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Dedication

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


Chapter 1

The garage door took an age to open once I’d triggered it. Watching it slide up at its glacial pace only increased my frustration. I could see my knuckles turning white on the steering wheel, and I forced myself to relax. It wouldn’t do to leave permanent finger grooves on the soft leather of the bespoke wheel – not if, as I suspected, I’d have to sell my pride and joy.

I let out a low sigh. My car wasn’t the only thing I’d have to sell, starting with the house with the excruciatingly slow garage door opener. On any other day, I’d have made a mental note to call out a repair man, but not today. Today I had a much bigger fish to fry. Me.

As I pulled into the garage and put the car in park, the inner door from the kitchen to the garage opened, and Denise looked at me in shock. I was two hours earlier than my regular quitting time and never left the office for at least an hour after that. Working late was a habit everyone fell into in the finance sector. Working for a prestigious broker only increased the pressure to put in the hard graft and the long hours. I raised one hand and waved, and forced a smile. Her surprise was still obvious, but she smiled back and disappeared into the kitchen, letting the door swing closed behind her.

I knew she’d have sussed there was something wrong. I doubted my smile had been believed. As the door rattled closed much faster than it had opened, I grabbed my briefcase from the passenger seat and exited the car. The chains from the motorized opener rattled and banged. Something was obviously wrong with the mechanism, although it seemed okay this morning. Shaking my head at the shoddy workmanship, I made my way over to the internal door. With the handle in my hand, I paused for a second and took a deep breath. She’d know something was wrong, so there was little point in pasting on another fake smile—the first one had been to stop her from coming up to me in the car. The last place I wanted to discuss things with my wife was in the garage—it was in no way sound proof, and I didn’t want the neighbors overhearing.

Opening the door, she was standing at the coffee machine, not six feet away, filling two cups, just as I’d thought she would be.

“You’re home early? What’s up? You’re never home early.”

Shit! This was going to be difficult.

Denise was more than just adorable. She was breathtaking. Okay, I’m biased, but most men’s reactions are the same—she turns heads whenever she walks into a room. Young, tall, slim, blonde, blue eyes, every part of the package was just awesome. Right down to her slightly too-large bust for her frame and the perfect round butt she kept taut at the gym five times a week. Her smile was bright, and as usual, it lit up the entire room. I’d been astounded when she’d said yes to a date, and even more so when she’d said yes when I proposed six months later. Now, two years after our marriage, I was even more in awe of her.

“Tell you in a min, baby. Let me ditch my jacket and tie, okay?”

She smiled and nodded. This was part of my normal routine. Home, park, jacket off, tie off, and coffee. Only once I’d settled into the de-stressing routine would she ask questions about my day or answer questions from me about hers.

I dropped the jacket over the back of a chair in the dining room and added the tie. My briefcase was thrust inside the doorway to my home office. I didn’t think she noticed the glare I gave it as its contents were a mortal enemy—which, in many ways, they were. Steve had let me pick up my briefcase from my desk and put the folders inside, but that was all. From the moment I left his office, I wasn’t allowed to speak to anyone or touch anything.

Undoing the top two buttons on my shirt, I took a seat at the breakfast bar. Denise pushed my coffee cup over to me and took a seat opposite. I couldn’t fail to notice the way she leaned forward, her arms crossed below her breasts to push them up and out. Her low-cut top gave more than a hint of cleavage, a sure sign she felt frisky. I somehow doubted she’d feel that way later.

My dour expression, in the face of her smile and blatant attempt to seduce me, which normally worked, was enough to trigger her questions first.

“Talk to me, Justin. Enough with the silence already. I might not be able to read you like a book, but the title is obvious. Trouble with a capital T. Spill.”

I said she was beautiful but neglected to mention she was as sharp as a pin and highly intelligent. In fact, during her freshman year at college, if anyone asked her for a date—and a lot of guys did, the first question she asked was their GPA. She turned them down if their grade point average wasn’t three-point-nine or higher. She’d log into the uni computer system and check if they answered that high. If they lied, they were toast. If they were telling the truth, she’d say, “I’m not sure. Ask me tomorrow.”

She’d told me all this one slightly drunken evening when we were getting serious and swapping sexual history anecdotes. I knew the rest of the story, how she’d had to drop out, despite her own three-point-nine average, due to a family fire that killed her mother and left her father scarred and crippled.

Now that force of intellect, that penetrating gaze, was turned on me.

“I don’t know how to tell you this.”

“Tell me what?” Stop it. You’re so infuriating when you do this.”

“I got canned today.”

“Canned? You mean…”

“Yeah, terminated, fired, canned, call it what you will. I don’t have a job to go to in the morning.” I forced a smile. “Which means I get to stay home with you for the next year.”

“Fired, what for?”

I shrugged again. “Who knows, they haven’t told me. I’m just out the door without a thank you and, as of now, on gardening leave for the next year.”

“Why?”

I rolled my eyes. She knew the answer but either had forgotten or was trying to keep me talking. From the look in her eyes, it was the latter.

“Because of the clause in my contract. Works either way. If you leave, you cannot take another job in the sector for twelve months. If they fire you, you get that twelve months paid and the same restriction. Suppose I want to go toss burgers for a living. In that case, they don’t care, but no financial services, insurance services, banking, broking, nada.”

“They’re happy to pay you to sit on your hands for twelve months? I’d like to see the check for that.”

“You can, baby. The check’s in my briefcase.”

“Fuck!” She stared at me open-mouthed. My mouth dropped open too—she never swore, other than dirty talk in the bedroom, which she confined to the bedroom. She didn’t like me swearing either, so over the last couple of years, I’d started to be more circumspect, which tended to mean swearing under my breath.

Anyway, the unexpected expletive started a snort out of me, and she shook her head.

“Is that it? Fourteen years you’ve been there, right?”

I nodded.

“And out the door, you go, just like that. A year’s salary, a reference, and bye-bye.”

I shook my head. “No reference.”

“What? They can’t fucking do that!” she’d dropped the f-bomb for the second time in two minutes, another surprise. I could see she’d got her anger up and running. I was just glad it wasn’t me she was aiming at. That’s another thing I didn’t say about Denise—she has a temper a bit like a hurricane piggybacking on top of a tornado.

“They can, they have, and they did. I’m out, nada, zip. When I start applying for jobs in twelve months, I won’t be able to hawk a reference around with my resume. Seeing as I’ve worked with them since college, bang, my career is toast.”

“Oh, honey…”

She was off her stool, round the end of the breakfast bar, hugging me from behind before I could say anything more. I could feel her breasts pressing against my back as she pulled me tight. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She’d been up for some early evening sex. That was for sure. Despite my predicament, my cock started to thicken at the thought.

“Any chance of appeal?”

I tried to turn my head, but she caught my earlobe in her teeth and effectively pinned me in place. As a consequence, I sat still. She laughed and let go of my ear, dropping her head onto my shoulder and nuzzling at my neck above my collar.

“None. That contract is watertight, and I couldn’t afford a lawyer good enough to come up against them. They’ve got the varsity working for them, the fucking crème de la crème of the legal profession.”

She let go of me and returned to her side of the breakfast bar, reaching for her coffee again. Quality coffee is an addiction we both shared.

“Sum it up for me, honey. What does it mean?”

“I’ve done the sums as I drove home. Quick journey—no traffic this early.”

She smiled but kept staring.

“Look, it means one thing. We can’t afford this house, our cars, this lifestyle. We have to sell and move somewhere smaller and affordable.”

“And if you get a job doing something else, I don’t mean flipping burgers.”

“It’ll postpone judgment day. Nothing more.”

“And if I got a job?”

“The same.” I could see her eyes narrow. She’d mentioned a word that triggered my thoughts about what lay in the second folder in my case. I’d tried to remain passive, not give anything away. Still, it was like when we played poker with each other—for clothes and then favors, not for money, she knew when I was bluffing. She’d never tell me what my cute tell was, but I’d obviously given it just then. For a very different reason.

“So we make cutbacks…”

“It’s gotta be more than cutbacks, baby. Sorry.” I choked back a sob as she watched me. “I wish I could…”

The words wouldn’t come out. I had a lump the size of an egg in my throat. I found it difficult to grab and hide behind my coffee cup.

I wish I could just bomb the fucking place and watch them all burn in hell.” She jumped down again and grabbed my free hand. “Come on, den, now. We’re going to talk in there, not here.”

Although the house was quite open plan, there were two rooms shut off from the rest of the house. My small home office on the side of the house and the large room we’d converted into a den at the back. Everywhere in the house was visible through the picture windows at the front, except those two rooms. She wanted privacy, and I wasn’t quite sure why. I had two reasons in my head: her wanting to knock my head off for being stupid enough to waste the last fourteen years of my life. The other was a far more sexual reason, but I forced that one down—wishful thinking, perhaps. She might have been up for some fun a few minutes ago, but not now, not after the shattering news I’d just delivered.


Chapter 2

I’m not sure Justin realized I knew he was concealing something, but I could read him well enough on that. He’d said his job was gone, but he was keeping something back. I closed my eyes briefly and prayed it wasn’t something worse. All sorts of things whirled around in my head. From him being investigated by the SEC to him being led away in handcuffs because he’d defrauded the company of millions of dollars and they’d finally caught him.

In a slightly illogical, even deranged way, I wanted to hide him, so I could convince the police and the FBI that he wasn’t home, hadn’t come home, and I didn’t know where he was. I knew that thought was stupid, a cursory search would find him, but I felt I had to do something.

I grabbed the coffee cup from his hand and pointed him at the couch. “Sit.”

Justin was the go-getter in the house, the uncontested boss of what was done, what was spent, and often what or where we ate. There was only one place that wasn’t true—in the bedroom. There, I was dominant compared to my ever so slightly submissive husband. It suited us both. I don’t mean the whips and chains thing. I mean, I took the lead. Now, though, he did as I said, telling me there was something up.

We worked well together, me looking after the home and doing a little trading on the side, which yielded a couple of thousand dollars every quarter, but nothing more. We had separate computers, too. No way he could be charged with insider dealing. He didn’t even give me advice. He just helped me make sure my tax returns were accurate.

Maybe it was the IRS investigating him?

I had to stop building these fantasy bad-case scenarios in my head. Stop it, Denise, stop it!

I perched on the front edge of the chair opposite and leaned forward. I knew my breasts fell forward since I’d deliberately ditched the bra at lunchtime. I hated the strap marks when naked, so it wasn’t uncommon. Justin never had any issues with the lines—once I was topless, his eyes zeroed in on my nipples, and he was mine.

“Right, spill.”

“I’ve told it all to you.”

“Which is it? FBI? Police? SEC? IRS?”

“Jeez, Denise, dial it back, baby. I’ve done nothing wrong. As far as I’m aware, none of the above are coming after me.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. This time around, his face was guileless. That tiny nervous twitch of his ear, the tell he was so unaware of, wasn’t there. Justin was, at least, telling me the truth as he knew it.

“Okay, but there is something else, isn’t there?”

He took another gulp of his coffee and then sighed. I could even see the moment he decided to come clean.

“Yeah.”

“And?”

“They offered me another job.”

“They did? So why are you so worked up? You turned it down?”

“Yeah.”

“What was the job? Head honcho in Jeddah or Anchorage?”

He shook his head.

“No, junior VP, in charge of brokerage.”

I stared at him open-mouthed. If his earlier pronouncement had shocked me, this one stunned me. That was the job he’d been after for the last year. It was only one step from there to a position on the full board. I might be biased, but my husband was good enough for that, and he’d probably been ready for it for a couple of years longer than that.

“Why… Why did you turn it down?”

“Why do you fucking think I turned it down? The conditions attached to the offer were so unacceptable they defy belief.”

“What conditions, honey?” Despite his outburst, I tried to keep my voice level, but it wasn’t easy.

“Let me put it this way, honey. Of the last three junior VPs, only Steve is now on the board. The other two are divorced, and both of them are on their way out. Hence the vacancy.”

“Well, I know it’s a stressful job, but divorce? They can’t be linked.”

He rolled his eyes. “It’s not the stress bit.”

“Then what is it. Will you please stop making me drag this out of you, piece by tiny piece.”

All the fight seemed to sag out of him.

“That job comes with a major condition, one I’m not prepared to agree to.”

“And that position is.”

“A new executive secretary for the board. She’d be paid fifty k a year and be given a company car.”

“Why would someone else getting such a nice job be a problem?”

He sighed. “Because you would be the one getting the job.”

“Me? Why me?”

“Because you’re qualified for it.”

“What do you mean, qualified? I peck at a keyboard because I can’t type. I get flustered using a phone and can’t take dictation. I never learned shorthand.”

“Baby, that doesn’t matter. I utterly guarantee you’d never be typing a memo, never take a phone call on their behalf, and the only dictation you take would be horizontal.”

I knew I was frowning, but that didn’t make sense. “How do you take dictation when you’re lying on your back…?”

My voice tailed off as I put the pieces together.

“That’s right, baby. You just twigged it. If I take the job, then they get their prize—you. Any way they want you, although there are certain provisions and safeguards.”

“They expect me to put out to get you the job? No, wait, they’d be paying me, so they expect me to whore for them?” I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. This was a ridiculous conversation, it couldn’t be happening, but he was sitting there looking straight at me, as solemn and stern as he could be. It wasn’t a gag nor an elaborate prank. Everything about him said he was deadly serious. They really had made such an offer to him.

“That’s why I turned them down flat. I wouldn't have told you if you’d left it alone.”

I couldn’t believe it. My husband had just walked away from his job and career to save me the embarrassment of hearing what he’d just said.

His thoughtful nature and genuine kindness had won my heart on our first date, and now he was winning it again. I think my heart had teeth marks on it. It was beating fast. I couldn’t explode at the degradation implied in his words. He’d sacrificed his career to stop that. He’d stirred something in me by making such a sacrifice.

Uncurling my legs, I was on my feet, across the room, and straddling him as I dropped into his lap. He put his hands on my waist to steady me as I started scattering tiny kisses all over his face.

“Wha…?”

“Ssh…” I silenced him with a kiss, a long meeting of mouths, lips, and tongues that he opened up to after a little physical persuasion. The time-honored method of terminating a conversation was always a good one.

When I came up for air, I could tell I was getting turned on. Maybe it was his kindness or the fact these men, his bosses, wanted me.

“You didn’t answer my question, honey.”

“Which one?”

“Why am I qualified for the job?”

He rolled his eyes again, but this time, he was smiling.

“Sometimes I don’t think you realize just how beautiful you really are. I don’t think you notice that at parties, every man there talks to your tits and not your face.”

I thumped him on the arm. “Of course, I notice.”

“Well, you got noticed. Big time. Guess you shouldn’t have worn that red silk dress to the Xmas party without underwear.”

Now I blushed. That dress still hung in my closet. I hadn’t dared wear it since. Halter neck and backless, there wasn’t a bra made that would fit underneath it. The front neckline plunged from my neck to below my breasts. The moment the air cooled, my nipples hardened, and they showed up as two large bumps in the front of the dress. Lower down, it fitted tightly around my waist and hips, almost to the point that it flowed inward as my stomach curved toward my mound. The skirt was long, as befitted the wife of a senior broker, but the side split ran almost to the level of my crotch. I couldn’t wear panties under it—a visible panty line was a big no-no. Even my garter belt and garter snaps showed as bumps on the fabric. That didn’t matter. That was sexy. Every time I moved, especially when I danced, the split opened up to show an inordinate amount of bare thigh above my stocking top. Now I thought about it, almost all the senior staff had danced with me. Many of the junior staff had asked, but I’d said no to most of them. They’d been the ones I didn’t trust not to get a bit handsy with me. The older men were secure in their power and didn’t need to be crass. I hadn’t wanted to be the center of a scene and screw my husband’s chances of promotion. Now he was saying the job could only be his if I screwed for it. Apparently, I’d been worried about the wrong kind of sharks.

“So, let me get this straight. This promotion would be worth…?”

He sighed. “About seventy k a year extra. Plus, the same in my 401. Brand new Beemer.”

“Any other perks?”

“Gold standard health care. Access to the company lawyers for anything, no questions asked.”

She chuckled. “Including divorce.”

He nodded, his face serious. “That’s what happened with Trev and Phil. Their wives said yes and then pulled out of the deal. It ended in divorce, although the wives were looked after to keep things quiet. Only Steve and his wife stuck it out for three years until he was promoted. The arrangement stops when you join the main board.”

I nodded. I’d already worked that one out. “Hang on, Alison? She did this for three years?”

He nodded. “Yeah, surprising, isn’t it?”

“So, how long before you make the full board?”

“Only a year.”

“Why only a year?”

“Because Frank Wiseman retires then. The only people who can be promoted to the full board have to remain married throughout their time as a VP and still be married at the point of promotion. The salary, car, and perks continue even though the wife doesn’t put out anymore.”

I immediately saw another flaw in what he was saying. Without thinking, I went for the kill. “So, when you hit the full board, you get to screw around with the next junior VP’s wife? So the wife gets to be unfaithful for a while, then her husband gets to do the same until he fucking retires? In the meantime, she picks up a lot of hush money unless she divorces him?”

“That’s about the size of it, yeah.”

“That is so fucked up.”

“I know. That’s why I said no.”

“You are such a nice man. Hang on, Steve would expect to fuck me if you took the job?”

“Yeah.”

“And Alison would know. Damn it all, I’m having lunch with her tomorrow.”

“Yes, she’d know. And you’ll get a text taking a rain check on that lunch. Alison won’t get involved. She won’t answer any questions either. Steve made that clear.”

“But she’d know I was letting her husband fuck me?”

He nodded.

“I couldn’t face her. I’d be too embarrassed. And she did it for three years?”

“Apparently, yes. So Steve says.”

She shook her head. “This has got to be a prank. They’re having you on.”

“No honey, they’re not.”

“Why are you so sure?”

He took a deep breath. “Because they showed me several pictures. Alison fucking three of the board members. A much younger Marcie Daniels fucking someone else. Several others. They’ve all done it.”

“Fucking three men? At the same time?”

“No, not at the same time, although it did look like it was the same room, different times.” he shook his head again. It was getting to be a bit of an annoying habit with me sitting on his lap.

“So, not a gangbang, then? Hang on, you said pictures?”

“Yeah, a few, taken early on in the arrangement. It’s designed to keep the junior VPs in line. And their wives.”

“Fuck me!”

“That was their plan, and that’s why I turned it down.” He’d taken my expletive literally.

I leaned in close, my heart melting for him again. What he was saying was a shock, but it wasn’t his fault. Nor was it his fault as my brain buzzed into gear, playing with ideas of getting us out of this mess.

I needed a break to process the information he’d given me, and he needed a break from my relentless questioning. There was only one way I could think of to achieve that. His cock had been hard for quite some time. Mainly from the way I was sitting on top of him. My skirt had ridden up when I straddled him, so my panties were right against the front of his trousers. My nipples were hard too, and try as he might, Justin couldn’t help glancing down at them from time to time.

Leaning back a little, I reached down, crossed my arms, and pulled my top off, exposing my breasts. Moving forward, in I started to kiss him once more. A lot more urgency this time.


Chapter 3

It was difficult for me to process. I’d just poured out my woes to her, and she had suddenly pushed back a little and whipped her top off, exposing her naked breasts to me. She didn’t stop there, either, scooting her hips back so her hands could reach for my belt even while we kissed, and she pressed her naked breasts against the front of my shirt.

Dissatisfied with her progress, she broke the kiss and sat up straighter. She was like a woman possessed and very much turned on. When she was hot for sex, she had a couple of little tells. She’d catch her bottom lip in her teeth in a breathless way. Her tongue would be moving inside her mouth, side to side, pushing out first one cheek and the other. That movement seemed sensual, enticing even. I could imagine what it would feel like for my cock to be doing that… not that I needed to imagine. I could remember it. In fact, when I thought back about it, she’d done that on her second date. We’d only fucked on the first one, nothing oral—that had followed three days later when she’d met me at her door wearing just a smile.

I’d been hard for some time, the pressure of her hot pussy pushing against the front of my pants enough to get me erect and keep me there. She’d ripped my belt open and was starting on my flies, her lip between her teeth, a sly smile on her face, and that tongue moving around. I tried to be good, not to look down at those perfect sensual orbs so sensitive she could sometimes climax just by my touch on them. Only a small orgasm when that happened, she needed clitoral stimulation to feel the earth move, but any man likes to make his wife cum, right? I knew men were always looking at her chest, and I tried not to stare myself, especially in some of her tight or low-cut tops. Now, though, she was pretty well giving them to me. Despite the topic we were talking about.

She’d been happy to see me when I’d walked in, early or not. If I’d come home at my normal time, she’d have been climbing the walls to get into my pants or sneaking upstairs to use one of her toys. I knew I needed to stop thinking and start doing. My hands reached for and cupped her breasts, releasing a happy little sigh from her that turned into a moan as I squeezed the soft flesh. Her nipples were already hard, and I could feel them against my palms.

She had my flies open and was fishing inside my pants, trying to push my boxers down simultaneously. I dropped one hand to her waist and then around behind her back just for balance. She was sitting right on the ends of my knees. With my left hand, I moved my fingers to her nipple and started to rub around it, tracing tiny circles. She loved that, she always did, and she squealed in delight.

“Ah-ah!” Her cry of triumph showed she’d freed my cock from its confines, although I already knew that. She shuffled forward on my legs as her hand dipped to her crotch. She wasn’t going to bother to get undressed further. The skirt was around her waist, and she would pull her panties to the side.

I was getting going well by this stage, and I was eager to feel her hot wetness engulf me. I knew enough to let her set the pace, not to grab her and thrust into her with one powerful stroke. She was tight, and she usually needed to work me into her. She liked being on top too, and her straddling me on the couch or armchair was one of her favorites when we didn’t make it to bed first.

Lifting up, she slid forward and positioned herself over my end. She didn’t need the brace now, so I worked my hand between us, grabbing my cock and adjusting the angle so it would penetrate. My fingers pinched her nipple until her mouth opened in an o shape, and she expelled air with a whoomph that seemed to fill the room. Sliding my hand up my shaft, I first encountered her hand holding her panties to the side and then her hot pussy. It was hot and wet, a sure sign she really wanted this.

“Put it in. Just put it in.”

That surprised me. She usually took charge and did it herself. Her hand left her crotch, and both hands came to rest on my shoulders as she slid that last inch forward, and my fingers slid around in her slick folds. God, she was wet! I thought I’d explode when the end of my cock replaced my fingers, but I gritted my teeth and hung on, in the case of her right tit, literally hung on. She gasped and moaned, letting a sequence of noises escape her mouth as she breathlessly waited for the penetration.

My cock slipped between her outer folds, and I hissed as I felt her inner lips starting to open for me. I could feel her legs trembling against mine as I slid about another inch into her. She grunted and shook the hell out of me by relaxing her legs and sinking straight down, engulfing my entire length. It could often take a couple of minutes to get there, and she’d forced it to happen in a single thrust. If I’d tried doing that myself, I suspect I’d have ended up in a heap on the floor and sleeping in the spare room for a week.

I watched the play of emotion across her face, a grimace of pain, and then a smile at accomplishing what she’d wanted. Then she dropped her head back, her eyes rolling into her head as she came. One thrust, and she was cumming. Her pussy tightened around my cock, gripping me, holding me in place. Her stomach expanded and contracted against me as her diaphragm jerked around. Her breasts bobbed up and down, or her left one did, as I still had a finger grip on her right nipple. Incoherent sounds tumbled from her mouth as the orgasm tore through her. It wasn’t an unfamiliar sight, but it was still an incredible one I’d never tire of.

A stray thought, a very twisted one, hit me. Was she this turned on because she was thinking of the eight powerful executives who’d be fucking her if I’d gone ahead with the deal? I tried to close my eyes to shut out that image, even as Denise pressed her lips against mine and started to kiss me. Her butt was moving, sliding up and then down as she resumed control of our love-making and started to fuck herself on me. I flexed my hips in time with her, adding more impetus to each penetration. She mewled into my mouth and gasped as she threw her head back again.

I closed my eyes once more, which proved to be a mistake. Images played in my head, nasty images, dirty ones, not even fantasies unless they were of the grotesque kind. My wife, spread-eagled on the boardroom table, naked except for her stockings and heels. Her clothes strewn around the room. Her bra lazily turned on the center ceiling fan above the table, caught on one of the blades by the shoulder strap. She’d thrown it up there as she’d stripped for them, and now she was lying back as each of the men started to crowd around her, touch her, grope her pussy, pull on her nipples. They were being rough, far rougher than I ever was, and she loved it, her body bucking as she came just from them touching her.

I groaned, opening my eyes to kill the horrible vision. This was my wife, not some floozy paid by the hour to perform for a group of men. My incredible, beautiful, sexy wife who was currently fucking herself on my erection with a casual abandon that was as endearing as it was arousing.

I could see her o face forming, knew she was about to cum again as she started to speed up. I brought both hands back to her breasts, my fingers trapping and squeezing her tight nipples. She moaned and then stiffened on my lap as that second orgasm tore through her, and she stopped moving for almost a whole minute while she let it sweep through. Her head came back upright, and she stared straight into my eyes.

“Your turn, honey. You want to continue, or do you want my mouth.”

“Mouth.” I managed to gasp, knowing she wanted me to say that too. If there was one thing she loved more than giving me oral, it was giving me oral when I’d just fucked her. She was sexually adventurous enough to enjoy the taste of her own fluids. No, belay that. She was sexually adventurous, full stop.

She lifted off me, her pussy making a soft plopping sound as I fell out of her. Swarming back off my lap, she dropped to her knees as I parted my legs to give her space. Her hand came up to grasp the base of my cock, and her head plunged down. She engulfed the first couple of inches of my cock into her mouth and sucked hard. She moaned around the obstruction in her mouth as she moved her tongue against it and tasted her juices. I was leaking pre-cum, too, so my taste mingled with her nectar. She didn’t care. She just took another inch and then another into her mouth. Her chin hit the hand wrapped around the base of it, and then she took her hand away and went even lower. The tip of my cock touched the back of her throat, and she gagged but didn’t pull off. Denise was like a woman possessed, as if she needed my orgasm to sustain her. Her other hand had dipped out of my sight line. From the way her whole body seemed to be jerking, I was sure she was fingering, even finger-fucking herself, as she lifted up off my cock and gasped for air.

“I’m not going to last, baby.”

“Good.” She dropped back down again, this time only taking the first inch or so into her mouth, her lips sealing behind the ridge. This left her tongue free to play with the tip, and she quickly found the tiny opening right at the end. I groaned as she teased at it, licking and flicking at it with her incredible tongue.

She knew that would send me over the edge, and as usual, she was right. I grabbed her head to hold her in place. I certainly wasn’t going to push down. I’d done that once, and she’d threatened to walk out there and then. I’d learned a lesson, for sure. I could feel tingling all over my cock and balls, and I started to bounce my hips, just thrusting a little. Her head moved with me, making sure that when I came, my cum would coat her tongue so she could taste it properly. Another groan, and my cock was expanding. Her body started to jerk faster as she finger-fucked herself as fast as possible. Denise was being greedy, searching for that third orgasm even as I came. My first spurt sprayed out of the end of my cock, and then another and another. She squealed around it and stiffened as her own climax roared through her. Her movements slowed, and I let go of her head as my cock stopped spurting into her mouth. A few seconds later, she opened her mouth a little and pulled off, then quickly closed her mouth again to avoid losing any of that sperm. She sank back away from me, her breasts jiggling as she moved. Squatting back onto her haunches, she seemed double-jointed as she rearranged the position of her legs until she was sitting back on the carpet rather than her own heels.

Denise looked up at me, mischief lighting her eyes as she smiled. She opened her mouth to show me the layer of white cum coating her tongue and pooling below it. She closed her mouth again and gave me that sly smile once again. I watched her throat move as she swallowed theatrically, once twice and then again. With that sultry look on her face, she opened her mouth to show the cum had gone. It was a move straight out of a porn movie, but Denise didn’t care about that. She’d wanted what she got, and I’d been just as happy to deliver.

Rising to her feet, she strolled out of the archway back into the main body of the house, seemingly unconcerned about her topless state. I knew she was heading for the downstairs cloak for clean-up and knew better than to follow her. It was another of her little eccentricities. She hated me seeing her brushing her teeth or using mouthwash. I have no idea why. We weren’t even pee shy with each other, one of us often using the toilet while the other was in the shower. We didn’t go in for water sports, but we weren’t shy except for Denise cleaning her teeth or mouth. There again, why would I care—who cares? I just got laid.


Chapter 4

I’d actually forgotten that I was topless as I headed for the cloakroom to rinse the taste of him out of my mouth and, incidentally, clean off my own gunk from my hand. I was a little put out that Justin hadn’t reminded me that I’d slipped my tee off. There I was, wandering around the downstairs of the house, topless, in full view of the picture windows at the front of the house.

I almost dived through the door into the smallest room and spent a couple of minutes on clean-up. Deciding I was at least presentable now, I opened the door and plucked up the courage for the dash back to the den. Thankfully Justin hadn’t appeared in the main body of the house. I’d have looked very odd if he’d seen me clutching my breasts in my hands as I dashed back toward the den. A yard short, I slowed and dropped my hands to my sides, strolling back into the den as if I didn’t have a care in the world. The flush in my cheeks from embarrassment could be written off as residual desire from having just cum three times. I hadn’t expected that. I’d expected a quickie, but Justin had surpassed himself.

Even so, I had more questions for him, he’d had his break from my inquisition, but it was time for the Q&A to begin again.

“I’m grateful to you for withholding, or at least trying to, honey. Sacrificing your career for your wife’s honor is a huge sacrifice.”

He shrugged. “I’d do it again.”

I giggled. “You mean you’d do it again if you could guarantee to get sex like that at least once a day.”

“A lot of truth in that.”

“But I’m also put out with you.”

“Why?”

“Because you didn’t trust me to process the information, I’ve had to drag it out of you piece by tiny piece. You could have told me and let me reach my own decision.”

“But would you?”

“What, reach a decision, probably.”

“And tell them to go fuck themselves?”

I shrugged. “Probably, but I don’t have all the information yet.”

He mumbled something. I thought it was along the lines of “Too good to last,” but I couldn’t be sure, so I let it go.

“Fire away, baby, fire away.”

“You’re prepared to give up something like two hundred thou a year, all told, and that’s not including your career and current salary to protect me.”

“Yeah.”

“Honey, for that amount of money, most women would be saying, who do you want me to fuck?”

“You’re not most women.”

“I know, and I’m not saying that probably because I already know the answer.”

He frowned but made no comment.

“Have you thought about the money?”

“Of course, but it doesn’t change my decision.”

“Your decision?” I placed my hands on my waist, elbows out, and frowned at him. It was a bit incongruous, given I was still topless, but you work with what you’ve got, right?

“Sorry, bad choice of words.”

“You don’t think your wife has got a say in moving out of this house into some damp one-room flat in the middle of a bad neighborhood, running a ten-year-old piece of shit car while you’re flipping burgers ‘til you die of heatstroke from the grills?”

He shook his head. “Of course you do.”

“Did it actually cross your mind that I might even be prepared to go along with it to keep what we’ve got? Let alone add two hundred grand and two brand-new cars to the garage? Use the money to clear most of the mortgage or reduce it. Put in a pool, or maybe a pool and a hot tub, replace the kitchen and retile the bathroom in Italian marble. The list of possibilities is endless. All available if I put out every so often?”

“You wouldn’t.”

“You see where I’m coming from?”

I watched as he sighed and nodded.

“Baby, I’m sorry. I should have brought it to you and let you walk into work tomorrow and raise hell.”

“Interesting idea, but they’d stop me at security if I walked in with an assault rifle and shotgun.”

“True. But there’s more to it than I’ve told you.”

“Now I am pissed. What haven’t you told me, and why not?”

“The why not is easy. You jumped me, remember. It was your idea to fuck me half to death before dinner.”

I grinned. I’d been expecting him to say that. “Okay, I’ll let you off the why not, but tell me the rest.”

He swallowed hard, and I watched as he sorted things out in his own mind.

“Well, first thing, it won’t be once a month or every so often.”

“How often?”

He obviously didn’t want to tell me more. “You nominate three days every week when you’re available between ten a.m. and four p.m. There’s a calendar app they’ll plug you into.”

“Ten ‘til four? During the day.”

“Yeah. It’s designed not to let me interfere. I’ll be at work.”

“Shit, they have got this off to a fine art. Where does this happen?”

“The first times, here.”

“Here? Fuck!”

That’s their plan. That way, they can take those compromising pictures in our bedroom, recognizably ours.”

I shuddered. The pictures were a serious issue for me. I really wouldn’t like that. “Okay, and after that?”

“They’ve got a condo in town reserved for this purpose. You’d be there.”

I shudder, knowing he’d leave for work and I’d drive to a condo in town to be fucked by one or more of his bosses. That was disgusting but, at the same time, exciting.

“While we’re talking about availability.”

“My availability?”

“Yeah. Any time I fly out of town on business. You’re to pack a case and take me to the airport. Only you’re not getting on the plane, they’d give you the address to drive to from the airport. You’d return to the airport to pick me up without ever coming home in between.”

“So on your trips out of town, I’d become available twenty-four seven.”

“Yeah, but there is a logic to that.”

“Which is?”

“Our neighbors wouldn’t see lots of expensive cars parking in front of our house or on our driveway while I’m out of town. Nor would you be seen getting dressed up and going out in an evening.”

He stopped and stared at me. “I don’t believe it.”

“What?”

I watched as he swallowed hard and shook his head.

“They really have planned this out. I’m booked to be in Chicago in six weeks’ time for three days—giving the keynote speech at the convention. This is timed to give us time to adjust before they get three days of unlimited access. The bastards!”

I think that realization had shaken him more than me. From the look on his face, I had to release some of the pressure. There was only one way to do it, change the subject.

“So when do they need an answer by?”

“I’ve already given them my answer, baby.”

“But you wouldn’t be telling me this if you didn’t have the leeway to change your mind.”

He hung his head and whispered something.

“Say again?”

“Tomorrow. They want to know tomorrow. If I walk into the office tomorrow, I have to take the signed contracts and non-disclosure agreements from both of us.”

“By nine a.m.? Why so soon.”

“Because if you went along with it if you got me to change my mind, Steve will be here at ten to fuck you. No doubt he’ll have a couple of the others along too.”

I knew my mouth had dropped open. With an effort, I closed it again. There was only one thing I could say. “Fuck!” It was my turn to feel the pressure.

There was just so much information to process, and I could feel the tension building between us again. I’d relieved that by the thank you for being such a “good protective husband” sex. I needed a break, and so did Justin. We needed time apart to deal with the marital hand grenade his devious boss had pulled the pin on.

Rising, I leaned down and planted a soft kiss on his lips. I knew he was quite stunned, not just by what I’d dragged out of him—I can’t imagine what it had been like to be told that firsthand. And in an office environment to boot. I think my foul-mouthed epithets had struck a nerve as well, I rarely, if ever, dropped the F-bomb, and I’d already lost count of the number of times I’d used it tonight.

“We need to take five on this before we start fighting. Okay?”

He giggled, a high nervous sound. “You mean to stop us fighting or before we really start going at it?”

I rolled my eyes, although it had been my choice of words that provided the opening. “You really think I’m going to start a fight with the man who saved his wife from being ravished by the board? My knight in shining armor rescuing his damsel in distress at great cost to himself? Fight, no. Reward, yes.”

I’d lowered my tone, delivering that last line with a husky depth that promised more of what he’d just had. I’d meant it too. I watched him shudder, but he was at least smiling.

“If you put it like that…”

“You, upstairs, shower, change. While you do that, I’ll order pizza, and when you come out of the shower, I’ll grab my own shower, and you can pay for the pizza when it arrives.”

“Okay. Although, are you sure you don’t want to shower together?”

I was sure I could detect movement in his trousers as he made the suggestion. My husband was getting hard again. Rubbing my hand on his cheek, I bent to give him another kiss, and he took the opportunity to pinch my nipple, which had stayed hard.

“Stop it.”

“Only if we can have Hawaiian.”

I sighed. His sweet tooth always went for pineapple on the pizza. I wasn’t that fond of it, but tonight I’d tolerate it for him. “Okay. Now let go.”

“Join me in the shower.”

I shook my head. “Later, tiger, later. For now, let’s get clean. I have no intention of answering the door to the poor pizza delivery man, naked, breathless, flushed, and with your cum running down my chin.”

We’d both behaved in the shower, although I’d caught him watching me as I stripped off my clothes to go take mine. I slowed down and let him drink his fill of the view. Knowing I could command his attention like that was a turn-on for me. I did avoid his hands and shut the bathroom door in his face while giggling. I locked the door, something I never did. The locks had a childproof slot—you could open the door with a screwdriver or even a coin from the outside, but he took the hint for what it was. I’d meant it to show I wanted the me time.

* * * *

As I lathered up under the soothing spray, I had to smile. There wasn’t a single doubt that my husband still wanted me. If he’d had his way, we’d have made love twice or even three times before now. I wasn’t plagued with too many insecurities. I was body confident, and I liked my body. I liked the attention it could get me. However, I’d never been a party animal, even in my one abortive year at college. I guess I’d always been attracted to that slightly older man type—the self-confident one who took you to dinner before charming you into bed, not the let’s go clubbing, get wasted and fuck in an alley type.

Justin was eleven years older than me, but that eleven years counted as experience and his own self-security. Somehow we’d proved compatible, and I hadn’t even hesitated when he’d proposed just over two years ago.

Now though, he just dropped one hell of a missile into the whole self-image I had about our relationship. The idea of being unfaithful was, on the face of it, anathema, no way. I didn’t say anything to Justin about it, but I got hit on just shopping at the mall. A very visible set of rings on the third finger of my left hand didn’t stop some of them. A polite no, thank you was sometimes not enough. A less polite go away and … well, you get the picture, was called for about one time in three.

It wasn’t like I’d never had the opportunity, but I’d definitely never had the inclination.

I didn’t consider myself overly materialistic either, and although Justin, up until today, made a comfortable income, such that I didn’t have to work to support us. It hadn’t been the reason I’d married him. He’d been good company, and as the saying goes, he laughed his way into my panties. Proving he knew what to do when he got there had kind of sealed the deal. Did the money worry me? No. Did the fact we had a sky-high mortgage on this house? A bit. Did the idea of losing the house and the lifestyle? Of course.

I’d quipped something to Justin while he’d been talking to me—for the amount of extra money involved, and the cars, and the security of keeping the rest, a lot of women might well be saying. “Who do I have to fuck?”

I now had an answer to that question, eight men. How often? Frequently. Although I suspected he’d been right—the novelty would wear off, and they’d be calling on my time less and less often as the months rolled by. Actually, thinking about it, that was a little bit insulting. If I could keep my husband interested in the bedroom for two years and more, nearer three, given I’d let him seduce me on the first date, couldn’t I keep another eight men interested? There again, would I want to. What if, instead of responding to them, I just laid down, opened my legs, and stayed still—proving once and for all I was a terrible fuck? Wouldn’t that work?

My mind was a whirl of questions I couldn’t answer, but one thing was clear as I started to rinse the suds from my skin. I was thinking about the hows and whens, not the whys. Definitely not the why-nots.

That was a worry, a big one. I couldn’t understand why my mind was going that way.

I smiled to myself. Who was I kidding? I knew exactly why I was thinking like that. Justin’s last work Christmas party was the catalyst. I’d gone all out, and as we’d walked into the room, the backless red silk dress had pulled every male eye to me. Actually, it had pulled every eye to me, the men wanting and the women jealous. Oh, a couple of the junior secretaries and at least one senior PA wanted to too, but I didn’t play that way. Most of the jealousy burned off in very short order. The way Justin fawned over me, protecting me in so far as he could, showed I was a one-man woman. I danced the first couple of dances with Justin, and we’d enjoyed it. Things started to change a little after that. After the third dance, Steve had cut in while Alison whisked Justin away. Thinking about it, she’d acted as the perfect foil for her husband. I nodded my head to myself—there was a lot more to Alison than I’d realized, especially at the time. We were on opposite sides of the dancefloor in seconds, and I’d lost sight of him. Given my dress was a real bright, stand-out red, I was sure he could still see me—at least some of the time. Steve was a consummate dancer, and I let him lead. I’d always loved to dance and had lessons as a child. I’d even picked up the tricks of dances like the Argentine Tango, which was way too sexy to dance with Justin’s boss, and for that matter, too much for the dress.

Steve might have been a good dancer, but his eyes weren’t on the people around us or me. They were directly lower, looking straight down my cleavage. I was glad I’d used tit tape that night. I’m sure there’d have been a colossal wardrobe malfunction without it if I hadn’t with Steve or one of the other men who subsequently danced with me.

I think I’d stayed on the floor for over an hour—one after another, the board members taking the chance to dance with me. However, they were all perfect gentlemen, except for their eyes. Because they were the men at the top, nobody else tried to cut in. Even Justin had returned to his seat, watching me as he sipped his wine, trying to suppress a grin.

Now I could see what they’d been doing. They’d been assessing me for a job I didn’t apply for and didn’t want. They’d been seeing how far they could push, although they didn’t go outside of propriety in order to avoid any scandal. That was now crystal clear to me, and probably to Justin too, which was undoubtedly why he’d bought the subject of that dress up earlier.

Shutting the shower off, I reached for a towel and started to pat myself down. I wasn’t going to go down the whole lotion route—I didn’t have time, not now. That could come later. I smiled. Justin called me a shower freak. Having three in a day was normal for me, and I’d been known to sneak a fourth. I just loved the way the water rained down on my skin, or if I turned the power nozzles to the max, pummeled my flesh until I glowed bright pink. It wasn’t so much about being clean. Although it was a factor, it was just how I felt fresh from the shower—sexy.

I patted my mound, rubbed the towel over my inner thighs to dry them, and then looked at the mirror. My pussy lips seemed puffy, and they glistened under the ceiling spots. I frowned. Yes, the shower made me feel sexy, but not turned on. A quick check with my hand brought a gasp from me. I was a lot wetter than I thought I was. All that thinking in the shower about having eight different men get their freak on with me had got me hot.

This was not good.

My subconscious told me to take the deal while my conscious mind told me to keep it in the fantasy bank.


Chapter 5

Watching Denise getting undressed, or even just getting dressed, never failed to turn me on. Even if we’d just had sex, it was still enough to get me hard again and reaching for her. Like tonight, though, she’d often slip out of the way with a soft laugh and escape, only to come back later as eager as I was.

It was an art form practiced with consummate ease, almost a professional dancer’s grace. Each item was discarded precisely, and her body positioned to either give me a good view of a particular part, or just a glimpse, a tease of more to come. Tonight, she’d seen me pause to watch her as she reached behind herself to undo the catch on her skirt. She paused for a second, then continued, but her movements were slower now, teasing me. That smile played on her lips as she wriggled out of the skirt before turning and pulling her panties down while keeping her legs straight. I knew what her pussy looked like. Of course, I did. I knew what it looked like when it had been fucked too. Tonight it had been, and it seemed a little red and a little puffy but still a delectable morsel I wanted to devour. She straightened up and laughed as I reached for her. Her sidestep was neat and enough to get her out of range of my reaching arms. Dodging into the bathroom, she’d shut the door in my face, and I heard the click as the lock turned.

That had been her signal—don’t disturb me. With just the two of us in the house, we never used the locks unless we felt the need for privacy. I knew I could open it using the slot on my side, but my wife didn’t want me to, so I didn’t try. There’d been promise in her movements, a promise that something could and would happen later.

To be honest, I was surprised I was erect. Not only had we just made love, but the shattering news and the twisted potential solution I’d turned down flat, should have killed any ardor I’d had left. Denise had been right. We needed to take a short break from the intense conversation, get cleaned up, and then grab something to eat.

There and then, I decided to push the whole thing out of my mind and only talk about it once we’d eaten.

* * * *

Denise smiled as she turned toward me from the foot of the stairs. She looked adorable again. She’d slipped on her short satin robe, it only came down about three inches below her butt, and although she’d belted it tight, I knew a simple tug on the loose ends, and it would unravel from around her. For a moment, I wondered if she was commando under it, even naked, but decided that wasn’t likely. My wife’s body confidence was off the scale, part of my initial attraction to her. It did lead her into trouble occasionally, and it definitely led her to the couch for a quickie on many occasions.

That pride in her own body, her self-confidence often peaked when we went out. Her closet contained quite several drop-dead gorgeous sexy dresses, some of which were outrageously close to crossing the line between sexy and downright slutty. Even though she moved with pride, she didn’t give out that I’m anybody’s vibe. She always gave out that I’m my husband’s look that kept men at bay. Until that Christmas party as I watched the board dance with her one by one. It was now blindingly obvious they’d been casing her up, assessing her, and since they’d made the pitch to me this afternoon, she’d passed with flying colors.

It was a sobering thought – if I’d married a plain woman, or one without that self-confidence, that poise, then I’d have never been considered for the promotion. I’d have peaked, career-wise, at the ripe old age of thirty-four.

“Pizza will be here in five minutes.”

“Good, I’m starving.” She walked right up to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. Before I could put my arms around her, she’d molded her body to mine. The way her breasts pressed against my shirt, the hard nipples trying to dig their way through, told me she was braless under the robe. I thought for a second or two about reaching for the belt and freeing them, but I held back—now was not the time unless I wanted to give the pizza boy an eyeful. It might save a tip, but on balance, I preferred to slip him a five spot and keep that view to myself.

Try as I might, I couldn’t get the idea that Dense was actually considering their proposal out of my head. I hadn’t had to think about it. I’d said, no, hell no, and stick your fucking job. When I’d walked in, I’d assumed she was in the mood to make love and had dressed for the part. Once we’d started talking about what they wanted, her arousal seemed to have spiked. From the way she pressed against me, lay her head against my chest, and let me hold her, I might have thought that peak had passed. However, she wasn’t keeping still. Below the waist, things weren’t as peaceful as they were above it. Her mound was pressed against me, and she was sliding up and down. Not much movement, but enough for me to notice, and no doubt enough for friction to power some arousal. Even as I was thinking about that, she changed her stance, her legs parted, and she twisted enough to straddle my thigh. She’d done this many times on the dancefloor, usually with the same result—me hard and her hot to trot. Now she was grinding against my thigh without any music at all. I dropped my hands to her butt, worked the robe up, and slid my hands underneath. I’d half-expected to find naked skin, but instead, I could feel the lace of her boy's short panties under my fingers.

She pulled back and looked up into my face, amusement sparkling in her eyes. “Sorry to disappoint.”

I smiled back. “They’re not an expensive pair, are they?”

“No, why?”

“Won’t matter when I rip them off you, will it?”

She shuddered against me, a delightful sight and feeling. Pulling the robe higher had disarrayed the front, and I could see deep into her cleavage.

“Food first, tiger.”

“My thoughts entirely.” I didn’t let on, but over her shoulder, I could see the pizza delivery bike pull into the driveway. Whether he could see my wife’s dishabille was debatable, but those picture windows were large. I brushed her robe back down, brought my hands around to the front, and pulled the top closed. She raised an eyebrow, but understanding dawned as the doorbell sounded.

“Ah.”

“As you said, honey, food first.”

We demolished the Hawaiian pizza in double quick time. I knew she wasn’t keen on the pineapple, but she still put away three slices and waved away the fourth. I had eaten my full share and eyed the one she didn’t want as my fifth piece. After a moment, I decided against it—another slice of pizza meant far too long on the treadmill at the gym. I cleared away while she grabbed some coffees and returned to the den. She was still in a playful mood. Otherwise, we’d have settled into the family room. When I appeared in the doorway, she stopped me from entering for a moment.

“You said you’ve got the contracts in your case?”

“Yeah.”

“Then why don’t we have a look at them. See what they missed. Maybe we can turn this around to our advantage.”

I admired her spirit and her hope. Who was I kidding? I was admiring her legs, the way she’d coiled them underneath her and exposed what seemed like acres of delectable thigh for my viewing pleasure.

“Stop trying to seduce me. That’s if you really want to look at this paperwork.”

“Okay, okay. Can’t blame a girl for trying.”

“Baby, you don’t have to try. I still intend to rip those panties off you.”

She shivered hard enough to almost spill her coffee and grinned back at me. “Don’t make threats.”

“No threat. It’s a promise.”

It didn’t take me more than a minute to retrieve my briefcase from the office. It still seemed like it was red-hot to the touch. That was just my imagination, which was running wild. Everything pointed to Denise seriously considering what they suggested. Would my wife really consider stepping out on me? With my bosses? That phrase she’d used rang in my head. “For that amount, who do I have to fuck?” She’d said most women, but had she included herself in that group?

Dropping the briefcase beside me on the couch, the first thing I noticed was the way Denise had shifted position. She no longer had her legs folded underneath her. Instead, she was sitting primly, knees together, waiting for me.

“First things first, baby. The severance package.”

I grabbed the first file from the case and opened it on my lap. She scooted close along the cushions and leaned over my arm to read through each sheet as I explained it. There was nothing extra in there, nothing I hadn’t told her about, the severance check and the fact there would be no reference at the end of the gardening leave. They were more forceful on paper, the words much starker in neat twelve-point Times New Roman.

Her leg pressed next to mine was quite distracting, but at the same time, her concentrated focus on the paperwork told me the touch was accidental. If that was the case, she would object if I dropped my hand onto the exposed skin. Perhaps not for long, but long enough.

“Seen enough?”

“Seen enough to know they are complete bastards.”

“I guess they know that.”

She chuckled. “I wonder how Alison reacted when Steve sprung this on her.”

“I don’t know. I’ve no idea.”

“Nor have I, but it might make an interesting topic of conversation.”

“She won’t talk to you about it. I told you that.”

“You mean it’s like that Brad Pitt movie. Fight Club.”

“Huh?”

“The first rule of being a junior VP’s wife is don’t talk about being a junior VP’s wife.”

It took a moment for that to translate in my head, and she giggled at my puzzled expression until the penny dropped.

“Got ya, honey.”

“Okay. I give.”

She smiled brightly again. She loved winning these little exchanges, loved demonstrating how bright she was.

Reaching for the second folder, I hesitated for a second.

“What is it?”

“These are the NDAs, baby. We have to sign non-disclosure agreements before I can unseal the contracts. The deal would be off if they don’t have photographic evidence.”

“You are so not taking a picture of me like this, leaning over, signing something for them. Not happening.”

I smiled. Although I might find that image interesting, that’s not what they’d asked for.

“No, Denise, not that. I have to take a photo of both signed NDAs alongside the clearly sealed envelope containing the contracts.”

I grabbed the third folder and slid the envelope out. The seal was still unbroken with a signature written across it, mine.

“You signed that? When?”

Steve insisted. Before I knew what was in it. I wouldn’t have done that if I’d known.”

She squeezed my hand, reassuring me that I’d done nothing wrong. I felt different—to me, that had felt like a betrayal, one I’d have to live with. It was a major part of why I kept imagining my briefcase was too hot to handle. Given a choice, I’d burn it and the contents, but that choice wasn’t just mine to make.

She settled back to read the NDA, and I did the same, although I’d read one before. They were boilerplate documents and, without a doubt, legally binding.  They weren’t long, something like six pages, with a final separate signature page. Steve had already countersigned them, and one of the other board members would do so if I returned the documents to the office. Steve wouldn’t be available to do so – he’d be right here fucking my wife at the time. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see that image, not wanting to think about it.

Denise was a quick study, and a quick reader, and she finished her read-through well before I did. There wasn’t anything contentious, but she had raised an eyebrow at the multi-million dollar penalty clause. It was meat and drink to me. I signed them regularly at work—most of what I did needed that level of confidentiality, not just me, everyone in the office did.

“That’s a shit load of money. Even after you were on the board, we'd never have that amount.”

“True, but that’s not the point.”

“It isn’t?”

“If we talked and someone ran the story, it would be dynamite. We might get a huge payment for the story—they’d use this to grab every penny of it, every last dollar. Hell, they’d be able to do an attachment of earnings tight enough to grab eighty percent of what I earned flipping burgers. Every last dollar of assets too, and push us so far into bankruptcy we’d never find our way back out.

“But we sign?”

“If you really want to look at the prurient details in this envelope, then yes.”

“And signing this doesn’t worry you?”

“No. Who would I be interested in taking the story to? These guys operate a closed shop. Most of the financial paper editors are hand in glove with them. They’d shut the story down so fast we wouldn’t see the door slamming in our faces until we ran into it. Then they’d come gunning for us, all tubes blazing. No, we sign, or we stick with what I originally said. Stick your fucking promotion and stuff the bloody job too.”

She stroked my face forcing me to smile and let the tension go. I’d been building up a bit of a head of steam, and there was no way I would take that out on Denise. She was the innocent one I was trying to protect. Not that she’d ever been that innocent, in no way a virgin when we met. And I do mean in no way.

“Sign?”

“Yeah.”

She giggled. “So you got a pen in there, or do I need a pin to prick my thumb so I can sign in blood.”

Of course, I had a pen in my case, so I watched as she signed her copy and gave me the pen back so I could sign mine.

“Speaking of blood…”

“Sorry?”

I mentioned blood. What happens with the schedule if I’m… well on?”

I nodded—she was talking about her periods, which were regular and, from what I knew, light. At least she’d never shown symptoms of PMS when I was around.

“I have no idea, but given how they plan things out so meticulously, I expect they have that covered in the contract.”

“You think they’ll cover my periods in the contract?”

“I guess.”

“Fuck, they are twisted.”

She’d dropped the F-bomb again. Then she paused, open-mouthed. “Fuck me!”

“What?”

“The sneaky bastards!”

“What are you talking about?”

“Last week, at the barbeque at Steve’s?”

I nodded.

“Well, Alison was asking about a possible trip to the lake last weekend—but I said no because I was on. They rigged it. Knew I’d have got my period out of the way by this week. It would derail their plans if I was on right now, wouldn’t it? Bastards.”

It was my turn to be shocked. She was right. They did plan everything down to the last detail, leaving nothing to chance.

There didn’t seem to be anything to say to that. Shaking my head, I grabbed my phone and arranged the two signed NDAs on the coffee table with the sealed envelope, seal upward with my damning signature showing, and clicked the camera function. I took three or four shots to ensure I had at least one usable and showed the screen to Denise.

“The third one, I think, it’s lined up better. You tend to be a bit left-hand low when you take pictures with that.”

“Hey!”

“Truth.”

The contracts envelope held two further sets of paperwork, one for me, one for Denise. Both were rather longer than the NDAs had been. Once more, we settled in to read. Again, mine was a straightforward contract stating hours, remuneration, benefits, duties, and requirements. Apart from the job title and the vast increase in remuneration and benefits, there was little difference from my current contract. Or rather, the one Steve had theatrically ripped up on me this afternoon. Until it came to the last two pages. Those dealt with the paperwork in Denise’s hands.

The fourteen additional clauses could be summarized very easily. I was not, under any circumstances, to try and interfere with the arrangements between Denise and the board. I was not to quiz her about anything or try to gain access to any area outside of our home where any activities were going on—either during or after. There were some obvious caveats to that listed. If they used a hotel room, then I wasn’t barred from the public areas of the hotel except during whatever was happening in there. There were a couple of promises made as well, ones that made sense. They would not ask Denise to attend them in the office, even when I wasn’t in town. Nor would they do anything else that could be deemed to cause any reputation damage either to us or the company. Travel to any location would always be alone. If Denise encountered anybody she knew, there was an abort signal she could use.

As I sat back and took stock of what I’d read, I realized they’d answered every question I had raised in my head. I hadn’t told Denise that Steve was available for me to ring if I had any questions. Not for her to ring, me to ring. I had no intention of making that call. I had no intention of signing the contract. However, seeing the twists and turns of their Machiavellian minds was still interesting.

Denise, though was having a tougher time with her paperwork. I considered that a good thing. Every few minutes, there’d be a gasp of a snort from beside me as she read through page after page. This time around, she had about twice as much to read as I’d had.

It seemed an age before she’d finished and looked up at me. Her eyes were wide, and I wondered what she’d say.

“Wow! Fuck!”

I raised an eyebrow, but she shook her head, gathered the paperwork, and stood up. “Give me a minute, sweetheart, please.”

“Okay.” What else could I say?

She paced backward and forward in front of me, a look of intense concentration on her face. It was rather more than a minute, but she sat down again, this time in the chair facing me rather than beside me. I guess I looked hurt, mainly because I was.

She smiled again. “Honey, it’ll become clear in a minute. There’s a reason for this.”

I waited her out.

“You remember I said I thought they’d cover everything, every detail?”

“Yeah. I agree with you.” I waved my own contract in front of me. “Some of the detail in here is meticulous and overwhelming.”

“You remember I mentioned my periods? They covered that.”

“Oh, how?”

She sighed. “That’s kind of why I’m sitting over here. There’s a section called Administration that covers many things, including my periods.”

“I don’t get why that means you sat on the other side of the room from me?”

She sighed. “I joked about Fight Club, remember? They put it in writing.” She looked down at the paperwork in front of her. Then she started reading it to me.

“Section Administration. On no account is the husband to acquaint himself or see, witness, or otherwise be told or come to know any of the detail contained within this section. Without exception, other than this paragraph, with the sole purpose of acquainting him with this restriction. Any such passing of knowledge, either explicit, implicit or accidental, will result in the penalty clause of the NDA being invoked.”

My mouth dropped open. “Wow!”

“Honey, it covers all sorts of things, from how I take bookings, record when my periods are due, and just about everything else.”

She looked over at me. “I’m sorry, honey. I’m not allowed to show these to you, ever. That’s why I moved over here.”

“What about the rest of it?”

She pulled four pages of closely typed print from the packet of paperwork and handed the rest over to me. I handed my contract to her, and for the third time, we both settled in to read.

If I thought the details in the section about the wife’s job duties had been odd, some of the details I now read were even more so. Now she’d explained it, I didn’t mind about the administrative section—I didn’t need to know that. I did need to know when she’d have to make herself available, and for how long, and to how many. Boy, did it go into detail on all those points. Mostly though, it gave the exclusions, the things they couldn’t do and couldn’t ask her to do.

After about six pages, I stopped reading and looked across at my wife. Denise was intently studying the contract I’d given her, and she kept her head down. If she knew I was watching her, then she gave no sign. Something had changed since we’d started covering all the damned legal paperwork. Up until then, she’d seemed horrified and disgusted at what they were proposing. Although I was sure the disgust was still there, it seemed layered with something different. Not acceptance per se, more she was intrigued by the possibilities.

From the first time, I laughed my way into her panties, I'd known that she was adventurous in bed. She’d confirmed that at the start of our second date by wearing nothing at all. I never told her I’d felt pressured to bring my A-game just to keep up with her on subsequent dates. I was not complaining; I loved the sexing she was giving me. Was she seriously thinking about going ahead with this?

I started reading again, only now, I was picturing something slightly different. I was thinking about Denise and the clauses in this contract being enacted by her, not by some faceless person. My mind was awhirl with the pictures I’d seen of Alison too. Steve hadn’t been in any way ashamed to show me pictures of his wife being fucked by men who, since his promotion, were now his fellow board members. The idea that he had to face men who’d spent three years screwing his wife made me squirm. That was my fate if Denise really did want to go for the deal. The pictures warped slowly inside my head. The wallpaper faded to the green and pale yellow painted walls of our master bedroom. The lamp shades changed to the off-white ones with embroidery along the bottom edge that Denise had fallen in love with at a charity shop. The ceiling fan was white instead of wood grain, and the woman on the bed was Denise. I suppressed a gasp and realized something else too. I was hard, rock hard. Somewhere along the line, my musings, my thoughts had got me erect.

I closed my eyes for a minute, trying to flush the thoughts away, not wanting to let Denise see I’d got hard – she’d put two and two together – she knew me too well. I opened my eyes again. Those pictures I’d been visualizing had become video images playing inside my head. I forced myself to start reading again, willing my little head to go back to sleep. He didn’t need to be awake at this time.

Since she still had less to read, she finished well before me. I glanced up with two pages still to go to see her sitting there watching me. I held up two fingers to show how much I still had to read, and she smiled and pantomimed, lifting a cup to her lips. I nodded a thank you, and she uncoiled from the couch and headed back through the archway. The way her long naked legs looked underneath that short hem of her robe just made me harder still. Now she was out of the room, I was free to reach down and adjust myself, try to hide my erection along the line of my leg rather than have it tenting up. It wasn’t entirely painless, but at least it wasn’t so noticeable.

I’d just finished reading the last page when Denise reappeared. I’d thought she meant coffee, but she’d had a different idea. The two glasses of wine clinked against each other, and she bent down in front of me to place them both on the table. Of course, she hadn’t bothered to straighten the top of her robe, and it fell forward, exposing a fabulous view straight down her cleavage. I could see the full inside curve of her breasts and, beyond that, down across her stomach. I tried to pull my eyes away, but I couldn’t. It was an arresting sight. It looked for all the world that my wife wanted to seduce me.

Once more, we exchanged packets of paperwork, and she carefully put the secret stuff back into its rightful place. Then she sat down again and leaned forward again to pick up her wine. The robe did its thing, and my eyes locked on her chest. My erection throbbed painfully, and as she sat back up, I could see that sly, sexy smile again. She’d known exactly what she was doing.


Chapter 6

Justin was trying hard to hide his erection as he read through the sordid details of that contract. I knew he’d be embarrassed if I took notice, so I excused myself to make us both a coffee. Once in the kitchen, though, I knew I didn’t want any more coffee. I wanted something more, something alcoholic. Having a wine chiller in the kitchen was good. Having an electric corkscrew built into the shelf was even better. Those touches in the kitchen had been his when we moved in. Opening and pouring the wine was easy. Just before I headed back to the den, I adjusted the robe so the top gaped open a bit more than it had done before.

The difference was subtle while I was standing. It would be devastating when I bent over, which I duly did. Putting the wine on the table between us, I stayed bent over to let him take a long look down my cleavage. I had a pretty good idea how much he could see, and I’d learned over the first few months of our relationship that he loved that half-covered look. One of the reasons I wore so many halter-neck dresses when we went out—showing a bit of side boob and a lot of cleavage would get his motor running in very short order. Once we’d put the paperwork down, and I’d made sure he had no sight of the pages he wasn’t supposed to see—that NDA was frightening enough to make sure of that, I leaned forward again, giving him another long look.

As I sat up straight, I raised an eyebrow. “Is that for me, honey?” I licked my lips and stared at his crotch to ensure he knew what I was talking about. Talk about being obvious, but he lapped it up.

“Of course.”

“Later, honey, we have a decision to make.”

“What?”

I grinned and made sure he hadn’t picked up his wine yet. I didn’t want him spitting it out as I answered his question.

“Is a piece of your wife’s ass worth two hundred grand a year and a couple of decent cars to boot?”

He choked on nothing at that. A good job he wasn’t holding his wine. He’d have sprayed it out of his mouth, spilled it from the glass, or both.

I hadn’t actually decided I wanted to do it. Hell, I knew I didn’t want to do it. But want and doing were two different things. The alternative losing the house we both loved, moving to something smaller in a shadier part of town, struggling to find jobs, and desperate for money. That wasn’t an attractive proposition. I didn’t want to do that either.

The question was, which was the lesser of two evils, and which would have the biggest detrimental effect on our marriage. Which one would allow our relationship to remain secure, even to thrive? That was the fundamental thing for me. Everything else faded into insignificance. I’d go and live in rags in a mud hut in the middle of an Alaskan winter if that’s what it took to keep my husband.

“I already told them no.”

“Which is a decision you can reverse. You’ve already told me that.”

“You want to do this?” His voice had an edge to it.

“Don’t be silly. No, I do not want to do this. At the same time, I do not want to move downtown into a tiny flat and watch you sink into depression as you chase dead-end jobs and we struggle for money. That’s a sure-fire route to flaring tempers, arguments, and probably divorce. That is not going to happen. Right?”

He sighed, and I could see he knew what I was driving at.

I didn’t let up. “You’re giving me a lose-lose choice. Do I break my marriage vows with your full knowledge, or do I go down the route that leaves me watching you hating yourself and then hating me?”

He stiffened, but I held up my hand to stop him from speaking. There was one last question I wanted to pose. The sixty-four thousand dollar question, or in this case, the two hundred and maybe sixty-four thousand dollar question.

“Which one gives us the best chance of growing old together? Which one, Justin, we have to choose!”

I didn’t want to beat him down, didn’t want to browbeat him into either choice. But I did want to know what he really thought.

“I said no to the deal because I really hated the idea. If I’d been within range of him, I’d have punched him out, but Steve had that stupidly big desk of his between us, so I sat still.”

“Honey…”

This time, he held his hand up to stop me. “If I had a better poker face, you’d never have faced a choice. I’d have found a way out of the trap they placed in front of me. Instead, you ask me if I want to live disgraced, with a broken career, or keep quiet while my bosses fuck my wife? Would I be a man if I went down the material path? Let you do it to keep us in the style we’ve been accustomed to, or better? Can you not see that would un-man me? And don’t you think that would destroy our marriage? I’ve got two examples of that, Phil and Trev.”

“Justin.” My voice was a little louder than I’d intended, and I winced.

He looked back up at me, and I guessed he hadn’t realized he’d just been speaking to his socks rather than me.

“Which would un-man you? Me sleeping around on you? Or you knowing about it and feeling humiliated in the office? If it’s the former, then let’s erect the For Sale sign in the morning and start downsizing everything. If it’s the latter, then shame on you. You say you have Phil and Trev as clear examples, then what about Steve himself? Is he not an example of how it can work out? Alison had to do it for three years, not the one they’re suggesting for me. Wouldn’t flipping burgers for a living un-man you?”

“We both know I wouldn’t be flipping burgers.”

“We both know that’s just a euphemism for a minimum wage job. So don’t start splitting hairs.”

He took a deep breath. “Could you do it?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know, there’s the get-out clause I could trigger at any time in the first twenty-eight days. You can trigger it too.”

“But could you?”

“I meant it, honey. I don’t know, but I do know I don’t want the other route either.”

“So you’d put two hundred thou ahead of your marriage vows.”

I shook my head. “No, I would put my marriage to you ahead of any stupid vow. Do you think if they told me they could operate to save your life, but the only way it got authorized was if I fucked the senior doctor? Hell, I’d fuck everyone in that hospital if that’s what they wanted. You matter to me, honey, not some words, some actions, none of those things, you matter.”

He stared at me in shock, and I realized I’d actually reached my decision. Despite the lack of appeal to the idea, if he agreed with me, I’d sign the contract and make sure our marriage worked around it. Or die trying.

“That’s so fucked up, baby.”

“I know.”

We both sat in silence for a couple of minutes, I’m not sure if I was waiting for him to speak, or f he was waiting for me, or both. The silence became too oppressive.

“Honey… Let me put it this way. I guarantee one thing to you, utterly, unequivocally.”

He looked up.

“Any time they have me, either one or two or even three of them have me. I don’t care how many times during that day. I will always ensure the last cock I take that day is yours. Our sex life does not suffer from what they do. Ever. I might get fucked, but I will make love to you afterward, with every ounce of my being, and I will enjoy every second of what we do. I will make this work, whatever it takes.”

He bit his lip, and I could see he was trying hard not to cry.

Quick as a flash, I was on the couch holding him.

“You are the only one for me. You had me on that first date, and I don’t mean that you had me, although you did. I mean, you won me that night, and nothing changes that. I don’t care if I have to use a full tube of K-Y every week, but if that’s what it takes, then that’s what it takes. Maybe they’ll let me get wet naturally by playing with my tits or using their fingers. That won’t be me responding. That will be my body’s natural reaction. Let’s see how quickly they tire of me if I lay there without moving, spread my legs, and stare at the ceiling. They won’t come back very often, then.”

I hadn’t shown him the page in the contract that stipulated enthusiastic and consensual participation.

He shook his head. “Steve told me otherwise. I think the phrase was enthusiastic participation. I don’t believe that wasn’t in the contract, so it must have been in the bit I’m not allowed to see.”

“Okay, but there’s the enthusiasm I’ll show them and the real enthusiasm I’ll share with you. Every night. I promise.”

As I cuddled up to him, I could see down into his crotch. There was no doubt he was hard, and to be honest, I knew I was pretty wet too. My display earlier had been to give him an excuse for his erection, but that couldn’t have lasted this long. So talking about it and thinking about it had got him hard and me wet. How fucked up was that?

He caught me looking and flushed. I think we both knew at that moment that those contracts would be signed.

That didn’t mean we didn’t sit up talking until nearly one o’clock in the morning. Just after one, Justin offered me his pen, and we witnessed each other’s signatures.

There was one little detail I didn’t tell him because I knew he’d balk at it. It would be humiliating for him, but at the same time, that single little detail would probably keep him hard all day. Ten gets you four that two minutes after he got home, I’d be pinned against the wall and losing another pair of panties.

It was after three before we both finally fell into an exhausted sleep. I knew I’d have to change the sheets in the morning. I was going to have a very busy couple of hours before my guests arrived. There again, maybe I should leave the evidence of our lovemaking in plain sight. Make them see I was my own woman and Justin’s woman, and never, ever, theirs.


Chapter 7

I guess Denise had reset the alarm the night before, but I didn’t hear it go off. The first thing I knew was the feel of something hot and wet surrounding my cock. I came awake with a start, and the first thing I saw was the clock reading six thirty. The next thing I saw as I lifted my head was the top of my wife’s head as she engulfed my cock in her mouth. I wasn’t hard at that point. After the night before, I wasn’t sure I could get hard again—ever. But I was firming up, hardening as she sucked and tongued my end, proving me wrong.

As my eyes adjusted, I saw the room was quite bright, and a glance to the side showed the drapes open. I hadn’t heard her do that or felt her draw the covers off me as she rose. She’d been naked. Hell, we’d both slept naked after the incredible sex we’d had a few hours earlier. Denise was naked now, her butt wiggling in the air somewhere in line with my feet as she drew more of my now erect cock into her mouth.

I groaned at the sensation as she nipped the shaft with her teeth. She’d obviously known I was awake and waited for me to react.

She pulled off and looked up at me, a wide grin on her face. “Morning, honey.”

“Why…?”

She shrugged. “Why not? Can you think of a better way to wake up?”

“Yes.”

“You can?”

She was puzzled, but I didn’t give her any time to work it out. I was on her like a flash, pulling her higher up the bed as I wrapped my arms around her. I knew she wouldn’t protest, but I didn’t give her time to, as my lips crushed down on hers. She whimpered and relaxed into my arms. It had become a sort of unwritten rule in our bedroom. Morning sex was the only time she was prepared to let me dominate. Neither of us was truly submissive, but she liked to be the one in control most of the time—except first thing in the morning.

I pulled her flat onto the bed next to me, her butt still sticking up in the air. It looked spankable, but I couldn’t do that, not with another man seeing it in a few hours' time. She liked a reasonable light spanking sometimes, but nothing excessive. No point in giving my boss ideas. That train of thought was dangerous, so I quickly rolled on top of her, sitting astride her thighs, and pushed those thoughts out of my head. I wasn’t surprised to find I was still hard, if anything harder than before.

Leaning forward, I pressed my cock along the crease of her ass, and she moaned at the contact.

I dropped to all fours straddling her, keeping my cock in contact with her butt at all times. It felt so good, the way the two cheeks curved up, providing a cleft I could slide in. I was wet down there from a mixture of saliva and my own pre-cum that was now noticeably leaking from my end.

“Fuck me, honey, fuck me!”

I chuckled and bent down to put my head next to her ear. As my teeth grabbed the lobe and nipped playfully, she gasped and arched her back under me.

“Your wish is my command, baby. Spread those cheeks for me. Use your hands.” I was teasing. Neither of us was that into anal. We’d tried, we’d done it several times, but we both preferred the feel of her wet pussy pulsing around my cock.

“Wha…?”

“You want me to fuck you, and I want to fuck your ass, perfect.”

She shook her head, and I had to pull away to avoid clashing heads.

“You don’t want me to do that?”

“Honey, we can’t.”

“Because?”

She sighed, obviously not wanting to say it, but I wasn’t giving her any choice. All the while, I was sliding my cock up and down the crease of her butt. The contact was sending my arousal skyrocketing.

“You have to use my pussy or my mouth.”

“I don’t get you.”

“Because if you take my ass, it’ll gape open for hours, like it always does. That would be embarrassing.” She stifled a sob, and I realized my tease had gone dreadfully wrong. I hadn’t intended to take her anally at all. I’d been playing, trying to get her even more turned on. It had backfired. All I’d done was remind her she would have a visitor later. I swallowed hard and rolled off her as she started to shake with sobs.

“Don’t you dare get off me like that.”

“Wha…?” It was my turn to be confused. I turned to look at her, finding her glaring at me.

“Get back on top of me and stick that cock in my pussy. Fuck me now.”

It was like a switch had been thrown. Instead of her taking her usual morning role of remaining quite passive, she was taking charge like she did the rest of the time. My cock bounced against my stomach in recognition.

She shifted on the bed, rising to all fours, letting her tits hang down from her small frame, her legs spread apart, her butt angled up as she arched her back. All it took was her raised eyebrow, and I was back in motion. Scrambling down the bed, I rose to my knees behind her and felt forward with my fingers for her folds. She was already wet, as I’d guessed, but I’d wanted to be sure.

“Fuck me!”

I pushed forward, my cock resting against her slick outer folds as they started to spread open to accept me. She moaned and dropped her head lower but left her chest high, giving me access to her incredible breasts. The invitation was obvious.

I thrust forward, and she thrust back to meet me, burying myself deep inside her with a single push. She moaned into her pillow and started pulling forward again. That surprised me. Usually, she liked to savor things for a short while—get used to being filled. This morning she had a different idea, just as she had in the den before dinner the night before. She wanted it hard and apparently fast. I wouldn’t look that particular horse in the mouth, so I started to pull back. We both paused and then jerked against each other. I could feel my balls brushing against her inner thighs, but she wasn’t quite bent over enough for them to hit her higher—something that sent her into overdrive.

Not that she wasn’t in overdrive already as we continued to fuck each other. My hands were around her waist, pulling her back with increasing force, but I knew what she wanted. I lowered myself until my chest was almost on top of her back, changing the angle of penetration and increasing its depth. Her cries were getting louder, her gasps more breathy, and I could feel my own reactions starting to smolder. Reaching under her, my hands found her breasts, her nipples straining to be touched.

“Be gentle with them, honey…. No marks.” She thrust back even harder, trying to mask the brittle sound of her voice with more action.

I was too far gone to worry. My hips started to flail, thrusting away like a madman as my orgasm built. I could tell she was getting close, but I didn’t think she was close enough. I couldn’t hold back.

“I’m cumming.”

She moaned and slammed back into me as my fingers found her nipples.

“Then cum. Cum for me, honey, cum for me.”

I groaned at her words and slid my hands back to her waist, holding her still for the last half dozen or so thrusts. My thighs slapped against the back of her legs, my balls bouncing against her. The obscene sucking sounds as her pussy gripped my cock joined in the cacophony of sex.

She wailed as the first jet of my cum splashed high inside her. My eyes shot wide open as her pussy convulsed around my cock, gripping it and holding me in place as I emptied into her. Under my hands, her flesh trembled and shook as her own, for me, unexpected climax took her.

Afterward, we collapsed in a tangle of arms and legs.

“Good morning, baby.”

“Good morning, honey. Did you enjoy the start to your day?”

“You could say that.”

She gave me an arch look, but my smile and accompanying giggle told her I’d been teasing her.

“I’m going to grab a quick shower and then get breakfast started while you shower.”

“You, the shower queen? A quick shower?”

As she sat up, she hit me with her pillow. “I’m going to grab a longer one later after you’ve left for work.”

“Oh.”

“I’ve got several things to do, and I don’t want to get all sweaty.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Change the sheets for starters.”

“You really what to do that?” I guess my mind was still a bit befuddled by the euphoria of the recent orgasm. “Why don’t you just leave them…?” I trailed off, the look on her face finally sinking in.

“Honey, it might seem like poetic justice to bring him in here, let him see the mussed-up bedding and know you’d already had me…”

I nodded. That had been my thinking.

“But it would either make me look like a slut who did that sort of thing all the time, or it would make me look slovenly—and I’m neither.”

After a moment, I decided retreat was definitely the best course. Part of me wanted to say something along the lines of what he missed out on and will continue to miss out on. I didn’t. I simply said. “Makes sense.”

She disappeared into the bathroom, and I heard the shower start. Rolling out of bed, I reached for my robe. If Steve was going to be in here with her, and the bed wouldn’t stink of sex, I wanted to make sure something did. I went as far as wiping my cock all over the inside of my robe. Disgusting, I know, but I was marking my territory.

* * * *

When I emerged from the bathroom, Justin was patiently waiting his turn. I guess we both knew we wouldn’t have a chance for shower sex—it would take too long after he’d cum once, and that was a risk in terms of marks on my skin. My robe was belted tight around my waist, but my husband was naked.

“I thought you were going to drown in there. Or melt.”

I brushed my lips against the tip of his nose. “I was much quicker than usual.”

“True.”

His smile was bright, his eyes twinkling. I didn’t want to say what I was about to. I didn’t have a choice. Another one of those things buried in the secret part of the contract.

“Honey…”

“Yeah?”

“When you come out of the shower, there’s something I need you to do.”

“Oh?”

“I need you to pick out what I’m going to wear today. Not just the outer clothes, everything.”

“Wha… Why me?”

I sighed. “It’s in the contract—under the administrative section. They insist.”

“What, every time?” His voice was getting louder, his smile having already vanished.

“No, honey, just the first couple of times.” I hated breaking the mood, but they’d left me no choices, not if I was going to go along with this damned contract I’d signed in the early hours of the morning. No, belay that, we’d both signed.

“What are they trying to do, humiliate me?”

I shrugged and nodded. “Probably. But they’re also humiliating me. I have to wear what you select, and nothing else. If you put out a pair of heels and a pair of stockings and nothing else, I’m to open the door like that.”

He allowed himself a thin smile. “Now there’s an idea.” He had to be remembering our second date—although I hadn’t even been wearing stockings then.

I knew he was joking. “Seriously, though, I don’t think that’s what they want—it would be rather scandalous, and I’m sure a neighbor would see.”

“I think so too. Don’t worry, baby, I wouldn’t actually do that.”

“I know. But you do have to sort out what I wear. You pick it, I wear it, whatever color, whatever color combination.” I gave him a level stare and watched as he smiled. He knew what that look meant, don’t be stupid about color clashes, and above all, don’t go with the white blouse, black bra thing.

“Anything, honey. You’re choice. Make me dress nice, or sophisticated or slutty, or any combination of them. If you want me to dress in ratty sweats and look frumpy, that’s good too.”

“I wouldn’t do that to you. You know that.”

I stepped closer and put my hands around his neck. I was acutely aware of his nakedness, his cock only inches from me, already showing signs of rebirth.

“Actually, if you think about it, dressing as unattractively as possible makes some sense.”

“He’d probably simply tell you to change into something else and then insist on watching while you did. So no, not a good idea. How do you want to look? You tell me which, and I’ll choose appropriately.”

I kissed the end of his nose. “No, honey, no can do. It has to be your free choice, nothing to do with me.”

“How would they know?”

“I’d know. Okay, humor them. Let’s get this off on the right foot.”

He grabbed me around my waist and pulled me close for a kiss. After a few seconds, I pulled away. “You shower, get dressed, pick my clothes, and let me get breakfast. We’re starting to fall behind time, and today is one day you can’t be late. You have to be in Steve’s office at nine a.m.”

“I know, I will be.”

As he closed the bathroom door, I returned to the bed and started stripping the mussed-up sheets off it. I didn’t want him laying my clean clothes on them and transferring the odor. Not a good idea. Nor did I really want him to walk into his boss’s office stinking of sex. There again, that might not be quite so bad.

Shaking my head to clear all the conflicting thoughts, I finished stripping the bed and then noticed the way his robe was lying across the chair near the window. It looked rumpled. A close investigation showed a couple of damp patches on the inside and a definite odor. I knew what that smell meant. My clever husband, or perhaps overly clever husband, knowing I would strip the bed, had left his mark elsewhere in the room.

I giggled. No, I’d leave that one there, let him have a little victory, maybe bolster his self-esteem.

Tossing the dirty linen out into the hallway, I grabbed some clean sheets, white, by conscious choice, and made the bed, then headed downstairs for breakfast and to start the laundry. I’d been right. The exertion of dealing with the bed had set me sweating—I’d need that second shower for sure.


Chapter 8

I stayed downstairs until Justin left for work, all the time worrying about what he’d choose for me to wear. If someone had asked me, I’d have predicted he’d have picked out that red silk dress I’d worn to the party. He knew they loved me in it. Or he might have gone to the other extreme and gone for jeans and a thick button-up shirt that would hide my figure completely. My head whirled with the possible outfits he’d choose. I realized that had been their intention. They wanted me worked up, and they wanted Justin to know exactly what I was wearing, right down to the specific underwear I’d be letting his boss peel off me. Devious bastards!

Justin had been quiet as we ate breakfast, but we’d hugged and cuddled for a couple of minutes before he left for the office. I made sure all the necessary signed pages were in his case. We both double and triple-checked everything. My full contract was stored where I didn’t think Justin would think of looking, and I know his was filed in the home office. That goodbye and see you tonight had been delivered with a lump in his throat, and I was choking back the tears. I think he knew my reaction was the same as his, but we couldn’t back out of it. We’d made that decision the night before.

Now it was time to pay the piper. It felt like the stairs went on forever as I headed for the bedroom. I definitely didn’t want to open the door to see what he’d laid out on the bed. It had been my joke about opening the door to Steve in just stockings and heels, but I’d been sure Justin wouldn’t go that route.

It was a feeling of real relief when I saw what he’d laid out for. He’d gone the sophisticated housewife route, not the slutty dolly bird. I knew that denim skirt finished above my knees, but it was by no stretch of imagination a mini skirt. The top he’d picked was one I knew was tight, but it had a bright pattern of red roses on black and looked smart casual. I’d known he’d take the hint about the stockings, and he’d picked out a pair of black holdups with a wide band at the top. That lace wouldn’t show below that skirt, but it would have if it had been a mini. Justin knew what he was doing alright. The underwear was smooth purple satin, another good choice. A lace-decorated bra would’ve shown through the tight top as bumps and lumps and spoiled the whole effect.

I chuckled to myself. Maybe I needed to take note—maybe this was the way my husband wanted me to dress in the future. The stockings and the understated but still sexy underwear, yes, I could get that. The tight top, for sure, although a plain white one would have looked much sexier. A skirt that length? Not likely. He liked my skirts short. The shorter, the better. I had a couple in the wardrobe that were so short I didn’t even have to bend to flash my butt. I’d never yet worn them out of the house, though, or let anyone other than him see me in them. Justin had been very subtle in the message he was sending. I hoped that was good news—that he was bouncing back from the doldrums the events last night had triggered.

Grabbing a fresh set of towels, not just for me, but in case the bathroom was needed later, I headed for the bathroom.

* * * *

I guess it was the compulsive need to make sure the house was clean and tidy that made the sound of a car pulling into the driveway make me jump. I hadn’t even realized it was two minutes past ten. It was time for a couple of deep breaths and a slow walk toward the front door.

Steve knocked. He didn’t ring the bell the way most callers did. He knew he was expected and knew I’d have been looking out for him, but I hadn’t.

Opening the door, I was transfixed by one thing. Not Steve. It was the car on the driveway behind him. I just stared at the silver Audi TT drophead convertible, and I guess my mouth dropped open. I knew Steve drove a top-of-the-range Beemer, but not this.

He chuckled. “I thought you’d be pleased.” Before I could move, he grabbed my hand and wrapped my fingers around the keys. I promise you can play in it later.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“How about, thank you, and won’t you come in?”

I swallowed hard. I was having some serious butterflies in my stomach at that moment, not really wanting to let him into the house.

“Of course.” I plastered on a smile, not sure he couldn’t tell it was quite fake. “Won’t you come in? And thank you. I didn’t expect that this morning.”

“I’m sure. Actually, we’ve had it under a tarpaulin at the back of the basement garage for a week. Right next to a shrouded Beemer for Justin. I suspect, though, he’d prefer you to take him to work tomorrow in the Audi so he can collect the Beemer. He won’t leave that old classic of his there.”

“No, he won’t.” Steve knew my husband too well. I was secure in Justin’s love for me, but I had to share that love with his Chevy Stingray.

I stood aside, and Steve walked into the hallway, then stood waiting as I shut the door. I turned the lock, too, and he just smiled at me.

I walked back past him to lead him into the house. I’m sure he saw me speed up as I passed the bottom of the stairs, not wanting to have to deal with him stopping me and saying, shall we? I really didn’t want to find myself in the bedroom with him that quick. I didn’t want to find myself in the bedroom with him at all, but that was a different issue. His soft chuckle as he followed me toward the kitchen told me he’d noticed.

“Coffee?”

“Please, on one condition. You relax.”

“Easy to say, hard to do.”

“Then let me put you out of your misery.” He stepped up close as I turned around. “I am not going to fuck you today. The only person who will do that today will be your husband.”

“But…?” I was puzzled.

“Don’t think I don’t want to.” His hand grabbed my free hand and pulled it tight against his crotch. By instinct, my fingers wrapped around what could only be a hard cock. Even though he wore his suit pants, it felt like a branding iron on my soft fingers. After a second, he took his hand away and watched my face. I pulled my hand away but made sure I’d left it there long enough to show I wasn’t afraid.

“I want you, badly. But today is not about that. I might ask for a peek. In fact, you can pretty much guarantee I’ll ask for that, but today is about talking things through and understanding how this works. Then you have two people to see.”

“I do?”

“Yeah. The first one might not be pleasant, but that can’t be helped. You get a complete physical and blood work. You have an appointment with Doctor Imani at eleven-thirty.”

“Why do I need a physical…? Hang on, don’t answer that.” I’d worked out the answer—they wanted to know I was clean before they touched me. That couldn’t have been done before the contracts were signed, and this was the first opportunity.

“After that, I’m going to take you to the lakeside place, so you can see what will become a bit of a daytime home from home for you. You have an appointment there at one-thirty.”

“With?”

“A specialist personal shopper.”

“Huh?”

“Denise, it’s not in the contract, but you get a clothing allowance. Sexy clothing and especially underwear. Quite frequently, your underwear will not survive, if you get my drift. It’s Susanna’s job to sort out your wardrobe.”

I shuddered. Sometimes Justin got a little carried away as he removed my underwear, but not often. It sounded like at least some of these guys, maybe including Steve, liked it that way a lot more of the time. I wasn’t sure that was a good thing, although I’d always enjoyed it when Justin got rougher with me. His love for me had always tempered that. These guys didn’t have that mitigating factor.

Steve carried his coffee back into the family room, and I expected him to sit on the couch and for me to be required to sit next to him. Instead, he picked one of the pod TV chairs and sat there. “It’s your house, Denise. Sit where you like. As I said, there’s no pressure on you today, so you need to relax.”

I sat on the couch, knowing that it gave him the opportunity to move over and sit next to me. My mind was in turmoil. I’d been working myself up to get naked, or be got naked, and then suck and fuck. I’d known damn well he’d want a blow job first. Now I wasn’t going to have to do that. A large part of me was relieved, but a little bit of me felt I was being cheated. At the same time, I could visualize Justin sitting at his desk, his mind focused here, not on his work. He’d be wondering how quickly Steve would make a move. How quickly my top would hit the floor, followed by my skirt. It wasn’t even half-ten yet, and he’d be wondering if Steve had his cock down my throat. I shuddered, and I guess that was Steve’s opportunity to talk to me.

“Any questions, ask away. I mean it. There are certain things I won’t answer, but you won’t know what they are until you ask.”

My smile was altogether more genuine this time. It appeared he’d been telling me the truth. The medical thing made sense. The personal shopper, not so sure I wanted another woman, God, at least it was a woman deciding what I was to wear.

“That contract was rather detailed.”

“It was meant to be. Take any guesswork out of the situation. You know what we want. We know you’re committed. Works both ways.”

“It’s also very generous.”

He grinned. “I could say something crass like you’ll earn it, but I’ll be good and just bite my tongue.”

I flushed, and he laughed at the look on my face.

“One thing, though, which might be a bit personal.”

“Ask? I don’t promise to answer, but I will if I can.”

“Alison.”

“Yes?”

“Does she know you’re here?”

“Oh yes. I don’t keep secrets from my wife.”

“But how can she be happy with that?”

He shrugged. “Accepting would be a better word, not happy.”

“I…” I wound down, unsure what to ask, but Steve was ahead of me.

“You want to ask how our marriage survived, right? How I coped while she was in your position, and how she copes now I’m doing what my old boss did to her.”

“That’s about it, yeah.”

“Why do you think I’m the one here today? Why not Wiseman or Carmichael? Because you know me and my wife. You don’t really know the others that well. As I said, we plan everything.”

“I see.”

“Look, Denise, this system has been in place since 1922. Every VP promotion since then has been through this. Every board member and his wife have been through this. Okay, maybe the perks for the perk have got better.”

“What did you call me?”

“Perk? Perks for the perk? Think about it. You’re like a perk of the job to us.”

“That’s fucking degrading.”

“It wasn’t meant like that.”

“Hmm…”

He grinned. “Anyway, to get back to your original question, the one you were a little shy to ask. How did I cope while Alison was doing what you’re going to be doing? Badly at first. It was hard for me. Not so bad for her. Alison had been a hell-raiser in college and had much more experience than I did when I married her, despite the age gap.”

“Are you sure you should be telling me this?”

“Yeah. You need to know some of the coping strategies. After the first month, she reveled in the attention and the trappings that went with it. We also made a pact.”

“A pact?”

“Yeah, on her available days when she was expecting, her visitor or visitors, she made sure we had morning sex, and when I got home from work, she was waiting for me in a pair of heels and nothing else because she wanted me to fuck her before dinner.”

I could feel the heat suffusing my face and spreading to my neck. I was blushing bright red. Steve threw his head back and laughed long and loud.

“You two have made the same agreement, haven’t you?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

“He fucked you this morning, right?”

“None of your business.”

“I bet he did. Your blush gave you away. Anyway, she kept a chart for three years. She marked on that chart the number of times she had a visitor. Not the number of times they fucked, the number of people she slept with. She marked each one with a cross.”

“And?”

“Now, since I was promoted and she was out of the loop, she knew I was in the loop. Every time I step into another woman’s arms, I scribble out one of those crosses. Once there are no crosses left, I stop. Simple as that. I also made her the same promise she made to me—when I’m paying a visit, I fuck her first thing and again as soon as I get home.”

“I see.” Actually, I did see. It made sense in a twisted kind of way. The most important part of that was the total honesty between them. “Knowing that, I’m not sure I could face Alison again.”

He shook his head. “Don’t think that. Alison will behave the same way toward you as she always has. And you’re expected to do the same. She won’t talk about any of this, and to be honest, after today, I won’t talk about my relationship with Alison with you. I won’t talk about it with Justin, either. This is just to show you there’s nothing to be afraid of.”

“Easy to say.”

“Truth, though. Now any more questions?”

“Yeah. How did you cope, working with a bunch of guys who you knew were regularly fucking your wife? That must have been hard.”

“You’re worrying about Justin, right?”

I nodded.

“Don’t. As I said, we’ve been doing this for a long time. Okay, it’ll be hard for him to get used to start with. We’ll keep an element of control over it, but we do need him to realize it’s actually happening. He won’t be alone with any one board member for any appreciable time for a while. We’ll make sure the first few meetings where he and we are involved won’t include clients or any junior staff. Minimize any risk of embarrassment. At the same time, we’ll keep him loaded with work, overloaded at times, so he has no time on his hands to dwell on it.”

I started to speak, but he waved me to silence.

“The truth is, our sex life improved at home during those three years. I was getting sexed up in the morning and evening three days a week, usually twice in the evening. It formed a habit, and we seemed to expand that into the other days too, although not the greeting me in heels and a smile thing, but definitely the sex. That made it easier for us to be totally honest with each other. Once the novelty had worn off, it got easier. Toward the end of the three years, there were two others sharing the load, although Trev’s Pattie couldn’t handle it for long and quit and divorced him. Something similar happened to Phil, although he was really the one who didn’t cope. Don’t tell Justin that, though.”

I took a deep breath, and Steve checked his watch.

“Any more questions?”

“No, not now.”

“That’s good. Listen, we need to start to make a move. You will want me to show you how the knobs and buttons work on your new car.”

“That’s a bit chauvinistic.”

“No, if you’d bought it, you’d have had a test drive where the salesman showed you, or saleswoman in this case—the local dealership has more saleswomen than men.”

“That just sounded so… patronizing.”

“It’s okay. Poor choice of words, maybe, on my part.”

I forced a smile and tried to relax again. Being patronizing wasn’t a good way to get on my good side. Since our marriage, I’d had to deal with that a lot more than Justin knew about. Being called a gold-digger because of the age gap had been something that hurt. The suggestion I’d been looking for a sugar daddy had been even worse. In fact, it had been Alison who’d helped me deal with that and not let the barbs penetrate. Now her husband was sitting in our family room with every intention of both seeing me naked and, at some point in the very near future, fucking me. The fact I’d been expecting that to happen today was by the by.

“A question for you?”

“Fire away, but we will have to be quick.”

“I thought you told Justin that three of you…”

“Would be here today to strip you naked and take you one after the other?”

I could feel my blush building again. “Something like that, yes.”

“Smokescreen.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“We don’t want Justin to get too comfortable with this too soon. If he did, then we’d end up with the two of you having a blowout. We don’t want that. We want this to work for two reasons.”

“One to get your hands on me…”

He shook his head.

“No, you’re thinking short-term. We’re talking long-term. Justin is board material. He’s proved that, and you’ve shown yourself to be capable of being a top executive’s wife. The fact you are pretty and damned sexy just opens the door.”

“Don’t you mean my legs, not a door?”

“No, I wasn’t talking in metaphors. His promotion isn’t just because you’re sexy, which you are, but based on his work. He isn’t getting promoted by you lying down and spreading your legs. To get to the top, there are sacrifices. For the next few months, you know what those sacrifices are. Consider yourself lucky—Alison had to do it for three times that length of time. Consider yourself even luckier that Justin is the next in line for the promotion. Once old Wiseman retires, and Justin is promoted, killing this specific arrangement, the next couple in will probably be in that position for seven or eight years.”

I swallowed. The idea of doing this for that long didn’t appeal. We wanted a family, eventually, but not yet. In seven years, I’d be thirty and Justin over forty, our respective biological clocks ticking.

“Anyway, we need to get moving.” He rose to his feet and then cocked his head to one side.

“My turn with a question.”

“Okay.” I braced myself thinking he was about to ask me to lose the bra or something.

“I assume Justin choose what you’re wearing?”

“Yeah, he wasn’t that happy about doing so, but yes.”

“I know. It was necessary, part of the acclimatization. I’m also assuming he had the good taste to match your underwear for you?”

I almost screamed that it was none of his business, but I bit my tongue. “Yeah, purple satin, if you must know.”

“Very nice. No doubt sexy ones too.”

I nodded. After all, he kinda had the right to see them, and probably would before the end of the day.

“Well, can I suggest you go upstairs, slip into plain cotton panties, and tuck those nice purple ones in your purse? That way, you might find the gynecological exam a little less embarrassing. Wearing your big panties and such.”

He even seemed embarrassed to be saying it, which I found kinda cute and kinda funny at the same time. I stifled a giggle as it was really a good idea.

There was one thing, though. “I suppose you’re going to tell me you want to watch me change into them.”

“Well, if you’re inviting me…”

“I’m not.” Damn, he’d been too quick on the uptake.

“Tuck the purple ones in your purse. When we get to the condo, you can duck into the cloakroom and change back. That way, if there’s any…. discharge…”

This time, he really was blushing.

“Thank you for your consideration.”

“While you do that, will you unlock and pass me your phone.”

“Why?”

“I’m going to install the scheduling app for you. It’s not available in the standard app stores. It’s a secure store. That way, there’s no temptation for Justin to try and load it into his own phone.”

“He wouldn’t.”

“Temptation is what I said.”

“Couldn’t he just use my phone? I don’t lock it around him.”

He shook his head and smiled. “Good thinking. Trust is important, remember. Don’t start hiding your cell. Not a good idea. No, the app is very secure. When you first use it, it takes a photo of you, and while you’re using it, it keeps monitoring your face. As soon as it can’t see your face or sees a different face, it blanks out, even locks. It’s secure enough that way. By the way, there’s a caveat with that. Don’t wear color-changing contacts or suddenly start wearing glasses. Above all, don’t change your hair color – if you do, it’ll lock you out and not recognize you.”

“Sophisticated.”

“It has to be.”

“And if I do change my hair color?”

“You’ll have to call me to come and unlock it for you and take another photograph. That won’t count as an appointment, though.” He grinned. “It’ll be worth at least a blow job, though, possibly more depending on the time of day.”

I blushed again. “But does that count on Alison’s chart?”

“Of course.”

At least he wasn’t going to send a tech to do something that could be embarrassing.

I handed my phone over and headed upstairs. Halfway up, I glanced back, and he was deep into what he was doing. At least the suspicion that he was going to follow me upstairs was allayed.


Chapter 9

The least said about the ob/gyn/STD check visit I’d just had, the better. I was glad that Steve was refraining from fucking me. That had been embarrassing, but it had also left me sore. I prayed I’d feel better by the time Justin came home. I’d promised him a fuck then, and I’d meant it. The idea of Alison waiting for Steve, naked except for her heels, was starting to form a wicked idea in my head, although not quite the same. If my pussy was too sore, I wouldn’t be able to do that. I’d also be breaking the promise I’d made him.

Trying not to worry about that, I followed Steve’s directions toward the lake on the far edge of town. This was an upscale neighborhood, with million-dollar homes separated by small condo developments and the odd marina or boatyard.

“This is the place coming up on the right. Turn into the underground car park and use this. He handed me a magnetic key card. If you lose it, report it, and it’ll get canceled and another issued to you. It operates the car park barrier and the lift as well as the door to the condo. So it’s important.”

“Okay.”

I swung in where he said and passed the card across the reader, and the barrier rose smoothly.

“Down two levels and to the left. You’re looking for the parking slot P1—that’s reserved for you.”

“For me?”

“For you or any other junior VP wife recruited in the near future.”

“Gotcha.” As I steered my way down the ramp, I looked at the other parking spaces. They were all marked with number combinations. None of them started with a letter. So why did mine start with a P?

Once we reached the end of the ramp, I turned left, and straight in front of me was a whole row of parking spaces, P1 at the right. Glancing along, I could see they ran to P9, although they were all empty. Realization dawned. Parking for me and all eight executives. I shuddered as I pulled up. Maybe that no gangbang clause wasn’t going to be kept to. I guess Steve saw the glance to the side and the resulting shudder.

“We use this place for other things too. Private meetings, some big clients. Don’t worry. You’ll never be here with all the spots filled.”

I breathed a sigh of relief and switched the car off.

“You like the car?”

“It’s fabulous, thank you. It was my aspirational dream car and has been for some time.”

“Well, you got there, babe.”

I shivered again. It was the first time he’d used any kind of pet name, although at least he’d avoided using the ones Justin and I used for each other. That would have been hard to take.

“I half expected him to ask for a little kiss by way of a thank you, knowing it wouldn’t exactly stop at a kiss, even if it didn’t go all the way through to a fuck, but Steve wasn’t that gauche.

He climbed out of the car and pointed to a couple of small black domes on the ceiling.

“CCTV cameras, full coverage down here, and in the lifts and foyers. They run face recognition software, so any unauthorized people are picked up.”

“So, how did they get my picture?”

“You know the one I took to set up the scheduling app?”

“Yeah.”

“I sent it to my phone, and then while you were in with the doc, I set everything up with security here. So, two warnings. Even if you arrive here with one of us and you’re hot to trot, for security, don’t start anything until the door is closed on the condo. Second, don’t attempt to bring Justin in here. He’s on the undesirables list until he makes board-level. No way in here.”

“Right.” She smiled. “I wondered why my phone sent you that picture message. I’d assumed it was for backup for the app.”

“No, babe, the app takes care of that.”

He led me over to the bank of elevators and stood back to allow me to swipe my card to call a car. As we stepped inside, the door swished shut, and we started to move. It was silent and smooth. Everything about this place oozed class, no expense spared.

I had a slight panic moment. “No buttons!”

“Don’t need them. The card will take you to your floor. Someone on floor four can’t get to floor three, and so on, without an invite. We don’t invite anyone in the building up to the penthouse.”

Penthouse—that had been the word I’d been groping for ever since I saw that P designation on the parking spaces.

In no time, the elevator stopped, and we entered a plush foyer. There was only one door, and that had a card reader next to it.

“Be my guest.”

I smiled and swiped my card again, the door swinging open on noiseless hinges. Steve stood back as I entered and then came to an abrupt halt a couple of yards inside. He stepped up to my side, and the door closed behind us.

“So what do you think?”

I couldn’t answer him straight away. It was just too much. The place was huge, I mean really huge, open-plan and with large glass walls on the side facing me and to my left facing the lake. No, not a lake, a terrace that faced the lake. Combining the area of the penthouse and the terrace, they just about covered the entire floor.

“Wow.”

Everything looked brand new and straight out of the set of an upscale porn movie. White leather couches, soft carpeting, a stainless steel kitchen area, and to my right, a very large bed with satin covers. I shivered at the sight of that red satin, wondering how it would feel against my naked back as Steve lowered himself on top of me. How it would feel as I slid on top of it, impaled on the cock I’d felt through his trousers.

Steve was chuckling as he watched me take it in. “Just so you know, there are fold-away screens that can isolate the bedroom from the rest of the place. There’s a walk-in shower and a spa bath behind the door next to the bed. Now, why don’t you go… change as we discussed. Take the chance to freshen up, and I’ll meet you out on the terrace. Okay?”

“Sure. Thank you.”

“Maybe I’ll ask you for that kiss as a thank you for the car. I know you expected that downstairs.”

I bit my lip and then forced a smile. “Maybe I’ll grant such a request… if you ask nicely.”

“I’m always the gentleman around a beautiful woman. At least up to the point where I’m about to rip her underwear off.”

I frowned but could see he was still grinning. Why is it the men around me get so much enjoyment out of teasing me? Steve was being nicer than he said he was, too. I was sure it was deliberate, but he was giving me the chance to spend a few minutes alone. A glance at my watch showed it was approaching one o’clock already, and I’d been in his company for three hours—except for the time with the doctor. Unlike my expectations before his arrival, he had yet to touch me or get me to touch him, other than that momentary squeeze of his cock that he’d initiated.

The bathroom was huge, as big as our bedroom at home. Marble lined, and the bath was easily big enough for two people. The shower had more nozzles and dials than I could count and was also easily big enough for maybe four people. I knew what that would mean. Doing what I needed to do and changing back into the purple panties only took seconds. The shock had been to find that the cotton ones I removed were damp from my secretions. I knew my arousal level had been higher than the normal background level, but I was a lot wetter than I’d anticipated.

I plumped up my hair and retouched my lipstick, then wandered back through the condo and out onto the terrace. Steve was standing in the far corner watching me, that same taunting grin lighting his face. The section nearest the house had a large glass roof over it, covering a couple of sets of seating with soft-looking cushions. I gave those a hard look—they were there for a reason other than sitting.

Right smack in the middle was a large hot tub. Again its reason for existence stared me in the face. I knew I wasn’t just going to find myself getting fucked on that bed or occasionally on a couch. They were far too inventive for that.

I walked over to Steve and gasped at the view of the lake.

“Stunning, isn’t it?”

“Yeah. Sure is.”

“Now, look around. Tell me one thing. Is there anywhere that overlooks this terrace?”

I did as he asked, although I was reluctant to tear my view away from the lake some six stories below us. The waters were a bright blue, dotted with little white boats, tiny in the distance, as people enjoyed the summer weather.

There was nothing anywhere as tall as this building all the way along the shore to the left. Turning to the right, I could see the lake curved in there, so nothing could be on that side. The lake's far shore was lost in a heat haze but had to be three miles away, at least.

“No, nothing.”

“Nor will there be anything built. We’ve got a pre-objection lodged with planning to avoid that.”

“I see.”

“So walking around this terrace in the nude isn’t a problem, as long as you stay back from the railing.”

I swallowed hard, waiting for the follow-up instruction for me to undress. It was an obvious ploy.

“Maybe, maybe not.” I tried to play it coy, but inside, I was steeled for the next command couched as a request.

“Just so you know, if you’re asked to do so, you just do it. Understand me?”

I nodded. Of course, they still hadn’t got the medical results back, so he wouldn’t be fucking me.

At that moment, his phone chirped in his pocket, and he pulled it out, read the message then checked his watch. “It appears Susanna is a little early. Never mind, that gives us more time after she’s left.”

I shivered as he gestured for me to precede him back into the condo. He was busy looking down at his phone, but I was sure he was checking out my ass at the same time, imagining what it would look like in the purple underwear I’d described. On impulse, I changed my walk into my sexiest strut, crossing my feet in front of each other to make my butt dip and sway.

He whistled tunelessly from behind me, and I blushed but kept going, hoping he wouldn’t notice the way the back of my neck was red.

Susanna turned out to be a bubbly little lady, about fifty by the sight of her, but she kept herself in pretty good shape. Her Asian heritage showed in her features, especially her very expressive eyes.

“So this is Denise. I’ve heard so much about you. I can’t wait to get started dressing you.”

I tried not to blush again and watched as she grabbed a pad and pen from her purse and then a tape measure. Of course, if everything was going to fit the first time, and the board would expect nothing less, she’d have to measure me, not just rely on my standard dress size.

I almost panicked. Getting undressed to be measured was one thing, and doing so in front of Steve was another. I shouldn’t have got myself worked up about that. Steve had already crossed over to the wall near the bed and pressed a recessed button. Frosted glass panels slid soundlessly out of the wall and followed hidden tracks in the ceiling, and when I looked closely, in the floor too, closing off the bedroom. Those panels were opaque, and the last section to slide into place was obviously the door.

“There you go.”

“Thank you.” I could see from his smile that he knew what I meant.

He winked as Susanna headed through the door to set herself up for me. As I moved to step past him, he lightly grabbed my arm. “When she’s done, I’ll show her out. Once she’s out of the building, you come out. Don’t bother putting your outer clothes back on. I think it’s about time for a real thank you for the car, don’t you?”

I took a deep breath and nodded. Not trusting myself to speak.

* * * *

By the time Susanna had finished with her tape measure, taking measurements I hadn’t even heard of, as well as the way she’d touched my breasts and jammed her hand against my crotch as she checked my inner leg length, I was ready for a sit-down. I guessed I had a wet patch starting to show on the front of my panties, and I really didn’t want her to think she’d turned me on. That was for a different reason. Steve had told me to leave my clothes off when I emerged after the personal shopper had left. That idea was wrong, deliciously so, and I found my thoughts drifting along lines that twenty-four hours ago I’d have dismissed out of hand. That’s what had started getting me turned on.

I didn’t think there was any way they could have got the results back from the doctor this quickly, but I didn’t know for sure. Still, Steve had been adamant he wasn’t going to fuck me today, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t be up for some other fun.

Susanna waved goodbye and headed out into the main room. I heard a low-voiced conversation between her and Steve and then silence. I guessed she’d left. I swallowed the lump in my throat and moved toward the bedroom door. Having thought about it, I intended to leave the room when he called me. I didn’t want him to come into the bedroom looking for me. Being that close to a bed with a man who clearly wanted me and who wasn’t my husband was asking for trouble, despite what he’d said.

“You can come out now.”

“Coming.”

I quickly gave myself the once over, making sure my bra was in place. Unfortunately, my nipples, hardened by the cool air conditioning and Susanna’s touches, showed as bumps in the fabric. The big relief, though, was there was no dark spot on the front of my panties – no damp shot showing the true state of my arousal.

This was the moment of truth. I was about to stand in front of my husband’s boss in my underwear, a purple bra and panty set, and black stockings and heels that my husband had chosen for me for precisely this purpose. I took a deep breath and realized my normal body confidence had deserted me. I stood just inside the door, hyperventilating, swaying on my feet as my hand refused to touch the door handle. It was as if it was white hot.

“Are you okay?” His voice sounded from just outside the door. Any moment he could open the door and reveal me himself. I shuddered and forced my breathing to return to normal.

“I’m fine. I’ll be there in a second.” I need to get my mojo back fast, my body confidence. I couldn’t walk out of her in my underwear, hiding myself in that classic position, one arm over my tits, the other hand shielding my mound. I had to get a grip, this set of underwear might be thin, but it was opaque, he couldn’t see anything through it, and in any case, it covered a hell of a lot more than my bikinis did.

Another deep breath, and I knew he’d be getting impatient. This was it. I squared my shoulders and took hold of the handle, and pushed it all the way down. The door swung open, and I stepped through, keeping my arms at my sides without showing the tension on either my face or in my body language.

I smiled at him. ”Like what you see?” I was trying to be sultry, but I wasn’t sure if it came out that way or just sounded like I was desperate for a compliment.

His answering grin was a lot wider than my smile. “Do I ever! Fuck! I knew you were beautiful, but I didn’t know you were that drop-dead gorgeous.” I stepped into the clear area between the couches, and he hit the button that folded the partition away behind me. I stood still, waiting, and Steve walked up to me and slowly circled me. I knew he was studying my body from every angle.

“All I can say is wow, just wow!”

My smile widened. What girl doesn’t like to get compliments? It appeared I’d almost rendered him speechless. I doubt I could have got a better reaction unless I also got him hard. As he circled me again, I managed a glimpse at his crotch. Yep, I’d got him hard. It was clear that the only thing stopping him from fucking me, either on the couch or the bed, which was now in the open again, was the as-yet unreceived clear report from the doctor.

He moved back in front of me again and looked me in the eyes. “I think I’m owed that kiss, now, that nice big thank you kiss.”

“Sure.” I tilted my head back so he could bend down to kiss me, but he didn’t. My mouth was dry. I didn’t want to lick my lips because he’d pick up on that as a signal. Instead, he grabbed my hand and quite literally towed me toward the opening in the glass wall out onto the terrace.

“Wha…?”

“It’s okay. Just want to see you in sunlight.”

“But I’m not dressed.”

“And the terrace isn’t overlooked. Remember?”

I sighed, remembering the conversation Susanna’s early arrival had interrupted. Without that, I’d probably have been half-undressed when she arrived, and that had been on the terrace.

He moved behind me and steered me toward the middle of the terrace with his hands on my shoulders. There was no point in resisting, and in any case, I knew I would have been pushing back against what felt like a mountain of muscle.

I thought he was going to stop me in the middle, but he kept going, steering me all the way across the terrace until my hands were on the bar above the brick wall. From the waist down, I was invisible, but above the waist, anyone on the lake looking up would be able to see me standing there in my bra!

“Steve!”

“What?”

“People can see me here, in my bra.”

“Which looks just like a purple bikini from any distance. They’d need damn good eyes to be able to see your hard little nipples indenting it. Now chill. Look out at the scenery.”

He stepped back, and I missed that contact for a minute but did as he asked. Apprehensive but a little more relaxed, he was right that bra did look like quite a modest bikini. I heard the faintest clicking sound and turned round to see Steve holding his phone up and smiling at the picture he’d just taken.

“Steve! What the fuck?”

He chuckled. “One for the album, babe. Although we could give some thought to sending it to Justin, couldn’t we?”

I frowned at him, but he set off a whole wicked train of thought in my head. What would it be like for Justin to receive that picture? To see me stood somewhere else, somewhere he didn’t know, in the underwear he’d picked for me to wear. I knew one thing, it would distract him and give him an instant hard-on. Turning my head back so I was looking out over the lake, I licked my lips and let the delicious thought roll over me. This could be fun, and it would be absolute torture for Justin—and I’d reap the rewards for that when he got home.

Trying to move slowly, I shuffled my feet back from the wall and leaned over further, pushing my butt back toward Steve. He’d obviously been watching me because he whistled. “Wow! Babe, you are delicious. Now look back at me over your shoulder and smile.”

He took another picture, and I found my breathing had picked up. My heart was beating fast, and I felt hot, and it wasn’t from the sun.

Turn around and face me, lean your elbows back on the rail. Now smile.

Click, another picture.

Arch your back a little, drop one hand down to the waistband of your panties at the side, and slide your thumb inside. Click. Now, the last picture, slide the panties down an inch so they go a little slack.

I panted for breath as I did as he said, wondering if his comment about it being the last picture was the truth or not. Or was that just to get me started sliding them down and off, exposing my lower body, naked to him for the first time. I reasoned he’d leave the bra on for the moment. After all, he wouldn’t want the scandal of a topless woman on the terrace visible from down there.

Suddenly he gasped, and I watched in astonishment as he dropped to his knees and focused his camera from close to the ground. “Spread your feet about a foot apart.”

“I thought you said that was the last picture.”

“This one is.” His voice was hoarse, but I did as he asked before he scrambled back to his feet and beckoned me into the shade. He scrolled through the pictures back to the first one and then stood behind me with his arms over my shoulders as he showed me the first one.

I thought I looked hot like that, especially with the contrast between my pale skin and the dark stockings compared to the purple underwear. Then he slid his finger across the screen and showed the second picture. If I thought the first picture was good, the second one was seriously hot. My butt looked bigger because of how I’d stood, and the expression on my face, well, I could only describe it as lusty. I’d never, ever reacted to a camera like that before.

“Send him that one.”

His finger swiped again, and the third picture appeared, with me facing the camera leaning back against the rail. Hot, but not as hot as the second one.

“Not that one.” There was something about my expression that didn’t seem right.

He swiped again. This time, I’d moved my hand to the top of my panties and hooked my thumb through them at my hip. It looked for all the world like I was about to strip them off while standing outside.

“Not sure.”

The next one, the supposed final one, showed me starting to drag the panties down, they’d gone slack across my mound, and my hand was a couple of inches lower. I’d gone further and shown more than Steve had asked for. I had a wanton, lost look on my face, and it was obvious to anyone seeing that picture that I wanted to get fucked.

“Send him that one.”

“I thought you’d say that you looked good enough to eat. However, when it comes to eating, it’s the next picture that says exactly that.”

His finger swiped, and I gasped. My vision swam a little, and my legs just went weak. I still had that wanton look on my face, mainly from fantasizing about Justin’s reactions, but Steve didn’t need to know that. My feet were spread about a foot apart, actually a bit more than that, so once again, I’d gone the extra mile. The shot had been taken from below, you could still see my face, but the focal point wasn’t my face. It was the wet spot, a couple of inches across, on the front of my panties. The satin material turning a few shades darker, and with the top-of-the-range camera on his phone, the detail had been captured in perfect focus.

“Fuck!”

“You want me to send that one too?”

“No! Yes! No! Oh fuck, I don’t know!”

“Would you rather I deleted it? I will if you ask nicely.”

I took a deep breath, and the idea just came to me. I smiled. “No, you can keep that as a souvenir. You can call it my thank you for the car instead of the kiss.”

For a moment, he looked deflated, but only for that split second. He put his head back and roared with laughter.

“Okay, little miss dynamite negotiator, but on one condition.”

“Which is? I knew what his condition would be.

“I’m going to send it to your husband.”

I shuddered but nodded. I’d already decided I wanted him to see that, to know I’d been aroused when the pictures were taken. If that didn’t mess with his head, nothing would.

He glanced at his watch and smiled, and I could see a tinge of regret there. “It’s time you got dressed. Much as I’d like to take the chance to sweet talk you out of your underwear, it’s time we got moving.”

I glanced at my watch, twenty past three. I was supposed to be home at four. Hell, I was supposed to have never left home all day. In any case, Steve had an announcement to make to his department at four o’clock—the official statement welcoming Justin as the new junior VP. There was no way I would delay that—it was too important to my husband.

“Well, my underwear stays on.”

“For today.”

I faked a pout and grinned. I knew what he meant. As soon as they got the clean medical report, which might be tomorrow morning, Steve and probably at least two more would be around at our home to fuck me in my bed. Which is what I’d expected today, after all.

I walked past him and back into the condo, and I knew he was watching my butt again. It didn’t matter. I’d got through the day, I hadn’t been fucked, I hadn’t even been groped or fondled or exposed… much. Now I got to go home to my husband.

“Oh, Denise!”

I stopped just inside the door and looked back. “Would you mind dropping me in the middle of town so I can walk back to the office? Don’t want people talking if they see you drop me off at the door.”

“No problem.” I’d wondered how he was going to get back to the office—after all, there was no other can downstairs in the P section of the car park. I knew from experience getting a cab at this time of day wasn’t easy anywhere in the city, let alone right out here.

* * * *

Just after three, the buy and sell orders slowed down, and I could relax and catch up on admin, and sort out my call list for tomorrow, do all the little jobs that got pushed to one side in the heat of the moment.

My phone buzzed in my breast pocket, but I ignored it – I knew Denise wouldn’t be texting me about anything important. It was probably one of the guys in the office sending the latest in-joke. It buzzed again a minute or so later, so I pulled it out of my pocket and checked the sender.

Steve.

Fucking hell!

There was a picture attached, and I stared at it in shock. One hell of a picture. The world shrank down to that one image on my phone, and I knew I couldn’t just sit there. Nobody, and I mean nobody in the office, could see this.

I made it to the washroom and occupied a stall in record time. My cock was rock hard, and I prayed nobody noticed a tent in my pants as I dashed for the cloakroom.


Chapter 10

I’d been wound up right from the moment I’d closed the door and jumped into my Stingray. As I backed down the driveway, I tried to force myself to be calm. A couple of deep breaths helped. Then, as I drove into work, I’d allowed myself to relax back into my normal traffic management routine. I knew the traffic light sequences by heart, and I guess I drove into the office on auto-pilot.

On arrival, my routine was shattered. I’d sent Steve a text before leaving saying the contracts were signed. That way, I could be sure the security block on my pass card would be lifted, allowing me to access the building. Anyone would think it was a bank instead of a financial services company that never handled any significant amounts of cash. I breathed a sigh of relief as the doors opened at the swipe of my card, and I was early enough there was nobody else riding in the elevator with me. Dropping my briefcase on my desk, I pulled out the three folders and looked at them one final time. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, couldn’t believe we were doing this.

The biggest thing, for me, had been the way they’d got me to choose what Denise would be wearing for them. That was a nasty trick, real underhand, and it weighed as heavily on my mind as the files of contracts felt in my hand. They didn’t really weigh anything, especially as most of the paperwork was still at home—I only had to return the signature sheets. That was a neat move as well—there wasn’t any way for me to sneak a peek at the section of Denise’s contract I wasn’t supposed to see. I very much doubted it only contained Administrative matters—but Denise had remained closed-lipped. I’d noticed the way the NDA, meat and drink to me as a top-line broker, had been new and frightening to her. I’d tried to point out there was nothing to it—but that penalty clause had got to her. I guessed it was designed to. The whole thing had been planned to a meticulous level of detail that plagued me with my own doubts.

Taking a deep breath, I walked into Steve’s office, knowing he was expecting me, and I was sure he’d have predicted I wouldn’t knock. He watched me approach his desk, his eyes on me the whole way. His office was huge, and I knew within the week I’d probably have something similar, but without the wood paneling—I’d seen where the junior VPs were quartered.

“Morning, Justin. I hope you slept well.”

I gave a non-committal grunt and dropped the three folders in front of him, then turned on my heel and headed for the door.

“Justin.”

I stopped and turned again.

“Good job. I know you’ve made the right decision. Now you have to let us prove it.”

It’s a damned good job I wasn’t the violent type and didn’t carry a gun. Hell, I didn’t own a gun. If I’d had one, he’d have had a third eye drilled into his skull a couple of inches above his nose.

Back at my own desk, I tried to concentrate on work. As always, I had a stream of e-mails from satellite offices all over the world to deal with. Some easy, some just needing routing, and others might take a couple of minutes. It didn’t matter the markets I worked didn’t open yet. They opened at ten.

Shit why did I have to think about that point in time? I knew what else started then. No doubt that timing was deliberate too. I took another deep breath and closed my eyes for a second. Instantly I was transported back home to what Denise would have been doing after I left. I could picture her drying herself after her second shower of the morning, taking particular care to make sure no evidence remained of our lovemaking. Then, sitting on our bed, she’d draw her stockings up her legs, snugging them around her thighs and making sure they were even and looked right. She would be meticulous about it, every little detail perfect, even though I knew her stomach would churn just as much as mine.

The purple panties would be next, and then the bra, each piece of her body being covered with care and precision. The skirt would follow, and then the top before she’d sit down to do her makeup. By the time she’d finished, she’d look stunning. I’d chosen the outfit with care—sophisticated and oozing sex appeal rather than downright sexy, let alone overly revealing.

Opening my eyes, I turned my attention back to the screen in front of me just as a new message appeared at the bottom of the queue from Steve. Disregarding the thirty or so unopened ones above it, I clicked on it.

Department-wide briefing at four p.m. sharp. Attendance is mandatory.

Out of habit, I checked the routing, and everyone on this floor, our department, had been sent it. I knew that list designation well.

A deep breath was needed. I already knew the gist of that briefing would be my promotion. Obviously, Steve had read through the contracts and signed off on them. If he’d had a problem, I would have had security guys escorting me out, not a polite e-mail from my boss.

I looked up, the clock showing nine-thirty. I heard movement behind me, and then Steve walked past. He paused and touched my shoulder.

“Try to relax. It’ll be fine.”

If anyone else heard, I’m sure that after the promotion announcement, Steve’s words would be associated with that. Until then, it added to any office gossip. I knew he was talking about something very different. I watched his broad back head over to the bank of elevators, and he didn’t turn to look at me as he waited.

Turning back to my screen, I ripped through the rest of the e-mails as fast as I could, and once I’d dealt with them, I fired up my trading interface and checked the time. Five minutes to go, so that was the chance for a quick trip to the washroom. Once there, I looked at my face in the mirror, wondering several things. A moment later, I wasn’t alone, so I washed my hands and tried to avoid the conversation Gary and Finlay started up.

“So what’s this briefing about then?”

“No idea. Don’t remember the last time they called one. What do you think, Justin? Come on, you’re closer to the bigwigs than us. You must know.”

I’m not as close to the bigwigs as my wife is about to become, you cretins.

I shrugged, holding my hands up, palm outward. “Sorry, guys.”

“Sorry because you don’t know, or sorry because you know but can’t tell?”

I forced a smile, this kind of digging for news or gossip was normal, and I needed to appear normal in the office.

“Maybe I’m sorry because I’m not allowed to tell you if I know or not. You know how they work.”

Yeah, they fuck your wife for you, over and over and over.

Before my smile could slip, I headed back to my desk. I needed to get a grip if I blurted out any of my thoughts I’d be toast, and Denise’s sacrifice would be for nothing. Martha, the departmental secretary, was just depositing my coffee mug on my desk and then moving off with the next order.

“Thank you, sweetheart.”

She waved over her shoulder and made a little skipping motion, which, given she weighed well over two hundred pounds, was quite something to see. It was also our usual exchange with the first coffee in the morning.

First trades when the market opens were always brisk, and I had a steady stream of orders to process for quite some time, and I didn’t get to sit back ‘til almost eleven.

With a start, I realized the time. Steve and, I guess, two of the other directors had been at my house for almost an hour. I found myself thinking about what was going on back there. Had they walked in and just taken possession of my wife, or had they taken it slower? Was she already naked on the bed writhing in passion under Steve? Or had he already fucked her, and one of the others was just mounting her, taking the chance for sloppy seconds? Obscene images filled my head, contradictory ones. In some of them, she was naked and on her knees as Steve pushed his cock into her mouth, while in others, she was still partially dressed, although her skirt was rucked up around her waist, her top pulled up to expose her bra. In others, her top lay on the floor while two men, nameless because I didn’t know who had gone with Steve, mauled her breasts while Steve burrowed his head between her thighs.

I bit my tongue to stop myself from moaning and scooted my chair forward so my serious hard-on at those images couldn’t be seen. I wanted to go to the washroom again and masturbate to release the tension, but at the same time, I didn’t want to run the risk of being caught. A man about to be promoted to the second tier of management in the company is found wanking in the washroom four and a bit hours before the announcement of his promotion. That would not look good on anyone’s CV, let alone mine.

The rest of the morning passed the same way, furious bursts of activity and phone calls to clear my stream of orders and talk to clients, followed by a pause while images of Denise’s day of debauchery filled my mind. The juxtaposition of the two was sheer torture. I couldn’t escape either, and meanwhile, my cock was going hard and soft like a berserk yo-yo. Every time I thought about Denise, the scenes I was imagining got worse and worse. That purple satin bra and panty set seemed to fill my vision. Had I gone too sexy? Had I inflamed their lusts, stoked their ardor beyond the point of reason.

I knew I couldn’t ring her, couldn’t text her—it was expressly forbidden except in a life-or-death emergency. Just satisfying my prurient curiosity didn’t count. Lunchtime came and went, and I spent it at my desk, too keyed up to join the crowd heading for the bars downtown. Sometimes I went with, sometimes I stayed at my office—most of us did—it was a fluid group. At least that meant I wouldn’t get labeled as standoffish. There again, come four o’clock, they’d probably not invite me. We didn’t invite any of the other VPs.

Then the photo arrived.

Denise was standing there, her back to the camera with her butt pushed back toward the lens. She was still wearing her purple underwear and her stockings and heels, but nothing else. Her butt looked fantastic, and even if it hadn’t been my wife, I’d have wanted to fuck her. She looked amazing, beautiful, so, so sexy. Then I realized something else, and I had to pray nobody heard my audible gasp. The washroom, though, remained my friend—empty. She wasn’t in our house. Hell, she wasn’t anywhere near our property. Steve and the others must have taken her somewhere, somewhere outside. I almost panicked – she was outside, on a terrace. As they clicked the photo, other people could have been watching her. Shit! They weren’t supposed to expose her to risk. That was a clause in the contract. I zoomed into the picture, not looking at my wife, but looking at the background, looking for details of where it had been taken.

After a minute or so, I guessed they were at the company condo, which I wasn’t supposed to know the address of. Locating it had been easy, there were only two or three possible places along the lake shore, and I’d heard one of them mention the penthouse on the sixth floor. Since there was only one place that high, I’d been able to work it out. Nobody could overlook that terrace, and from ground level, if they could see her, it would look like a purple bikini. I breathed a sigh of relief, knowing they were still protecting her reputation.

Then I remembered my cell had buzzed twice, and indeed a third time as I’d burst into the washroom.

The second photo almost made me cum in my pants. I had to grab my cock at the base and squeeze hard to stop myself from making one hell of a mess. She’d turned around to face the camera, and there was no doubt she knew about the picture being taken. She was posing, leaning back against the rail round the terrace, one arm balanced on top of the rail, the other down by her side. I zoomed in. Her thumb was hooked through the side strap of her panties, and she had dragged them down a couple of inches, exposing her hip. They’d gone slack across the top of her mound too. It looked to all the world like she was going to strip naked on that terrace, and the camera had caught her in the act of doing so.

That expression I’d heard about taking photos came back to my mind. Make love to the camera. That’s what Denise was doing—her expression oozed sensuality, oozed pure sex. I loved her at that minute more than ever, but she wasn’t posing for me. Probably didn’t have any say in Steve sending me the picture. He was doing two things, showing me she was safe, which was good, but also showing me everything was proceeding to plan. If she hadn’t been fucked by then, she was just about to be. That wasn’t so good.

With a trembling thumb, I swiped across to the third image. I almost dropped the cell. It seemed so hot. It wasn’t the cell. It was the close-up image of the front of my wife’s panties, taken from below. She’d spread her feet apart, exposing the gusset of purple satin running up between her legs. The front was a few shades darker as a spreading wet stain was clearly visible.

Thirty seconds later, I’d managed to drop my pants, wrap my cock in wads of toilet tissue and shoot my load into it. I wasn’t proud of myself, but seeing my wife’s obvious arousal was too much for me.

That picture was fucking hot! Scorching, and I really couldn’t believe she’d allowed it to be taken. I was sure she hadn’t known he’d sent it to me. He really was a sneaky bastard!

Dressing again, cleaning up, and washing my hands took several minutes, and I returned to my desk. We were ten minutes away from the announcement, and I needed to prepare myself. The office was abuzz with rumors and whispered conversations about the briefing, but I kept out of it and concentrated on clearing my desk. As soon as Steve had made the announcement, and I’d had my hand shaken by twenty guys, I intended to bolt for the door. I wanted to get home. No, I needed to get home.

I hadn’t spotted Steve returning to the office, but just before four, he was there in the cleared section in front of the elevators. He looked his usual dapper, immaculate self. Not like a man who’d just spent the last six hours fucking a colleague’s wife. He glanced in my direction and nodded.

What do they call it, the first day of the rest of your life? Jeez, had someone got that one right.

* * * *

Driving home had been a nightmare. Memories of shaking Steve’s hand, a hand whose fingers had been inside my wife’s pussy, a hand that had cupped my wife’s breasts, clawed her butt, and pulled her back onto him, impaling her, seemed to fill my mind. Sheer torture, self-torture, I knew, but I couldn’t get the images out of my head. Driving a stick shift Stingray with a hard-on was quite challenging. Doing so without getting pulled over by a cop was another challenge. I have no idea if I broke any speed limits, but I probably did. The fact that I turned onto the drive with the bodywork intact indicated I’d not run any stop lights.

As I watched the garage door slowly inch up, I forced myself to smile. Twenty-four hours ago, I’d thought we’d never be able to repair the malfunctioning electric motor. Now we could probably replace it ten times over and not even notice.

Pulling into the garage, the first thing I noticed was the sleek Audi I was parking next to. The silver convertible shone with its newness, and as I opened the car door, that leathery, new car smell hit my nostrils. I’d noticed her two-year-old Honda parked in front of the house but hadn’t thought about it. Now I knew why.

As the garage door shut, I found my hands trembling. What would I find on the other side of the door into the house? Would Denise be waiting for me with a big smile? Would she be kittenish and playful, or was that too much to ask for? Would she be sitting at the breakfast bar sobbing? Hell, would she even be there? That brought a lump to my throat, but there again, her new car was here, as well as her old one, so how could she have gone anywhere.

Everything seemed to kaleidoscope in my head, and I almost stumbled. I didn’t feel that dizzy, just that all the blood in my body seemed to be pooling in my cock. Seeing the wet front of my wife’s panties in a picture taken by someone else had me harder than I’d ever been.

Hesitating just in front of the door into the kitchen, I took a couple of deep breaths before opening the door and stepping through, only to freeze in med-stride, my mouth dropping open.


Chapter 11

I’d been watching for Justin to get home ever since I’d had the text from Steve that he’d left the office. The text had been a courtesy I’d asked him for, and he’d smiled and nodded.

“For you, babe. Not a problem.”

“Thank you.”

I knew it should take my husband about fifteen minutes, so I gave the family room a quick once over and then dashed upstairs. I left the bra and panties lying on the bed. Justin had seen the evidence for himself via the picture Steve sent him. It had been nice of Steve to ask my permission and select which pictures were the best, but I knew I couldn’t have stopped him if he’d just gone ahead and done it. Since he’d seen the evidence, I might as well let him see it for real, not just in a photo. In the hour and a half, since I’d dropped Steve off, my ardor had cooled. The panties had dried a little, but you could still see a slight stain. As I slipped my clothes off, that arousal level spiked again, and if I’d had the time, I’d have dropped to the bed, fished out my favorite vibrator, and used it to completion.

I didn’t have that amount of time, so I brushed my hair and double-checked my makeup, making sure what Justin had seen of my face in those pictures would be what he saw on his arrival. I didn’t think my husband would have spent long looking at my face, and my face hadn’t been visible in the third picture. Slipping on my short silk robe, I belted it around my waist and headed back downstairs. I’d left the stockings and heels on – I wanted him to get the full effect. I realized with a start I’d worn heels for the entire day for the first time in a very long while. My feet weren’t even complaining, which was a real surprise too.

Once downstairs, I stood at the corner of the window and waited for the familiar shape of the Stingray to slide past the window and turn into our driveway. I’d moved my Honda out onto the road and put the Audi in the garage, and I knew he’d see it there. Steve had promised someone he knew would get us a good price on my Honda, even on Justin’s pride and joy too, but I knew he’d never sell the Stingray. I guess we needed to think about a three-car garage because the plan was for me to take Justin to work in the morning so he could collect his new Beemer and drive it home in the evening. I bit my lip. Depending on the speed at the doctor’s office, I might or might not be busy tomorrow myself. Justin didn’t yet know that. There again, he thought I’d been busy today, in a very different way than the way Steve had occupied my day today.

I heard his car as he turned into our quiet road and drew in a gasp of air. My pussy seemed to throb in anticipation as the car appeared in my view, swinging out to pass my Honda. I saw him look at the car, but he didn’t glance toward the house, then he was pulling into the driveway. I didn’t have long. I had no idea if he would burst into the house immediately or take his time.

Walking through to the back of the house, I could feel my legs shaking, tension and stress combining with that same anticipation to make me wobble a little.

As soon as I reached the part of the kitchen not overlooked by a window from the front, I shed the robe, throwing it over the nearest stool at the breakfast bar. Then, in just my stockings and heels, I moved closer to the interior door to the garage. I could hear the winder motor running, lowering the garage door, so I knew I only had seconds to act.

I’d occasionally met Justin at the door in something skimpy and sexy, almost throwing myself at him, but not often. I couldn’t remember ever meeting him this way—naked, not counting the sexy stockings and heels. Well, not since the marriage, anyway. I knew it was a look he’d loved. I couldn’t really think of a reason why I hadn’t done this sooner.

My heart was hammering in my chest as I sank to my knees, facing the doorway. Sinking back to my haunches, I slowly moved my knees apart, displaying my nakedness in the most unrestrained way possible. There was one final touch. I straightened my torso, arched my back, and clasped my hands together behind my back. God, I felt so wanton, putting myself on display like this, even if it was for my husband.

As I adjusted my position for comfort, I glanced down, seeing part of what he’d see. My breasts were pushed forward, the arch of my back making them stand proud on my chest, the nipples hard. They were so hard I didn’t need to punch them to get them to expand. I was panting for air. I needed him so badly after the rather strange day I’d had. I’d expected one thing and ended up having a very different experience.

The handle moved, and the door started to open. I had to suppress a moan as my anticipation level spiked. For a fleeting moment, I panicked, wondering if he’d be glaring at me in fury after what he’d thought had happened. It hadn’t, but he didn’t know that. Or if he would be as sexually charged as me. I didn’t have long to wait and no time to flee.

One glance at his face, as he pushed the door open, lifted his foot to step over the lip, and froze into immobility, was enough to tell me what he thought. His mouth dropped open, and I cast my eyes down, making sure to notice if he was hard or not. Hard? He was more than just hard. I could clearly see the outline of his cock straining at his pants.

“Fuck!”

I smiled. “Welcome, home, sweetheart.”

After what seemed like an age, as his gaze swept back up over me, cataloging every square inch of exposed skin, he completed the step he’d been in the process of making. After another couple of steps, and he let the door swing shut behind him.

“Fuck! You look incredible.”

“A girl is always pleased with such a reaction,” I grinned at him and brought my hands from behind my back. That reduced the impact of my pose because my breasts didn’t quite stick out so far. To be honest, holding that pose had started to make me ache. I beckoned him closer, and he moved toward me, his eyes questioning. I knew he’d have many questions, but there was one tension I wanted to remove before I started giving him answers.

Now, at last, he was close enough. My hands rose, grabbed the sides of his pants, and pulled him another half-step closer. It was the work of a couple of seconds to undo his belt, undo his flies and then yank his pants down to his ankles.

“Denise…”

I wasn’t going to let him delay me. I knew yanking his boxers down could have been painful, given how hard his erection was, so I spent a few seconds easing them past the obstruction. His cock sprang free, almost smacking me on my forehead as I pulled his boxers down to join the tangle at my feet.

He wasn’t objecting to what I was doing, and I took that as a good sign, any anger at the day’s events subsumed by his own desires. Or, at least, directed elsewhere.

I straightened up off my haunches and licked the end of his cock, still looking up into his eyes. He hissed in pleasure, and his eyes closed, allowing me to concentrate on the job, or rather, cock, in hand.

Engulfing the head in my mouth, I started to lick all the way around it and almost purred as his hand descended to gently rest on the top of my head. I knew what that gesture meant—keep doing what you’re doing.

I sucked hard, pulled another inch inside, and started to stroke my hand up and down the shaft. It was a bit dry, so I opened my lips and allowed my saliva to dribble out. Within seconds, the actions of my lips and hand had coated his cock in lubrication, and he groaned as I continued to both jack and suck him.

Sliding another couple of inches in, I brought him to the back of my throat. I tried hard not to gag, but this position made it difficult to take him further, especially as he was so hard.

“Baby… That’s incredible.”

I looked up at him again, but tilting my head made me pull off, not what I’d intended. “Glad you like it, tiger.” I guess I was grinning up at him because his answering smile was brighter than I’d seen for a couple of days.

“Tell me, baby.”

I raised an eyebrow but lowered my lips, so I was just nursing the end.

“How many cocks have you had in your mouth today?”

I chuckled, making him groan again. I knew what he was asking, and for a moment, I thought about refusing to answer, but I couldn’t torture him. I sank deeper into his cock, sucking hard as I held up one finger on my left hand. He gasped. Obviously, he’d imagined a lot more. Hell, until Steve had told me otherwise, I’d been expecting it too.

“One?”

I pulled off again, gasping for air. “One, sweetheart, this one, twice. Only this one has been in your wife’s mouth.”

Once again, I engulfed him, taking him as deep as possible, killing the conversation. As his cock touched the back of my throat, I stayed there, savoring the feel of his cock filling my mouth, savoring the taste of him, and smelling the essence of him. There was one thing I could smell, though, and I knew he’d not had a chance to wash away the fact he’d already cum at some point during the day. He had to have jacked off – and I was pretty sure when and why. The pictures would have done it, especially that last one. I wondered what it had felt like to him to stand next to the man who’d taken them, especially as, at that point, he’d have thought Steve had fucked me.

It had to have been torture for him. No wonder he’d jacked off and still arrived home with a hard-on. I pulled off him once again, panting for air.

“Baby?”

“Yeah?” I was struggling to breathe, and he wanted to talk instead of letting me blow him?

“How many… How many men fucked you today?”

I giggled, then dropped back down on him, plugging my mouth with his cock, and slowly held up my left hand with my fingers bunched. I knew I had his attention, so I slowly extended just my index finger.

“Wha…?”

I pulled off again.

“Stop talking and start enjoying. The only man who’s fucked me today is you, this morning, you great lummox.”

“But?”

“No talking.”

I nipped the end of his cock with my teeth and started a gasp out of him. Then I started to furiously work it over with my tongue. I wasn’t sure how he’d lasted this long, but I sank lower on him, taking him right to the back of my mouth. I groaned, feeling how full my mouth was and loving every second of it.

Justin had had enough of me teasing him. He wanted the release my mouth offered. His hand returned to the top of my head, but this time, it wasn’t a gentle pressure. Unusually for him, he pushed down, forcing the end of his cock into the top of my throat. I gagged and swallowed the sudden burst of saliva. He wasn’t done, either, as his hips started to flex, fucking my face and driving himself deeper. I could hear his ragged breathing as I wrapped my hands around the back of his thighs and just clung on. My breathing was no better, gasping and panting around the obstruction while trying to swallow the serious amount of saliva my mouth was producing. It felt like heaven.

There was no way I could keep this up, nor could he, and the thrusts of his hips became quite ragged. I could feel his cock expanding in my mouth, and I moaned around it, one hand dropping to my own sopping wet crotch. My finger speared into me just as his first jet of semen flew into my throat, and I had to swallow quickly.

By the time his third jet struck my throat, I was cumming around my fingers.

As he finished, he pulled back, and his cock slipped out of my mouth. I dropped to my hands and knees, trying to support myself as the last tremors of my own orgasm wove their margin inside me. After a few seconds, I squatted back onto my haunches and grinned up at him. His answering grin was fierce.

“As I said, welcome home, sweetheart.”

“Fuck, if that’s how you want to welcome me home, you can do so any day of the week. Fuck!”

I held up my hands, and he pulled me upright, although I twisted out of his grip and reached for the robe.

He pouted in disappointment but didn’t verbally object. I knew he’d be up for more later, but for now, he needed to recuperate, and knowing Justin needed some answers to the questions in his mind. Questions I’d triggered when he found out his bosses hadn’t been around to fuck me today after all.

“Coffee?”

“Coffee.”

“I’ll make it. You go change. I don’t want to force you to send another suit to the dry cleaners.”

He chuckled and finished fastening his pants. He grabbed his briefcase, dumped that in the home office, and headed for the stairs.

“You can shower if you want.”

“Only if you’re joining me, shower freak.”

I laughed and headed deeper into the kitchen to make the coffee. Although he wanted answers, he also wanted to get clean. No doubt he thought he’d be hiding the evidence of his earlier masturbation, but I’d smelled it on him. In any case, he’d never have lasted that long in my mouth if he hadn’t already cum in the previous couple of hours. A wife always knows. Besides, if he took a shower, that would give me a chance to grab the mouthwash and get rid of that cock breath, and I wanted lots of kisses tonight, lots and lots of kisses. Justin wasn’t totally averse to kissing me after I’d blown him, but he wasn’t that keen, either.

* * * *

Justin reappeared in the kitchen about fifteen minutes later. The tee shirt, shorts combo was more casual than he usually changed into – but I knew why – these would come off easier. The lack of socks indicated the probable lack of boxers too.

As he came closer, I offered up my cheek for a kiss and pointed him toward the coffee machine.

“Commando?”

“Don’t be cheeky.”

“I’m not. I’ll find out.”

He looked at me, and I watched as his gaze ran up and down the length of my body. I was still wearing the short robe, and he already knew I was naked underneath it. Desire spiked in his eyes, but he turned back to the coffee machine.

“Are you going to tell me about today? For that matter, are you allowed to tell me?”

“As long as you tell me how your day at the office went.”

He pulled the stool out next to me rather than the one on the other side of the breakfast bar. I appreciated the closeness.

“You first.”

I shook my head. “No, sweetheart, you first. I very much get the impression we were told what we were told just to put you under pressure today. See how you would react.”

“You think so?”

I nodded and sipped my coffee.

“Fuck! They are devious bastards.”

“Nobody touched me sexually all day. Okay, Steve got me a little excited at the lakeside place. I think he thought he was getting me excited with those pictures for him—but I knew he would be sending them to you, and it was the thought of your reactions that were turning me on.”

“For sure?”

“Justin.” My voice had a hard edge to it. “We agreed, total honesty, remember, only keeping details from each other when the contract stipulates it.”

He nodded. “Sorry, baby. It’s been that kind of day, a bit fucked up.”

“A bit? You spent the day at work thinking about your wife being screwed by your boss, knowing that at four o’clock, he’d be announcing your promotion. Then, you’d have to smile and shake each other’s hands, all the while thinking those fingers had been inside me, where only your fingers were supposed to go. Then just under an hour before that meeting, he sends you photographs of me in my underwear—underwear you’d selected for me to wear for him. There was a wet spot on the front of the panties. I class that as more than a bit fucked up.” I took a deep breath. “I’m surprised nobody noticed you walking around the office with a permanent hard-on, with a haunted look.”

He smiled and shook his head. “Nobody noticed, I’m sure of that.”

“The haunted look or the hard-on?”

“Both.”

“So what did you do? How many times did you duck into the washroom and masturbate?”

“What makes you…?” He trailed off and then nodded. “You already know I did…”

“Of course, sweetheart, a girl can tell when you’ve still got residue on the pubic hair that’s tickling her nose.”

“Sorry.”

I ran my hand down the side of his face. “No need for a sorry, but answer me one question?”

“Which is?”

“Was it the photos?”

He nodded.

“The third one.”

“Yeah, I kinda lost a bit of control with that one. I’d kept a lid on it up to that point, but not when I saw that. Luckily I’d already dashed into the washroom when I saw the first one.

She chuckled. “Well, if a photo can have that effect, maybe I should try some sexy selfies in my own time. See if they get the same reaction.”

He opened his mouth to say something, then decided against it. I could work out what he’d been about to blurt out. It wasn’t the sexy picture per se that had turned him on, it had been the fact another man had taken it, and there was unmistakable evidence that I was turned on.

“So, yeah, I spent the day in the office on a sexual knife edge.”

“Which is why you burst through from the garage with a monster hard-on.”

“And found you like that. That was a hell of a surprise.”

I giggled. “I know, but I kinda thought it would be a nice surprise.”

“It was. But does this mean…”

“That I’m going to do it every night? No, buster, not happening.” I smiled and winked. “I might do it every so often, though. It was good for me too.”

“Did you?”

“Did I cum when you did? A little one.”

“Then I guess I should return the favor.”

“Later, sweetheart, later, but thank you for the offer. We need to sort out dinner.”

“True, but you need to tell me what happened today. What went wrong?”

“Nothing went wrong. Don’t panic. As I said, the whole thing about today was to get us both wound up, especially you. I guess you could say today was the orientation day for my new job.”

Justin looked puzzled.

“Orientation, show me around, show me where I’d be working, medical…”

“Medical?”

“Yeah, full ob/gyn medical. They need to be sure I’m clean, and by corollary, you are too.”

“Of course, you’re clean.”

I could see that had started to wind him up, his anger rising. I stroked his arm until he looked at me. “Sweetheart, they don’t know that, do they? What would you have thought if they’d sent a detailed sexual history questionnaire for me to fill out a couple of weeks ago? You’d have smelled a rat. They couldn’t get me for a check-up before today for the same reason. I would have refused.”

“I guess.”

“So, today was orientation, showing me my new car.” I paused and beamed at him. “You saw it?”

“Of course.” He grinned as I bounced around on the stool. “Does it drive as nice as it looks?”

“Yeah. And hands off, you get your new toy tomorrow.”

“I know, so…”

“I know you’ll want a lift to work tomorrow. And no, you can’t drive it there. That little baby is all mine. I’m not touching your X5, either. Way too much torque for me.”

“Okay, okay. I get the message.”

“Dibs on who parks in the garage too. Seeing as I’ll beat you home, I guess the Beemer stays on the driveway.”

He shrugged, knowing it was a fight he couldn’t win. There again, I’d have had to put the top up on mine to leave it outside overnight. “We are insured for either of us to drive either car.”

“I know, sweetheart. Anyway, the blood test results aren’t going to be back from the doctor until tomorrow morning at the very earliest, possibly not until late in the day. Steve will text me in the morning, depending on the timing. If the report’s not back, then I have an ordinary day. If not… well… the date’s back on. If the report comes late in the day, then the date’s on Friday.”

“Ah. I figured. But…”

“Would rather it didn’t?”

He nodded.

“I’m with you, but it’s what we signed. They’ve already invested a lot of money in getting their hands on a piece of my ass. I can’t disappoint them, can I?”

He started to reply, but I touched his arm again. “Let it go, honey. Okay?”

“Sure, baby.”

“Anyway, after the doctor, he took me down to the lakeside condo and showed me how to get in and out of the place.”

“So you have access?”

I nodded. “But you don’t. Sorry honey. Not allowed. Their security system is shit hot. Hell, I’d be refused access if I died my hair. It really is that good.”

“I know, it’s verboten to even mention the place exists.”

“First rule of being a junior VP…”

“Or of being a junior VP’s wife…”

We both laughed, and he leaned close for a kiss. We just brushed lips, both of us knowing there were still things to discuss, although I hadn’t told him about the personal shopper yet. I gave him a brief rundown of how the place was laid out, the weird fold-away walls around the bed. He shuddered at that.

“What?”

“You not made the connection?”

“No, why?”

He sighed. “So while one of them is fucking you on the bed, the walls can be kept retracted so the others can watch.”

My mouth dropped open, and I had to recover myself before I spoke. “Fuck! That’s nasty.”

He shrugged. “Bet it’s true, though.”

“Steve said that was for privacy… He meant the opposite.”

“Yep.”

“He went to great pains to show me the terrace couldn’t be overlooked – so ten gets you two, they’ll be getting me out there naked before too long.”

“And that prospect does what to you?”

“Terrifies me, but at the same time, as long as I stay back from the edge, so I can’t be seen… It kinda turns me on.”

“Is that why you were turned on this afternoon, the wet patch on your panties?”

I shook my head. “No, Justin, as I said, that was all for you—I knew Steve would send those pictures.”

“You know one thing I think they’ve overlooked.”

“Which is?”

“Helicopter with a cameraman and a telephoto lens. Even a small drone can carry a camera these days.”

I stared at him wide-eyed. The sky around there and above the lake was clear. No obstructs or pylons or anything along the shore. Nothing to stop a helicopter from getting close enough. “Shit!”

“Think about that one, baby. Please.”

“For sure.”

I took a couple of deep breaths and sat quietly while Justin took both cups away and came back with a brace of beers. We weren’t big drinkers during the week, hell, not big drinkers, full stop. A beer, though, was nice and, in many senses, a gesture of solidarity between us. We solemnly clinked bottles then both laughed.

“Anyway, something else happened.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, I got introduced to my very own personal shopper.”

“Wha..?”

I nodded. “Yep, the reason Steve was able to take those pictures of me in my underwear was because when Suzanna finished taking my measurements, he told me not to bother getting dressed again.”

“You always buy your own clothes.”

“Apparently, they have some specific requirements. Steve did explain it. Some of the guys like me to dress up a specific way, and it would be unfair for me to have to foot the bill. Every set of underwear is bought with four pairs of the matching panties—they tend to get ripped off in the heat of the moment.”

Justin stared at me.

“Then there’s one of the others who likes Merry Widows and corsets. I’m not allowed to tell you who. Finally, there’s one of them who’s actually been impotent for the last ten years. He just likes to watch.”

“I told you.”

“No, not watch me with someone else. He likes to watch… me getting naked and then using a toy. Steve says he always wants the girl dressed as a businesswoman or a teacher—very prim and proper on the outside, right down to a full slip and a corset, but lace frippery underneath. Then I’d use a toy until he said stop, or even stop, get dressed, and repeat. Steve warned me about that one.”

Justin nodded. “That would be old Wiseman.”

“And you know that how?”

“Because the whole office knows he’s got erectile dysfunction.”

“Oh.”

“So it doesn’t surprise me he gets off a different way by watching rather than doing.”

Justin polished off his beer and looked pointedly at my half-full one.

“What?”

“Drink it.”

“Why?” I had a pretty good idea why, and I started drinking it immediately.

“Because I intend to take my wife to bed.”

“What about dinner?”

“What’s wrong with bed, dinner, and then bed again?”

I shuddered and swallowed the last of the beer.


Chapter 12

A text early in the morning confirmed the blood test results weren’t ready, so I drove Justin to work on his first full day in the office as a junior VP. Then I had the day to myself. That gave me time to play with the new phone app and run through several of the other administrative points on the list. I also checked the joint account and gasped at the balance. They’d already paid the first month of Justin’s new salary and the first tranche of mine. Having a six-figure sum in our checking account was a stunning find.

Have you seen the bank account?

Justin’s reply was almost instantaneous.

Yep. What are you planning?

Shopping! Then more shopping, and after lunch, shopping!

He sent me a happy face and a thumbs up. There again, he knew I wouldn’t go that mad, although I was mentally cataloging what I wanted to buy for the house. I’d decided to forgo on the clothing side until I knew what Suzanna had acquired. I was dubious about whether she’d pick the right things and even more so if they’d fit. She’d seemed competent, but I never bought anything without trying it on first. Still, if the worst came to the worst, I could probably salvage something from what she bought.

Around two o’clock, I got another text from Steve.

Test results clear. You can truly expect three visitors tomorrow. Tell Justin to follow the same rules when it comes to what you’ll be wearing. Not the same outfit, just the same rules. You looked hot when you’re husband dressed you.

That killed my mood, and I couldn’t bear to sit around the house waiting for Justin. Despite the way I’d kidded Justin, I had no intention of shopping for anything for the house, not without dragging him along with me for approval, or at least acceptance, of my choices.

In the end, I decided to put on my bikini and go and get some afternoon sun. The sun wasn’t as fierce, but our south-facing deck was still in full sun until late in the evening. Smothering myself in tanning oil, I pulled a lounger across to the middle of the deck and picked up a book and my sunglasses, laid down, and started to read.

“Wakey, wakey, sleeping beauty.”

I came awake with a start, even more, surprised to see Justin standing over me. I’d not even realized I’d fallen asleep.

“Wha…?”

“Shit! What time is it?”

“After six.”

I stared at him open-mouthed. I’d been out here for over three hours. Quickly I checked over my front—then realized the sun had gone in. It was still quite warm, but the sun had disappeared behind some quite thick clouds, and by the way, they stretched across the sky, which had been the case for some time. Since I tend to go lobster red with too much sun, which was a serious relief.

He helped me to my feet, and we went inside. Once there, he pulled me into a tight embrace, and we kissed long and hard. Hard enough to leave me panting by the finish.

“Let go. I need to get dinner started.”

“We’ll order in.”

“We are not having pizza three days in a row.” I could feel his fingers toying with the string in the small of my back. A simple pull and the bikini would come undone. “Nor am I eating topless. Understood?”

He grinned and pulled his hands away. “I wasn’t thinking pizza. I was thinking Chinese.”

“You’re on.”

* * * *

I’d planned on being awake first and waking Justin the same way I had the two previous sunrises, by taking his morning wood into my warm, hot mouth. Instead, I woke up to the delicious feeling of his mouth centered right between my legs, his tongue pushing inside me. He didn’t need to nudge my legs further apart. They parted of their own accord. I moaned out loud, my back arched and my fists curled in the sheet underneath me.

He shifted a little, then started to press the flat of his tongue against my clit, and his hand wormed its way in there to help too. My hips jerked off the bed as he thrust a finger inside me, concentrating on what he was doing. I looked down the length of my body to see him watching me. I didn’t have either the strength or the coordination left in me to lift myself up on my elbows. I tried, but as he pushed a second finger in, I sagged back to the bed again.

He pulled his tongue away and brought his thumb into play, running circles around my clit while his fingers continued to thrust and twist into me. My knees came up, my legs splaying even further out to the sides in mute supplication.

“You want something, baby?”

“Fuck me! Just fuck me already!”

He chuckled, and I thought he would continue tormenting me, but he didn’t. One moment he was crouching between my legs, his fingers buried in my slick pussy. The next, he was on top of me, his cock pushing at those same outer lips, his mouth only inches from mine.

“Good morning, baby.”

I looked at his face, still dripping with the juices he’d wrung from me, and twitched my hips in an invitation he didn’t spurn.

He timed his thrust into me exquisitely. I was just about to breathe out, and he pushed all the way in, in a single movement. I grunted, gasping as it expelled all the air from my lungs. Before I could draw in more air, his lips sealed around mine, his tongue thrusting in to possess my mouth. I could taste myself on his lips, on his tongue, and that decadence pushed me almost all the way to the orgasm he wanted to wake me with.

I pulled my head back, breaking the kiss so I could breathe, and he started thrusting away. He pressed down on me and gathered my left leg, bending it up and back toward me until he could position his arm to take his weight. This enabled him to get more depth, and his thrusts became harder still.

By now, I was panting, moaning, gasping as I strove to attain the heights. It didn’t take long for the wave to break, and I stiffened, my body convulsing around my core as the orgasm took me. I heard him grunt as my pussy contracted around him, and then I felt the first spurt deep inside me as he joined me in mutual ecstasy.

He stayed there for a couple of minutes, although he did shift enough for me to lower my leg before it set in place. To be honest, that whole leg up in the air thing was a bit too much for that early in the morning, but I wasn’t going to complain. We just lay there together, somewhat of a messy tangle, as we allowed our breathing to return to normal.

“Shower, mister. You need to get ready for work.”

“Join me?”

“No, sweetheart, I need to change the bed and prepare breakfast.”

His face kind of fell.

I hugged him tight. “I may get fucked later, but I made love this morning, and I intend to tonight too. There’s a huge difference.”

I shifted my hand and brought it up above him. He twigged a moment before my hand landed on his butt with a satisfying slap. “Shower.”

“Yes, boss.” He grinned to take any sting out of it and rolled off.

“Don’t forget.”

“Forget what?”

“I’ll be up for my shower as soon as I’ve got the breakfast started. While I’m in there, you have to pick out my outfit. This time, it’s for real, Justin, so pick well.”

He sighed but knew I was right. I’d shown him the text from Steve after he’d woken me on the deck. He’d actually got a little huffy when I refused to go out and look at his new toy until I reminded him I was wearing a bikini, and he’d just loosened the strap holding it up.

Redirecting him to thinking about sex was an easy way to win that one. He could show me the car at the weekend. For now, I needed to get him off to work so I could get everything done I needed before my visitors arrived.

Steve’s words had left no doubt there’d be three of them today, and I wasn’t looking forward to that in any way, shape, or form.  I also knew today was going to be another picture day. They wanted those photographs in a file that could be shown to the next junior VP applicant when they were placed in the same position as Justin had been. I wondered who took the pictures—or did they take turns at doing that, in the same way, they would be taking turns with me. I did know they wouldn’t bring another photographer in.

I had the bed stripped and remade before Justin switched the water off in the shower. Knowing I had at least ten minutes while he got dressed for work, I headed downstairs, dressed in my silk robe again, to make the coffee and start getting the scrambled eggs and toast ready. I only made enough for one. Although I’d drink coffee, I was too nervous for food. If I tried to eat, my stomach would return it, not necessarily straight away. In fact, I knew my nerves would be getting worse as the time drew nearer to ten. So, I’d end up vomiting up everything I’d eaten right on the stroke of ten. Not a good look for a woman who was about to get laid.

* * * *

By the time I came out of the shower, with my hair wrapped in a towel, Justin had laid out an outfit for me, or at least that’s what it looked like. I didn’t own many nighties, preferring an oversized tee or sleeping naked. So to find the one black, see-through baby doll set lying on the bed accompanied by a balled-up pair of stockings made me squeal. As I picked up the baby doll, I squealed again. The panties were missing. It appeared my husband had followed through on the jokey conversation for forty-eight hours. The moment I opened the door to Steve at ten o’clock, I’d be fully exposed to him. Jeez, if I wore this, it rendered large parts of the house unusable for me because I’d be on show through the window. Bang, there went our reputation.

It was entirely possible he was acting on secretive instructions from Steve too. His boss may well have told him what to select and not let me know he’d done that. Again the secrets and convoluted logic had me stymied.

I picked up the nightie and held it up to the light. I hadn’t won it for a while and had forgotten how see-through it was. A single lace held the front together, simple slip bows formed the shoulder straps. A quick tug at three loose ends, and I’d be naked.

“Bastard!”

I heard a low chuckle from the bedroom door. I spun around to find Justin leaning there, watching me, a big shit-eating grin on his face. He stepped into the room and moved closer. I kind of tried to cover myself with the tiny baby doll, but it wasn’t going to be effective.

“No, baby, I am not expecting you to throw your reputation away today. We’ll wait ‘til next week to do that.”

He leaned forward and kissed the tip of my nose. “Your real outfit is laid out on the bed in the guest room.”

I glared at him, and he retreated a couple of steps. He’d got me, got me good, and since he was dressed for work and it was almost time for him to go, I couldn’t get my own back.

“Rotten trick.”

“Worth it to see your face, baby.”

I smiled and, after tossing the nightie onto the bed, walked over to him, although he did retreat until he reached the door.

I put my arms around him and pressed my naked body, still warm from the shower, against him. My arms went around the back of his neck, and I kissed him, putting a lot of passion into it. Grinding up against his crotch brought his cock to hardness. Then I stepped back and smiled.

“Time to go to work, sweetheart.”

He glanced down at himself, then reached down and adjusted it within his pants. “That was deliberate, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah. I want the neighbors to know you’ve got a hard-on for your new toy.”

He rolled his eyes. “As if.”

I smiled and waved bye-bye before retreating further into the bedroom.

“No breakfast?”

“No. Couldn’t face it this morning.”

“Don’t drink too much coffee then. Nervous?”

“What do you think?”

“Of course, you’re nervous. What woman wouldn’t be?”

I bit my lip and tried to turn away, but he was there again, holding my shoulders and pulling me into a comforting hug.

“You need to go.”

“Why?”

“Because if you won’t, I’ll either cry and ruin your shirt, or I’ll pull you down onto the bed and fuck you senseless. Then I’d need another shower, and I haven’t got time. Either way, you’d be late for work.”

He chuckled and pulled away, his cock showing no sign of deflating.

“This time, buster.” I poked him in the chest with a finger. “I expect you to refrain from relieving yourself like you did last time. Even if Steve sends you pictures again. Am I clear? If you’ve got a serious head of steam waiting to go bang down there when you come home… then that’s the way I want it.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Scoot or you’ll be late.”

“Maybe I want to take another look at my gorgeous wife’s naked body.”

I rolled my eyes but stood still, my legs slightly parted to give him an even better view.

“Go.”

“Gone. Laters, baby.”

I heard him clatter downstairs, whistling as he went. Justin never whistled. That’s when I released he might have just escaped scot-free. I hadn’t seen what he’d left on the bed in the spare room. If there was nothing there, then he wanted me to be naked, answering the door to his boss.

The deep, powerful rumble of the X5 started up, and he backed down the driveway. He took his time showing off his new toy to the neighbors, not that I could blame him.

My nerves were on fire as I stepped into the spare bedroom at the front of the house. I took the time to wrap a towel around my body because, unlike our master bedroom at the back, this one was overlooked.

My sigh of relief was palpable as I spotted one of my black cocktail dresses lying on the bed. At least I’d start off covered up. The black halter neck had quite a plunging neckline, and it wasn’t a dress I’d usually put on at this time of day. Evening wear, semi-formal, is how I’d define it, but here it was laid out for me to put on at nine in the morning. The black lace panties were, of course, see-through, and I was surprised to see he’d included a bra, the one that matched the underwear. This time too, there was a garter belt for the stockings, which were just about the sheerest pair I possessed. The garter belt and stockings I could understand—but the bra was a bit of an issue. Justin had seen me in that dress a couple if not three times. He knew I never wore it with a bra, even if it had clear straps like this one had. The back strap and catch would be visible, as would the section between the cups at the front. I closed my eyes for a couple of seconds as I tried to envisage what it would look like. I snapped my eyes open straight away—the vision I’d just had, had been too lewd, with Steve and two faceless men watching from the couch as I slowly and seductively slipped the bra down and off. That hadn’t been what I’d been trying to think about. One thing, though, was certain, since the dress was black, I had to complete my make-up and hair before I got dressed.

* * * *

The skirt was a little shorter than I remembered it, but it still covered the tops of my stockings, but only just. They were the shortest ones I owned, so their tops were lower. At least it wasn’t the wide elastic lace top of hold-ups—they’d have shown for sure.

I smiled as I checked the mirror. My husband had been a tricky kind of genius in adding the bra. The inch or so connecting the cups that showed in the v at the front would draw more attention there than the naked v would have, which would have been a lot in any case. The clear shoulder straps didn’t show too much—but I wouldn’t have worn it to a good restaurant. The strap at the back, exposed like that, was perfect for a guy to fumble with, to tease me by toying with it, and then undo it. Since the dress was a halter neck, stripping the straps down my arms and off would be easy. I could even do it elegantly if I wanted. My only problem with the entire ensemble was that it wouldn’t be him removing it.

A glance at the clock showed it was already ten to ten. I grabbed my shoes and scampered downstairs and through to the kitchen before slipping the three-inch black heels on my feet. Slingbacks with open toes they weren’t exactly come fuck me pumps, but they were sexy and gave my legs that extra definition.

I didn’t want to answer the door puffing and out of breath, having just run down the stairs. That would appear altogether too eager. I knew Steve, of course, but his two companions would be any two from seven, not six, given I knew the impotent one who wouldn’t be here today. Although I’d been introduced to them all and even danced with them all, I couldn’t remember their faces or names.

Taking calming breaths, I put the coffee machine on and made sure the wine was chilling nicely and the glasses were within easy reach on the worktop. I did a quick check around the rest of the house to make sure it looked neat and tidy, and then it was over to the mirror to make sure my makeup and hair looked good.

As I was just fussing with my hair for the last time, I heard a powerful car pull onto the drive. It was dead on ten o’clock.

Showtime!

Shit!


Chapter 13

I stood there, just inside the hall, and waited for someone to knock. I didn’t want to throw the door open and wait as they walked up the driveway, appraising me. I wanted them inside the house, and the door shut before any of the neighbors thought there was anything amiss.

There was a frosted glass panel at the side of the door, and I could see three large shadows step up onto the porch but couldn’t make out any details. That brought forth a gasp. As expected, three of them—they meant business this time. Last time, it had been Steve on his own.

The knock on the door wasn’t loud, but it still made me jump. They’d ignored the doorbell, I guess trying to be that little bit more discreet. I swallowed hard and took a deep breath, trying to make sure my smile looked natural and not forced, although it was anything but.

“Good morning, Denise.”

I nodded my head. “Steve.”

“I know you’ve met, but please let me reintroduce our CFO, Frank Michaels, and another of our senior VPs, Martin Donaldson.”

I instinctively offered my hand to shake theirs. Although Martin did so, the slightly older Frank disconcerted me taking my hand and lifting it to his lips. It was an old-fashioned courtesy I’d seen in period dramas, but it had never happened to me. He brushed his lips across the back of my hand and held my hand there as his gaze moved over me from head to foot. I couldn’t help the slight blush that rose to my face.

“Charmed to meet you, sweetie. You look ravishing.” I couldn’t quite place his accent, and I guess Steve noticed my puzzled look.

He chuckled. “See, Martin, I told you, never go out with an Englishman in tow—the women always fall for that accent.”

The other two men laughed, and I frowned at Steve. “I prefer charming to brash any day of the week.”

“Touché, babes, touché.”

I stood aside, and they stepped past me. Two of them were carrying normal laptop cases, but I noticed the aluminum case Steve was carrying but did not mention it. He knew I’d seen it, so as the others walked past me, he mouthed one word camera. Ah. That just increased my nervousness. I’d tried very hard to forget they’d need more photographs.

“Can I get you, gentlemen, a coffee? Or would you prefer wine? Or something stronger. We’re not big spirits drinkers here, but I know we’ve got some whiskey and brandy around here somewhere.”

They laughed politely, and all elected for coffee. I turned and headed for the kitchen and knew all eyes were on my back and butt as I walked away. Although I knew they were watching, I couldn’t pluck up the nerve to put that little extra into my walk to tease them.

I heard a soft step behind me as I poured coffee, put creamer and sugar in bowls, and set up a tray. I wasn’t surprised to find Steve had followed me.

“Nice dress.”

“Thank you.”

“I think I’ve seen you in it braless, though.”

I blushed. “Probably. I don’t usually wear a bra with it…”

“But Justin picked one out.”

“Yeah.”

“He made the right choice, given our current situation. Probably not right for a more normal social event. But it looks good on you, makes you look even sexier.”

I shuddered but, after a second, continued to put the coffee tray together. “Martin and Frank will have their coffee down here. You sit and keep them company until I call.”

“And you will be?”

“Setting up the camera upstairs.”

“Oh.”

“Just the first few times, then no cameras. Remember, you signed up to it.”

“I know.” I tried not to let my shoulders sag.

“I have a penalty to pay too.”

“You do?”

“Yeah. Although I get to be first… I also have to take the photos of the others.”

“All of them?”

“Yeah. My penalty for being the first one between those beautiful legs of yours. The first one to see that those breasts of yours are as immaculate as they look and prove that ass to die for is exactly that. The first one to see how pretty your pussy is.”

I had to grip the edge of the counter to stop myself from shaking. “You sure know how to sweet-talk a girl.”

He chuckled. “Calling it like it is, sexy lady.” He leaned in and placed a kiss on the back of my shoulder. “And you are, sexy. Not just beautiful, but with a great mind too. Today, though, you don’t get to negotiate your way out of a kiss.”

As he gripped the counter on both sides of me, I had a decision to make. Did I continue to play it coy and shy, or did I try to push back? I was way too competitive to do anything other than the latter. I spun around and crossed my arms behind his neck, my upturned mouth only inches from his. As he gazed down, I smiled and licked my lips, the invitation obvious. Steve leaned in and just brushed his lips over mine.

“You have two other guests who also want theirs.”

I gasped. Visions of them working as a team, stripping me naked, and then gangbanging me on the couch whirled in my head. I didn’t want that, but my body wasn’t so sure it was a bad idea.

Steve laughed. “Their coffee. Why, what did you think I meant?”

He brushed his lips against mine again and stepped back.

“Let me take it.”

“No, you go and get your equipment set up,” I emphasized equipment, and it wouldn’t take a brain box to know I wasn’t really talking about the camera. His sharp intake of breath showed he’d noticed. He grinned, grabbed one of the cups of coffee from the tray, and carried it upstairs, picking up the small aluminum case on the way.

I took another deep breath and carried the tray into the family room, trying to play the good hostess. I did, however, make sure I bent down a little bit more than I needed to. Their eyes locked on my breasts as I did so to serve the coffee. They’d both took a seat on the large couch facing into the room, and I sat on the chair opposite, cradling my own coffee. As I sat down, I almost crossed my legs, an automatic motion, but instead pressed my knees together. I would have been flashing stocking tops if I had done so, and that was just a step too far for me. Any minute now, Steve was going to call me from upstairs. When he did, these two guys knew as well as I did what that meant. Time to get naked and do the dirty. Have sex. Get screwed. Call it what you will. When Steve called, my face was going to be bright red.

As they tried to put me at my ease, talking about this and that, I could see them watching me, and I almost wished I’d gone upstairs with Steve and just sat and watched him rig his equipment. There again, I didn’t want those damn cameras there in the first place. Not that I really wanted this either, but as I’d found forty-eight hours earlier, my body wasn’t averse to the idea.

Martin, in particular, tried to put me at my ease, but it didn’t work. Frank took over by telling me a slightly off-color joke. The joke wasn’t that funny, but my nerves had me giggling. A second joke was funnier, keeping the giggling going, and I realized it was working. I was feeling more comfortable.

That mood was broken as I heard Steve on the stairs. I looked over toward the staircase, and he smiled and beckoned me.

I tried to put a brave face on, putting my coffee down with a deliberate movement and then rising to my feet. “If you’ll excuse me, gentlemen, duty calls…”

They both convulsed with laughter, and Frank even had to put his own cup down to avoid spilling it. For a moment, I wondered if they intended to follow and watch, and my own smile must have faded. Frank saw it first and shook his head. “Don’t worry about us, sweetheart…” I winced as he used the endearment I used for Justin. “… We’ve both brought work to do.”

“Okay.” I sighed with relief. “Do you need the Wi-Fi password?”

He shook his head. “Steve asked Justin for it yesterday, so unless you’ve changed it…”

“No, it’s still the same.”

“Go, as you said, duty calls.”

I blushed. I tried not to, but the response was automatic. I could see they were just gently smiling at me, not roaring with laughter at my discomfiture. Nevertheless, as I walked over to the bottom of the stairs, I knew they were watching, and my humiliation blossomed. Steve had, in the meantime, walked down to the bottom of the stairs and stood to one side to let me precede him. I was two steps up before I realized he wasn’t being a gentleman but had rather taken up a place to watch my legs as I ascended.

“Naughty.”

He laughed, the other two joining in, and I knew I needed to get away from their line of sight before my nerve failed. I took the next three steps quickly, then paused. At least I couldn’t see them, although I knew they could see me from the bust down. On the other hand, Steve had a fabulous view straight up the back of my legs and under my skirt. He hadn’t moved from the foot of the stairs, just standing there, his lips pursed in a soundless whistle.

“Are you going to stay there all day, or are you coming upstairs with me?”

His chuckle told me I’d just dropped a double entendre, and the others laughed as well. I needed to get out of this situation before I made it any worse. I didn’t bother looking around to ensure he was following me. I was sure he would, although he might wait for me to reach the top of the stairs first. In fact, as I started up, I could hear him following, although he remained a few steps behind me. I had a horrible suspicion he might try and take some pictures of me like that, that upskirt shot on the stairs so quickly turned my head, but his hands were empty. His jacket was missing, I assumed he’d left it in the bedroom, and hopefully, his cell phone was in his jacket.

“Relax, Denise, you’re way too tense.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“Easy for you to do, too.”

I glowered at him, and when I reached the top of the stairs, I paused, waiting for him to catch up to me. The last place I wanted to be with my husband’s boss was in our marital bedroom, but I didn’t have any choice, and Steve wrapped his arm around my waist and steered me along the landing. I hadn’t told him which room, but it wouldn’t have been hard to guess—it was the only one with an en-suite and was the largest bedroom by far. All he’d had to do was glance in each room.

He shut the door behind us as we entered the room, cutting off access from the men waiting downstairs for their turn. Taking the three on one after the other was bad enough. Taking them on all at the same time approached nightmare proportions in my mind. I shook my head to clear the visions, not wanting to let my body flick the on switch with such lurid ideas.

That allowed me to look around the room and see what Steve had done. My eyes were drawn straight to the bed, where a camera seemed to balance on a peculiar black twisty thing tied around a bar of the headboard. The camera pointed down at the bed. It would capture my face as someone fucked me, as long as the guy kept his head out of the way. A similar device was holding a second camera up on the windowsill, and as I looked around a third one on the top of the dressing table mirror.

“Three?”

“Covers the angles.”

“Ah.”

“While I’m with you, I’ve got a little remote control that fires all three cameras.”

“And when it’s one of the others?”

“As I said, that’s my penalty. I get to take the pictures myself.”

I shuddered. I’d forgotten he’d said that. “Some penalty. Won’t movement dislodge the cameras, particularly this one?” I pointed at the one attached to the bed.

He shook his head. “Nah, GorillaPods are brilliant at holding a camera in place.

“What did you call it?”

“GorillaPod. It’s a flexible type of tripod, attaches to anything at any angle, and holds the camera still.”

As he talked, I was looking to make sure nothing else had changed, no surprises. Then I saw it and froze. “What the…?”

“What?”

I pointed toward the large framed wedding photo of myself and Justin. It had been moved from the window sill where it normally lived and now adorned the bedside table. It was clearly in line with the camera on the bed and would show up in every shot it took.

“You know why, babes.”

I did. It tied Justin into what was happening and manufactured that little bit of insurance they wanted. It felt like a spike through my heart, though, and I guess Steve could see me trembling. He wrapped his arms around me, cuddling me back into him.

“Come on, no crying. Otherwise, we’ll end up with you redoing your makeup.”

I forced a smile. I was pretty sure I’d be redoing my makeup at least twice.

“So… How are we going to do this?”

He chuckled. “Eager are we?”

“No.”

He spun me around in his arms to hold me tight against his chest. “We can take our time, babes. Don’t sweat it.”

I looked up at him, intending to say something about it being easy for him to say, but instead, my lips met his descending ones. As I’d opened my mouth to speak, his tongue darted out to take control of the gap, and the kiss intensified. His hands gripped my back, one on the material around my waist, one higher, on the naked skin around the bra strap. His tongue pushed past my teeth, and I opened my mouth wider to let him in. His tongue found mine and started to twist against it, forcing a response from me.

Steve was a very good kisser, and although his hand slid a little lower, he made no further move on me. Just kept kissing me. He shuffled me around and then gently guided me back until I could feel the bed touching the back of my knees. I half expected him to keep moving, to push until we both toppled onto the yielding surface, but he didn’t. Nor did he break away and push me back to sprawl in front of him. He had other plans rather than anything so gauche.

His kiss was electric, and despite my reservations, my body was reacting. Inside the flimsy bra, I could feel my nipples swelling up, pushing against the lace and, in turn, pushing against the thin fabric of the dress. Between my legs, I felt hot and sticky and knew a finger would find my pussy lips starting to moisten. He broke the kiss and moved his head to the side to nuzzle at the sensitive spot under my ear. Without thinking, I canted my head to the side to provide better access.

“No hickeys.”

“No worries.”

He moved higher, finding my earlobe and the understated diamond stud adorning it. He sucked both into his mouth, then I heard him gasp as he opened his mouth wider and pulled away.

“Ouch.”

“What?”

“Forgot stud earrings have a point at the back.”

I couldn’t help it. I started giggling.

“It’s not funny.” I could see he couldn’t keep a straight face.

The tiny mishap broke the ice, and I relaxed into his embrace.

“Safer to kiss you, I think.”

“Safer for me, or safer for you?”

He growled. “Safer for me.”

This kiss started off with a lot more passion from the get-go, and I curled my arms around his neck and pulled him tighter. I could feel my breasts flattening against his chest and no doubt he could as well. His hands started to move, his right hand high on my back, rubbing over my naked skin, catching and jerking on the bra strap. No doubt that was deliberate, but I let it go, happy to lose myself in the kiss. His left hand drifted down, cupping my left ass cheek, and as he squeezed, I moaned into his mouth, embarrassed by just how aroused I was.

“Is that red face passion or embarrassment?”

“A lady never tells.”

He grunted, and it was obvious he was going to say something, but he bit the words back. Steve stepped back, his hands on my shoulders, holding me still as his hot gaze swept up and down my body. “I know it sounds corny, but you look good enough to eat.”

I giggled. “Don’t crease the dress.”

“Why not?”

I rolled her eyes. “I think I’ve got to wear it twice more.”

“No, babes. The dress will stay off. Martin will want you in your underwear, and we’ll probably find something else for you to wear for Frank.”

I shuddered. ”You are so not rifling through my closet. Let alone my underwear drawer.”

“We’ll see.”

His hands moved to the strip behind my neck. A simple twist and tug to part the Velcro and the top of the dress would cascade down. At least I had the bra covering me, but I didn’t think that would be for long.

As I heard the familiar sound of the two halves parting, I knew playtime was now officially over.


Chapter 14

I thought Steve would keep me at arm’s length as he peeled the dress down to expose my chest just so he could enjoy the view, but he didn’t. He stepped close again, capturing my lips with his as he let go of the two sides of the dress. His hands returned to my back, one dropping to cup my butt and pull me tight against an increasingly hard erection.

I melted against him and let his kiss take possession of my body. It was easy. He was that good with his lips. Part of me wanted to pull away and throw them out of my house, but I knew what I was getting in to. I’m a big girl, and I’d made my own decision. The other part of me was responding to the stimulation. I’d grabbed the dress when he let go, now I too let go of the two loose pieces of fabric and wrapped my arms around the back of his neck, kissing him back, measure for measure.

My nipples were hard inside my bra, pushing at the lace as I squashed my breasts against his chest. I wasn’t sure if he could feel them yet. There were two layers of fabric between me and his shirt. One of those was easy to lose as I eased back, grating a gap between our chests. I felt the thin material of the dress slide down and away, leaving me in just my bra above the waist.

He broke the kiss, leaning in to press foreheads together, his eyes downcast as he looked at the prize I’d just revealed.

“You looked amazing in that purple set. Now you look fucking delicious in black lace.”

“A girl likes to be complimented.”

His eyes flicked back to mine as we both panted for breath.

“May I?”

It was almost an odd question. He was asking for permission to touch me, probably to remove my bra. At the same time, it was a nice gesture, letting me know he wanted to take it slowly, not crowd me into anything. Like he was giving me reassurance at every step of the way. That reassurance worked, and I tried hard not to rationalize everything too much. He was taking the lead. I needed to just let myself follow, let myself be seduced.

“Having got this far, you don’t need permission for each step.”

“Just checking.”

His hands slipped around my now virtually naked back. A quick flick of what were obviously practiced fingers and the cups loosened around my tits. I brought my hands down, hooked my fingers in the top of his pants, and tugged down a little.

“Eager are we?”

“No.”

He knew what I was really doing, so he brought his hands to my shoulders and flicked the clear shoulder straps of my bra down and off. The straps cascaded down my arms until the fact the cups were still pressed against his chest brought them to a halt.

Steve smiled down at me again. “You going to move back to make the big reveal, or am I?”

I chuckled slightly. “A problem for me, big boy. I’ve got the bed right behind me.”

“Oh, right.”

Before I could move, he took a half-step back, removing that last contact between our chests. Nothing could stop the bra from falling away, exposing my breasts to his eyes… and hands. I let go of his belt and let the bra fall all the way to the floor.

His eyes swept down, taking in my naked chest for the first time. There seemed no point in false modesty, so I stretched, arching my back, making the most of my assets. Steve seemed to growl in appreciation. I expected him to grab for them, take possession of my tits, cup and squeeze my breasts, tease and pinch my nipples. I wanted him to, but he was still working to his own plan. He stepped closer but kept a little distance between us.

Steve’s hands dropped to my waist and took hold of the dress that had gathered there. My eyes widened as his intentions struck home, but I didn’t try to stop him as he pulled the dress out from my waist and levered it down over my hips. Seconds later, it lay in a puddle on top of my feet, leaving me in panties, a garter belt, stockings, and heels.

He kissed me again, pulling me tight against him. My arms wrapped around his back to keep my balance, holding him to me. His legs shifted, one knee pushing gently against the junction of my legs. I shuffled my left foot out a little, creating a tiny gap, and he took advantage, his thigh pressing tight against my mound. I moaned into his mouth, unable to stop my body from reacting to the contact. One hand roamed up and down my back while the other wormed its way between our two bodies so he could cup my breast.

The pressure of his hand against my engorged nipple made me groan as he broke the kiss. I could feel it trying to almost burrow into the soft flesh of his palm. At the same time, I knew if he dropped his hand lower, he’d find my pussy wet. A wetness that was spreading from the grinding action of his thigh against it.

I giggled, unable to stop the thought that consumed me.

“What, babes?”

“Your suit pants will go to the dry-cleaners if you don’t stop that.”

“Stop what, Denise?” He increased the pressure, pushing his thigh between my legs, his hand at my waist pulling me down into firmer contact with him. I could feel his cock, hard, pressing against my stomach.

He continued to grind for another few seconds, and I was grinding back, pushing down against him. When he pulled away, it felt like a loss, as if I felt empty. Steve smiled at me. Ready for the final reveal, babes?”

“No.”

He chuckled and dropped to his knees in front of me, his hands moving to my waist. As he knelt there, I could see him staring at my naked breasts and suppressed a shiver. His eyes were alight, and I swallowed hard as his thumbs hooked inside the panties. It appeared he would be removing them—obviously not one of the guys who liked to rip them off. There again, maybe he was just being gentle the first time.

I forced myself to get back into the moment, even if that was the moment a different man was about to remove my underwear and see my pussy for the first time. Nobody else had since I’d started dating Justin, not counting medical people. My legs were trembling. I couldn’t help it. Emotions roiled in my system as both sides warred within me as desire built. If he’d simply thrown me on the bed, ripped my panties off, and took me, I’d have probably felt better about it. Instead, he was taking his time, stripping and seducing me, making sure I was ready… if not exactly happy.

His hands had begun their downward journey, but he was operating on touch, his gaze never leaving my breasts.

I could feel my panties dragging over my hips as he pulled them down, taking his time. I spread my legs a little for better balance and looked down to watch his face. As the back of my panties flicked over the final curve of my butt, I was left with my underwear in a ring around my upper thighs. He couldn’t resist the temptation to look, breaking his fixation on my tits, his gaze dropping to my slit.

“Fuck! You are gorgeous.”

His hands moved faster now, sliding my panties all the way down my legs and then holding them spread apart so I could step out of the tangle of cloth around my feet. Of course, he’d had to bend to do that, and his face was only inches away from my pussy.

I waited for him to make the inevitable move. He didn’t move right away, using his eyes, drinking in every detail. I tried not to moan, didn’t want to sound impatient. Still, I needed something, if only to stop me rationalizing what was happening. I needed to feel rather than think.

His head shot forward, his lips pursing as they landed on my slit. This time, I couldn’t prevent the moan that escaped my mouth. I pushed my hips forward, pressing myself against his mouth. After a couple of seconds, he pushed his tongue out to contact my slit, and of their own volition, my hands dropped to the top of his head.

He ran his tongue up and down the edge of my slit, bathing me with his saliva and, at the same time, no doubt, tasting my juices. I had no doubt I was wet, and my legs were trembling even more before he shifted his target and started to play with the top of my slit, attempting to uncover my clit. I pulled his head against me, mashing him into my pussy, and groaned.

“Fuck! You’re good at that.”

He pulled back, his hands curling around the back of my thighs. I looked down into his face, seeing my juices smeared all over his chin and cheeks. “You’re so sweet. I want more.”

“On the bed, then, please.” My legs wouldn’t take much more of this while standing up.

He swarmed up me, his hands briefly cupping my butt cheeks and then my breasts as he rose to his feet. One arm circled my back, the other swooped low behind my legs, and he was holding me up in the air.

“Don’t you dare throw me onto the bed.”

He grinned. “No such intention.”

I think he had intended that, but now he moved over to the side of the bed and lowered me onto the top of the sheet.

“Scoot into the middle, babes.”

I did as he asked and watched as he walked around to the foot of the bed and climbed onto it. He grabbed my ankles and eased my legs apart, his eyes intent on regaining his earlier prize. I tried hard not to pant, but the sight of him crawling between my stocking-clad legs was making my breathing speed up, my heart hammer at me.

“There is only one thing better than seeing a woman writhing in ecstasy in the middle of her bed.”

“And that is?”

Steve chuckled. “That same woman writhing, still wearing her garters, stockings, and heels. There’s something just… so decadent about it.”

Before I could reply, he leaned in, pushing up the bed, and started nibbling at my inner thigh, only a couple of inches below my pussy. I squealed and let my legs fall further apart, offering myself up to him. He’d said I was good enough to eat, and that was what he started to do.

This time, though, it was a little different from when we’d been standing. He started by using his fingers first. He traced them up and down the line of my slit, slowly sinking in between my outer lips. Then he’d change technique and start rubbing tiny circles around my clit. Within a minute, I was starting to buck against his hand. He lowered his hand to the bottom part of my slit and then started to use his mouth on the sensitive area around my clit. I moaned, a long, low sound filling the room as he introduced a finger into me. He pushed past my labia, entering me as I bucked against what he was doing with his mouth.

I tried to lift myself on my elbows to watch him, but I didn’t have the strength, already feeling the orgasm building deep inside me. He reached out toward the bedside cabinet with his free hand but couldn’t stretch far enough. I looked over and saw what was clearly the camera remote sitting there. I didn’t want him taking a picture of me in this revealing pose, but even so, I grabbed the little pad and passed it to him. He couldn’t say thank you, his mouth was full of me.

My back arched, and I felt like I could see stars. He had said he wasn’t using flash, but it felt like it as he clicked the button one, two, three times. The cameras themselves were silent. I tried not to groan, aware of how the camera on the headboard would capture me. My head, thrown back, my breasts heaving, while lower down, a man, not my husband, buried his head between my legs.

Just the thought of that obscene image was almost enough. Steve pushed a second finger into me, and that was the trigger. My butt left the bed as my back arched into a curve. I gasped and moaned and almost screamed as the climax ripped through me. I could feel myself squeezing down on the two fingers inside me, my juices coating Steve’s face as the orgasm tore through and into me.

Slowly, my body relaxed, and I panted for air, watching through lidded eyes as Steve straightened up and backed off the bed. His hands went to the row of buttons on the front of his shirt. It didn’t seem to matter to him that the fingers of one hand were wet from me, and he was wiping them on his shirt. I guess it would be some kind of obscene souvenir for Alison to find. That thought made me blush, but I kept my stare locked on his hands as they dropped down his body, leaving a row of opened buttons behind him. I couldn’t remember when he’d removed his tie, but it had disappeared at some point. Now, as he pulled his cufflinks clear, the shirt was pushed off his shoulders and down his back. Steve didn’t possess the hairiest chest I’d ever seen, but he wasn’t bald or shaved, either. He didn’t have the six-pack abs, but he wasn’t in bad shape for a man almost ten years older than my husband. Not unattractive, anyway. Above all, no paunch.

I struggled up onto my elbows to watch as he pulled his shirt free from his waistband and dropped it behind him. I didn’t make any attempt to close my legs, letting him feast his eyes on me as he fiddled with his belt. I even went further, steepling my knees to spread myself further open, my slit clearly on show to him. There was no point in modesty, not after that orgasm. The belt was open now, and his flies were the work of seconds. He pushed his trousers down, revealing tight black underwear, not boxers, which I found surprising. His cock was outlined against them, standing straight up against his stomach. I licked my lips, his eyes flicked up to my face, and he smiled back at me. I could tell he was in a hurry and wondered how much of his stamina had been used up in the lengthy foreplay as he’d coaxed me out of my clothes and seduced me. How much had been absorbed by the anticipation of getting into me?

He seemed to dance on one leg and then the other, and I giggled—I hadn’t expected him to bother removing his shoes and socks. After all, he’d left my stockings and heels on and the garter belt and garters that I knew framed my pussy for him. Then it was time for the big reveal. He pulled the waistband of his tight underwear out and then slid them down. He wasn’t making a performance of it, but his cock bobbed against his stomach as it sprang free.

Once again, I licked my lips in anticipation, and as he climbed onto the bed between my legs, I lay back, welcoming him.

I’d seen the drops of pre-cum forming on the tip of his cock, and I knew he was anxious to get inside me, as anxious as I was to get him there.

Then he was touching me, his mouth descending onto one nipple while the fingers of his left hand rolled its counterpart. My back arched, and I gasped, and I could feel his legs sliding against my inner thighs as he positioned himself. His cock bounced against my thigh for a second or two, and then I felt it pressing against my slit. I moaned, and he let go of my tit and brought his mouth up to mine, crushing my lips with a passionate kiss as he started to press forward.

His cock wasn’t quite lined up correctly, so he broke the kiss and pulled back, then pressed forward again, still not using his hand. On hand still cupped and mauled my left breast, and as I glanced to the side, I could see him holding the camera remote. He pushed harder, this time, his cock sliding between my outer lips. I moaned, my face still turned toward the camera, my mouth falling open as he entered me. I could see his hand pressing the button, capturing shot after shot of the moment a cock other than my husband’s was inside me for the first time since our wedding.

I gasped for air, feeling every inch, every quarter of an inch, as he slid into me. He didn’t seem bigger than Justin, certainly not thicker, but it felt different.

“You bastard!”

“What?” He smiled down into my face.

“That picture.”

“You mean the one as I entered you?”

“Yeah. That one.”

“Best one of the bunch. You should have seen your face. It was incredible.”

“Well, I guess I will see it now, won’t I?” I tried to sniff, but he jerked his hips, jamming another inch into me before he paused again. My labia closed around the shaft behind the head, and my sniff became a groan.

“Who said we’d show you any of the pictures?”

I stared at him in shock. Somehow I’d made that assumption. I’d get to see them. From the look on Steve’s face, as well as his words, that might well not be happening. My channel was relaxing, getting used to him being there, so he slid further into me, then moved again, sliding all the way inside. I could feel him there, all the way in, his balls nestling against my thighs. My legs rose from the beds, and I tried to cross my ankles behind him, forgetting all about my heels, which made it awkward.

He chuckled and pressed the remote another couple of times, then started to pull out and push back, his strokes gradually increasing in power and length as well as tempo.

Soon he had a rhythm established, and I could feel my body responding to him. His hand returned to my breast, his lips to mine, his tongue spearing into my mouth to possess me once again. As he tweaked and squeezed my sensitive nipple, I could feel my reactions starting to peak, and about a minute later, my orgasm crashed through me. I think, but I wasn’t sure, but I think Steve took another set of pictures as I shook and spasmed around him. This time, I was sure I could feel myself contract around his cock, repaying him for the way he’d squeezed my nipple.

He gasped and shuddered for a moment, then as my orgasm started to subside, he began to fuck me again. His rhythm was much faster this time, much harder as he thrust into me. My hips were churning against him, my hands on his back. I suppressed a devilish smile – they were contractually bound not to mark me, but that didn’t apply to me marking them. Slowly, not wanting to alert Steve, I moved my fingers, my hands forming claws on his back but not yet gripping him. I’d manage dot sort out my ankles now, and I had them crossed behind his butt, pulling him into me harder and harder with every thrust.

I could feel another orgasm building, and at the same time, I could feel him starting to tense.

“Just a bit more. I’m nearly there. Hold on a bit longer…”

He grunted, but I felt him slow and for a moment try, then he was pounding away again. I felt his cock start to swell inside me and knew he was close. One more thrust, then another, then he slammed into me and held still. I felt the first pulse spray out of him, coating me deep inside. That was enough to trigger me, and my own orgasm raged through my system. As planned, my hands tightened on his back, my nails digging into his skin. I heard him hiss, but I wasn’t concentrating on that. I was concentrating on how it felt. My pussy muscles contracted around his cock, almost as if I was trying to milk him of every last drop.

As he finally spent himself, he pulled out and rolled over to the side, giving me room to breathe.

I turned over onto my side, panting for air, and stared at his profile. I knew he’d left the camera remote on the other side of me, so he couldn’t take any more pictures. For that particular mercy, I was grateful. I glanced down at my sweat-streaked body, noticing he was equally coated in a sheen of sweat.

“Do we get to shower together or separately?”

He chuckled. “You go shower, babes.”

“You can use the master bath.”

He shook his head. “No shower for me. Total honesty, remember? When I get home tonight, Alison will see my wrinkled shirt, and she’ll be able to smell you on me.”

“Oh.” I shuddered. “I definitely don’t want to see her for a while.”

“Chill, babes. She’s cool. But she knows what happens and what will have happened today. Been there, remember.”

He rose to his feet and offered me his hand, pulling me gently up to stand next to him.

“Right, scoot, use the bathroom, and shower if you want. There’s no real time pressure here.”

“Okay.”

“Might suggest you keep your hair dry, though, not push the envelope too much.”

I nodded. I’d intended to keep it that way—the reason I’d worn my hair in a simple style.

“Where do you keep your fresh bed linen?”

I glanced at the bed and blushed. The wet patch where I’d been lying was rather obvious. “Drawer under the bed, why?”

“You shower. Me, get dressed and make the bed fresh.”

“You don’t have to…”

“As I said, there is no time pressure on you, but you do have two more visitors. There is no need to occupy your time with trivia. I’ve got nothing else to do.”

“Thank you.”

“Right, when you’re done, come back downstairs. I’ll even sort the coffee for you.”

“Again, thanks.”

“One thing.”

“Yes?”

“Leave the bra and panties off but put the dress back on. Martin prefers that look. You can put something lacier and racier on for Frank.”

“You mean you’ll want me to walk around the house in my underwear after you have…”

Steve grinned and shook his head. “Babes, by the time Martin and I have teased him about how good you are, I doubt you’ll reach the foot of the stairs before he’s chasing you back up them.”

I couldn’t prevent a shudder, and I noticed Steve watching my breasts bounce as a result. I lowered my gaze to see his cock starting to firm again. This was not the moment to try and discuss anything, so I quickly retreated into the bathroom.


Chapter 15

As I showered, I had to admit I found the alone time a serious boon. I hadn’t expected it. Steve had dropped a hint about dressing slightly differently for each of them, but I hadn’t expected to have the time for a proper clean-up. That me time couldn’t be extended too far, but as I tried to make sure I got every bit of Steve off my skin, and from deep inside too, I took stock.

Steve had been nice. He’d set out to seduce me, taking his time and making sure I had a good time. Hell, three orgasms in one screw was damned good going. I wondered if the same would happen or would the others be rougher, quicker, and less solicitous with me. At least the session with Steve forty-eight hours earlier had dealt with a lot of nerves. He hadn’t touched me then, although he had got me half-naked, and my body had responded to that. Still, the nerves this morning had been reduced as a result. I was still very nervous about Justin’s reaction when he got home. You couldn’t dress it up any other way—I’d just been unfaithful to my husband. Okay, it had been with his foreknowledge, but it was still unfaithfulness. I’d let another man fuck me, and on our marital bed, no less. I couldn’t think of anything I’d see as a bigger betrayal than that. Now I was getting cleaned up to do it again, with a second man while a third one waited downstairs for his turn.

This was fucked up! For a moment, I leaned my head against the glass partition and tried to pull my shattered thoughts back together. Turning the shower off, I wrapped a towel around my body and moved to the mirror to check my makeup. There were a couple of streaks and smears that needed a touch-up, and my lipstick needed redoing completely. There were no tear tracks, though, which was good—they’d be harder to sort out. I guess Steve refraining from getting me to blow him had been good from that perspective.

Once I’d repaired my makeup and dried off, I massaged lotion into my arms and legs, making sure to work it into the soft sensitive skin of my inner thighs and the areas around my slit. The stockings looked okay, but rather than put them back on, I balled them up and tossed them in the hamper. Carrying my shoes and garter belt in one hand, I cracked the door to the bedroom open to check Steve had left.

He’d been true to his word, and the room was empty. The bed had been remade, too—it looked pristine. Hard to think we’d been fucking on there not fifteen minutes earlier. The cameras had gone too – I knew Steve would be in the room using a camera next time round. I wondered what the conversation was like downstairs—were they discussing me, or given they’d brought work along, were they just busy and ignoring each other. After a moment, I nodded to myself – I didn’t want to know what they were saying.

Sliding another pair of stockings up my legs and stepping into my shoes didn’t take long. Attaching the stockings to the garter belt and slipping the dress to my waist was almost as quick. Once I’d fastened the halter neck behind my neck, I checked myself over in the mirror to make sure everything looked good. I winced and quickly stripped the bra back off. I’d forgotten Steve had told me to leave it off. At least I’d remembered to leave the panties in the bathroom.

Now I had to walk down into a room with three men watching me move toward them. One of them having already fucked me, the other two knowing that and waiting their turn. It was a daunting prospect, but I fixed a smile on my lips and strode down the stairs. This was my house, I had the rights here.

* * * *

Martin was staring straight down the front of my dress as I leaned forward to place my cup on the coffee table in front of me. To be fair, he wasn’t the only one. I usually wore this dress without a bra, and I’d worn one this morning on Justin’s say-so. Now, though, on Steve’s instructions, I’d dispensed with it. The fact I was sitting cross-legged while commando hadn’t gone unnoticed, although I’d been careful not to actually flash any of them – I think.

As I straightened up, he smiled and unconsciously licked his lips.

“I think it’s time, don’t you, Denise?”

I swallowed hard and nodded, then watched as he rose from the couch and made his way over to where I was sitting on the loveseat. He offered me his hand and gently pulled me to my feet, then, without looking back, led me over to the foot of the stairs.

“After you.”

I knew what he wanted. He wanted to do what Steve had done and look up my skirt as I walked up the stairs. This time, though, I was commando and likely to be flashing much more than I had earlier. There again, it wasn’t like I could refuse the courtesy.

I’d gone up about three steps when I heard Martin call out. “Five minutes.”

“No problem.” Steve’s answer told me what that had been about. Martin wanted five minutes on his own with me before the requisite cameraman arrived. I paused, trying to get myself back under control. I could feel my face heat in a furious blush – the thought of another man watching as I was fucked didn’t sit well. The coffee I’d just drunk sloshed around in my stomach. I felt queasy at the prospect.

I expected Martin to stay at the bottom and watch me climb up the stairs the same way Steve had. I guess he noticed me react to his little exchange with Steve because a moment later, he was standing beside me, his arm around me.

“It’s okay. Relax.”

“Easy to say.”

“And hard to do, I know. Your legs are to die for, you know that?”

I forced my smile back on my face as he pulled me closer. “Nice attempt at changing the subject.”

“I thought it worked.” He leaned closer and planted a kiss on my lips. He wasn’t gentle like Steve had been, to begin with, Martin was much more forceful. His lips wriggled against mine, never still, but I kissed him back. I did lock one hand on the banister for support. Kissing like this on the stairs wasn’t the safest place to start something.

Martin broke the kiss and smiled down into my face, then took my hand again and started upstairs. “Which door?”

“On the left, at the end.”

“Thank you.”

He seemed intent on getting me into the bedroom. The kiss seemed to have fired up some urgency deep inside him. Once in the bedroom, he spun me into his arms again and once more brought his lips into contact with mine. There was maybe a little less pressure this time, his mouth searching mine as if hunting for an opening. It was a very different kiss than a few seconds earlier and a very different kiss from Steve’s. I let my lips part and extended my tongue out to flick against his lips. He groaned deep inside his throat and opened up to allow his tongue to find mine.

His hands moved over my back, his left dipping below the back edge of my dress, sliding on my naked skin. His right hand came up to grip the back of my neck, holding me in place for the kiss. He wasn’t being forceful, I didn’t feel threatened, but it was more aggressive than I’d expected. I could feel his cock pressing against my stomach, hard and erect. Yeah, Steve had been teasing him, and it appeared I was about to pay the price for that.

To be honest, his more aggressive approach was turning me on. I couldn’t help it—I tended to take the lead with Justin. Having a man take control was different. Different enough to get my motor running again.

After a moment, he broke the kiss and let go of me, dropping his hands to the sides and catching my hands with his. In a moment, we were five or so feet apart, him still holding my hands at shoulder height.

“You look gorgeous.”

“Thank you.”

“Good enough to eat, but I guess I get to pass on that treat for today.”

“You do?”

He had the grace to blush at that, and I realized what he’d meant. He didn’t want to go down on me, given what I’d been doing. “I have showered.”

“I’m sure you have, sweetcheeks. I’m sure you have.”

It was my turn to blush under his frank appraisal.

“I guess Steve was nice enough to undress you?”

“A lady never tells, but yes.”

“Well… I guess you could say I’m just not as nice as Steve…”

I smiled. I could see where this was going, so short-circuiting could work for me. “You want me to lose the dress.”

“See, I knew you were smart, Denise.”

He grinned and let go of my hands, leaning back against the closet door so he could watch.

“No music?”

“Nah, sweetcheeks. Lose the dress. I’ve had my fill of entrainment listening to Steve how good you are, so I’ll head into town if I want a stripper.”

I glared at him. “That’s not nice.”

“Denise, this is about you getting naked. Okay? As I said, I’m not mister nice guy. Sure, I have no intention of hurting you, but I want you naked, and I want you naked now.”

His tone was changing, becoming more forceful, more masterful, and I knew he was going to be one of those to watch as things developed over the next few months. Ten gets you two, he would be one of those rip my panties off, guys. I shivered but lifted my hands to the back of my neck and pulled the two Velcro tabs apart. He smiled, happy he was getting his own way. I brought my hands around to the sides, still holding the two pieces of the top of the dress, then managed to transfer my grip so I was clutching them to my chest with one hand. I slowly lowered my hand, exposing more and more of the upper curves of my breasts.

For a moment, I debated turning and presenting him with my back as I dropped the dress to the floor, but I decided against that. I wanted to show him I wasn’t afraid of him. I wasn’t going to challenge his need for dominance, for me to obey him, but I wasn’t going to let him think he’d won or that I was afraid of him.

I let go of the dress, and it fell to my waist, my hands following it down, making no attempt to cover myself. His eyes widened at the sight of my breasts, and I could see his cock pulse inside his trousers. Grasping the waist of the dress, I pushed it down over my hips and allowed it to fall to the floor. His gaze followed it down but then swept back up to zero in on my now exposed pussy. Stepping out of the dress, I used one foot to hook it and slide it clear of where I was standing.

As he walked up to me, he placed his hands on my shoulders, not bothering to speak as a gentle pressure told me to drop to my knees. It looked like his would be the first cock of the three I’d blow.

He stepped closer. “You know, don’t you, sweet cheeks?”

I nodded and reached for his flies, waiting for the command to use my teeth instead, but it never came. He was content to have a naked woman kneeling at his feet, fishing his cock out of his pants. It was a power trip for him, for sure.

I jumped a little as Steve appeared in the doorway, camera in hand, and he paused as he took in the scene in front of him. I didn’t want a picture taken of me kneeling at a man’s feet like this, my hand in his pants, feeling for his cock, but it was too late. The camera was in front of Steve’s face, and he started clicking away.

Being naked in front of two men was a new experience, not exactly one I’d wanted. Being naked with one man’s cock in my hand as another man took my picture was nowhere near my bucket list. As I freed Martin’s cock, Steve dropped to his knees to focus on the action. My face would be clearly visible as I fisted the erect dick in front of me.

“Suck it, sweet cheeks.”

They each seemed to have a favorite pet name for me. Although I’d tolerated Steve’s babes, Martin was getting harder to deal with. Sweet cheeks was just so… patronizing… so socially awkward.

I was starting to feel used, as if there was nothing in it for me. Nevertheless, I leaned forward and took the top inch of his dick into my mouth. I grimaced at the taste, unwashed cock wasn’t my favorite, and I guess he’d been for a piss in the not-too-distant past. I tried not to let Steve take a picture of me pulling a face like that, but I wasn’t sure I’d managed it.

I sucked harder, drawing another inch into my mouth. His hand came down on the top of my head, and I tried hard not to react. Any second now, he would start pushing down, forcing himself into my mouth, probably all the way into my throat, and he wouldn’t be gentle. His kisses had started to get me turned on. This felt like someone had pushed me into a cold shower. The shiver ran up and down my back as he started to press down.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Steve shake his head, and I twisted my head back to look up. Martin’s hand fell away from my head, and I let his cock drop from my lips. Martin crouched and put both his hands under my arms, and lifted me to my feet. He kissed me on the lips, a lot gentler this time.

“Reach into my shirt pocket and pull out the bill you find there and give it to Steve.”

I was puzzled and had no idea what was going on. Martin smiled and nodded but didn’t make any attempt to touch me. With a mental shrug, I did as he asked, and my fingers found a folded banknote in his pocket. Pulling it free, I could see it was a C-spot. This was just bizarre. Steve grinned at me and held out his hand, took the money from me, and kissed it before slipping it into his own pocket. I turned back to Martin, and he laughed.

“Denise, forgive us, please.”

“What?”

“A little bet and I lost.”

“You did? And what was the bet about?”

“You, of course.”

This was making less and less sense to me.

“Steve was convinced you would prefer being romanced to being, shall we say, taken.”

“And you bet the other way?”

“My only defense is that somebody had to, and Frank is far too nice to play that role.”

“So you were pretending to be a bit, shall we say… aggressive.”

“Yes, sorry.” He wouldn’t meet my eyes, and I could see the flush of embarrassment lighting his cheeks.

“A bit of role-playing?”

“Something like that.” He looked up at me, his eyes wide, somehow sad. “Will you forgive me?”

“In a word, no.”

He took a part step back and looked past me at Steve. Obviously, they hadn’t thought about this angle. My mind was running at a thousand miles an hour. The game plan was now obvious, one playing the soft, romantic, seductive card, the next playing the rough sex card. If I’d gone along with it, then fine, but something about my reaction, my expression, and my body language had told them I wasn’t going along with it, wasn’t enjoying it. Good, I didn’t like rough sex. I didn’t like aggression in the bedroom unless I was the aggressor.

I took a step forward, and both men moved back. It was kinda fun, a naked woman stalking two fully dressed men. It gave me a sense of empowerment, totally at odds with the situation. Martin was looking at me with some apprehension on his face, but Steve had a quizzical look about him. At that moment, I knew what I wanted to do and knew I needed to do it quickly before Martin’s erection faded away completely. I guess the fact he looked ridiculous, fully dressed, with his cock hanging out of his flies, was cooling his ardor. If I wasn’t careful, I’d end up disappointing one of them, which wasn’t a good start.

Somehow during the process, we’d turned ourselves around, and Martin was now standing with his back to the end of the bed. I smiled, perfect.

Stepping right up to him, I put my hand on his chest.

“No, I don’t like to be taken. Understood?”

“Perfectly.”

“I like to do the taking.”

Before he could respond, I pushed hard against his chest. He overbalanced, just as I would have done, sprawling onto the bed. I didn’t give him a chance to bounce back up. Dropping to my knees at the foot of the bed, I took his cock into my mouth. He’d lost some of his firmness, but I knew I could sort that. I smiled around the three inches, or so I’d taken in, and started to suck hard. One hand rose to circle his shaft, the other dipped between my legs—I’d remembered something else Steve had said, and that meant I had a mark to leave. For that, I needed to be really wet. Steve laughed and moved behind me with the camera and started clicking away. I tried to tune him out, to ignore him, but it wasn’t easy.

Martin thickened in my mouth, his erection growing. It was easy, given our positions, for me to see what I was doing and look along the length of his body to see his face. He’d pushed himself back to his elbows and was watching me. His smile was wide and seemed genuine. It appeared I’d been wrong about him—his rough nature had been purely for the stupid bet. As he gasped and his cock twitched in my mouth, his face took on a dreamy expression. I’d found his button, and I’d pressed it. By now, he was fully hard, and his dick filled my mouth. I backed off a little and started to jack him with my hand. I kept the tip of his cock inside my mouth and bathed it with my tongue. He groaned and sank back to the bed, his hands rising and reaching for my head to push me further down. That wasn’t going to happen, not if I could help it. I stopped sucking and licking and gently bit down on the sensitive end. He shuddered, and after a couple of seconds, his hands stopped moving, dropping back to the bed beside him.

I pulled off for a second. “Good boy.” Then plunged back down on his cock. Calling a powerful executive boy sent my senses into overdrive. I could hear Steve moving around, but I couldn’t turn and look back at him. That earlier repugnance at sucking his cock had gone, replaced with a driving need for something inside me. My fingers were doing a good job, but I needed something more, even though it had only been a few minutes since I’d resumed sucking on him. I didn’t want him to cum, though, not yet.

His cock was starting to throb in my mouth, and I could tell he wasn’t far off, and that didn’t suit my needs, nor, as far as I could tell, did it suit the needs of our resident photographer. He was groaning and gasping each time I took him further into my mouth or when I lapped around his end with my tongue. I pulled off, gasping for air myself, and squeezed the base of his dick to stop him cumming for the moment. He stayed still, waiting to see what I did next.

After a couple of seconds of pressure around his cock, I could sense the tension drained from him—crisis averted. He wasn’t going to cum too soon. That suited me. I rose to my feet and thrust my chest out, arching my back as I brought my hands up to cup my breasts.

“Like what you see, sweetie?”

He licked his lips, his eyes fixed on my breasts. I was playing the vamp for all I was worth. The effect was only marginally spoiled by Steve’s chuckle from the side.

Placing my hands on either side of his body, I crawled up on top of him, then lowered my face to his for a kiss. This time, there was no hesitation about how he returned the kiss. My weight sank back on his erection, capturing it and squashing it against my stomach.

After a few seconds, I broke the kiss and levered myself upright, then lifted my pelvis. I watched his eyes widen as my intention became obvious. Reaching between us, I grabbed his cock and lined it up with my opening. His hands rose to grasp my waist, steadying me for the crucial moments. His end brushed against my outer lips and slipped sideways. I grabbed him again and lined him up better. This time, it slipped into my wet channel, and I sank down. My fingers had been working overtime, and I was wet enough for him to slide into me as I lowered myself. He kept hold of my waist, controlling my descent, instinctively knowing not to let me just drop and impale myself. I groaned. After the last twenty minutes, actually feeling him inside of me was wonderful, especially as I was the one in control.

He groaned, and as I bottomed out, feeling his pants catch against my thighs, then without hesitating, I started to rise again. His grip on my waist tightened, not trying to control the pace, just keeping me centered. Perfect, as far as I was concerned.

Steve appeared in my peripheral vision and started taking pictures down between us. I knew my entire body was visible to him, from face down to grasping pussy. My hands were free, and I didn’t need them for balance, so I gave them both a show. Cupping and squeezing my breasts and pulling and twisting my hard nipples. The feelings roiling inside me were intense. For some reason, Justin and I hadn’t used this position for quite some time, and I’d almost forgotten how good it felt.

I’d teased Martin enough because his hands slipped up my body toward my breasts. I gave him unrestricted access by lowering my hands to his chest to brace myself, all the while thrusting myself up and then impaling myself on his cock.

I was panting by now, moans leaving my lips in time with each impaling act. My thighs trembled, and I knew I was close. His cock, though, was throbbing again, and I guessed he was closer. His groans grew louder and louder, and just before I reached my own peak, he grabbed my hips and held me down. Arching his back, he thrust his hips up and unloaded into me. I groaned, too, almost in frustration because I‘d been so close. I could feel his cum spreading inside me, and after a few moments, I slowly relaxed.

Martin let go of my waist and dropped his hands to his sides as he gasped for breath. I smiled down at him and wriggled a little on his cock until he gasped.

Smiling, I turned to our photographer.

“Steve?”

“Yeah?”

“Make sure you get a good picture as I pull off.” I winked at him and watched as comprehension dawned. He chuckled and moved around behind me. I gave him a moment to get into position and then pulled up and off. Before either of them could move, I swung my leg over Martin’s body and rolled off the side of the bed onto my feet. Now I could look back, and I giggled as I did so.

The front of Martin’s pants were a mess, I mean a real mess. If I’d left my scent on Steve, this time, I’d left more than just my scent on Martin.

“The master bathroom is across the hall if you need to clean up.” I was already unfastening my stockings from my garters. I’d need another clean pair for Frank.

“Thanks, I think.”

“Let me guess, you didn’t bring a spare pair of pants with you?”

“Nuh-uh.”

“Well, serves you right for trying to role-play like that. I moved back to the bed, my stockings partly rolled down my legs. Leaning in, I planted a soft kiss on his lips. “All you had to do was ask. I’d have told you I prefer to be in control if there’s any rough stuff.”

“I’ll remember that in future.”

“Good. However, one thing…”

“Which is?”

“… I love having my panties ripped off, first.”

He shivered but smiled back.

“If you ask Steve nicely, I’m sure he’ll show you where the clean sheets are.” With that, I shut the bathroom door and clicked the lock over.


Chapter 16

Driving home wasn’t as difficult as it had been forty-eight hours earlier. Although I knew what had been happening—for real, this time, instead of the elaborate set-up perpetrated by Steve, it didn’t seem to hurt so much.

That might have been down to the amount of work I’d had to plow through. I wasn’t sure until I checked the logs at the end of the day. The numbers confirmed it. I’d handled over twenty percent more trades than any of the other brokers. That’s on top of learning my new responsibilities as a junior VP. I’d even had to take a long lunch with Wiseman and Carson to discuss what furniture style I wanted for my new office. For the moment, though, I was still at my old desk on the brokerage floor.

They’d obviously tweaked the allocation algorithm that governed who got what trades. Keeping me busy had worked today where it hadn’t worked two days earlier. It wasn’t ‘til I glanced up at the clock at eleven twenty that I’d realized Denise had been entertaining her visitors for over an hour. The next time I’d looked up at the clock, it had been almost lunchtime.

The afternoon had passed in a similar vein. By quitting time, I still had almost an hour of paperwork to process, but at least I didn’t have any more calls to make or take. I’d also known Denise was by then on her own.

By leaving almost an hour later than most people, traffic had been lighter, so the journey flew by. Before I knew it, I was pulling into the driveway. Now I had a decision to make. With my Stingray and her new Audi in the garage, the X5 had to be parked in the driveway. That meant I walked in through the front door. However, for the last two days, I’d used the connecting door between the garage and the kitchen, which is precisely where Denise had waited for me, naked, two days earlier. If she was doing the same thing, she’d be doing so there again—there was no way she’d let me open the front door and expose her nakedness to the outside world. If she was waiting like that, then she’d be upset if I spoiled her surprise by using the front door. There again, if she had a different surprise, she might be waiting by the front door. I had no way of knowing without peering through a window, which would look odd to any neighbor.

I vacillated between which option to take and then decided to stick to my old habit. At least that way, the sound of the noisy garage door opening would alert her to where I was heading.

As soon as the door was halfway up, I stooped under the door and reversed the wheezy door motor letting the door close behind me. One glance at the connecting door showed me a note taped to it, something she couldn’t have done on the front door without attracting attention. Relief flooded my system as I realized I’d made the right decision. This stuff was far harder to deal with in reality than I’d expected.

The note contained only one word. Breadcrumbs.

For a moment, I had to think, what the hell was she playing at? Then a memory surfaced of a game we’d played a few weeks before we got married. She’d left a trail of her clothing from one point in the flat we then lived in all the way across the flat to the bedroom. A trial of discarded clothing, she’d called it a breadcrumb trail. I nodded to myself. This seemed like the same thing.

Opening the door into the kitchen, there was no sign of her. There again, when I turned to close the door, there was one of her black stockings wrapped around the door handle. I shivered. I’d dressed her in black stockings this morning, so maybe …

My cock twitched in my pants, so I set my briefcase down and loosened my tie. I thought I heard a soft chuckle from deeper in the house, then the quiet, but not quiet enough, pad of her bare feet. I couldn’t be sure—maybe I’d imagined it.

There were no other clues left in the kitchen, but just past the archway into the family room, I could see the matching stocking draped artfully over one of the standard lamps. Clearly, Denise wanted me to follow the trial of her clothing. My cock hardened, relishing that I’d find a naked wife at the end of the trial.

I dropped my jacket over the back of one of the stools at the breakfast bar and, as an afterthought, slipped my shoes off, making my progress quieter. Turning into the family room, I scanned the area, then spotted her black halter neck dress hanging from the newel post at the foot of the stairs. Again my body responded to the signal—that was the dress I’d left for her this morning. She’d worn this for her visitors, and now she seemed to have removed it for me. I shivered, my cock reaching full throbbing hardness as I moved to the bottom of the stairs.

I was glad I hadn’t used the front door—I’d have hit the trail at the foot of the stairs without any guidance and not known what was going on. Another soft chuckle came from the top of the stairs, but when I looked up, there was no sign of her.  The left shoe of her high heels rested on the fourth step, and as I looked higher, I could see the right shoe to match, two steps down from the top. I left a sock lying on each shoe—just as I’d left my jacket and tie downstairs.

Once I reached the top of the stairs, I noticed the lights were on in the hallway, the two small ceiling fans circling lazily round and round at their lowest speed setting. Both fans had something black attached to one blade. The nearer fan had her garter belt, and the furthest one, just outside our bedroom, her bra. The ones I’d picked out for her to wear this morning, I dropped my shirt to the floor and left my belt with it.

When I reached it, the bedroom door was closed, and her panties were draped around the door handle. The final part of the set I’d put out for her. My cock was rock hard, straining against my pants.

As I started to turn the door handle, I heard that soft chuckle again. There was a sensuous timbre to it, no nerves there. She sounded happy and pleased and turned on to see me.

As I pushed the door closed, there was a brief flash of white, and then as the door swung wide open, there she was.

Denise looked gorgeous—but she wasn’t as I’d expected naked. She’d dressed again, although this time not in black. My sexy wife was dressed, or partially dressed, all in white. The short silk shift didn’t reach the tops of her white stockings, and from the lack of garters, I surmised they were hold-ups. There was no way she was wearing a bra under that, and as she reclined back on the bed, I was pretty sure she was commando too. Not certain, but almost sure.

“Hi there, lover boy.”

She leaned forward and beckoned me into the room.

“Hi, sex pot.”

She giggled. “Have you had a hard day at work today?” She glanced down at my groin, taking in my erection with a single look.

“They kept me busy.”

“Well, I’ve had a busy day too, lover.”

“So I see. I don’t usually find my wife’s underwear scattered through the house.”

She laughed again, her finger still crooked as she beckoned me closer.

“Well, I’ve been a naughty girl, so maybe I need punishing.” She flipped over, turning onto her stomach and pushing her butt up as she arched her back.

“Oh? Punishment, is it?”

“Yeah, sweetheart, punishment. I need you to make me yours again. I need you to claim me, claim this bed, reclaim it even. Take me, sweetheart. Punish me.”

She lowered her face to her arms and pushed her butt higher. I could hear the brittleness of her voice. As I sat on the edge of the bed, she turned her head to look at me. Her eyes twinkled, but it didn’t look like she’d been crying. That brittleness, though, worried me.

“Are you okay?”

She frowned at me. “Justin… Please… Just do as I ask.”

“What? Punish you?”

She shook her head. “No, sweetheart, claim me. Take me back. Make me yours again. If that means spank me, then spank me. Just take me already.”

If anything, her voice was even more brittle. I put my hand on her back, and she shivered.

“Baby…”

She sniffed and turned her head away but arched her back, lifting her ass even higher.

“You really want a spanking?”

We played this game from time to time, her idea of a routine changer for foreplay. Nothing hard, just a mild reddening of her skin. If she asked for a specific treat in the bedroom, she got it. I didn’t tend to ask so often. Spanking wasn’t my thing, but obviously, it was something she felt she needed right now. That was obvious from the way she was giving herself to me.

I turned so I was kneeling rather than sitting on the bed. Reaching out with both hands, I grabbed the hem of her slip. She tensed for a second as she felt my fingers brush over the backs of her thighs, then scrunched down a little and somehow lifted her butt higher still. It was standing up way higher than her head, which enhanced its shape no end. I was almost gagging for her at this point.

Flipping the slip up onto her back confirmed she was commando under there, her butt framed by the soft white silk above and the white stockings below. She was trembling, and I glanced up at her face again to ensure she was okay. She kept her face burrowed inside her arms, facing away from me, so I couldn’t be sure. One thing I did know, though, I couldn’t ignore that fantastic ass presented to me like that.

I kept my left hand pressed against her back, feeling the way it hollowed under my hand. My right hand started running over the cheeks of her ass, not pressing, not gripping, just running over her smooth, soft skin. She moaned under my touch, and I felt her shiver.

As I lifted my hand clear, she knew what would happen. She gasped and stiffened as she prepared herself, but I waited her out. As she started to relax, I brought my hand down smartly on her right cheek.

Slap!

Not hard, but enough to sting my own palm. She jumped but couldn’t move far with my other hand holding her down. Other than that, she didn’t react. Once more, I rubbed my hand over those perfect curves. My cock was throbbing with my own need, but I had to take care of her first. She felt she needed this, her white clothing chosen as the white of sacrifice, of atonement. She didn’t have anything to atone with for me, but I guess in her head, there was something she felt she needed this punishment for

Slap!

She gasped again but made no other sound.

Slap!

Slap!

Both halves of her perfect round ass were starting to redden now. Normally this is where I’d stop, or she’d stop me, but she didn’t. Apart from the quiet gasp or moan, she made no noise. Once more, I smoothed my hand over her soft flesh, then leaned in and planted a kiss right in the middle of her left ass cheek. She moaned louder, and I knew if I dipped my fingers between her legs, they’d come away wet.

That kiss had an ulterior motive. When I lifted my head away, I’d left a round pool of saliva there, right in the center of my next target.

Slap!

She jumped again, an even louder moan escaping as she lifted her head from her arms and turned to look back at me.

“That was cheating.” She was grinning, though, and I knew she was enjoying it. That brittle tone had gone, and Denise seemed much more her usual self.

I leaned down and kissed her right cheek, then as I straightened up, I realized she was still watching me, her eyes big and round. I didn’t pull back this time, my hand resounding off her butt as I hit the wet spot I’d purposely left there.

Slap!

Her mouth dropped open, and her eyes seemed to roll up into her head. For a moment, I thought I’d gone too far then her body started to shake. I could feel the whole bed starting to move while under my hand, her back arched and spasmed. It took a moment to realize my wife had climaxed just from being spanked. Her look was one of pleasure mixed with pure astonishment. I don’t think she’d known it was going to happen.

“Fuck! Denise, that was amazing.” Her body continued to shake as the climax continued to tear through her. I’d been hard from the moment I’d found the start of her breadcrumb trail and started to follow it through the house. I was far too hard to ignore the opportunity this presented to me. I knew she wanted me to claim her, to reclaim our home from her earlier visitors.

I slid around on the bed, moving ‘til I was right behind her. As the orgasm passed through her, she started to come to her senses again. As a result, she spread her legs apart, inviting me in as my gaze settled on those reddened buns right under my nose.

“This will be a quickie. I can’t last long.”

“Just fuck me already. Make me yours again.”

I had my flies open and my pants and boxers pushed down in moments. Lining my cock up with her slit was simple, and I thrust into her. One movement, straight in, all the way. I knew she was wet enough, so I just did it.

My cock throbbed as I pulled it out of the tangle of my clothes. It was, if anything, a wonder I didn’t just spray my cum up over her back. I didn’t. I’d managed to push into her, grab her waist and then start to thrust. I was taking her hard, but that’s what she said she wanted. I guess I lasted about two minutes, nothing more, and then I thrust hard into her one final time and emptied myself inside her. I could hear her moaning as she bucked back against me, but I couldn’t get her there again. I couldn’t last long enough.

* * * *

Denise wouldn’t answer any of my questions over dinner, not that that surprised me—it was specified in the contract, after all. She did, however, start up the conversation after dinner.

I’d poured us both a second glass of wine and carried them through to the family room when she shooed me out of the kitchen so she could complete the clean-up from another takeaway meal. When she came through, she dropped into my lap and wriggled until she was comfortable. She still wore the short white slip but, for the sake of propriety, had put on a pair of white panties underneath. She was still braless, though, a fact she made clear to me by offering me the chance to look down the slip at every opportunity.

“I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

“No, sweetheart. I asked. You delivered.”

“I didn’t expect you to… cum… like that.”

She giggled. “Nor did I. It was different, that’s for sure.”

“So you wouldn’t want a repeat…?”

“No. I’m a little sore, but that’s what I wanted, a reminder of being a naughty girl today.”

“So what are you going to tell me?”

“Not a lot, you know that. I will say a couple of things, though.”

I smiled and leaned forward, and kissed the end of her nose.

“There were three of them, they all did, and I came three times.”

“Oh, they were that good, then?” I felt a little deflated by that. I guess my expression told her what I was thinking.

“No, silly. I came three times with Steve. The others couldn’t get me there.”

“Ah.”

“So when we go to bed, and you make love to me, you must make sure I come twice with you. That’ll mean, including this morning and just now, I came more with you than with him.”

“Your wish is my command, oh princess.”

She laughed. “In which case…”

“Yes?”

“You can get my underwear down from the ceiling fans for me. I noticed you left them there on your way up.”

“I don’t know, I thought they added something to the décor…”

She rolled her eyes. “Stop it. I need to get a bit serious for a moment.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I have to go to the condo on Monday. Be there for ten a.m.”

“Why?”

“Because Suzanna will have delivered the outfits she’s picked for me. And there’s a couple, in particular, I need to try on before twelve.”

“Why twelve?”

“Because I have a visitor there at twelve, and I need to wear one of those outfits for him.”

“Ah, I see.”

“Yeah, this is the one I’m not looking forward to.”

“Because?”

“Because it’s the guy who can’t get it up. He likes to watch.”

“Ah, Wiseman.”

“Stop it. You’re not supposed to know the names.”

“But you just told me Steve is the best lover.”

“So far, so far. But you already knew he was going to be here.”

I pulled her tighter against me, not least because that improved my view down the front of her slip. She got her own back by kissing the end of my nose in reprisal for earlier. That tickled.

“You’ll be fine, just remember one thing.”

“What?”

“Take it slow, real slow, really tease him.”

“Hmm…”

“I take it your calendar is filling up for the rest of the week.”

She nodded. “Yeah. Wednesday and Friday, two each day, then they’ll all have had me.”

I tried not to let her words upset me, but it wasn’t easy. She’d said it so matter-of-fact, so harshly. Swallowing hard, I forced myself to think of something else, like the challenge she’d just set me. After all, I couldn’t let my boss match me, let alone beat me, as a lover.

Denise must have read my mind as she smiled softly. “Steve might have been the best of the three, sweetheart. That doesn’t make him the best today.”

They were words I needed to hear. She lowered her head to my chest, and I cuddled her close. She was shivering, but she wasn’t crying, not this time, not now.

THE END OF PART I

In Part II, Developing as a Perk, Denise finds out the wardrobe they’ve selected for her is rather more risqué and rather kinkier than she’d expected. She’s also only permitted to take some of it home to let Justin see her in it. Some of the corsets, well, it’s a pity—she’d love to show him.

As their demands on her increase, can she still meet her agreement with Justin and at the same time fulfill the contract?

In Part III, Living as a Perk, They’d settled into a routine with this new lifestyle, but now Justin is worried. He has to go to Chicago for a three-day conference and give a keynote speech. He will be in the Windy City for three days, traveling up late Tuesday and catching the late Friday flight back. He knows Denise will be dropping him off at the airport and spending the entire time he’s away at the condo with several of his bosses. Will she be able to keep her promise and only let them fuck her, not make love to her? After all, this will be the first time she’ll spend nights in bed with her lovers, his bosses.
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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

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


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:

Amazon US
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About the Author

My name is Bridy, and I live in upstate New York. I’ve written for as long as I can remember, which is thanks to my parents for teaching me to read and write before I went to school. I’ve been fascinated by erotic tales all my adult life, my husband thinks they’re silly but indulges me. I won’t tell you how old I am because a lady never gives away her age. My other interest is photography but writing will always be my first love, other than my husband of course.
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