds later, she was, as he’d said he wanted her, naked.

She glared at him.” Bed, now.”

He grinned as he let go and then rose to his feet. “Yes, mistress.”

His hands found hers and pulled her to her feet. She let out a startled gasp as she noticed the drapes were still wide open, but it was too late. She was naked in front of them, in the arms of a fully dressed man. She turned her back to the window and shuddered as he wrapped his arms around her. Paul chuckled. “Don’t worry, there’s nobody looking. Well, not as far as I can see.”

“Small comfort.”

He let her shuffle sideways until they reached the foot of the stairs. She pushed against him, and he stood to the side. As soon as her path to the stars was clear, she bolted up them, taking them two at a time.

His chuckle followed her up. “Didn’t realize you were quite that eager.”

“Bastard!”

She heard him ascend the stairs, taking his time, letting her savor the high of the near exposure to her neighborhood. She whimpered a little and backed away from the open door to the bedroom as he appeared in the opening.

She couldn’t keep the glare in place as he approached and wrapped his arms around her once more. This time, she kissed him instead of waiting for him to kiss her. His hands dipped below her waist, grabbing her butt cheeks and squeezing her against the obvious hardness of his clothed cock. As she deepened the kiss, her hands slipped between their bodies to wrestle with his flies and ease his pants down.

Paul shuffled them closer to the bed, and when she felt the soft edge touch the backs of her legs, she knew he was about to push her. Instead, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down with her. Him landing on top of her knocked the wind out of her, but the bed was soft enough. Her legs spread open of their own accord, inviting him in. Since she’d already freed his cock, it seemed to fall into the correct position, also of its own volition. A simple thrust and he’d impaled her. She let out a long wail and hunched her hips at him, trying to pull him deeper.

Paul, ever the gentleman, except when he didn’t want to be, eased forward, pushing inside slowly, letting her adjust to the intruder. She lifted her knees, steepling them and hooking her still-shod feet on the edge of the bed. He thrust all the way in, and she moaned again.

Then he was off, fucking her furiously. She locked her arms around his back, pulling him down tight against him. He tried to use his hands to push up from her, take his weight off her, but she didn’t let him. Their bodies were so tight there wasn’t any room for him to use his hands and grasp a breast. Somehow, though, he managed to worm a hand in there and twisted her nipple. She moaned into the contact and pushed up against him as the pressure on her nipple from him pinching it communicated directly to her core.

It was hard and fast, frantic even. Despite the fact he’d cum only just over an hour and a half ago, there was no way he was going to last. She thrust her hips up, churning underneath him, trying to ride him from below. Her orgasm crashed over her mere seconds before she felt his unleash deep inside her. They both groaned and panted for breath before Paul rolled off and lay beside her. Idly, he stroked the breast he’d been mauling and grinned at her as she turned her head.

“Tell you what, shower queen.”

“What?”

“This time, we’re going in there together.”

She shuddered. She knew, despite having given her seven orgasms so far today. Despite having cum three times himself, he wasn’t done yet. By the fire in his eyes, she was pretty sure he wasn’t done by a long chalk.

The end of Book 13.


Angelina’s Adventures – Moving In

Almost despite herself, Angelina kept glancing at the clock. Paul had promised to be here by eleven, only to text that he was running a little bit late due to a drama at home. Those were his words, a drama. She was sure if it was a full-on emergency, he’d have used a different word. As a result, she’d started preparing lunch, nothing much, just one of her special salads with potatoes and strips of steak. Even so, she kept her eye on the clock.

It was a relief when she heard the burbling roar, albeit muted, of his Mustang as he pulled onto the drive. At least he didn’t overrev it these days and let the neighbors know she had a male caller. It had taken her almost a month to persuade him not to push the throttle too hard.

Since she was pretty sure of what would happen after lunch, she’d dressed simply rather than anything more sophisticated. She blushed a little at the thought she’d dressed so it was easy for him to undress her. It was true, but she wasn’t going to tell him that the simple button-up top and denim miniskirt had been picked for that very purpose. The fact she’d omitted her bra was probably a giveaway, but after spending all week rather more buttoned up at work, she liked the freedom at weekends. She giggled to herself. He liked the freedom that afforded him, too, and she liked him enjoying that freedom.

“Come in.” She yelled from the kitchen as he rang the bell. She’d left the door unlocked, so he did as she said and walked straight in and then through into the kitchen.

“Well, hello, sexy.” He moved straight up behind her, and even before she could put down the pan of potatoes she’d just been topping up with more water, she knew what he was going to do. His hands slid under the hem of her top and around onto her stomach.

“Paul!”

That didn’t deter him as his hands rose inside her top to cup her naked, unfettered breasts. She arched her back to press her mounds of tit flesh into his hands and turned her head to tell him to stop. Instead, his lips found hers in a kiss that rapidly became more passionate.

“I need to get the potatoes on.” She protested as he broke the kiss. She knew, though, it would be to no avail. When he was in this kind of mood, he only had one thing on his mind—her, preferably naked.

Sure enough, his hands slid down, away from her breasts and the nipples that had hardened on contact with his hands. Sliding out of the bottom of her top, they slid down the outside of her skirt. It took her a moment to realize he was gathering up the material as his hands moved, raising the bottom hem of the skirt and exposing more of her legs.

“Naughty!”

“Naughty, but nice. Oh, so very nice.” Her skirt was almost as high as her ass now, and he lost no time in transferring his hands onto her panty-covered butt and from there up to the waistband of the flimsy lace garment.

“No, Paul, I’m trying to get lunch.”

“We can have lunch after.”

There was a lot of freighted promise in that last word, and she shuddered as she knew exactly what he was after. The problem for her was what he wanted was what she wanted, too. After all, why else would she have dressed like this? She felt him start to draw her panties down over her butt and from there onto her thighs.

As soon as her panties were down around her mid-thighs, his hands returned to what was now naked and uncontested ass.

She murmured as he started to caress both cheeks. He chuckled. “Someone likes this.”

She glanced out of the window and froze as she realized she could see two of her neighbors outside cutting their lawns.

“We can’t here.”

“Why not?”

“The neighbors will see.”

“They won’t see anything. Everything is happening below the level of the counter.” As if to make his point, he dug his fingers into the fleshy part of her butt, making her gasp.

“Like your hands won’t rise to my breasts at all.”

“You didn’t complain about it earlier.”

“That was then. I thought you were just saying hello in that inimitable Paul style you have.”

“Like I say hello to every girl I meet by immediately grabbing her breasts.”

“It’s not the first time you’ve done it to me.” Her throaty giggle told him she wasn’t serious. It also told him she was amenable to him taking her right now, just not in front of the sink.

“Well, if you don’t want to do it in front of the kitchen window…”

“I don’t.”

“Then I’ll give you two choices. On the kitchen floor…”

“Too cold.”

“Or on the couch in the family room, but I warn you, you won’t get the chance to close the drapes.”

“That’s as bad as here.”

“But the back of the couch will shield you.”

She shuddered. “Unless you insist on getting me on top.” She paused as another thought struck her. “Or insisted I got naked before I was allowed on the couch.”

“Now that’s an interesting idea. I hadn’t thought of that one.”

She glanced back to see him grinning. Angelina had reached a different decision, one that played into the conversation she wanted to have with Paul, anyway. Wiping her hands dry on the nearest cloth, she spun around and kissed him on the tip of his nose. He pulled away for a second, then pressed his lips to hers once more. She murmured her approval but broke the kiss after a few seconds.

“Come on, I have a much better idea.”

“Oh?”

She literally towed him from the kitchen through the family room to the foot of the stairs. It wasn’t that easy to walk with her underwear halfway down her legs, but she knew she’d be in trouble if she stopped to either pull them up or push them down. Paul wouldn’t let her do the former, and if she did the latter, he’d be on her in a moment. Right there on the floor, in clear view of the unlocked front door. She wasn’t expecting company, but there was still a risk.

Instead, as she reached the bottom of the stairs, she turned toward him and wagged a finger at him. “Stay here.”

He raised an eyebrow but gave her a nod. He was obviously expecting her to head upstairs into her bedroom and then call him to follow her. He was about a third right.

Leaving Paul at the foot of the stairs, she climbed about half of the way. Taking out of range of any immediate lunge for her. Making love or, more correctly, getting fucked on the stairs wasn’t in her lexicon or on her bucket list. Tried that, been there, done that, never again. Stopping there, she reached up under the bottom edge of the skirt and grabbed the panties that were still wrapped around the middle of her thighs. A quick jerk started them on the rest of their downward journey.

Stepping out of them, she moved as provocatively as she could as she climbed the next two steps. She was sure she was flashing Paul at the bottom of the stairs, but that was part of her plan. Looking back and down, she could see he’d stooped forward in order to get a better angle up under her skirt. Angelina giggled, and as she took the next two steps, her hands were busy on the buttons of her top. She timed it perfectly, standing straddling two steps as she let the blouse fall off her arms and float down the stairs in his direction. He had to have a good view from there,

Turning, she showed off the fact she was fully topless, knowing her hard nipples had hardened even further on exposure to the air.

A soft whistle from the foot of the stairs confirmed he liked what he could see. Another step and her hands were at the zip at the side of her skirt. As she reached the top of the stairs, she let the skirt fall and stepped out of the ring it made around her feet. She was naked except for her sneakers. Turning to face him, she allowed him to look at all of her naked body as she stepped out of the sneakers, too.

She beckoned him with one finger, and Paul exploded into movement. Angelina giggled and turned and dashed into the spare room, not her bedroom. He wasn’t far behind her, and although she’d planned to drape herself seductively across the bed, he caught her before she could reach the bed.

“Got you.”

Her giggle came again, as infectious as the first time. Sweeping her naked body into his arms, he seemed at a loss as to what he wanted to do first, caress her skin, her butt, grope her breasts, or finger her. He obviously wanted to do all those things but only had two hands. He closed his lips around her left nipple, and she sighed and murmured her appreciation. One hand found her as s and squeezed a cheek. His other hand wormed its way between her legs to caress her inner thigh.

They fell back onto the bed together, the roughness of his jeans caught between his hard cock and her warm pussy.

Angelina giggled. “Best take those jeans off before I leave a wet spot on them for you.”

He grinned down at her, then leaned close and kissed the tip of her nose, making her giggle even more.

She lifted herself to her elbows and watched as he undid his fly. Seeing her watching, he made a bit more of a performance of it. She rewarded him with a lick of her lips as he finally slid his boxers down to reveal his hard cock. A couple of seconds later, his t-shirt joined his other clothes on the floor, and he rejoined her on the bed.

As he landed on his back next to her, she started to roll over onto her side to kiss him. Paul surprised her by reaching out and rolling her body even further. One moment, she’d been lying on the bed, the next, she was lying on top of him. Her breasts squashed against his chest, the way her nipples dragged against his chest hair, making her hiss from the stimulation. Lower down, his erection pressed against her stomach. That heat source grew hotter as she let her legs spread, her knees falling on either side of his body for balance.

She leaned down and kissed him hungrily, then shifted higher on his body to bring her wet and get her pussy into contact with his dick. Paul groaned into her mouth and kissed her just as hard as she was kissing him. She ground her pussy against his cock, feeling her lips split by the width of him. Sliding up and down against him, she knew she was driving him mad, but it felt far too good to stop.

After an age, she broke the kiss and lifted her head away from him, letting her grin light her features.

“What?”

“Oh, nothing.” She wanted to talk about something, but not yet. In order to distract him, she reached down between them with one hand as she lifted up a little. Grasping his cock she lifted the end toward her opening and then sank back down, this time impaling herself on the smooth heat of his erection.

He gasped, and his eyes closed for a moment, then opened again, blazing with an intensity that warmed her through and through. Her mouth opened in a wide O as she sank back down onto his girth, welcoming him inside her, although she controlled the pace of his penetration. His hands moved to her waist, guiding her but not forcing her down.

As soon as she bottomed out, she lifted up and then sank back again, setting up a rhythm that suited her. His hands tightened on her waist, holding her in place, which communicated his satisfaction to her. She moaned a soft, sibilant sound that wasn’t much more than a hiss and concentrated on moving, riding him. She reveled in the feeling of control. He was hers to do with, to dispose of as she would. It was an intoxicating feeling. Not fully the truth, he had the strength to roll them both over and take her, claim her in a more traditional position. He didn’t. He stayed with her, letting her have that control.

Leaning down, she found his mouth again, her tongue plunging in and maintaining that semblance of control.

He started to thrust into her, his hips moving on the bed in perfect counterpoint to her thrusts. The sinews of her thighs strained as she surrounded him with her legs, but she didn’t attempt to relieve the stress. No, she was enjoying this far too much to allow anything to distract from the pleasure that built and built inside her.

They weren’t talking, weren’t communicating, or colluding. They were simply taking pleasure from each other. It was an exhilarating feeling, and Angelina found herself pitching over the cliff as an orgasm hit. Her body shook and spasmed, but she still kept up her rhythm, still fucked him as hard as she could, even as her pussy closed on his member and tried so hard to milk him of his seed.

He groaned underneath her and thrust up into her as her muscles relaxed. She brought her face back to his, raining a series of tiny kisses on every part of his face she could reach, even the eyelids of his closed eyes. In return, his hands left her waist, sliding up and then in to cup her breasts, finding, isolating, and then pinching her nipples.

That extra stimulation sent her into overdrive. Before she could really reason it out, she was cumming again, this one stronger than the one whose coattails it rode.

That second climax, so soon after the first, did for Paul. A moment after she convulsed and cried out, he, too, stiffened. Even through the orgasmic contractions, she could feel him shoot his load up into her.

Their movements slowed and stilled. After a minute or so, she slowly disengaged herself and then rolled off to land next to him, relieving the ache in her tortured leg muscles. His arm had gone with her, leaving her cuddled into the crook of his arm, he half rolled to face her and then leaned in and gently brushed his lips over her cheek. They cuddled in companionable silence for several long minutes, with just the occasional smack of their lips together to break that silence.

“Tell me one thing?” His voice was playful.

“What?”

“Why in here and not in your own bedroom.”

“She chuckled. “Why are you feeling relegated?”

He shrugged. “A little bit.”

She twisted over to lay on her front, rearing up on her elbows. “Seriously?”

He couldn’t keep a straight face. “No.”

“I thought you were serious for a moment.”

“Me, never.”

“Well, I want you to be serious for a moment.”

“You do? You fuck me to a standstill. By the way, that really was you fucking me, not the other way around. You fuck me to a full stop and then insist I get serious?”

“Oh, so you liked me being in control, then? Not being passive anymore?”

He sobered up. “You lost that passivity a long while ago. You have nothing to prove. You are one hell of a sexy woman.”

“Well, I have something to say about that.”

“You do?”

“Yeah, I want to make a slight change to that statement.”

His brow furrowed in puzzlement.

“Yeah, I want to change one word. Make it one hell of a sexy landlady.”

“Landlady?” His frown deepened.

Angelina took a deep breath. “I was going to talk about this after lunch, but now seems like a good idea.”

“You mean while you’ve got me naked, and you can use your devious, devilish wiles to get your naked way?”

She shrugged, knowing the movement drew his eyeline down to gaze at her butt as it wobbled.

“I’m listening.”

“Look, you want a place of your own, and I’ve got this big house, and I spend most of my time rattling around in here on my own.” She paused and glanced around the room. “And this room would be perfect for you.”

“Are you asking me to move in?”

“As a lodger, yes.”

“A lodger?”

She plowed on, knowing she hadn’t started the conversation off in the right way, but she was committed now.

“We’re not in a conventional relationship, are we? It’s a friends-with-benefits thing, right?”

He nodded.

“So, having you move in so we live together isn’t going to work, is it?”

Paul nodded again, more slowly this time.

“If you move in as a lover, it will raise all kinds of issues regarding the value of the house, splitting assets should you move out, and all those things. This was mine and Brice’s place so that raises difficulties for me. Let alone the difficulties it would cause for my family and Brice’s. They all want me to find another guy, but they wouldn’t want me to do anything that put this house at any kind of risk.”

“I get that, but…”

“So, you move in as a lodger, pay me rent. We draw up an agreement as that. As a lodger, you can’t claim to inherit any value of the house at any point. You find that place to stay away from your parents, and I get a nice, strong man around the house to do some of the chores I have issues with. Having a man around here would also make the place less lonely and provide me with some security.”

“Hence the sexy landlady.”

“I think it’s doable like that.”

He chuckled. “How much rent would we be talking about?”

“Doesn’t matter. We can say fifty cents a week. It’s not about the money for me. As long as there’s some rent. Legally, I think they call that consideration.”

Paul shook his head. “No, it needs to be at or nearly at the going rate. Otherwise, it would be seen as a transparent misrepresentation of our relationship.”

Angelina shot him a quizzical look. “Someone’s been thinking about this too.”

He shrugged and pulled her tighter for a hug, his hand stroking down her naked flank. “Well, I was thinking along similar lines, so I guess, yes, I was.”

“Great minds think alike.”

“There’s an answer to that, but it’s not complimentary.”

“I know.” She made as if she was going to punch his chest, but he caught her hand, lifted it to his lips, and planted a soft kiss on her fingers. She shivered but reveled in the contact.

“We need to agree on a proper rental amount.”

“Agreed.”

“And will my sexy landlady allow me access to her sexy body?”

She giggled. “Maybe sometimes, but not always.”

“Ah, keep me wanting, is that it? Play hard to get?”

She looked down at their entwined, totally naked bodies. “Not exactly, no.”

He paused for a minute, and she let him have the thinking time he clearly wanted.

“Look, let me pose a question for you.”

“Okay?”

“We’re sleeping in separate rooms, only sometimes sharing a bed, right?”

“That’s about the size of it. Yeah.”

“So it’s still a friends-with-benefits arrangement.”

“I think so, yes. I’m sorry, it’s too soon for me to make any other kind of commitment.”

“I wasn’t asking for one.”

“I know.”

“So, if it’s a friends-with-benefits kind of thing between me and my sexy landlady, doesn’t that also suggest we’re free to see other people too?”

Angelina giggled. “You’re worrying about how you’ll react if I brought another guy home?”

He shook his head. “The other way around, sweetie. How will you react if I bring another girl home for the night? Whisk her up into this room and fuck her six ways to Sunday, and then you find her in the bathroom showering before she goes home. That’s assuming you haven’t spent the night with a pillow stuffed over your head, trying to blot out her screams of ecstasy.”

The way he put it gave Angelina pause for thought. They fell silent again for a pause, both physically comfortable with each other, but Angelina’s mind was racing.

“It wouldn’t be a problem.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Pretty sure, yes.”

“That there is my problem.”

“Huh?”

“Let’s say you think you’re pretty sure, and then it happens. We’ve not got anything planned. I bump into a drop-dead gorgeous woman at the coffee shop at lunchtime, and she says yes when I ask her on a date. After the date, she’s happy to come home to my place. I text ahead to give you a heads-up, and you say it’s okay. Then I bring her in, and we go straight up to my room. She turns out to be an absolute fuck bunny, and we have mind-blowing sex all night, and she’s a screamer. After the night of sexual athletics, she and I are drinking coffee in the kitchen when you walk in. She finds out I’ve got a sexy live-in landlady, and the sparks of war fly. She storms out, and you turn on me, unable to contain the jealousy. I end up going back to my parents with my tail between my legs and our friends-with-benefits arrangement shattered. How could that be an outcome I’d even risk becoming a reality?”

She snuggled closer. “I don’t think I’m like that.” The way he’d described not wanting to ruin their relationship, no, arrangement, warmed her heart.

“But you don’t know. You see my problem?”

“I guess.”

“Look, I’m not saying no, but let’s talk it through a bit more. In any case, you promised me lunch, and I’m starving, so I’m looking forward to being cooked lunch by a naked goddess.”

“I am not cooking lunch while naked.” She glared into his face as his expression dissolved into giggles.

He growled at her. “But you will be by the time we finish lunch. I guarantee it.”

She shivered. “You are not stripping me naked while we’re eating, either.”

“One or the other, sweetie, one or the other.” You’ve been in charge so far. Now it’s my turn.”

She shivered again but knew when she rolled off her stomach, her hard, pointed nipples would betray the fact she wasn’t entirely averse to the idea.

* * * *

“Is that all you bought with you?” Angelina stared at the two boxes and the two small suitcases.

“Yep. I guess in the Army, they teach you to travel light.”

“That’s more than just light.” Angelina giggled. “I doubt my underwear alone would fit in those two bags.”

“Then I insist we celebrate my moving in by you giving me a fashion show of your exquisite underwear collection.”

“How would that be a celebration for me?”

“Because of what would happen to you every time you needed to lose an underwear set.” He licked his lips in an unmistakable gesture.

Angelina flushed bright red and rolled her eyes.

“Not happening. Besides, you’re a paying guest now.”

“Well, if I’m a paying guest, then maybe you should remember the maxim.”

“What maxim?”

“The customer is always right, oh yeah, and the other one.”

She sighed, guessing where he was going with this. “Which is?”

“The customer always gets satisfaction.” He grabbed her around the waist before she could back away and gave her an exuberant kiss.

After a few seconds, she pushed against his chest, and he let her back away. “Go put your stuff in the bedroom. I’ve cleared out the wardrobe and cupboards for you. While you do that, I’ll put the coffee on.”

“You got it.”

She shook her head as he grabbed the two suitcases and headed up the stairs. Now that Paul was moving in, she found it difficult to stop herself smiling. That was in itself a bit of a worry for her. This had, after all, been her and Brice’s home. That little insecurity threatened to wipe the smile off her face. Half an hour later, she was still pensive when Paul came back downstairs after unpacking. He picked up on her mood immediately.

“You okay?”

“I’m fine.”

Paul cracked a smile of his own. “When a woman says that, she’s really saying I don’t want to talk about it. I’m here if you want to talk.”

She sighed. “Brice.”

It was the only word she needed to say. There was a whole range of meanings and emotions in that single word. She watched as Paul processed that and then stepped close to her, enveloping her in a huge hug and holding her tight. She melted into him, glad of the contact, and put her arms around him, her hands up on his shoulders to return the hug.

After a few seconds, he went to pull away, but she clung on, not letting him go. He stayed where he was for another half a minute or so, then gently disengaged.

“Remember, lodger, right?”

She bit her lip and nodded.

“Nothing more than that. That’s the deal. I am not moving in to live with you. We agreed that?”

Angelina swallowed hard and finally managed to choke out a response “Yes.”

“So, me being here is no threat to your memories of Brice, no threat to this being his home, too. Even if he can’t be here. I’m not stupid. There is zero chance of me being here if Brice was still here.”

She bit her lip again and then straightened her shoulders. “Sorry.”

He shook his head. “Nothing to be sorry about. Just because I’m a man doesn’t make me an unfeeling, uncaring slab of beefcake attached to a cock that only wants one thing.”

Despite her insecurities, Angelina had to giggle at the absurd image his words had placed in her head. “Are you sure about that?”

Paul spread his arms wide as he shrugged. She watched him, noticing there was no flash of a grimace as he flexed his shoulder. That was a big improvement, even on when he’d come out of the hospital after the last operation.

“Hey, didn’t say I wouldn’t be spending time trying to get into the pants of my sex-on-legs landlady later on today. All I’m saying is I’m not going to be trying twenty-four hours a day.”

She giggled again, his humor dispelling her more morbid thoughts. “Only twenty-three hours a day? I should consider myself insulted.”

Suddenly, he was there again, his body almost blurring into motion as he closed the distance to her. This time, his hug had a far more sexual feeling about it. The main reason being the way his hands were lower, gripping her butt and pulling her lower body tight against his. His face was only a couple of inches from hers, well within kissing range.

She leaned her head back. “Coffee.”

“I’d kill for a decent coffee right about now.” He chuckled and then let go of her. Not before she felt the way his cock had started to harden against her belly. It sent a shiver through her body.

“Right, I want a shower. I’ll let you drink your coffee in peace.” She paused. “Are we going to order in this evening, and if so, are we going Dutch as we agreed?”

He grinned at her. “Just as long as we can avoid the pineapple on the pizza.”

“I’ll only get it put on my half, not all over.”

“Mushrooms on one side, Hawaiian on the other? Sounds like a plan to me.”

* * * *

Angelina pushed her plate away with a satisfied sigh.

“Someone enjoyed that.”

“I did. That was delicious.”

“Glad you liked it. Now sit still while I clear up.”

She made to rise to her feet. “Let me.”

“No, I insist. You can clear up tomorrow.”

She pouted. “You mean after I’ve cooked.”

“You never know. I might cook.”

She giggled and bit back a comment about him being able to cook just in case it came out too waspish.

It didn’t take him long to deal with the detritus of the meal and load the plates in the dishwasher. “It doesn’t seem worthwhile to put it on a full cycle.”

Angelina shrugged. “Leave it for tomorrow after you’ve cooked me a luxurious three-course meal.”

“You’re on, although the main course might just be frankfurter and beans.”

She mimed gagging, and he laughed before turning back to close the dishwasher.

She closed her eyes and stretched, then sat back on the couch but kept her eyes closed as she allowed her body to relax. After a few moments, she opened her eyes again. Paul was standing in the kitchen doorway, a gentle smile playing on his lips as he watched her.

“What?”

“You look so fucking adorable like that. Or should that be so adorably fuckable.”

Angelina looked down at her tight t-shirt and equally tight cotton shorts that hugged her ass and the top of her legs. The soft pastel colors played up her tanned skin. She’d actually managed to get a few hours in the sun over the last three weeks, her tan darkening as a result. As she looked up, she blushed. She’d put on comfortable clothes, not making any attempt to look good. It wasn’t as if they were going out or having anyone around for the evening.

“My adorable, fuckable landlady.”

“Stop it.” Despite herself, she shivered, and she felt her nipples tighten inside her bra. Given the bra was thin and her shirt was tight, they were no doubt visible as little points in the fabric. She saw his gaze dip as he took note of them as well. Her shorts suddenly felt hot, too. She hadn’t planned on anything sexual happening tonight, but it appeared her body had other ideas. As did her lodger.

He seemed to have a bit of a swagger as he moved from the kitchen doorway toward the couch. The swagger that said everything about what he thought his chances were of getting any tonight. As he sat down, she thumped his arm.

“Don’t go getting ideas.”

“I promise not to get any more ideas.”

She sighed. “Meaning you already have all the ideas you think you need.”

“Something like that, yes.” He grinned at her and snaked his arm up onto the back of the couch, not quite behind her shoulders, but all he had to do was shuffle closer to drape it around her shoulders and pull her close enough for a full-on make-out session. She knew where that would lead, ending with her naked on the couch and in need of another shower before bed.

His other hand dropped onto her bare knee and slid a few inches higher. Angelina looked down and then back up into his face.

“Are you trying to seduce me?”

“Not at all. I’m simply responding to the seductive clothing my sexy landlady decided to wear after her shower.”

She shivered again. “These are not sexy.”

“You have no idea just how sexy they are.”

“Stop it.”

“Certainly not. What man would with a sensual, extraordinarily sexy woman sitting next to him? The fact you are now my landlady just adds another layer to that.”

“In what way?”

He shuffled a few inches closer, and his hand slid higher up her thigh. “A fantasy level. Defenseless lodger being aggressively seduced by his sexy-than-hell landlady.”

“Not happening.”

“Oh, do you prefer the lodger seducing the hell out of his sexy landlady instead?”

She pouted and shook her head. “And the difference is?”

“Whichever of us makes the first move. Same result, different starting point.”

“And if I say no?”

“Then I’ll disappear up to my room and sulk.” He gave her a puppy dog look, complete with pouting and trembling bottom lip.

Angelina convulsed with laughter, leaning forward as she did so. As she straightened up, she found he’d leaned closer, and his arm was now around her.

“Sneaky.”

“Told you what I was going to do.”

She knew turning her face to look at him would be taken as an invitation. She knew she shouldn’t do it, but she did it anyway. As soon as she faced him, his lips found hers in a searing kiss. She felt her arousal soaring as his kiss deepened.

Before he could do so, she opened her mouth and extended her tongue to lick at his lips. He responded, and she pushed her tongue into his mouth, searching for and finding his. She knew the signal she was sending, the seduction attempt was over. Whether he’d just started it or she had earlier by coming back downstairs in a cute but sexy outfit. That was now immaterial as her arm curled up to allow her fingertips to caress the side of his face. He, in turn, curled his arm around her and pulled her tighter against him. His other hand toyed with the bottom hem of her shorts, teasing the very top of her leg.

She moaned softly into the kiss and allowed her legs to part a little. When his arm wrapped around her, that hand dropped down over her shoulder to cup her breast. He arched her back against his hand, encouraging him to grip a little harder. Her nipple strained against her clothing, clearly wanting to be touched bare. As she broke the kiss, she smiled into his eyes and then pushed herself upright. He took his hand away from her breast, allowing her to straighten and then drop her hands to the bottom edge of her t-shirt. She pulled that up and off over her head, revealing the thin satin bra she wore underneath. Her nipples made more than obvious points in the front of the tight cups. His gaze dropped and focused on the prize she’d just offered. She watched as he licked his lips and couldn’t prevent the shudder that ran through her entire body. His fingers slid under the elastic at the bottom of her shorts and, from there, moved over her naked skin toward his obvious destination.

“No panties? Someone was expecting this.”

“I wasn’t. It was just for comfort.”

He raised an eyebrow, and she blushed. What she’d just said had been her own justification for omitting her underwear. If truth be known, she’d kind of expected him to make a move. Wearing the shorts without panties had been her subconscious telling her her body wasn’t averse to the idea.

As she dropped back into the crook of his arm, his hand naturally returned to its previous position. Cupping her breast through just the thin satin made an obvious difference as he immediately isolated her nipple and started running his finger around it in a circle. She almost purred as she arched her back. Lower down, his fingers had found enough access to reach her outer lips, and she could feel the way her moisture was coating his fingers, enabling them to slide across her opening. The shorts were too tight to allow him to do more than play with the outer labia, but she wasn’t going to remove them. She giggled to herself even as she stretched. No, he needed to work for that particular prize.

He kissed her again, and she gave herself over to the kiss. In one way, it was romantic, neither of them in any kind of a hurry, in another, it was sensual, both of them knowing where it would lead.

His hand left her breast and smoothed around to her back. She knew what he was aiming for, so she turned more to face him, giving his hand room to find the catch on her bra. It only took him a moment, and she felt the tight fabric loosen around her breasts. On the way back, his hand snagged the shoulder strap, slid it out onto her arm, and then dragged it lower. Letting go of his face, she wriggled her elbow through the strap and then freed her arm. That side of the bra fell clean away, the other side remaining trapped with the strap caught between their bodies.

He twisted toward her, bringing his hand out from inside her shorts and twisting her so she was sitting back on the couch. Now, the shoulder strap was no longer caught, so the bra quickly joined her t-shirt on the floor. He gazed with rapt attention at her chest for a couple of seconds, which made her feel warm all over. Then, still moving slowly, unhurriedly leaned down and took her right nipple into his mouth.

She moaned, arching once more to press her breast into his mouth. His hands dipped to her waist and started working on lowering the tight shorts. She let him struggle for a little while and then lifted her ass from the couch to allow him to slide them from underneath her. By the time her shorts joined the rest of her clothes, she’d kicked off her sneakers, wanting to be fully nude for him. Her hands met behind his head, trapping him against her breast, even as her legs parted to allow his wandering hands access to her mound.

“You’re wet.”

She shuddered as his finger slid into her opening. “And ready.” Her murmur was barely audible, but the way he pressed his hand against her told her he’d heard her.

She gasped as he added a second finger, then pulled his head away from her breast where he’d been driving her wild by nibbling at her nipple.

“Just fuck me already.”

He chuckled. “Eager are we.”

“If that’s what you want to think, yes. Now, fuck me.”

“My landlady’s command shall be obeyed.”

She glared at him for continuing the sequence of jokes from earlier, but she was too turned on to be really mad at him.

He twisted off the couch in a smooth move to land on the carpet between her parted legs. She knew he had a good view of her pussy from there but wasn’t worrying about that sort of thing. She didn’t even blush about it, which surprised her. He quickly undid his fly and pulled his cock out from inside.

She giggled.

“What?”

“No underwear. Talk about me being prepared.”

“Ah, right.” He grinned and reared up between her legs. She lifted her feet to the edge of the couch, steepling her knees and providing him with the easiest access she could. He gently brushed the end of his cock against her soaking wet pussy lips, and she protested. “Put it in already.”

“My landlady’s wish is my command.” She could hear the laughter in his voice, but she wanted the sex, not the quips. He thrust into her, and her breath caught in her throat. A moment later, he was all the way inside her, a testament to how well-lubricated she was. She moaned again, a deep guttural sound that was full of need. He responded by pulling out almost all the way and then slamming forward. She felt his balls brush against her skin and moan again. His hands left her hips, reaching up to cup her breasts. Once more, she arched her back, only for him to take one hand away. A second later, his mouth replaced his fingers as he bit down on her distended nipple. Her moan was even deeper as she thrust herself at him.

Angelina sprawled back on the couch, letting him do as he wanted. Her hips thrust back in a steady counterpoint to his rhythmic thrusts. All too quickly, she felt her arousal level reach a peak and then boil over. It didn’t seem long at all, but she was already cresting the wave of a big orgasm. He paused and held still while her body shook and spasmed around her. She even thought she heard a soft grunt as her pussy walls squeezed down on his cock. Afterward, she wasn’t sure she’d heard anything at all. Then, as the climax slowly subsided again and the throbbing in her body relaxed, he started fucking again.

Her hips churned on the edge of the couch as she tried to match his thrusts. It wasn’t easy to match him, but she tried, even as his mouth continued to distract her by devouring her nipple. She was on the edge of another orgasm when she felt his rhythm start to desert him. She pushed even harder against him, trying her hardest to reach a peak at the same time as him. That threatened second climax remained just that, a threat, as he came inside her.

After a few seconds of crushing disappointment, she cradled his head to her breast and smiled down at him, burying her disappointment rather than letting him see it and think he’d failed her.

She smacked the side of his head. “Let me up.”

“If I must.” He chuckled and slowly rose, leaving her sprawled, naked, on the couch. She could feel their mingled juices seeping out to coat the inside of her thighs. That made her shiver as she lowered her feet to the floor.

“I need another shower after that.”

He grinned at her. “Would my sexpot landlady like her devoted subject to wash her back for her?”

She shivered again but for an entirely different reason this time. All her disappointment faded away. “You can wash my back on two conditions.”

“Which are?”

“That you wash my front too and that I get to wash you.”

“Deal.”

His grin said everything she needed from him. Yes, there had been a momentary disappointment, but the evening was obviously far from over. She chuckled. It appeared she might even need a shower to get clean after this shower.

* * * *

A couple of weeks after Paul had moved in, Angelina was feeling out of sorts. She knew why. It was that time of the month, and although PMT happened, this month was worse than most. All she wanted to do was slouch on the couch with a glass, or even a bottle, of wine and binge-watch some cable.

With Paul seemingly moping around, she’d politely, or to be brutally honest, told him to go out for a drink with some mates and leave her in peace. She hadn’t meant to be quite so hard on him, but it was too late to take it back.

He’d disappeared into his room with his phone for an hour or so and then reappeared in a clean shirt and jeans. He was doing as she’d suggested, meeting up with a couple of friends for a beer and a few frames of pool. Given his car was his pride and joy, she’d made him promise not to drink too much, and he’d called her a mother hen and shot out the front door as if his tail was on fire.

Angelina settled in to watch the box on the wall and relax. After her second glass of wine, she realized she didn’t actually want to finish the bottle, so she stashed the open bottle in the refrigerator and returned to the couch. At about ten, her cell buzzed with a text.

Do you remember the conversation we had before I moved in?

She giggled to herself. Which one?

The one about me being able to bring a girl back, as long as I gave you a heads up. Well, this is kinda the heads up.

She goggled at her phone and gasped. Her heart was beating faster than before, and the wine was threatening to come back up.

I remember the conversation. Obviously, you’ve found someone.

As long as my sexpot of a landlady doesn’t object.

She shuddered. Not only had he pulled, but he was still referring to her as a sexpot. There was an inherent contradiction in there somewhere. She didn’t reply for a couple of minutes. Given how she physically felt at the moment, there was no way she was going to welcome him into her bed tonight. Not for the next few days, either. Since their relationship was a friends-with-benefits one, she didn’t really have a reason to object. Other than it was her home more than it was her lodger’s.

Knowing she couldn’t delay too long while also wondering how he was able to carry out a text conversation with her while obviously in the presence of the woman he intended to take to bed, she took a deep breath.

It’s fine. Just make sure the lights are out before you come in. That way, your sexpot of a landlady can be out of the way.

His reply was short and to the point. Be about an hour.

Knowing he almost certainly wouldn’t text again, Angelina debated with herself. Part of her wanted to see what kind of girl he picked up. The bigger part of her most definitely didn’t want to know. She didn’t want to see them, and she didn’t want to hear them. She just hoped the woman would be gone before she got up in the morning. She could but hope.

Stifling a yawn, she headed for bed, then decided a quick shower would help her sleep.

She was in bed with a nice hot cocoa by ten-thirty and having drank the cocoa, she put her light out at about ten to eleven. Lying in the dark, she listened intently.

Around about quarter past, she heard that familiar burbling roar as Paul pulled into her driveway. His car was more than just distinctive, and she giggled at the thought, wondering what his date for the evening would be thinking. She was tempted to get up and peek out of the curtain to see her, but she didn’t want to be seen peeking. That would definitely kill the vibe for Paul, and he’d probably have to take the girl home. She giggled again. Either that or go find a motel room like he had the very first time with her.

She heard the low tones of Paul saying something as the couple reached the porch. There was a female giggle in response but no other sound. She imagined Paul getting things started by kissing the girl, but she lay still and listened. The front door opened and then shut again. A light came on out on the stairs, reflecting through the gap under her bedroom door. She heard the soft tread of two people walking up the stairs, trying to be quiet.

They must have been about halfway up the stairs when she heard the unmistakable sound of two people kissing sloppily. She shivered and frowned in the darkness. Couldn’t they at least wait until they were behind a closed door? Obviously not. A minute later, the footsteps resumed as the kissing sounds stopped. She heard the door to Paul’s room creak as he opened it.

“Bathroom’s there.”

“I’ll be a minute.” The words were just about distinct enough to hear, but she couldn’t really make out an accent. If anything, she thought the girl sounded a bit southern, but she might be drawling because she’d had a lot to drink. She sounded young, though, so at least he hadn’t bought a cougar home. She shivered and tried to close her eyes and ignore the sounds.

The light under her door brightened for a moment and then dimmed again as she heard the bathroom light go on, and then the door closed. After another couple of minutes, she heard the toilet flush, and then the door opened, the light dimmed as the switch clicked, and then Paul’s door shut, cutting off all the residual light.

Hopefully, she wouldn’t hear much more. She giggled to herself. Unless, of course, the girl was a screamer. No doubt Paul would know that already. She had no doubt the two of them had stopped and parked in a secluded spot on their way home. Paul was very much like that, confirming he was getting lucky before he reached the bedroom.

Despite there being two closed doors between her and them, she could still hear the occasional murmur from Paul and a giggle from the girl. She turned over and faced the other way, trying hard to shut them out. A few minutes later, she heard a deeper, louder moan and then the thump of his headboard against the wall. She shivered, knowing what those sounds meant. Part of her wanted it over with, and part of her wished it was her in there with him. Given she’d ruled that out earlier and more or less told him to go out, she couldn’t really complain. Even though she didn’t have a leg to stand on, she could feel her jealousy starting to rise.

A few minutes later, the girl’s moans had become rhythmic and more or less in time with the thump of the headboard against the wall. She tried once more to put the sounds out of her mind, but it wasn’t easy. In fact, as the girl yelled out as she came, it turned out to be impossible.

Thankfully, after that, the sounds died away, and she assumed the girl’s orgasm had triggered Paul’s. Relieved, she settled back down and tried to doze off. A few minutes later, she heard the girl start moaning again. It appeared Paul wasn’t finished. If it had been her in the room, she was sure Paul would have been using his fingers. Either that or, in this case, he’d used a condom and was now going down on her. She shuddered. She really hoped he had been using a condom. Otherwise, it might put both of them at risk of catching something. She made a mental note to ask him and tried to blot out the increasing volume and tempo of the girl’s moans. There again, she hadn’t sued them in any of her encounters, and it hadn’t put him off.

There was something eerily familiar about the sounds she was making, but Angelina wrote that off as being nothing more than the noises most girls made as they approached orgasm. A louder cry, followed by silence, told her that orgasm had been reached.

As things fell silent, she finally dozed off, her last recollection being the digits on the clock reading well past midnight. At a quarter to one, she jerked awake again. This time, the sound of the headboard bouncing off the wall wasn’t accompanied by any cries from the girl. Then, as she lay there in the dark, the moans the girl made became louder and louder still. Once more, they reached a crescendo and then dropped back to silence. This time, she was sure she also heard the more familiar sound of Paul grunting and groaning toward his own orgasm.

At about three, the same thing happened, and then again at about five-thirty. About an hour after that, unable to get back to sleep, Angelina rose, dressed in sweatpants and a t-shirt, and headed downstairs to make coffee. She was still suffering from PMT, but her period hadn’t started, so she grabbed a couple of painkillers as well. About five minutes after taking them, she was sipping on her coffee and trying to relax.

Her relaxation was spoiled when Paul clumped his way down the stairs. He could be quiet as a mouse going up, but for some reason, he always made a racket coming back down. She had no idea why.

He smiled at her when he saw her standing there. “Sorry, just wanted to get a couple of coffees.”

She shrugged. “No problem.”

It appeared he’d picked up something in her tone because he shot her a quizzical look but then moved to the coffee machine and grabbed a couple of empty mugs. “Are you okay?”

She just looked at him.

“I mean it. Are you okay?”

“What do you think?”

“Well, from your tone, no, you’re not.”

She sighed. “Having been kept up all night, hearing that…” This time, her glare accompanied her words.

“Hey, I did ask.”

“And I said yes. I gather she’s a bit of a firecracker.”

He managed to look a little embarrassed. “You could say that.”

She sighed.

“Look, I was going to get her a coffee and then shoo her off, call her an Uber before you got up, but…”

“I beat you to the punch.”

“Yeah.”

“You thought it would be better to smuggle your little trollop out of here.” Even as she said it, she winced to herself. That had been the wrong choice of words, and she’d delivered them much harder than she’d intended. At some point during the night, she’d concluded she needed to talk to Paul about his, but as his head reared back in shock, she could see she was precipitating the conversation much earlier than she’d intended.

“Hey, you haven’t met her.” He looked a bit insulted. “I wouldn’t have picked up just anyone…”

“And I don’t want to. Don’t worry, I’ll just go sulk in my room. Knock when she’s gone.” She paused and glared at him. “Where did you meet her? Hanging around a pool table?”

“I could say that’s none of your business.” He continued filling the two mugs of coffee and then added the creamer.

“You could, but it is my house.”

“I did ask approval.”

“Which I know I gave.” She sighed. “I won’t do so again, that’s for damned sure.” She turned to the sink and started to rinse her empty cup. She sensed Paul wanted to say something, but he didn’t. She turned back to him, finding him staring at her.

“What? Was that a surprise? I thought I could handle you bringing a slapper in for a roll in the sack, but I can’t. Sorry. My house, my rules. No girls.” She knew she’d gone further than she’d meant to, but the way he just took it from her irritated the hell out of her. She didn’t think it was just the PMT talking, but it was part of it for sure.

Paul came to an obvious decision. It was one that she could see from his face was costing him a hell of a lot more than he wanted to pay. “I’ll show her out, and then I’ll pack. You’re right. This isn’t working.”

“That’s not what I said.”

“Perhaps, but it’s what you meant.”

Picking up the two mugs, he headed for the door, and although he was quiet, she heard him going up the stairs as she stood there in shock. She hadn’t wanted an argument, hadn’t really intended to say what she’d done, but there was no way to take back the words she’d spoken.

Tears stung her eyes, and she groped for the back of one of the kitchen chairs, pulled it out from the table, and slid into it. Her head was in her hands as she choked back the tears. The last thing she wanted was for this girl he’d spent the night with, the one she’d called a trollop and a slapper, to see her crying. Maybe once she’d gone, she’d be able to talk to Paul and turn things back around.

Her heart felt like a lead weight in her chest, and she struggled to breathe. The mixture of coffee and painkillers on an empty stomach didn’t help matters. She imagined Paul talking to the girl and telling her his landlady wanted her gone. Sorry and all that, but it’s her house. She imagined the girl upset at that, especially being denied a shower after the prolonged sex of the night before. She wasn’t being fair, but she couldn’t do anything about it. She’d already put her foot in it big time and probably destroyed her own relationship with Paul in the process.

She glared at her reflection in the silvered front of the tall refrigerator. She’d just called it a relationship. It wasn’t a relationship. It was an arrangement, wasn’t it?

Just a couple of wrong word choices and the whole pack of cards had tumbled down. She bit her lip hard enough to threaten to draw blood, to stop the tears prickling at her eyes from falling. Her temper, her jealousy, had ruined everything.

She slumped in the chair and tried hard to collect her thoughts.

A few minutes later, she heard the slightest of sounds at the kitchen doorway. Then the girl spoke. “I just thought I’d bring the mugs down rather than leave you them to clean up.”

Angelina knew she needed to be smiling and gracious, but as she started to straighten up, she found the smile hard to put in place. Wait a minute! She recognized that voice!

“Tia!” She flew to her feet, leaning on the table as she stared at her friend. Tia’s face split into an impish grin as she deposited the mugs on the kitchen worktop and turned to face her.

“What the fuck are you doing here?”

Tia shook her head. “Actually, I have a question for you, only it’s one word shorter. What the fuck are you doing?”

“You… That was you all fucking night?”

Tia closed the distance between them and held out her arms. Angelina stepped away from the table and hugged her friend.

“Yeah, that was me. A really good act, wasn’t it?”

“Act?” Angelina knew her face had contorted into a puzzled frown.

Tia rolled her eyes and gently steered Angelina to sit down at the kitchen table, then took a seat on the other side.

“Yes, sweetie, an act. Just an act. That’s the first Saturday night in a while that I’ve not got laid when I’m not on. Probably the first one in several years.”

“You mean you didn’t…”

Tia sighed. “Come on, get with the program. You don’t have a lot of time. Yes, it was an act. I thought it was a pretty convincing one. You’ve seen When Harry Met Sally? Well, it was that kind of an act.” Tia giggled. “We had a great time trying to convince you that we were going at it like rabbits all night. I’m surprised you didn’t hear the giggles, too.” She glanced down at herself and then made a delicate sniffing motion. “Does it look like, or even smell like, I’ve been having sex all night? No, it doesn’t. Yes, I’d like a shower, but not because of sex. Okay, understand now?”

“But why?”

“Because Paul, bless him, didn’t think you were really into him bringing a girl home. We cooked this up last night over a couple of drinks and put the plan into action after stopping for a pizza on the way back here.”

“He was meeting a couple of friends, a couple of guys to play pool…” Angelina trailed off as she realized Tia was shaking her head.

“He told you that when he was really meeting me. We both thought your agreement to it was a bit glib. That you wouldn’t be able to control any pangs of jealousy. Now, tell me the absolute truth, you were jealous, weren’t you?”

Angelina took a deep breath. She’d never really been able to lie to her best friend. Well, not about anything important. She nodded, and Tia grabbed and squeezed her hand.

“So, tell yourself the truth for once. Not me, yourself. You were starting to build a relationship with Paul, weren’t you? Not just a sex thing, a real relationship?”

“I guess.”

“And the guy you were building that relationship with is upstairs right now, packing his stuff and hurting just as much as you are. He was heading in the self-same direction. Only now, he feels broken and rejected. By my reckoning, you’ve got about ten minutes before he walks down the stairs with his bags, tosses you his door keys, and backs the car off your driveway and out of your life. Is that what you want?”

“No!”

“Then I suggest you go and talk to the guy.”

“But what do I say?”

“Start with something simple like, ‘Sorry for calling my friend a trollop.’”

Angelina blushed as it was now obvious Tia had either been listening from the top of the stairs, or Paul had told her what she’d said.

“Sorry about that.”

“No, go and tell him that. Get your ass in gear, sweetie. He’s not going to hang around where he feels he’s not wanted.”

“But…” Angelina appealed to her friend, feeling helpless.

“For fuck’s sake, girl. Go to him. Do it, do it now!” Tia’s eyes seemed to blaze with zeal.

Angelina choked back a sob and rose to her feet, leaning on the kitchen table for support as her whole world seemed to tilt around her. It wasn’t that she was about to faint. More, she was struggling to get a handle on reality.

“Go.”

She swallowed hard and turned toward the doorway. She’d only managed a couple of steps toward the kitchen door when she heard a soft thud from the top of the stairs. That could only be the sound of Paul putting one of his cases down, probably as he turned to grab the other one.

Knowing she was now out of time, she quickened her pace and arrived at the foot of the stairs before Paul made it back to the top of them. He stared down at her.

“Where do you think you’re going?” She was amazed at how strong, how firm her voice sounded. She didn’t feel like that inside, not at all. Inside, she was quaking, almost ready to throw up.

“It’s time for me to leave, Angel.” His voice was quiet but equally as firm.

She mounted the bottom couple of steps, then, after a pause, continued up to his level. She positioned her body so he couldn’t move past her and go downstairs. He watched her in silence, but his body language read he wasn’t going to give in.

She pointed toward the bedroom door he’d shut behind him. “In there now.”

He shook his head.

“It wasn’t a request, soldier.” She knew he was as sensitive about his military past and the wound that had abruptly changed his career as much as she was sensitive about the school nickname she’d hated.

He stiffened and clearly thought better of the sharp retort forming on his tongue. He turned and moved over to the door, his back ramrod straight, radiating his disapproval and discomfort.

Opening the door, he stood aside to let her enter first. She almost did, then realized that would clear a path for him to head downstairs. She forced a smile and gestured for him to go in front of her. He gave her a tight smile back. The fact she’d seen through his ploy and thwarted it seemed to amuse him, if only for a second.

She gestured for him to sit on the end of the bed, and he did as she asked. Looking up at her, he cocked his head to one side and waited for her next move.

Angelina took a deep breath, what she was about to say was going to hurt her to say it, not least because, over the space of the last few minutes, she’d realized it was the truth. Perhaps not the whole truth, but the truth nevertheless.

“You are not leaving.”

“I’m not?”

“No, soldier, you’re not.”

“And why is that?” She caught the flash of annoyance at being called solder again, but she was determined to lock his attention on her and only her.

“Because to the outside world, you are my lodger, but we both know that’s just a convenient lie, don’t we?”

“It’s not a lie.”

“Yes, it is. You know that just as much as I do.” She paused and took a deep breath. “Our relationship…”

“Arrangement.”

“No, our relationship is so much more than a friends-with-benefits thing. Admit it. I just had to.”

She watched as he swallowed hard. He gave her a short nod, but she could see his body language as he started to sag with relief. Her heart soared. She’d been hoping he wanted her to call his bluff about leaving.

Angelina launched herself at him, her legs splaying either side of his as he sat there. Her arms went around his neck as her body weight carried him back, so he was sprawled on the bed with her on top of him. She rained kiss after kiss down on his face until, after several long seconds, his arms rose to cradle her back, and he started to kiss her back.

That’s better.” She came up for air.

“There was a soft chuckle from the doorway. “Don’t worry, I’ll see myself out.”

Angelina lifted one hand and waved in the general direction of the doorway. “Bye, Tia.”

“Call me later.” She giggled. “Assuming you’re not too busy.”

“Sure”

Angelina turned her full attention back to the man it had taken her a long time to admit she was falling in love with. A man who was struggling to admit he had fallen for her, too.

The End


If you enjoyed this book:

Please consider leaving a review on your Amazon site. Reviews are a great help for authors, as well as for other readers who might enjoy this book. The review doesn’t have to be long, just honest.

Thank you in advance, I’d love to read your feedback.
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For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!
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Back To Work
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With the twins to raise, money is tight for Jen and Chris, and they have to face up to the prospect of losing their home. He can’t work more overtime and she can’t find a normal job that covers child care costs. In desperation, Jen suggests she returns to the job she had when they met. Chris isn't keen on letting his wife go back to the club, where as Starz--her stage name derived from the tattoo on her stomach--he’d been mesmerized and fallen for the lovely dancer. The idea of her stripping again isn't something he finds easy to deal with, and the thought of her working for Tom, the sleazy club owner, is even worse. But Jen has made her mind up. Starz is going to make a comeback to save their home, hopefully without risking their marriage.
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Derby Dates
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Sian Ash had just turned 20 when her world was turned upside down. The minibus carrying her roller derby team home from an away match lost a tire, and overturned down an embankment. Four families lost their wives and mothers that day - five young children cast adrift, four fathers seared by a pain Sian recognized and felt with them. The heroine of the crash, she started providing a substitute parent service for the four families. Hailed as the town angel by everyone, only four others knew the real truth. It had started when one of the widowers had called her by his dead wife's name. The emotional angst that required a hug had led to something else - something more. Now Sian was proving in secret that she was no angel, no angel at all, and her four employers were loving every minute of it.
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PA To The CEO
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Charlotte knew there were two ways to get to the top of the corporate ladder. She could work hard and hope she got noticed, or she could play hard and make sure she got noticed. The only problem for Charlie was a very simple one, the men she saw as her rungs on the way to the top, weren't the straight-forward vanilla sharp-suited businessmen she thought they were. Getting their attention was easy, keeping it simple enough, but was the price too high for the secretary who had just acquired a bottom name - Charlie? More importantly, could her bottom stand it?
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Department Store Amy
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Amy's been happy working in the department store, and happy at home but there's something missing, so she's changing her job. Now Amy's got a real problem, she desperately needs money to fix her car. When her boss offers her some overtime she knows exactly what he's offering, and it might just plug the gap in her relationship too. She never realised she was quite so submissive though, nor that her boss was quite so dominant, something her loving husband could never be.
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The Leah’s Lens Trilogy
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Previously available as three separate novels, the entire trilogy is gathered here in a single volume of over 150,000 words for one unbelievable price.

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?

She has a bigger challenge to overcome first though, can she get through the Camera Club session without it developing into something more?
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The Last To Know Trilogy
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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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A Model Descent Trilogy
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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.
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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:
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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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