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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

Last night I’d insisted Justin reclaimed me for himself. At the time, that had felt necessary after the day's events. I’d made it into a bit of a game for him. Even though he’d done as I wanted, reclaiming me in the hottest manner possible, not just with the quick spanking and love-making before dinner, but after dinner too. In the cold morning light, as I lay there watching my husband sleep, all the guilt flooded back.

Even the astonishing fact that I’d had an orgasm just from him spanking me, something that needed some serious thought, didn’t detract from that guilt. If this arrangement was going to work, we were going to have to do some talking.

The last few mornings, ever since he’d brought the proposition, no, ultimatum, home from work, either I’d woken him, or he’d woken me with oral sex. Not this morning. I needed to clear my head, not fill my mouth, however superficially attractive the latter was. Crawling from the bed, I grabbed my silk robe and padded softly across the carpet and out into the hallway. His soft snores continued unabated—I guess I’d worn him out last night. Time for coffee.

Rationalizing my feelings wasn’t easy. On the one hand, there was the guilt that I’d betrayed my wedding vows with three men, one after the other. Not only that, I’d one it for the money, the lifestyle, and to ensure Justin’s promotion. That side of me felt like I’d prostituted myself, become a whore. I was shaking with angst thinking that, choking back a sob as my eyes filled with tears.

At the same time, I’d enjoyed, even achieved, three orgasms with one of them. Even more importantly, our own marital sex life had improved immeasurably since that moment Justin had revealed the devil’s pact to me. Not that it had been bad before, it hadn’t. My mood swing kicked in, taking me the other way as I suppressed a giggle. I’d always kept Justin on his toes sexually and enjoyed challenging him in some new way when his attention seemed to be flagging. Meeting him naked at the door had been fun—even if it was a repeat of one of our earlier dates.

Similarly, the breadcrumbs trail of my clothing last night. I knew I was the adventurous one, but Justin was more than happy to tag along. Enthusiastic, even.

I sighed, that thought of sex bringing me, inevitably, back to the events of the day before and the thought of next week.

By Friday, I’d have betrayed our marriage with six different men—even if one of them was impotent, I still counted it as a betrayal. After that, it would get worse. And for what? Money, prestige, power, lifestyle? Was it really worth it?

I leaned down, placed my elbows on the counter, and hung my head. I tried to prevent the sobs, not wanting to wake Justin, but this time the tears flowed. I couldn’t hold them in.

Then, he was there. I’d not heard him, so a pair of strong arms circling my waist and pulling me upright back against his hard chest made me jump. Only for a moment, though, then I relaxed into his arms, sniffing back the tears. He held me for a couple of minutes, allowing the emotional storm to ride itself out.

“I thought you were asleep.”

He chuckled. “While my wife cried in the kitchen? No, not a bit of it.”

“Sorry, I was trying to let you get some rest.”

“And what about you? What about your beauty sleep?

I shrugged, not that I could move much as he gripped me to his body. I tapped his arm to get him to loosen his grip and turned in his arms, looping my own around his neck.

“Good morning.”

“Now, what’s brought this on?”

I sighed. He wasn’t going to let it go. That’s my Justin. A problem may be a wall, but if he couldn’t go over or around it, he’d lower his head and charge straight through it. “Nothing.”

“Don’t bullshit me this early in the morning, baby. What’s the matter? As if I can’t guess.”

I kissed the end of his nose, knowing that would tickle enough to make him let go, or at least relax a little, and allow me to twist out of his arms. Reaching for another mug for his coffee, I glanced back over my shoulder at him. “Your guess would be odds on to be right.” Sure enough, as I moved away from him and stretched to reach the mug tree, his gaze dropped to the back of my legs where the robe had ridden up.

“Naughty.”

“You show it. I’ll look at it, baby. It’s kinda the way I’m wired.”

I giggled. “It’s the way all men are wired.”

“Exactly.” He stepped close again, pressing against my butt, his hands on my waist.

I sighed again. If I wasn’t careful, my husband would end up taking me bent over the kitchen counter, which, from experience, I knew wasn’t exactly comfortable.

“Drapes are open, so don’t go too far.”

“I can soon close the drapes again.”

“No.”

“Spoilsport.”

“No, I’m not. We need to talk.”

He stepped back, and as I turned round and handed him his coffee, I could see he was smiling. Glancing down, I could see why—the robe had, with his help, opened down the middle —exposing the inside curves of my breasts and a fair swathe of my stomach.

“Enough. I mean it, talk.”

“Okay.” I could see he wasn’t that happy with that idea. Even so, he moved over to the dining table and sat down, gesturing for me to sit next to him. I knew what Justin would do. It was almost a Saturday ritual with him. As soon as I sat down at the table next to him, his hand would be on my leg. Six would get you two we’d not finish breakfast before he’d coaxed me back to bed that way. Or, sometimes, into the den for a quickie on the couch. That was normal for us on a Saturday morning. I t was also why I never bothered having a shower when I got out of bed at the weekend—I knew I’d need another one before I got dressed.

Instead of following his wishes, I sat opposite him, away from his wandering hands. I wasn’t saying no, more not yet. I think he got the message, at least his smile didn’t waver.

“Come on, baby, shoot. Say what you need to say. Hell, shout it if you want. I know there’s been a lot going on. Then, when we’re done, we can get onto the kiss and make up stage.”

“You’re incorrigible.”

“Nah, just horny. What man wouldn’t be with a gorgeous blonde woman sitting opposite him?”

“Just any blonde?”

“No, my adorable wife, only her.”

I had a lump in my throat the size of a hen’s egg at that. There was Justin declaring his love and lust for me, his wife, despite the fact I’d been fucked by three of his bosses in the last twenty-four hours. I could feel the tears welling up again, the guilt starting to win out. I shook my head to clear those thoughts and assert some control over my roiling emotions. I guess Justin realized, too, because he remained silent, just watching me over the top of his coffee.

“What’s triggering this, baby? I can guess, but I might not be exactly on the mark.”

I forced a smile. “Am I that complicated?”

“All women are that complicated. It’s in your genes. Is it the marriage vows thing? We did discuss it first.”

This time I couldn’t smile. “It’s not just that.”

“Then what is it? Tell me, Denise, I’m going mad trying to work out my twenty questions when I’d rather be spending time working out what I need to say to you.”

I swallowed hard. This was Justin in full-on, problem-solving mode. I’m not sure that’s what I wanted, but that was the approach he’d chosen. When he took this approach, it was difficult to deflect him. There again, given the emotive content of the subject, he might have the right approach.

“It’s…” I paused and cleared my throat before starting again. “It’s not just the breaking my vows thing…”

“Good, because that’s a non-starter with me.”

“What do you mean?”

“We both agreed upfront about that. Before I took the contracts in, we both knew what we were getting in to, what you’d be doing. It’s a non-issue for me.”

“Easy to say.”

“And not so easy to do, I know. I’m not going to turn green and get angry. I am angry, but not with you. It’s not easy to adjust to.”

“Try it from my position.”

Justin grinned, then snorted with laughter. “You know, I wonder what they’d do if one of them was gay. How would they manage that?”

I’d just taken a mouthful of coffee, and I almost snorted it out my nose. “Stop it.”

“Made you laugh rather than cry. Don’t you realize that’s the aim of any good husband?”

“You mean laugh your way into my pants.”

He shrugged. “The fact you’re not wearing any just makes it easier for me.” He made as if to rise from his seat, and I knew what he intended. My frown planted his butt firmly back on the chair.

Justin gave me a moment to relax. “So, what is it, then?”

I took a deep breath. “It’s the fact I enjoyed it. I had three damned orgasms with Steve, and even if I didn’t cum with the other two, I enjoyed it. That’s wrong on so many levels.”

One moment he was sitting the other side of the dining table. The next, he was there beside me, sweeping me up into his arms. He pulled me tight, making me gasp, then swung around and neatly sat back down on my chair, pulling me down onto his lap. He held me close, one arm around my waist, one cradling the back of my head, making me rest my head on his shoulder.

He didn’t speak for a couple of minutes. I wasn’t sure if it was because he was enjoying the feel of me on his lap, something he always enjoyed—a favorite position for a cuddle. Or if he was working out what to say. After that couple of minutes, he gently tilted my head back so he could look me in the eyes, a gentle smile playing on his lips.

“Baby. Listen.”

I swallowed hard and, after a moment, gave a slight nod.

“Two things. One, do you honestly think I’d be happy letting you do this if you didn’t get any enjoyment from it? Getting sexed up by six different men over three days a week is not supposed to make you miserable. I’d rather flip burgers than let you be miserable and unhappy like that. I know it sounds weird, but I want, no, I need you to enjoy it.”

“But…”

He frowned at me, just as I’d done to keep him at a distance earlier, he was frowning me into silence.

“No, it’s true. I need you to enjoy it. I’ve never admitted it before, but your sex drive is higher than mine. So, this way, I know what’s going on. It’s not as if you’re screwing every workman, postman, and delivery man coming to the house and doing so behind my back.”

“I would never…”

“I know you wouldn’t. I’m not saying you would. What I’m saying is this situation is different. Sure, I’m going to get jealous three days a week and angry—but not with you, with them. I expect you to have fun.” He stopped and chuckled. “Once I make the full board, no doubt the boot will be on the other foot.”

“If I let you do the same to the next VP’s wife.”

“It’ll be in the contract. I’m sure of that. All in or none in.”

“Jeez… You think so?”

“Yeah. Anyway, the second point in answer to your original issue.”

“Go on…” I smiled into his eyes, and wiggled a little on his lap. I could feel him hardening against my thigh. We would not be leaving this room without me ending up bent over the table. My own arousal was soaring at the prospect, just like it did most Saturday mornings.

“Second point. Enthusiastic and consensual participation. If you don’t deliver with a smile on your face, we’re toast. We’ll have, no, you’ll have made a sacrifice for nothing. We’ll be back right where we said I’d be at the beginning of the week—flipping burgers for a living.”

I swallowed hard, my ardor cooling at that. “It’s not easy.”

“Nobody said it would be.” I looked down and watched as his hand moved to the bow on the belt of my robe. Experimentally he pulled on one of the loose ends. I didn’t need to feel the heat of his erect cock pressing against my thigh to know what was on his mind.

“But…”

“No, no buts, no regrets. We both knew you were going to end up in bed with those guys yesterday and more in the weeks to come. Sure, I’m finding it hard to deal with at work.” He chuckled and nuzzled against my neck. “But there’s something harder to deal with at home.”

I smiled and kissed the end of his nose. He always swore it tickled when I did that, but he never ever pulled away too far. “I can guess.”

Saturday mornings were special to us as a couple. It was just about the only regular time when I’d let him take the lead. Usually, he was content to let me take the lead. He pulled hard on the belt of my robe, pulling it open. Immediately his hand slid onto my naked skin underneath it.

“I didn’t say we were done talking.”

“Nor did I. I’m just proving a point or two.”

“Which are?”

“One, your body reacts to a man’s touch. That’s normal, even if it’s not my touch.” His hand closed around my breast, squeezing it and making me shudder. I knew he could feel that movement, knew he could feel my nipple hard against his palm.

“Secondly, you’ve forgotten one very important factor.”

“Which is?” I arched my back to push my breast harder against his arm. At the same time, I wiggled on his lap, pressing my thigh against his erection.

“That our sex life has gone up a notch too.”

I bit my lip and nodded. It was true. I couldn’t dispute that. My legs parted as his hand slid from my breast and down over my stomach. Within seconds he’d cupped my mound, his index finger moving and sliding against my already moist slit.

“See, someone’s ready.”

I kissed the end of his nose again. “Silly, it’s Saturday morning. I know what you’re like.” Before he could answer, I bent lower and planted my lips against his, opening my mouth to accept his tongue. My left leg slid off his lap, opening myself up to him completely. Justin slid two fingers inside me, and I groaned at the sensation.

Within seconds he’d surged to his feet, twisted me around, and pushed me face down on the table. The robe was lifted clear of my butt, and he ground his cock between my cheeks. I just moaned and stayed still, letting him take charge, knowing what was going to happen, wanting it to happen too.

I bucked back against him as he slid into me. My moans echoing around the open-plan living area.


Chapter 2

I’d wanted to wake Justin this morning, the same way I’d done several days last week. Me, nursing on his morning wood. Instead, Justin had woken first, and he woke me. By the time I had my senses together, he was lapping at my clit and had two fingers buried in my already wet channel.

“Justin.” My groan confirmed my awakened state.

“What, baby?”

I spread my legs wider. “Just fuck me already.”

He chuckled, the sound reverberating against my clit. The vibrations did wonders for me, and I thrust my hips higher to capture more of his fingers inside me. I almost groaned in frustration as he pulled them clear, but instead arched my back as he swarmed up my body, his cock replacing the fingers with a minimum of fuss.

My legs rose from the bed, my heels locking behind his butt as he thrust home. He kissed the end of my nose, his face wet with my juices. “Good morning, sleepy head. I didn’t think you were going to wake up.”

I wiggled on the bed, getting myself a little more comfortable. The movement doing wonders for the feel of the cock inside me. “How long had you been doing that?”

“Mouth? Ten minutes, fingers a little less.”

“Ten minutes?”

My mouth must have opened in surprise, which simply gave him the chance to seal his lips around me and push his tongue deep inside. At the same time, he started to thrust, my hips bouncing in time with his movements.

I tried hard not to moan around his tongue, but it was a lost cause, and I could feel my orgasm rising rapidly. Obviously, he’d got me a lot further along with his tongue and fingers than I’d realized. One final thrust and we came together, each of us wringing the last drop of emotion from each other.

I knew why he’d done it. Hell, I’d intended to do the same to him, only he’d beaten me to the punch. Now, though, I had to get moving.

“Dibs on the shower.”

He pulled out and twisted to one side, then rose to his feet to stand next to the bed as I stretched.

“Too late.”

I frowned but had to admit it made sense. His shower would be quick—I tended to take a lot longer.

As he disappeared into the bathroom, I closed my eyes and tried to take stock of the day ahead. Friday hadn’t been, by any stretch of the imagination, easy. Today was going to be far, far tougher – even if there was only one man involved.

* * * *

Although I knew I didn’t need to arrive at the condo until ten, I was so uncertain of the traffic patterns I got there fifteen minutes early. The car park barrier and lift responded to my key card without a problem, as did the apartment door. Only the apartment wasn’t empty—Susanna, the personal shopper, was still there.

She looked up in surprise.

“Hi.” I smiled at her, unsure of what to do or say.

“Oh, hello. I thought I’d be done and gone before you arrived.”

I shrugged. “Sorry, I’m earlier than I should be. Not as much traffic as I allowed for.”

She smiled and walked over, and shook my hand. “Just putting the last few bits and pieces away. Would you like me to show you where everything is?”

“Please. I didn’t see any cupboards or wardrobes last time I was here.”

She grinned. “All recessed.” Pointing to a panel of buttons set into the wall next to the bed, she led the way over.

“Top row are the wardrobes. They all slide out. Stand clear.”

She pressed each button in turn, and three sections of the wall moved toward me.

“Oh!”

“Don’t worry, they’ve got sensors—if they touch anything, they stop.”

“Surprised, that’s all.”

“Neat trick. Higher end than I’m used to, too. These guys are my best clients.”

“You have other clients like these…?”

She chuckled and shook her head. “That would be telling.” She must have seen my face because she patted my hand. “No, not like these guys. I do have several corporate clients, but nothing close to this scale.”

There was a lot implied by that statement, but it was obvious there would be no detail forthcoming. She walked over to the first wardrobe and ran her hand along the rail, and pulled out a pale blue dress. “Seeing as you’re here before I go, it might be an idea to try one on. This one is a good gauge of the fit. It should be perfect on you—as long as you’ve not put weight on since I measured you.”

I frowned but allowed myself a rueful shake of the head as she grinned. She’d been kidding me, maybe on the square, but pulling my leg, nonetheless.

“Okay, you got me.”

She chuckled and pressed the buttons again, and the three wardrobes telescoped back into the wall. I’d noticed that each of them wasn’t much more than a motorized clothes rail with a panel on the end—you could access anything from either side. The third one, though, had been empty. She pressed the buttons on the next row, and other panels slid aside to reveal another rail, this time filled with lingerie, two chests of drawers, and a shoe rack.

“Please try these.” She selected a pair of navy shoes that matched the light blue dress. “Shoes are always the most awkward thing to fit, although the underwear is always the hardest one to please everyone with.”

I knew I was blushing as she laughed again, but I gamely took the shoes from her. I was sure she wouldn’t have objected if I’d taken everything into the bathroom and got changed there, but she’d already seen me in my underwear. Indeed, by everything I’d come to expect, she’d chosen a lot of new underwear for me. Besides, the purple underwear I’d worn last week was a lot sexier and more revealing than the plain cotton I wore today. I knew I’d be getting changed here and not into my own clothes, so there’d been no point in picking out anything other than for comfort.

Even so, I felt a little self-conscious as I pulled my summer dress off over my head and kicked off my flats. I’d actually put a pair of my own heels in the car just in case the ones provided didn’t fit. I wasn’t going to tell Susanna there was a nice white underwear set, too, just in case. Susanna stood back and watched as I took the dress off. I could see the intent look on her face and knew that was professional concern. If the dress didn’t fit, then maybe a lot of what she’d bought wouldn’t fit, rendering her job incomplete or, at worst, incompetent. She had a lot invested in this, almost as much as I did. If not more. That was a sobering thought.

The pale blue dress was a step-in rather than an over-the-head type, not that it mattered about my hair—I intended to redo that anyway. The skirt came to just about mid-thigh, short but not too short, and the lightweight material floated around my legs. Even so, it cradled my butt and pulled tight across my stomach. Glancing in the mirror, I could see a noticeable panty line—there again, these weren’t the panties I’d wear with this kind of dress anyway. Pulling the shoulder straps up, I wiggled myself a little to make the neckline even. The bodice was quite décolleté, and the bra showed in an unflattering way. I could see the smile that broke out on the personal shopper’s face. The fit was perfect. It was only my underwear spoiling the look—something that often happened in the fitting room, anyway.

Slipping the heels on was easy too. None of the complicated lace or tie fastenings, just slip-on. Wide enough to go on easily but tight enough to grip. Again, a perfect fit. For the first time ever, I felt at home in a pair of brand-new heels—I always had to break them in gradually.

“You like?” Her smile had slipped again.

I had a little epiphany at that moment—she didn’t just need the approval of the male side of this arrangement. She needed mine too. One wrong word in the right ear, and her commission was toast.

“They’re perfect. Dress, shoes, the lot. Thank you.”

She smiled again. “I know what it’s like letting another woman shop for you. You’ll have been worrying about the fit, as well as my taste.”

“I have nothing to worry about, given how these two fit.”

“Good.” She glanced at her watch. “I must be going.”

“Thank you.” I looked around. ”Is…is there something I need to sign…?”

Susanna shook her head. “No, you’re fine. Thank you, and goodbye. If you need something specific, my card is in the top drawer of the bedside cabinet. E-mailing me might be a little less embarrassing.” She giggled and leaned in, lowering her voice. “Especially if one of them wants something somewhat kinkier, and they will. They always do. Leather, vinyl, and even rubber. Remember, I’ve been doing this for over ten years now. You are not my first client for them.”

As I blushed at the idea of letting another woman shop for kinky underwear for me, she giggled and gave an airy wave, and disappeared out of the door, leaving me alone.

With a sigh, I pushed the buttons to open the wardrobes and cupboards again. I had about an hour before my appointment arrived.

* * * *

With five minutes to go, I gave the condo a quick check-over. I’d pulled the bed straight before I changed into the outfit specified in the booking message. That had been a first, but at least I hadn’t had to humiliate Justin by getting him to pick the clothes for me. That had been a difficult pill for either of us to swallow the first time around. At least this time, he didn’t know what I was wearing, what I’d be removing for my visitor. It was difficult enough for me to think about it.

I wasn’t sure it would be the person Justin believed it would be. He knew Wiseman, the oldest of the board members, was impotent—but that wasn’t to say that wasn’t true of any of the others. He’d been the most charming, and for that matter, the least handsy, at that fateful Xmas party. Even so, this was the encounter I was looking forward to the least.

My phone buzzed with a text message.

I’m on the way up.

I swallowed hard and gave another quick panicked look around the room. He’d been nice enough to give me notice of his arrival. However, I wasn’t sure that had been so nice. Having him walk through the door unannounced might have been better for me. I licked my lips and sat on one of the couches, trying to appear nonchalant. As if he wouldn’t be able to read my body language. I’m sure every line screamed tension.

The door clicked open, and I took a deep breath as Jacob Wiseman walked into the condo.

“Ah, Denise, a picture of loveliness.”

“Good morning, Mister Wiseman.”

“Please, call me Jacob.”

I nodded and forced myself to smile. This was their place, but at the same time, it was automatic for me to assume the role of hostess. Besides, the secretarial look wasn’t that far different from the white blouse, black skirt look of a waitress.

“Can I get you anything?” I swallowed, Realizing the heat rising to my cheeks was embarrassment at my own double entendre. Of course, I was going to get him something, me, my body, what else?

“A coffee would be nice, thank you.”

He sat on the couch, the one that faced the bed, and as I walked through into the kitchen, I could feel his eyes on me. One disadvantage of the condo being open plan was the fact I had nowhere to hide. The bathroom was separate, but no doubt he’d suggest I left the door open, even if he didn’t accompany me. The retractable walls of the bedroom made that space private, at need, but it wasn’t my need for privacy that would drive that. No, I was on display from the moment I walked into the condo until the moment I left, including the huge open terrace on the lake side of the property.

I’d already prepared the coffee machine and noticed the refrigerator was already well stocked with fresh produce. It made sense, after all, at the amount they paid for this place and the amount they were paying me, freshly restocking the kitchen would be peanuts.

“How do you like your coffee?”

“White, as it comes. I’m not the fussy type.”

I could feel his eyes boring into my back. The short, black skirt was tight, with just a small kick pleat at the back. It was time to start my performance. I didn’t need to wait to be told. Conveniently the milk was in the bottom of the refrigerator door. When I reached for it, I made sure to bend at the waist, bending further than I needed. Of course, the skirt duly rode up, exposing the lace top of my stocking. I doubted it rode high enough to expose naked skin above the stocking, but I knew he was getting a great look at my legs.

With my back to him, I undid a couple of buttons at the top of my blouse, too, just enough to expose a little cleavage. The predicated black bra showed through the thin white material anyway, something no self-respecting secretary or waitress would allow. Well, depending on the workplace, of course, there were a couple of restaurants in town where that sort of thing would have been encouraged, not disapproved of.

I made two coffees and carried them back to where he was sitting. Again, as I bent to place his on the side table next to him, I made sure to bend further than necessary. My breasts fell forward inside my bra, deepening the cleavage I was pointing at him. The skirt rode up too, but he only had a side view of my legs.

“Please sit with me a minute.” He indicated the couch next to him, and taking my own coffee, I moved around him before bending to put my coffee on the other side table. Of course, my butt was right in front of him as I bent over. I could feel the material of my skirt sliding higher on my thighs and stretching tightly across my cheeks. By the time I straightened up, I was blushing again. A moment later, as I sat down, I made sure to cross my legs, my left over my right, exposing my thighs to his gaze.

He chuckled.

“Denise, you are an absolute treasure. You know that.”

“I am?”

“You most definitely are, but you need to relax a little too. I’m not going to bite… much.”

“I seem to remember someone else using that line too.”

“Perhaps, but I guess men are all so predictable.”

I smiled and decided that line of conversation was too dangerous to continue. I wasn’t in any kind of hurry to get naked here, and that would be happening at some point, depending on how much of a hurry he was in.

For the next few minutes, we just made conversation, not really talking about a lot, but I noticed Jacob was steering the conversation gently, but steering it anyway, into talking more about me. He was careful not to mention Justin at all, and I followed suit. Given he was going to be watching, with great interest, as I stripped naked and masturbated for him, talking about my husband would have been both wrong and decidedly weird.

Putting his cup down, Jacob turned to me and smiled. I knew this was the moment, and I was right.

“Shall we get… started?”

“Sure.” I swallowed hard, trying not to let my smile slip. I knew after this time, it would get easier, but the idea of letting him watch me wasn’t going to be too relaxed the first time.

“Two things before we get started.”

“Okay.”

“Firstly, you had a conversation with Steve, I believe, about the terrace?”

I frowned at him, not remembering too much about my first visit to the condo, at least not regarding the conversation. It was clear Jacob realized that.

“He mentioned the height of the building made the terrace private, and you said something about helicopters and drones and zoom lenses?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Well, we’ve given that some thought and decided we agree with what you said. From now on, you might be spending time on the terrace with some of us, but you won’t be parading around there naked. Nor will you be fucked out there, although there may be some teasing, some touching, nothing more.”

“Ah, thank you for clarifying.” I didn’t know what else to say. He was being matter-of-fact about an extremely delicate subject. My natural response had been to blush brighter than ever.

“You might be naked in the hot tub, but you won’t have to walk to the hot tub naked.”

“Thank you, I think I’ve got your drift.”

“Okay, then, moving on, my second point.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“I have a little confession to make.”

“You do?”

“And this is one that demands the utmost discretion from you. That includes not letting your husband in on my secret.”

This time he was blushing.

“I already know…” I was trying to let him down gently. So far, he’d been an absolute gentleman, and I wanted to respect that.

“No, what you think you know, is not actually the case.”

“It isn’t?”

“No. I am, how shall we put it, fully functional.”

“Oh.”

“So, what you might think of as a light day, will, in fact, be a very ordinary day. As in ordinary for here.”

I swallowed hard, then brightened. At least that got me out of masturbating for him. Something I’d been dreading more than anything else.

“However, I do need a little more visual stimulation than most men, hence the rumors. To be fair, those rumors suit my purposes, and like the other wives before you, please keep it quiet.”

“Of course.” I swallowed hard. Rather than having a somewhat easy, albeit embarrassing day, it appeared I was going to be embarrassed and then have to work hard and still end up being fucked. I guess my face must have shown what I was feeling as Jacob chuckled.

“Don’t worry, my requirements aren’t too extreme, but why don’t you go and sit on the end of the bed facing me.”

I sucked in a deep breath and rose back to my feet. It was only four or five steps across the room, no more than ten feet or so before I reached the bed. That ten feet felt more like a mile, as I knew he was staring at my ass in the tight skirt all the way. I tried to put some effort into the walk, but that was proving more difficult than usual. Part of me knew being the director’s perk was a challenge. I guess I hadn’t thought about just how hard a challenge it might be. Screwing around on my husband and being paid for it had hit my self-esteem for six, but that I’d managed to rebuild. Now it appeared I was truly going to be working for the money.

Turning, I sat back on the foot of the bed, facing him again. Jacob had sat back, watching me, a gentle smile playing over his face.

“I’m not going to be giving you detailed instructions, so try to relax.”

“Easy to say.”

“Easy to do, go with the flow, Denise, that’s all it needs. If Alison could do it, so can you, and she was far more uptight with me the first time than you have been.”

“She was?”

He nodded. “She was, but don’t tell Steve… or her, for that matter. Anyway, why don’t you take that blouse off and show me that nice black bra you’ve been letting me glimpse for the last few minutes?

I blushed but lifted my hands to the highest button I’d left fastened. At least my fingers weren’t trembling. Almost as an afterthought, I crossed my legs, knowing that would show a bit of thigh, but would still appear relaxed. “I thought you said your instructions wouldn’t be detailed.”

“They’re not. I could tell you when to undo each button, but I’d rather you set a nice pace, one you are comfortable with.” He shrugged. “More arousing for me, that way.”

Knowing he was right didn’t make it easier for me, but I slipped the buttons open one after the other until they were all undone. Slipping the blouse out of the waistband of the tight skirt was next to impossible to look graceful while I did it, but I pulled it clear. The blouse hung open to the sides, showing off my chest in the black lace bra that lifted and pushed my breasts together, making my cleavage look even better. The lace wasn’t fully opaque, but at least it didn’t show more than a hint of my areolas through it. Pulling the blouse back off my shoulder, exposed my entire front to him. I watched as he licked his lips, but he remained silent as I pulled the blouse down my arms and then let it fall to the bed behind me.

“Nice. We all thought you were gorgeous, but now, I know we made the right choice.”

I swallowed hard.

“Justin was the right choice in his own right, but, to be certain, we needed you to… shall we say, step up to the plate too.”

“If I’d said no, would you really have fired him on the spot?”

He shrugged. “You already know the answer to that. Yes, it’s a simple yes/no proposition, not one that can be fudged. From what I can see, I’m glad he made the choice he did.”

“So, which is it to be, my bra so I’m topless? Or, the skirt so you can see the rest of me in the same detail as you can see the top half?”

He chuckled. “Don’t be too hasty about getting naked. Why don’t you kneel on the bed and pull the skirt up to show me your glorious legs?”

I closed my eyes for a second and shivered. Things were moving on apace. Although I had anticipated this, or something quite like this, the actuality was rather more daunting. Looking down, I tried not to blush as I realized my nipples had hardened underneath that lacy bra. I didn’t think that was just down to the cool air hitting them. I was also sure Jacob had noticed them.

Rising to my feet, I moved around to the side of the bed and then climbed onto the bed on all fours. Of course, this made the skirt stretch higher on my legs, no doubt showing off stocking tops. A few moments later, I turned around to face him again and rose up onto my knees. I had to swallow before I could get my arms to move. Nerves, I guess, but my fingers reached down and grasped the hem of the skirt and then worked it up my legs. As my fingertips trailed across the bare skin above the stockings, I suppressed a gasp. That contact had sent a tremor right through me, betraying the fact I was getting turned on by what I was doing. That might very well be a good thing, but time would tell.


Chapter 3

I don’t think Jacob was setting out to humiliate me, but I had to admit, that’s how I felt. Kneeling on the bed, holding my skirt up so the front just about covered the front of my panties, with just the bra covering my breasts, seemed humiliating to me. Just getting into that position had been bad enough. Kneeling there, motionless, while he ran his eyes over me just seemed to make it worse. Taking the rest of my clothes off and posing naked would have felt no worse.

“Shall I lose the skirt, now?” I had to say something. The silence had become oppressive, adding to the feeling of humiliation.

He seemed to shake himself as if coming out of a trance. “By all means, young lady, by all means. You are exquisite, by the way, simply breathtaking.”

The compliment lifted the mood, and I felt better just from his words. Sliding my hands behind me, I undid the zip and then contemplated how I would remove the skirt and still look sexy doing it. Just dropping it to my knees and then trying to wiggle it underneath them while keeping my balance just didn’t seem as if it would work. It was too tight to pull it up over my bust and then my head, so it had to come off over my feet.

Pushing the skirt down over my butt needed a couple of wiggles, and I prayed I hadn’t dragged my panties half-off in the process. I hadn’t, but only by judiciously grabbing them at the back with one finger as the skirt tried hard to keep company with them. Now, with the skirt a wide band around my thighs, I had to reach my decision.

Dropping back onto my haunches, I continued the move, ending up semi-reclining, with my legs straight out in front of me. Lifting my legs and lying back brought my legs vertical, and from there, pushing the skirt past my knees was easy. In the process, showing him how my tight panties clung to my butt gave him a magnificent view. Bending my legs, I dropped the skirt to my ankles and then off into my hand. I thought about twirling the skirt around my head as I sat up but dismissed the idea as being far too tacky.

Dropping the skirt off the edge of the bed, I sat back up, wiggled forward, and crossed my legs as I once more sat on the edge of the bed.

“Please…” He motioned for me to stand up. I wasn’t sure if he wanted me to stand there or cross the space to stand in front of him. In the end, I elected to simply stand by the foot of the bed and keep some distance between us. The slow, gradual reveal of my body was having an effect on me, my nipples were hard inside my bra, and I could feel the heat building lower down too. The occasional glance at his crotch, though, revealed no visible evidence of my performance having an effect on him.

He made a spinning motion with his fingers, and I turned to show him the back view, then, after a pause, turned back to face him.

“Please, face away again, and lose the bra while you do so.”

I swallowed hard. So far, yes, he was seeing my underwear, but the underwear covered more than a bikini did, and under other circumstances, he’d have seen me in one of those. Topless, though, was another step.

At least the big reveal would happen with me facing away from him. As I faced the bed, my hands rose behind my back, searching for and finding the clasp on the bra. A simple twist and the lace covering my breasts slackened. Letting go of the straps, I let them dangle but couldn’t resist turning my head to look at him. Jacob’s demeanor had changed. He was leaning forward, his eyes wide as he watched. I shivered, not quite sure if I really wanted that laser-like focus on my body. Lifting my hands, I brushed the straps down off my shoulders and then, with a mental shrug, pulled the bra down, stripping it off my body and letting it drop onto the small pile of clothes next to the bed. As an afterthought, I arched my back, pushing my panty-clad ass out toward him, feeling the panties tighten across my cheeks in the process.

With my head turned, I kept my eyes on him as he swallowed hard and then brought his hand up and made that peculiar turning motion again. He wanted me to turn around and show him my breasts. It was my turn to swallow before bringing my hands up to cup and thus conceal my breasts before turning around to face him again.

“Very nice, but I think you know what I want you to do next, don’t you?”

I looked straight at him, knowing he wanted me to drop my hands. This should be contested territory, but there was no contest, no conflict. I knew what I had to do. My hands slid downward, revealing the full expanse of the upper slopes of my breasts. I bit my lip and then took a deep breath before pulling my hands clear, letting them drop to my sides as my breasts stood proudly in the open.

I already knew my nipples were hard, rock hard, but they seemed to harden and elongate even further as his eyes feasted on my breasts.

“Nice tits, definitely world-class tits. Steve was right. You have perfect tits.”

He grinned at me, taking some of the sting out of his sudden crudity. Up until now, he’d been perfectly polite, but now his language was coarser, just as his voice had deepened too. I risked a glance down, seeing a reaction inside his pants, one that had been missing a little while ago.

Standing there in front of a much older man, wearing just my panties, well, garter belt, stockings, and heels didn’t count in this context, brought home to me the depth of my own depravity. Yes, it had initially felt like I had no choice, but after last week, I’d felt a lot better about the situation. Both Justin and myself seemed to have adjusted to the situation with remarkable ease. Indeed our sex life had, if anything, improved. The fact I was standing there, my breasts bared, and turned on did nothing for my self-esteem.

Jacob paid no attention to my inner turmoil. I guessed I was hiding it well enough.

“Do I need to tell you what to do next?”

I forced a smile. “Turn around and show you my ass again?”

“Actually, that’s a clever idea. Turn around, pull your panties down, but as you bend over, put your elbows on the bed and keep your legs straight.”

“I thought you said no detailed instructions?”

He grinned at me but had a quick riposte. “If you want detailed instructions, then make sure your feet are twelve inches apart when you bend. That way, I can see your cunt peeping at me between your legs.”

I blushed, knowing he’d scored a point, playing the game I’d started. Even worse, I could imagine how I’d look in that position. It wasn’t just sexy. It was obscene. My pussy wouldn’t be peeping from between my legs. It would be on full display. His crude language just made it worse, more humiliating.

As I turned around, he spoke again. “I know you don’t like my crude language, but those words have a purpose.”

“They do?” My hands went to my waist as I made sure my feet were the required distance apart.

“A little bit of humiliation, well, it helps me, you see.”

I swallowed. My hands started to pull the waistband of my panties down. Behind me, I heard the sound of a zip lowering. I tried not to think of the older man sitting there stroking himself as I pulled my panties down. That was just too much. There again, he’d been honest, a bit brutal, maybe, but honest. My panties were folded down, revealing the top portion of my butt, now, and I knew, any second now, he’d see a lot more.

My legs were trembling, partly in fear, partly in arousal, as I pushed my panties lower, revealing the whole of my ass to him.

“Very nice. Continue.”

The next part was going to be the hard part. Pushing my panties down my legs, keeping my legs straight as I bent over, and ending up with my elbows on the bed would expose every inch of me to his eyes. I couldn’t help it. I whimpered as visions of that position filled my mind. Still, I followed his instructions, bending at the waist and, as the panties traveled down my thighs to meet my stockings, bending further and further. After a few moments, I heard a sharp intake of breath, and I knew my pussy had come into his view. That view would get more and more obscene the further I bent.

Once my panties reached my knees, gravity took over, and as I let them go, they fluttered down my calves to land on my ankles. Leaning forward, my elbows touched the bed, and I stood still, letting him drink his fill of my exposed body. I could feel the warmth between my legs and blushed with the embarrassment of knowing I was wet. Somehow, his treatment of me, his instructions to strip, and his crude language had combined to turn me on. I whimpered again, hearing movement behind me, but I didn’t try to turn and look.

I heard a noise closer to me and knew he was right behind me, but again, I stayed where I was. I waited for his hand to touch me.

“Very nice. You have a perfect little cunt, young lady, a perfect little peach.”

I bit my lip, not wanting to reply and spoil the moment. His left hand moved and stroked my left butt cheek. I shivered, unable to prevent a physical reaction to his touch. He chuckled softly as if he’d been expecting just such a reaction and was pleased by it. A moment later, his right hand touched my other cheek, and both hands seemed to grip me. My eyes widened in shock. Surely not? I knew I was already wet, but wet enough?

That question was answered a split second later. He must have angled his approach to guide himself straight to a bullseye. One moment, the only contact points were his hands on my hips. The next, his cock was touching my opening, pushing past my outer folds. I gasped and stiffened, but there was nothing I could do. Given the circumstances, nothing else I should do. His cock pressed past my outer labia, neatly penetrated my inner lips, and started to slide into me. He wasn’t a big guy by any imagination, which, I guess, was a good thing. I was wet enough to accommodate him, but maybe not if he’d been bigger.

Halfway in, he paused to allow me to adjust, then pushed all the way in with a satisfied grunt. “You feel good, baby.”

I didn’t answer, couldn’t answer, not really. I was concentrating on not falling forward in response to his not-so-gentle thrust. Those thrusts kept coming as he pulled most of the way out and then thrust back into me. Each time he pushed forward, I could feel his shirt hitting my butt. I had this image in my head of him, trousers around his ankles, fucking me, naked except for garters and stockings. It was almost too much. I nearly giggled at the apparent absurdity.

Within seconds his thrusts grew wilder and wilder, and I guess, no more than two minutes after he first entered me, I felt him emptying himself inside me. Jacob hadn’t said a word to me throughout the rapid fucking. He’d just pushed in, thrust a few times, and pulled out. I felt cheated and had to bite back a waspish comment.

He reeled away, and I heard the couch creak as he sat down behind me. Not having been told to move, I stayed where I was, feeling exceptionally cheap, given the sight I must have presented, his cum leaking out and down my thigh.

“You can stand now, sweetheart.”

I shuddered at the endearment. It was so out of place. I felt used, nothing more, just used. Trying to keep my disappointment and horror off my face, I turned around to face him again. Glancing down, I could see my nipples had flattened a little, no a lot, mainly, I guess, at my own thoughts.

“Why don’t you go grab a shower. Please, put the stockings and garters back on, and slip one of those black lace peignoirs on. Then we can have some lunch.”

He’d done himself back up. He’d just fucked me, and I hadn’t even seen his dick. If anything, that made me feel more humiliated than anything else. He hadn’t kissed me, hadn’t touched my breasts, nothing. Just his hands on my butt, his cock pushed in, a few thrusts and gone. I felt used, and that idea of a shower seemed like a very good one.


Chapter 4

Eating a salad for lunch felt strange, mainly because of my company. Jacob had reverted to being a proper gentleman, even helping me prepare the salad. The black lace peignoir covered my body but didn’t conceal anything. The lace was so open my nipples immediately found holes to poke through, leaving them out in plain sight. Down below, the wrap-around edges were cut away from the waist down, leaving a swathe of me exposed. Every time I took a step, the two sections of lace parted to expose my pussy. Even with the belt tight around my middle, I couldn’t prevent the exposure—which is what the garment was meant to do. Personally, I preferred more of a tease than something this blatant, but the garment had been Jacob’s choice, and in this situation, what he wanted, he got.

Everything about this morning had been different from my expectation. The run-in with Susanna had been unexpected, while the fact Jacob Wiseman wasn’t as impotent as I’d been led to expect had changed everything about the day. Even eating lunch while so exposed, despite the rigors of what Steve had done that first day, was adding to my unease. I knew it was something I was going to have to get used to. Being the director’s perk was taking a heck of a lot of getting used to. I wondered how Justin was getting on at work, secure in his certain knowledge I was having to display myself without getting fucked. A notion Jacob expected me to keep up the pretense with. He didn’t want anyone to know at the office that he could, in fact, get and indeed sustain an erection when he wanted to.

As I pushed my salad around my plate, I wondered if he would be capable of getting it up again. From the way he rarely took his eyes off my exposed flesh as we ate, I was pretty sure he expected he could. I guess I was thinking along the lines of hoping he could last longer the second time around. I glanced at the clock. It wasn’t even one o’clock yet. He’d only been here just over an hour. There was possibly time for him to get it up for a third time.

It was almost as if he was reading my thoughts as he pushed his empty plate away. He’d eaten his salad with gusto, but I’d hardly even picked at mine. “Lose the lace, baby. Let me see you, again.”

I swallowed hard and then pushed my own plate away. I wasn’t in the mood to eat. Placing my hands on the breakfast bar, I started to rise, but he stopped me with a wave of his hand.

“No, take it off, but stay where you are.”

I swallowed hard. Where I was sitting placed me face on to the huge glass wall fronting the terrace. I know he’d said nothing would happen, sexually, on the terrace because of the risk of drones and helicopters mounting telephoto lenses, but I was in plain view of that terrace, and anything hovering over the lake at the right height would see straight in. Would see me in all my naked glory.

It wasn’t like I had a choice or even a say in the matter. The constant exposure to the cool air-conditioned air had kept my nipples hard throughout lunch. Who was I trying to kid? Being exposed like that had kept them hard purely out of sexual tension. My pussy was moist too, and that wasn’t from earlier. I’d cleaned myself out very thoroughly in the shower, just in case. If Jacob wanted things I hadn’t anticipated, I needed to be clean. Stripping naked on a bar stool at the breakfast bar wasn’t something I’d anticipated. Still, my hands dropped to the belt and tugged the simple knot apart. The bottom half of the garment fell out to the sides, but the top portion was trapped on my chest. It was held in place by my nipples sticking through holes in the lace.

That fact made me giggle. I couldn’t help it. The laughter was part nerves and part the absurdity of trying to ease the lace off my turgid nips while still remaining graceful. I managed it, but I’m certain it wasn’t graceful by any stretch of the imagination. Dropping the peignoir over my shoulders, I let it slither down my arms to cascade down, wrapping itself around the stool I was sitting on. Letting my knees drift apart, I displayed myself for him, knowing he could see down through the toughened glass top of the breakfast bar. It wasn’t easy, but I knew I needed to do it.

He smiled at me and let his gaze drift down. I wanted to cover up but kept my arms casually placed, not concealing myself at all. I took a sip of my coffee and put the mug down on the countertop, all the while aware of his intense study of my body.

“Why don’t you go get yourself more comfortable.”

I reached for the lace peignoir as I stepped down from the stool.

He shook his head. “You may as well leave that.” Jacob chuckled. “We both know you don’t need it anymore. He nodded back toward the bed. “Your choice, the couch or the bed.”

I forced a smile. “Depends on what I’m going to be doing.”

“Ah. I see.” He grinned. “I guess you thought you were going to be doing something rather specific today? Given the rumors I foster about myself?”

I nodded.

“Well, that’s what you’ll be doing in a couple of minutes' time. Your choice, couch or bed.”

Walking around the condo nude, or nearly nude, was a new experience for obvious reasons. However, it didn’t seem to bother me as much as it should. That was almost certainly because I was trying to control my reaction to what he wanted me to do. I’d anticipated it earlier in the day, but when he’d said he wasn’t impotent like I’d been led to believe, I’d assumed I could get away without the indignity of masturbating in front of him. Now, he was telling me to go ahead and do exactly that.

Giving me a free choice between the couch and the bed just worsened the situation, giving me a decision to make while my mind was awhirl with too many other things. In the end, I opted for the bed and simply sat down on the side of it, facing him. Jacob hadn’t moved, he was still sitting at the breakfast bar, and from the embarrassed flush creeping onto his face, I guess I’d just caught him staring at my naked ass as I’d walked away from him. I hadn’t been trying to catch him staring, and, in any case, the contract gave him the right to not only look but look at any time.

I allowed myself to smile, my mind flip-flopping, as I realized I had an element of control here. It was empowering knowing they wanted me, and in particular, he wanted me. My nipples firmed, and my channel started to heat at the thought of that power over a man. A power I now knew I’d always had.

Jacob rose to his feet and walked toward me, veering off at the last minute to sit on the couch facing the end of the bed. This put me side-on to him, and I could see him studying my profile. Subtly, I arched my back, pushing my breasts out, and at the same time, moved my arms back out of the way to give him an unobstructed view. It made me feel good to see the obvious signs of approval on his face. However, a glance lower on his body showed I still had work to do.

“Usually, I’ll prefer you to use your fingers, but as this is your first time with me, you can use a toy of your own choice if you wish.”

I shuddered. The idea of performing, of masturbating, with a toy, in front of a man who wasn’t my husband was a step too far. There again, I was already several steps past the normal line a married woman wasn’t supposed to cross. After all, I was naked with Jacob, he’d already fucked me once, and if I didn’t use a toy, I would be using my fingers.

Actually, it was an easy choice. Leaving the toys in the drawer made me feel I was reserving a little something for another time, keeping a little part of myself private.

When I scooted up onto the bed and twisted around to face him, he smiled and mouthed “Good Girl” at me, his way of saying thank you for following his preferences. I watched as he settled back onto the couch, but as he did so, his eyes never left me. I plumped up the pillows behind me, leaving me propped up, facing him. My breasts remained proud on my chest, not falling away to the sides as they did, a little, if I laid flat. Sighing, I spread my legs apart, exposing my slit to his view. He took a long hard look at it, then licked his lips before lifting his eyeline higher and looking me in the face. He nodded as if to say proceed.

It was kind of humiliating to be told when to start masturbating, but I guessed it was part of his ritual. Seeing as it seemed it would be the only way I’d get off today, or at least until I saw Justin again this evening, I decided it gave it my best shot. One thing, though, I couldn’t look at him. I couldn’t watch him watching me. That was just too much. I needed to do something else, lose myself in a fantasy, so I closed my eyes. Sinking back into the pillows, my left hand lifted to my left breast, the other drifting between my legs to rub the soft skin of my upper thighs.

Unknown to Jacob, I had the perfect fantasy ready. One I knew would be enacted in real life later on during the contract. Mentally prepared for this, I focused on my fantasy, ignoring the older man sitting near the foot of the bed.

I was wearing a long blue evening dress. It was elegant but, at the same time, sexy. It was tight across my bust and my butt, but it was backless, so I couldn’t wear a bra with it. In fact, I was commando, too. The dress was too tight. It would have shown a visible panty line, even with a thong. My holdup stockings were navy, as were the heels, although they were only visible through the long side slit of the dress. That slit rose to a point mid-way up my thigh. Every time I moved, I flashed a length of leg, and my group of admirers were doing their level best to keep me moving just to get another glimpse.

Steve moved close and held out his hand, inviting me to dance. It was a fast song, one that allowed me to keep him at a distance, but as soon as we started to move to the music, someone switched the CD player to another track, a slow one. Immediately Steve took advantage, pulling me in close, his hands around my back, pressing against the naked skin above my butt. I wondered how long it would be before he slid his hands down to cup my butt cheeks, but in that respect, he remained a gentleman. However, the way his half-hard cock pressed against my stomach, the way his mouth devoured mine, and his tongue plunging into my mouth were definitely not the actions of a gentleman.

Sion enough that track finished, and another man stepped forward. Frank was older than Steve and maybe a better dancer. He was, however, even less of a gentleman, and his hands dropped down my back to grab my ass cheeks and pull me tighter against his hardening cock. He didn’t kiss me, instead lowering his mouth to my neck and nuzzling and kissing my skin. He wasn’t trying to bruise or give me a hickey, but I knew I’d have a red mark there by the time he moved away. Whether it developed into a hickey was a matter of chance.

The next dance was, surprise, surprise, another slow one, and this time Martin Donaldson claimed me. His kiss was fierce, taking my breath away. His hand, though, dipped to the side slit of my dress, and I heard the tiny Velcro patch at the top of the slit rip open. I guess they all knew the slit could be shortened or lengthened by releasing those tabs. Martin had simply done so without asking, exposing my leg a lot higher. Of course, he swept the dress away, revealing even more leg as his fingers played with the naked skin above the top of my stocking. I moaned into his mouth, the heat of the moment getting to me.

I was breathless from the kissing and panting for air when Peter Carson took over. His effortless pull on the back section of the dress just ripped the next two patches of Velcro open, leaving the side slit of the dress all the way up to my waist. Even if they hadn’t known, all the men in the room could now see I was commando under the dress.

David Carmichael wasn’t dancing—a racquetball injury to his ankle kept him as a spectator for this part of the evening. I knew as soon as I was naked on the bed, that would change. As a result, it was Steve who took the next turn. I was starting to get dizzy, what with all the passing around, all the spinning, and all the oxygen-depriving kissing. He took pity on me, guided me over to the couch, and handed me a drink. As soon as the glass touched my lips, his hand found my naked hip, entering by way of the slit in the skirt. I shuddered as his fingers started to wander. I knew the dancing was over. They just needed to get me out of my dress before the gangbang would start. There again, seeing I wasn’t wearing any underwear, they didn’t even need to get the dress off to get access.

David was sitting on the other side of me, and as I looked down, I saw his hand worming its way in through the side of the dress. I’d been flashing a fair amount of side boob as they’d moved me around the dance floor—one of the drawbacks of a backless dress in the presence of a group of determined randy men.

Steve’s fingers had dragged the front portion of the dress aside, exposing my entire leg, and now, as his fingertips touched my slit, exposing everything. I gasped, arching my back as he started to probe between my outer lips. At the same time, David reached all the way inside my dress and cupped my breast, his fingers finding my distended and hard nipple.

Someone, I wasn’t sure who, reached down from behind the couch and unlaced the bow holding the halter neck top tight behind my neck. One moment I was being pawed beneath my dress. The next, the dress was down around my waist, with David’s hand fondling one breast, the other lonely and bare. That didn’t last long. It was almost a scramble as to which hand and then which mouth would capture that morsel. Steve had had enough of the bottom half of the dress, too, throwing that to the side, exposing both legs and the navy stockings to all and sundry. My legs parted under the stimuli of multiple hands touching, groping me. The early evening activities were done. Now it was all about the gangbang.

Suddenly hands were pulling me to my feet, and even before I was upright, other hands were tugging the dress down. They didn’t seem to care if the dress ripped. After all, they’d paid for it, not me. The back seam did rip as they yanked it down over my hips, and then the blue puddle around my feet was the remains of the only clothing I’d worn. Five pairs of hands helped shuffle me toward the bed, their fingers everywhere. On my ass, on my pussy, inside me, on my breasts, stroking my arms, legs, back and sides, even my stomach. I was in heaven, never less than six, and usually ten hands intent on pleasuring me. My arousal soared, and as I landed on the bed on my back, my first orgasm of the night hit, and hit hard…

I moaned as I came, and my eyes shot open. I was panting hard, three fingers working furiously in and out of my pussy as my body spasmed and shook around me. My nipple sent a little jolt of pain to my brain, and I looked down, realizing, belatedly, just how hard I was twisting the little nub. The orgasm rushed through me as my brain regained control. The fantasy had felt so real, real enough for my body to react as it had.

The sound of clapping drew my eyes to the foot of the bed. Jacob was still sitting there, his eyes almost bugging out as he watched the slow climb down from my performance. I flushed bright red, Relasing I’d done what he’d asked me to do, and even more, I’d done so naturally, without realizing I wasn’t actually in the fantasy. Belatedly I glanced around the room, confirming it had been a fantasy. There were no other men there and no ripped blue dress lying on the floor.

“Bravo, young lady. Now drop forward onto all fours and crawl to the end of the bed.”

I was panting for air, so a little slow to move, but as he stood up, I pushed myself up from my cocoon of pillows and tipped forward onto all fours. Crawling to the end of the bed, I arrived there, facing him as he bellied up to the bed. I could see the bulge in the front of his trousers, and it didn’t take a genius to know what he wanted. Lifting one hand, I reached for his fly, but he pushed my hand away.

“No hands, sweetheart, no hands. Just your teeth. I’ll help if you need it.”

I shivered. This was going to be different.

Jacob reached down and held out the tab of his zip, lifting it from below so I could grab it with my teeth. The sound of the zip lowering as I pulled it down echoed in the huge room. He, at least, did his own belt and the button at the top of his zip and didn’t expect me to pull his shorts down with my teeth. The zip thing had, I guess, been symbolic to him, and that had been enough. His now naked cock bounced in front of my face as he smiled down at me.

“As I said, Denise, no hands. You know what to do.”

I stared at the cock a few inches in front of my nose. It wasn’t a particularly impressive specimen. I already knew that. He was maybe an inch shorter than Justin and not as thick. Not that Justin was particularly big, just Jacob was smaller. Trying to ignore the slight odor still remaining from our earlier session, I opened my mouth and leaned forward. The tip reached my lips, and I kissed it before taking a couple of inches inside my mouth. It felt good, and in my post-orgasmic haze, I felt my body respond to the intrusion. My pussy seemed to throb, and I desperately wanted to change our position, grab his cock with one hand and plunge the fingers of my other hand into my pussy and bring myself off again. I couldn’t do that. If I tried, I’d end up with my face level with his knees and his cock banging, impotently, against the top of my head. That image almost made me giggle, but I bit back on the laughter, knowing he could be offended and take it the wrong way.

Actually, his cock felt nice in my mouth, nothing special, but nothing bad, either. Pushing forward, I took the rest of it into my mouth, feeling the tip just start to brush against the back of my mouth, even as my nose pressed against the sparse hair on his belly. That hair tickled, and I almost sneezed but again controlled my reaction and forced myself not to laugh again. After some experimentation, I set up a rocking motion, my body pushing his cock into my mouth and then pulling my mouth back off. As long as I kept my mouth wide open, it worked, but I knew if I just did that and nothing more, I would be short-changing him, and that just wasn’t my style. Since my hands were both involved in providing me with precarious support by gripping the edge of the bed, I had to use my tongue to provide some more stimulation.

With the rhythm established, I started to lick at the end on the out stroke before pushing forward and taking him deep again. At the same time, I started to vary the amount of suction I gave it, trying hard to keep things out of sync just to maximize the stimulation. His groans from above the back of my head told me I was doing a good job. I felt him lean forward, and then he ran his hands over my butt. The touch pushed me further forward, and my nose was really squashed against his stomach as I sucked hard. He groaned again and then lifted up a little to allow me to pull off. As I was about to slide my head forward, he took a different action.

I had no warning at all, no way to prepare myself, as his right hand came down sharply on the left cheek of my ass. I wanted to squeal in outrage, but I couldn’t. The impetus of his spank shot me forward, taking him even deeper into my mouth. I couldn’t breathe. My nose was squashed so tightly against him. His murmur of appreciation told me he liked that. Of course, the next time I pulled off, he did the same thing again, this time landing his hand down hard on my left cheek. I moaned out loud as I found myself once more with his entire cock in my mouth. I prayed he didn’t have any more stamina this time around than the first time. It was obvious he wanted to spank me until he came in my mouth.

I shuddered at that thought and kept on rocking forward and backward. Every time I pulled off him, leaving just the tip in my mouth, he smacked my butt, propelling me forward again. I had to keep my mouth wide open to stop myself from biting him, entirely by accident, of course. He did alternate between cheeks, but my ass was getting sore by the time his cock started to swell inside my mouth.

This time as I pulled back, his hands dropped to my waist and held me still. I knew what he wanted. He wanted me to taste him. If he’d stayed in the top of my throat as he came, he’d have shot it straight down my throat, missing my taste buds. Or so he thought. Actually, he wasn’t big enough to do that, but I wasn’t going to puncture his vanity. Especially not as I knew I’d be seeing him every couple of weeks or so for the next year until he retired.

His cum was weak and thin and not exactly plentiful as he shot in my mouth. I moaned in appreciation and finally twisted my head to look up into his smiling face as his quickly flaccid penis dropped out of my mouth.

“Good girl.”

“That hurt.”

“Sorry, I’ll try to be more gentle next time.” He grinned down at me, and I knew he meant it. Not the bit about being gentle, but the bit about spanking me again. He very clearly had every intention of doing that the next time we had an appointment. Hell, he probably intended to do that every time he saw me. Believe you me, I wasn’t looking forward to that part of our time together, although the rest of it hadn’t, on balance, been too bad.

“I’ll see you another time, Denise. You were good, very good. Thank you. Don’t worry, I’ll see myself out.”

With that, he’d done his fly back up and left the condo without giving me a chance to say goodbye.


Chapter 5

I couldn’t quite put my finger on why, but this time I wasn’t the hot mess I’d been the first time Denise had a date with one or more of the bosses. I’d been a total disaster the first time and not that much better the second time. Maybe it was the third time’s a charm, but today I’d been able to concentrate on work rather than daydreaming about what she was doing. That’s not to say I hadn’t been half-hard for most of the day. The idea of my wife slowly stripping and then masturbating for the oldest of the bosses was a turn-on for me, a kinky one at that. I’d not admitted to Denise how turned on the idea had me, but I felt she was safe today—after all, he was, by all accounts, impotent.

She sent me a text about four-thirty. Home, what do you want for dinner?

I smiled at the homeliness of the message as if nothing extraordinary had gone on. There again, in the context of what our marriage was, temporarily, becoming, nothing extraordinary had gone on. In any case, by the terms of the contract, I couldn’t ask her about her daytime activities. I knew where she’d been, and given I’d seen each of the other bosses around, I knew who she’d been with, but I wasn’t allowed to ask. More importantly, she wasn’t allowed to tell. If more than one had been out for the day, even if they were supposed to be at a client’s, I might have worried, but old Mister Wiseman wasn’t high on my list of concerns. Despite the careful wording of her message, I decided to push the limits with my reply.

You on a plate with a side order of whipped cream and strawberries.

I smiled as I thought about her response. In my mind’s eye, I could see her shiver as the import of my words ran through her. Her body would react, and again, I could picture her cute nipples standing firm inside her clothes at the prospect of the sex I was promising.

No strawberries and no cream in the house. You want to stop to get some on the way home? B.T.W., what size plate?

My smile morphed into a grin. Not only was her message confirming she was okay, but at the same time, she told me she was up for whatever I wanted sexually. My dick surged in my pants at the prospect, and I was trapped behind my desk for the next few minutes while I waited for the obvious signs of a hard-on to recede.

* * * *

I hadn’t stopped for the required groceries as I headed home. By the time I reached the car, I was in too much of a hurry to pull my wife into my arms and strip her naked. Trimmings like cream and strawberries were for the days when we both wanted to take our time. I didn’t intend to waste a second today, and from her reply, I guessed she didn’t either. Traffic had been light, and I’d even managed to get out of work only half an hour late for once, so I wasn’t sure if she expected me yet.

The company Lexus never found its way into the garage. My classic Mustang and her cute little Audi TT convertible had that honor. Rather than waste time operating the garage door, all I had to do was walk through the front door. One advantage of having an open-plan living area was the ability to see through every part of the house from the door, but she wasn’t anywhere to be seen.

I almost called out to say I was home, then decided against it. She’d have heard the front door, and if not that, then she’d have heard or seen me pull onto the driveway. That meant she was out of sight for a reason, and hopefully, that reason was a playful one. Assuming she wasn’t in the shower or something.

A quick look around the ground floor, covering the only two enclosed rooms, her home office and the den, showed she wasn’t downstairs. Slipping my jacket and tie off, I left those on the newel post at the foot of the stairs and padded upstairs, trying to keep my movements as quiet as possible. I didn’t think I had a chance of sneaking up on her, but if that’s the game she was playing, I’d play along.

Two minutes later, I was totally perplexed. Denise wasn’t anywhere to be found in the house. I’d searched every room upstairs, including the two guest rooms that had never been used. I’d even checked the wardrobes in all four bedrooms, as well as the bathrooms. Heck, I’d even double-checked the loft access was untouched—and I knew she never went up there. Heading downstairs, I looked around the kitchen for any clues I’d missed on my initial cursory sweep of the downstairs. There was a half-full mug of coffee on the countertop, and as soon as I touched it, I felt its warmth.

A feeling of relief shot through me—if she’d left her coffee behind, then she was definitely playing a game. We were both coffee addicts, so there was no way she’d make a coffee and then go out, leaving it half drunk. She was somewhere, somewhere close. Staring out of the window, I checked the garden. If she’d been out there, then she’d have been hiding in plain sight. We didn’t have any high shrubs or secluded patches of garden at all. It was private in that it wasn’t overlooked by any of our neighbors, but the whole space could be surveyed from the kitchen window.

I looked around again, and then it hit me. There was only one place I hadn’t looked. I nodded to myself. It should have been obvious the moment I found the upstairs was empty. Denise was in the garage. There was nowhere else she could be.

I walked up to the connecting door, then decided to pause for a moment. I’d worked out where she was, but I couldn’t think why she’d be in there. She had no reason to be in there, not really. I nodded to myself. There was only one answer, she was playing, which meant she was playing with me, and the game had something to do with sex. Ah, well, there was only one way to find out, and my cock was half-hard already in anticipation. For a moment, I toyed with stripping my clothes off and entering the garage in the nude. However, there was always the remote possibility I was wrong and there were a group of people in the garage waiting to surprise me. That would be a very different surprise from the one I anticipated, and boy, would I be giving them a surprise if I did that.

I undid a couple of buttons on my shirt and undid my belt before slipping that through the loops and leaving it hanging on a cupboard door. That way, I was part-way prepared if I was right, and nothing lost if I was wrong.

Taking a deep breath, I yanked the door open and stepped into the garage. As soon as I saw what awaited me, I came to a dead stop. I’d been right Denise was there, and she was alone.

“What took you so long, honey?”

“If you play hide and seek and want to be found, leave a clue, baby.”

She chuckled and wiggled her naked ass at me. Denise was nude if you didn’t count the red fishnet stockings and heels she was wearing. The rest of her was as naked as the day she was born, if somewhat more developed. She was standing in front of her car, her legs spread wide apart and leaning on the hood with her elbows. She wiggled her butt again, a clear invitation to walk up behind her and check how wet she was. I didn’t need to run my fingers along that visible slit. I could see it was already glistening with moisture, telling me she was wet. Wet and ready, ready for me. Inside my pants, my cock surged to full hardness, even before I crossed the few feet separating us.

“You said on a plate, honey, and seeing as we don’t have a plate big enough, I thought this one would do.”

For a moment, that puzzled me, but then the coin dropped. Right there between her legs was the plate on her car. She was presenting herself on a plate, the tag plate of her little Audi. I chuckled, and after that, the only sound in the garage was the sound of my zip being drawn down, followed almost immediately by her excited gasp.

“You like?”

“I like.”

She wiggled her ass again, drawing my attention to her lower body as I worked my pants down around my ankles, followed by my boxers. My cock was, by now, as hard as it could get, and as I pressed up against her, she sighed in bliss. Just leaning against her brought my prick into contact with her, its length lying along the crease of her ass. She pushed back against me and looked forward, dropping her head down between her arms. This improved the angle for me and told me, without words, what she wanted me to do.

I chuckled and pressed against her but didn’t attempt to push my cock between her legs, let alone into her. My hands stole around her body as I leaned over, searching for and finding her gorgeous breasts, cupping them as they hung down from her body. She moaned out loud, and I kept up the tease, squeezing her nipples between my fingers, making her entire body jerk. Danise slammed her butt back into me, trapping my cock against the crease of her ass, and then wiggled to make sure I’d got the message. I had, but I wanted to tease first, and she didn’t want a tease.

“Just fuck me already, Justin. I want you. I need you inside me, inside me, now.”

“Your wish is my command.” I felt I’d won a minor victory. Up to that point, she’d been acting too passively, too submissively for me. If anything, she was the one who took charge when it came to our sex life. Sure, she was the one setting it up by being naked in the garage waiting for me, but she’d been letting me make all the running. Now she was taking charge, giving orders. I chuckled. Although I’d said I would, I had one last tease to deliver, a verbal one this time.

“What would you have done if I’d decided to open the garage and come in that way?”

She shuddered against me, the thought of being exposed like that, exposed to all our neighbors, or at least any of them who happened to be looking, made her gasp. “God! That would have been embarrassing.” She pushed back against me again. “But exciting, now just fuck me.”

Bending my knees, I did as she asked, sliding my cock down the crease of her ass until the tip was below the junction of her legs. I had to use a hand to push it from its vertical position—I was too hard for it to do it itself. Now I pushed forward and up, my cock finding its natural home between her legs. She moaned out loud and pushed back, trying to capture me, but I was still in teasing mode. Pressing the head against her folds, I held still, not letting it enter her, although her outer lips had parted to accept him. She was wet, wetter than I’d realized, and when she thrust back again, she effectively countered my tease by capturing the first three or four inches of my erection. She gave a happy little sigh, a triumphant one, that told me she wanted this as much as she said she did. With no further encouragement needed, or for that matter, forthcoming, I straightened my legs, thrusting into her. In fact, I thrust so hard her feet left the ground, the entire weight of her lower body balancing on the point of union. She squealed and started to pant as I lowered her back down and then pulled halfway out before thrusting again. This time I had a bit more control over my own actions and didn’t lift her that high.

Denise ground back against me, and we started to set a rhythm, with her pushing back as I thrust forward. She was tight, as tight as I ever remembered, and at the same time as wet, if not wetter than ever. I knew she’d been dreading today, but at the same time, I wasn’t allowed, under the terms of the contract, to ask her for details. It didn’t mean I wasn’t curious about her day. I wasn’t allowed to question her about it. Whatever had happened hadn’t been so bad. It stopped her from wanting this, and there was no question about me wanting this too.

We started to get faster and faster, both of us driving the experience toward its conclusion. I couldn’t hold back much longer, but I could feel Denise quivering and shaking under me as she, too, approached the threshold of a climax.

My hands slid under her body again, grasping her breasts, and my fingers squeezed down on her nipples. She yelped, and I let go, thinking I’d squeezed too hard, but her breathy comment. “Don’t stop,” reassured me, and I grabbed hold of her erect nipples again. This time when I squeezed, she was ready for me, and without warning, her entire body stiffened. I let go of her right breast and wrapped my hand across her mouth as she screamed as the orgasm hit. She was loud, louder than I’d heard her in a while, even louder than after three of my bosses had fucked her, one after the other, last week. If I hadn’t used my hand to muffle her screams, the neighbors would, most likely, have been charging to the rescue.

Her body shook and convulsed as the spasms coursed through her. Everything shook. Even the car bounced on its springs as her arms thrust down on it. Her pussy, though, did the final job, squeezing around my cock as if trying to pump every ounce of jism out of my body. I couldn’t resist that feeling, the way her muscles alternately gripped and released my cock. My climax started just as hers waned, and I dropped my hand from her mouth, resting against the hood of her car alongside her own hands, as I shot my load into her before pulling out and reeling away.

Denise recovered first, pushing herself upright and smiling at me as she turned on unsteady legs. God, my wife was a wondrous sight, her breasts showing the red marks from my fingers, her pussy lips open and red, our mingled juices leaking out onto her thighs. “Thank you, lover.”

I blew her a kiss and tried to sort out the tangle of my own clothing. “Shower?”

She grinned. “Shower, as long as you promise to keep your hands to yourself.”

“I’m not going to make a promise I can’t keep.”

She shuddered, and I knew she hadn’t really wanted me to make such a promise. I never could resist running my hands over her in the shower, and doing so usually led to other things, either inside or outside the shower. If it was outside, then we’d end up back in the shower, and sometimes the cycle would start again. Once, we’d spent almost two hours in the shower and ended up with both of us with wrinkled skin that added thirty years to our ages, at least until the effects wore off.

“Quick shower, honey. Then you’re taking me out to dinner. I’ve booked the table for eight, so we haven’t got too long.”

“Oh, where are we going?”

She grinned. “My choice, my treat, so my surprise.”

“I bet the tickle monster can find out.”

She grinned and gave a delicious little laugh before darting past me to head into the house. I’d have caught her, but my pants were still tangled around my ankles, and if I’d moved too far or too fast, I’d have measured my length on the garage floor. Try explaining that to the ER team when they arrived.


Chapter 6

Alison had beaten me to the café and waved from the corner booth she’d managed to snaffle despite the lunchtime crowd. I waved back and hurried through the press of people around the take-out counter. Once I was clear of them, I was surprised to find there was a lot more free space than I’d expected. I guess most people were buying their food to eat outside since it was such a lovely day.

“Hi, sweetie, how are you?”

I gave her a shy smile, not quite sure how I wanted to reply. I’d known Alison and her husband Steve almost since I’d started going steady with Justin. Now, though, she’d been avoiding my calls until today, ever since the contract had appeared from Justin’s briefcase. Was it really only two weeks ago? Clearly, her knowing about the contract and what it entailed had been a source of embarrassment for her. Especially as she’d already been there, done that, so to speak. The fact I’d fucked her husband only last week was an embarrassing factor for me.

“I’m good.”

She smiled. “Come on, relax. I’m not going to cut your tits off with a blunt knife because my husband said they were a nice pair.”

I opened my mouth in astonishment, not sure how to take that. After a minute, the ridiculousness of the situation seeped into my brain, and I started to giggle.

“Are you sure it was my tits he complimented?”

“Sweetie, he thought the whole package was dynamite.”

I might have been giggling, but I knew my face was bright red. That was made worse by the appearance of a waitress behind my right shoulder. Alison solved the problem of me turning and dealing with her.

“She’ll have a latte, and I’ll have a refill. Give us five minutes before we order lunch.”

“Of course.”

“Fuck I hope she didn’t hear any of that.”

Alison shrugged. “What would she hear? Only that someone I knew thought that you were a nice-looking young woman. The fact it was my husband and that he’d fucked you didn’t occur in the conversation.”

“Alison!”

“What? Look, Denise, there’s no point in you getting uptight here because, believe me, I am not uptight with you, okay?”

I sighed and slid into the booth opposite her. It was a tricky situation for me to deal with, and I guess not an easy one for her, either. The reason she’d been ducking talking to me, let alone meeting for lunch, something we’d done often over the last couple of years, was blindingly obvious.

“Now, no more foolishness, okay?”

I bit my lip, and she reached out and grabbed my hand, squeezing it. She gave me a soft smile. “Okay?”

“Yes. I guess.”

“Look, it’s an odd situation, and believe you me, I don’t want to compare notes, either about Steve or any of the others, especially that wily old fox, Jacob Wiseman.”

I giggled, and she shook her head as she smiled.

“Let me guess, the old bastard let you think he was impotent, so it was a bit of a shock when you found out he wasn’t?”

Obviously, Alison had been there, done that, and in particular, had had to deal with the most senior director of the company the same way I had. To reinforce her comment, she held her thumb and forefinger out, spanning no more than about three inches. Her meaning was obvious, even if she was being a bit mean—Jacob was a bit bigger than that. Not much, but a little.

I cracked up and was still laughing when the waitress bought my latte and Alison’s refill.

“Come on, let’s order, and then we can talk some more. Happy to do that, now? No more little strops?”

I nodded and sipped my latte. “You’ve had much longer to get used to this than I have.”

“True, and to be fair, I was doing it for much longer than you’re going to have to.”

“How…?”

“How long? Or how did I cope with that much attention from that many men?”

I blushed, I’d meant the former, but at the same time, I needed to know her coping strategy. Although it had been difficult to meet her like this, especially so soon after fucking her husband, I was getting over the nerves I’d started the day with ever since I’d found out she wanted a meet.

“The latter, I think…”

She chuckled and sipped at her own latte. “Come on, choose so we can order. I’m starving.”

We both settled for a grilled cheese and pineapple with a side salad and once we’d ordered, she glanced around the café to make sure nobody was close enough to overhear.

“Okay, to answer your questions, and I think there’s several unspoken ones. I did it for over four years, almost five.”

I gasped. Given Jacob Wiseman was retiring next year, and that date was already on the calendar, I had at most eleven months of this. She’d been trapped in the same situation, servicing that condo, or rather, servicing the bosses in that condo for more than five times as long. Even thinking about that made me shiver. One of the things that had helped me persuade Justin to go for it was the short space of time it would take in our lives.

“How did you…?”

“How did I cope?” Alison shook her head, her smile a bit wistful. “I did more than cope, sweetie. I thrived.”

I looked at her in shock, and she nodded. “Look, it’s not a lifestyle for everyone, and the last two people promoted between Steve and Justin failed. Their wives couldn’t hack it.” She giggled. “Or fuck it, depending on how you want to put it. Their marriages collapsed under the strain, and in one case, so did the husband. Believe me, it’s not easy. Enjoyable, but not easy.”

“I’m not sure I want to compare those kinds of notes.”

Alison shook her head, but I could see she was still amused. “Denise, I’m sure you’re enjoying yourself, and I’m equally sure you’re enjoying the side-benefit too. In fact, I know you are because you are radiant.”

I tried not to blush again. Everything about the whole situation seemed to want to trigger my blush reflex. I couldn’t help it. The heat and, I suspect, color rushing to my cheeks was a dead giveaway. At least I wasn’t facing a mirror, so I couldn’t see how red I was.

“Side effects?”

“Don’t dissemble, sweetie. It doesn’t become you. I’m pretty certain you’re using the same coping method for your relationship that Steve and I did.”

“You are?”

“Yeah, your sex life is probably off the scale right now, isn’t it?”

I bit my lip, not sure I wanted to discuss it, but this lunch was about getting things straight in my head. Alison was a friend, but she’d also been through the same experience too. I needed her input, so I nodded.

“Look, once I got into the swing of things, and believe me, there’s a rhythm to the whole thing, I couldn’t keep my hands off Steve. He was the same, his sex drive went through the roof, and I benefited from that. Lord, did I ever benefit.” She rolled her eyes, and I could see a faraway look in her eyes—she was remembering things.

It hit me then. Alison was a little bit jealous. “You miss it, don’t you?”

Alison had the grace to blush as she nodded. “Yeah, I guess I do. However, there has been one lasting benefit—Steve is still more amorous than he used to be. Attentive, romantic, and downright randy too. On balance, it’s been a fillip to our marriage.”

She sighed. “Look, I’m not telling you it’s a bed of roses, although one of the sods actually tried that.”

“A bed or roses? Literally?”

“Yep. And those thorns hurt.”

I shuddered. The idea of the thorns from a bunch of roses dragging at the skin of my butt as someone drove into me was too harsh, too detailed, a thought to even get close to becoming a fantasy.

“Anyway, that’s a side issue. It can be difficult sometimes, but I think you’re off to a good start.”

“Oh.”

“Well, from what I’ve heard. Steve thought you were very level-headed the other day.” She giggled, her blush returning. “That’s what he told me while he was making love to me for the third time that night.”

“Third…?”

“Listen, we had a simple strategy when I was, you know, busy that day. I always had room or time for another one—his. Usually more than once as it happened.”

I blushed again. I couldn’t help it. Last night I’d ambushed Justin in the garage, and we’d gone again after we got back from dinner. Then I’d taken care of his morning wood before sending him off to work, even though I didn’t have any more appointments scheduled for this week.

“Look, it’s a good way of coping. It means you give him a chance to reclaim you after another man has…” She trailed off as the waitress approached and delivered our lunches. “It’s important that you both enjoy each other too. I think we’re on the same page on that one?”

“I think so.”

“Good.”

The conversation waned as we tucked into the grilled cheese. It started again after another refill of the coffee mugs.

“Look, I know Steve told you about the cross chart we keep in the kitchen…”

I nodded.

“Every time I did, I marked the chart. Now, every time he does, he crosses off one of my marks. He’s promised he’ll stop participating as soon as he’s crossed off all of mine. He’ll stop except for the special occasions.”

“Special occasions?”

She frowned at me. “Yes, the special occasions.”

“What special occasions?” I was frowning at her. I hadn’t heard anything of the kind mentioned.

“It wasn’t in the contract?”

I shook my head.

“Damn! Sorry, sweetie, I wasn’t trying to drop things from a great height. Steve promised me he’d make sure the contract was changed so the special occasions were spelled out in it.”

“Now you’ve got me fucking worried.”

“Look, there are three types of special occasions.”

“There are?”

“Yeah, and attendance is mandatory, although Jacob gets a free pass because of his condition.” She smiled. “Or should I say feigned condition, but none of the guys know it's an act. Honestly, I think it's because he’s embarrassed by his size or lack of it.”

“Special occasions?”

“Well, the first one you’ve already done. That embarrassing first time with one of them holding a camera.”

I couldn’t help blushing again. That had been embarrassing in itself. Here I was talking to the woman whose husband had held the damned camera, too.

“And the others?”

“Give me a chance. I’m getting there. The really big one is the director’s Christmas party.”

“Director’s Christmas Party? Shit, I think I can work that one out.”

She nodded. “Yeah, you have to turn up at the condo twenty-four hours after the company party, wearing the same clothes you did to the main party. Only, don’t expect them to stay on.”

“Fuck!”

“You will, and often, and undoubtedly all night. I did that gig four times, and to be honest, it was wonderful.” She shivered, and I could see that look in her eyes again. It appeared my friend, Steve’s wife, not only didn’t mind too much about the fact her husband had had me, she was wishing she was still involved.

“You can take my place if you want.”

She shuddered again and smiled as she shook her head. “Deprive you of that experience? No thanks. That sweetie, is what a Christmas party should be. Drinks, a few nibbles, and an all-night orgy.”

“Not my cup of tea.”

“Sweetie, being the center of attention in a room full of men, powerful men at that, will make it one hell of a night to remember. Believe you me, I remember all four of mine, and they were incredible.” Her whole body shook as she finished telling me this.

“And the third special occasion?”

“Well, they have an annual draw, the bosses. Whichever one wins gets to plan an entire evening. It’s similar to the Christmas party in that they all get to do you, but the way it starts will be different, depending on who won the draw.”

“Oh.”

“Still fun, but the first part is different each time.”

“What happened to you?”

She grinned. “Well, when Frank won, I had to perform an elaborate striptease for them out on the terrace. Then, I had to spend an hour serving as a naked waitress for them all before Frank took me into the bedroom and fucked me. When he finished, he left me there on the bed, retracted the walls, and invited the others to join in.”

“Oh, God!”

She giggled, but before she could speak again, a thought struck me.

“Hang on, you said at night. The contract specifies…”

She reached out and stroked my hand. “Silly, there’s nothing to worry about. It’s covered. Justin will be out of town between the Christmas party and Xmas itself. The company will have to send a representative to one of the big Wall Street bashes, and like it or not, Justin will be going this year. Just as Steve did for a couple of years. The prize draw will be done when he’s out of town too. You already know you’ll be spending that time at the condo while he’s away.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, daft really, because what she was saying horrified me, but at the same time, they weren’t stepping out on the contract. I knew that could cause a lot of stress in my relationship with Justin. Stress, I in no way wanted.

“So, chill, Denise, and honestly, you’ll enjoy them.” She giggled again. “In your case, though, they’ll be a once-in-a-lifetime experience. Remember, I had four of them and five of the Christmas parties. Just pity the poor woman who comes after you.”

“Why?”

“There’s nobody set to step down for several years. The average age of the board when Jacob steps down, and Justin takes his place will be the youngest it’s ever been. That poor girl will be in your position for at least ten years if not fifteen.”

“Ouch.”

“Don’t worry, after the first year or so with me, things began to tail off a little, and honestly, by the last year, they were averaging one appointment a week, rarely two. I guess they got tired of me. They won’t get the time to get tired of you, but her… she’ll probably be down to one appointment a month by the end.”

She chuckled again. “Assuming Justin doesn’t decide to take his revenge on her for their treatment of you.”

I gasped. “He wouldn’t.”

“I know. Just jerking your chain.”

Another couple took the table next to us, with the woman sitting just behind Alison’s head. We adroitly changed the subject and abandoned the discussion. There was no way either of us wanted that conversation to be overheard. I had a lot more questions, but Alison answered the most important ones. Above all else, she’d not shown any signs of jealousy over the fact I’d slept with her husband. That had surprised me. It had been the one thing I’d been dreading about the entire lunch arrangement. I hoped when the time came for me to take the next chick under my wing, I’d have the same level of aplomb.

After a few more minutes of small talk, Alison insisted on picking up the tab, and we went our separate ways.


Chapter 7

Four o’clock on Monday afternoon, the sky caved in on me. I’d had a particularly difficult call with one of our west coast clients, which had resulted in an instruction I couldn’t carry out. As a broker, there was a limit on the amount of money I could transfer. As a senior broker, that limit had been doubled. It had been redoubled when I’d made junior VP, but a five-mill sell order was beyond my authority. I needed to get it initialed by Steve, my direct boss, and the board member controlling the brokerage side of the business.

Coming back, I was approaching the corner of the corridor back to my own office space when I heard two of the board members talking to each other. David Carmichael and Peter Carson were both in their late forties, early fifties, big men, and of the board members, the only two who hadn’t been with my wife yet. I froze in place and listened in. I shouldn’t have, I know, but I did. You never hear anything good if you do, and I didn’t.

“Fresh meat this week.”

“Yeah, I like breaking them in. Does my libido a power of good.”

I choked back a gasp. They were talking about my wife. One of the beauties of a computerized system was having access to staff availability via the calendar app. Even as a junior VP, I didn’t have specific access to their calendars, but I knew they were both blocked out for tomorrow. Seeing as Denise was required at the condo for ten o’clock in the morning, it didn’t need a brain surgeon to work out who she would be seeing. The diary system showed availability, not where they were, but the other directors were all in the building with various blocks of free time scattered around the day. As I said, it didn’t take a brain surgeon.

I knew I couldn’t hear anymore. If I did, I’d blow a gasket and do something that would get me fired. The pain of the last few weeks would have been for nothing. Punching the lights out of one of the directors would not get me a seat on the board. I’d be out of a job, even if they didn’t press charges.

Seething inside, I turned around, went down the stairs at the end of the building, and then crossed the floor to the elevator and rode back up. By then, their conversation had finished, and they’d gone their separate ways, and I made it back to my desk as if nothing had happened.

* * * *

I guess I slammed the door as I strode into the house. Certainly, Denise looked up from where she’d been working at the kitchen counter, a surprised look on her face.

“Honey…?”

“I want to fucking kill them.”

I tried to keep a lid on it, but I was failing in that endeavor as she rushed around the corner of the breakfast bar and wrapped her arms around me.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, everything!”

She looked at me in shock. After all, I wasn’t exactly making any sense.

I took a deep breath and tried to force my mind into sequence.

“Talk to me, Justin, talk to me, now!”

Another deep breath, and my body, as well as my mind, started to accept her calming influence. “I’m walking in and quitting tomorrow. What’s more, you are not going to the condo tomorrow. The only reason I didn’t just up and quit today was because I wanted to tell you first. I am not, will not, and will never accept them treating my wife as a piece of fucking meat!”

“What?”

Her frown deepened as she tried to process what I’d just said.

“Tell me what the fuck has happened.” Denise led me over to the couch and pushed me back so I could do nothing other than sit. “Talk me through it.”

I did as she asked, trying to keep the emotion, the anger, out of my voice. Above all, I didn’t want to get her upset with me, let alone let her think I was angry with her. I wasn’t, not at all. I was angry with my bosses for putting me in this situation and for dumping both of us into this ridiculous situation. Above all, I was angered beyond words by them describing my wife as fresh meat. By the time I’d finished my, albeit brief, explanation, Denise was seething too.

Although she was angry, she had a cooler head on her shoulders than I did. She rose to her feet and motioned for me to sit still. I watched as she swished into the kitchen, her lightweight mini-skirt floating around her bare legs. I had an inkling then that she’d planned something for when I got home, plans I’d ruined. Walking into the kitchen, she grabbed two glasses and the bottle of bourbon before heading back. Without a word, she handed me both glasses and then poured a generous slug into one glass and a not-quite-so-generous one into the other. I wasn’t surprised when she took the smaller one back from me.

“Prost.”

I smiled at her. “Prost. Sorry, baby…”

She shook her head. “I need to make a call.”

“To who?”

“You’ll see. Let’s find out if this is a real problem or not.”

“It’s a real problem. I am not having them refer to you as a piece of meat, not for anything.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Just think it through for a moment. You’re objecting to a phrase, but until you heard that phrase, you were prepared to let those two men fuck me tomorrow?”

I opened my mouth to say something, then thought better of it and slowly closed it again. She was right. In context, it was wrong, but at the same time, we’d both been promised we’d be treated with respect. This wasn’t even close to respectful.

“I know, I know, but let’s get to the bottom of this. Drink your whiskey. I’ll be right back.”

With that, she disappeared into the study and shut the door. She was calling someone, and I knew from what little she’d told me, what little she had been allowed to divulge, that she had someone assigned as a mentor to deal with any issues, at least at this stage. It had made sense, but she had steadfastly refused to tell me who or even if it was one of the directors or one of the wives. Then I remembered her recent lunch date with Alison. It made sense that she would be the mentor assigned to Denise. She was the closest in age of the wives and before the contract had been presented to us, someone Densie had seen as a friend. She’d told me her meeting with Alison had been a little fraught to start with, but they’d patched up their friendship, which was good. She’d steadfastly refused to part with any other details. Yes, that was the answer. Alison had to be the recipient of that call. I shuddered. I wouldn’t want anyone to be on the other end of the call if Denise was as riled up as I was.

She came back out ten minutes later and sat down on the couch next to me, noticeably calmer. Grabbing her own glass, she solemnly chinked glasses with me and then sank her whiskey in one, ending up coughing.

“I needed that.”

“You sure about that?” For the first time in a couple of hours, I smiled. She glared at me, not liking that I was laughing at her, but after a few seconds, her frown dissolved into a smile, and she laughed too.

“So, are you going to tell me who you rang?”

“Nope.”

“But…”

“But you can expect a call shortly. Steve…”

She stopped short, blushing furiously as I choked back a snort of laughter.

“So it was Alison you rang.”

She bit her lip. “You’re not supposed to know that.”

“But seeing as she is married to Steve…”

“Don’t fish, okay, honey? Steve will be ringing you shortly as soon as he’s checked something. Alison and Steve are both pretty sure you got the wrong end of the stick.”

“I did?”

“Yes, you did. They weren’t talking about me at all. But Steve is going to check and get back to you.”

Almost on cue, my cell rang.

“Justin!” He sounded as cheerful as he had done just before four this afternoon as we discussed the big trade I needed him to authorize.

“Steve.” My own reply was non-committal. I didn’t want to be right about what I’d overheard, but I didn’t want to look a fool, either.

“Listen, about this afternoon.”

“Yes?”

“You got it wrong.”

“I did?”

“Yeah, and they will prove it to your wife tomorrow.”

“Hmm…”

“I know, Denise told Alison what you said, and I don’t blame you for reacting that way, but they weren’t talking about your wife. Listen, if they had been, they’d have been carpeted by Jacob Wiseman. He thinks the world of your wife, so be careful there, fella. It looks like old Jacob has got a new favorite. In fact, you can tell Denise that Alison is officially jealous because she was his favorite up to that point.”

“We’re not talking about Jacob Wiseman, or your wife.”

“No, what we are talking about is the new crop of interns.”

“Interns?”

“You know we all call them fresh meat, don’t you? Hell, I’ve heard you refer to them that way, yourself.”

A flood of relief passed through me, but Steve kept on going. “And you know they’re starting with us on Wednesday, don’t you?”

I sighed. “Yeah. Sorry, I guess I got the wrong end of the stick this time.”

“Well, I’m glad I cleared that up. Remember, which you seem to have forgotten, I’m always here for you, buddy. Just as Alison is always here for Denise. See ya.”

I was left holding a dead cell. He’d hung up on me.

He didn’t know Denise had been listening in, but she hugged me. “Better?”

I smiled down at her and dropped the cell onto the side table in order to be able to hug her back. “A bit.”

“Only a bit?”

“Yeah, only a bit. That answer was a bit glib if I’m being totally honest about it. How did he know what they were talking about? I’d just left him in his office.”

“Because I’m pretty sure he had that conversation with one or the other of the men involved before he rang you. Alison told me he would ring them and then ring you straight back.”

“It doesn’t make it less glib.”

She punched my arm. “And it doesn’t make it less probable or even less true, either.”

I sighed again, knowing she was right. It was the common term we used for the twenty or so interns the company took on each year. Of those, twenty, maybe two, and sometimes three would make the grade and be offered a permanent position. In fact, I’d been one, and I knew Steve, David, and Peter had all come through the ranks after starting as interns. Jacob was a different story, brought in by his predecessor with a view to nurturing him to the top, which he had done. Frank had come a different route, having to qualify as a CPA and then meet and pass the SEC exams first. From the moment I became a broker, I’d learned the term fresh meat and applied it to the next intake of interns, just as everyone else did. It made sense, and as such, the explanation stuck a neat pin through the bubble of my anger. However, that neatness was the problem.

“Come on, honey, let’s get dinner. You’ve got time for a shower first if you want.”

As if on cue, my stomach rumbled. Drinking scotch on an empty stomach wasn’t the best idea. Now I needed the food.

“I’ll shower later.” I smiled down into her face as she turned her face up for a kiss. “With you.”

She shivered in my arms and snuggled closer. Suddenly, I realized I’d just said the right thing. That was a good feeling too.


Chapter 8

After Justin’s near meltdown last night, I was a bundle of nerves myself this morning. I managed to fumble the car keys and drop them on the garage floor, and then ladder my stocking before retrieving them. That meant I had to go back inside and change the stockings before setting off. In turn, that made me late setting off, and I was almost breathless when I arrived at the condo. Thankfully it was still empty, my guest, or guests, for the day, hadn’t arrived. At least that gave me the chance to change first.

I’d already worn the underwear and stockings they’d requested, but now I stripped off my blouse and skirt and slipped into a little red dress with a halter neck. That meant no bra, but at least the dress wasn’t so tight I had to forfeit the boy short lace panties. I’d have gone with the safe option for underwear and stockings if it had been down to me—black. They, however, had used the phone app to tell me to wear white, not black, and As I stuffed my own clothes into one of the spare drawers, I started to search for the right shoes. I had a choice of two pairs that Susanna had found, both with four-inch heels. I preferred lower heels most of the time, but both these guys were well over six feet, so a slightly higher heel brought me closer to their size. In the end, I left the white court shoes in the rack and buckled the sandals on. With my red glossed toenails peeking through the fine mesh of the stockings, I thought it complimented the dress better.

Now all I had to do was find out which one of them was coming first. I knew, from the app and from Justin’s calendar info, that both had booked the time out of the office to see me, but I didn’t know in which order. I swallowed hard. Maybe they would be coming together. The idea of one of them watching as the other stripped and fucked me, and then took his turn wasn’t something I was looking forward to. Then I realized that wasn’t even the worst possible option. They might double-team me. I tried to suppress the shudder as I gave the bedroom section a last look over to make sure everything was in place and my stuff was stowed out of the way.

I had only just finished that final once-over, ensuring the place was tidy, when the door opened, and Peter stepped through. My heart sank as he held the door open for David. My worst fears seemed to be coming true. They had arrived together. David, however, had his arms full, and his face was almost hidden behind the huge bouquet of white roses he was carrying.

I guess their sudden appearance startled me. Last week Jacob had sent a text to warn of his arrival. These guys just appeared. Of course, they all had keys to the condo, so none of them needed to knock or even ring a buzzer from downstairs. As I faced them, I guess they saw the surprise on my face, but they just smiled and walked in as if they owned the place—which, of course, they did.

“Good morning, Denise.”

I swallowed hard, trying to get rid of the surprised look and replace it with a somewhat welcoming, if rather weak, smile. “Good morning.”

“These…” He gestured toward the flowers David Carmichael was carrying, “… are for you. Our way of apologizing for what your husband mistakenly believed he overheard. It was insensitive.”

I forced a laugh. “Only to the interns.”

He smiled back, but I could see his eyes move as he looked me up and down. “Remember, we’ve been where he is. Okay, in my case, it was rather more years ago than I care to remember, but we’ve been there. Trust is the glue that makes this system work.”

My laugh was more genuine this time. “Or it’s the treadmill nobody wants to hit the stop button on.”

He nodded. “True.”

David stepped past his colleague and rolled his eyes. “He can talk the hind leg off a donkey, so ignore him. These are for you. I think there’s a couple of vases in the kitchen. Unless they’ve been moved, they’re in the cupboard to the right of the sink.”

“They’re lovely, thank you.”

He, too, looked me up and down, and I caught what I believed was a flash of approval from his expression as his eyes focused in on the point where the dress met in the middle, exposing some cleavage. I don’t think Peter Carson was the talker after all. It appeared the other one, David, was the charmer.

“Can I get you some coffee?”

“Thank you, no.”

I swallowed hard, guessing that implied they were anxious to get down to business. A business that included me naked. It was obvious I was now going to either be watched by one and fucked by the other or doubled up on.

David followed me through to the kitchen and stood holding the flowers while I bent over to look for the vases to put them in. As soon as I bent over, I blushed. He was in a perfect position to see the way my skirt stretched over my ass and, at the same time, rode up the back of my legs. I didn’t think I flashed him stocking tops, but I wasn’t far off. Luckily the vases were front and center on the top shelf, so I grabbed them and straightened up. A glance over my shoulder saw him pursing his lips in a silent whistle. When he saw me looking, his mouth morphed into a grin, and he winked. Yep, he thought I was being coquettish and had done that deliberately.

Peter had moved over to the other side of the room and was fiddling with the controls for the high-end stereo. I shivered, not sure I liked the implications of that. Once again, my mind started playing tricks on me, imagining them telling me to dance a slow, sensuous striptease in front of them. Since I wasn’t paying attention as I filled the vases with water for the flowers, the inevitable happened.

The stream of water hit the edge of the vase and splashed straight up onto my chest. I shrieked and stepped back, meaning the stream of water from the tap hit the far side of the vase and splashed up onto the front of my dress again.

David stepped forward as I muttered under my breath. “You okay?”

“Yeah.” I stepped back from the sink and brushed ineffectually at the splashes of water on the front of my dress. The cold water was very cold, and it had soaked straight through the dress. As soon as the chill hit my nipples, they sprang into hardness, making noticeable bumps in the front of the thin dress. Since I wasn’t wearing a bra under the dress, there was nothing to stop them from pushing their way into the thin red fabric. As I turned to face David, his eyes flashed down to the prominences and stayed there. Peter, attracted by the commotion, leaned on the breakfast bar and whistled. “That’s a distinctive look. A very nice one. Would you like to get out of that wet dress?”

I knew what he was offering, and I was sure it wasn’t the chance to go and change into a dry dress in private. If I said yes, the dress would be coming off, right here, right now, in front of them. There was no way I was going to say yes to that kind of offer, despite the discomfort.

The water stained the front of the dress a slightly different, darker color. Although they were initially splotches across the front of the dress from close to my shoulders down to my waist, they spread and merged as the water found dry areas to soak into. The clamminess was awful, but the alternative, stripping it off in front of them, was, for the moment, worse.

David stepped close and put a hand on my shoulder. “Go grab another dress, a nice sexy one, and slip into the bathroom and change into it.” Obviously, he was sensitive enough to understand my dilemma and why I didn’t just rush to the wardrobe.

I smiled. “Thank you.” Then I had a thought and tilted my head to the side to give him an impish, lop-sided grin. “Why don’t you pick one for me? A dress, that is.”

“Ah, I’m not allowed to look through the lace lingerie, instead.”

I shuddered. Walking out of the bathroom in see-through lace was a worse idea than stripping off the dress in front of them. “Maybe later.” I wasn’t being coquettish at all. They were here for the bulk of the day. No doubt they would want me more than once, and once they’d had me the first time, it didn’t really matter what I wore, if anything, did it?

He laughed and motioned to Peter to join him over by the bed. They obviously knew which buttons did what because they soon had the two dress rails out of the wall, and they didn’t, even accidentally, bring out the lingerie rails. I was quite pleased about that because I knew if they picked out a black, or red, or even white lace creation, I couldn’t really object.  I might want to, but it wouldn’t matter that much. Thankfully, their actions had precluded those choices, and in fact, after a minute of low-voiced conversation, they pulled out a pale blue halter-neck dress from the rack. I’d not really looked at that one before, but as David held the hanger up and waved it in my direction, I had to gulp down air. There’d been no doubt the dress they picked would have been sexy, all the dresses were sexy, but this one was right out there. As I walked over and took the dress from him, I could see the top part of the dress was pure lace. My breasts would be covered by opaque material, but everything else above the waist was lace. So too, was the bottom four or five inches of the skirt, which was, of course, short. My stocking tops would show through the lace. Of that, I had no doubt.

Still, I thanked them and carried the dress through into the bathroom, shutting the door behind me. I debated whether to actually lock the door, but in the end, decided to trust them. Whatever happened, they would be seeing me naked soon, unless I missed my guess, very soon. Therefore, showing a little trust might even win me some brownie points. Stripping off the dress, I gave myself a quick once-over in the mirror. Thankfully the water hadn’t splashed my face, so my makeup was okay. My hair was fine too, it was just the dress.

Dropping the red dress into the hamper, I stepped into the blue one, and then pulled it up to my waist. Looking down via the mirror, I could see I’d been right. The thicker lace band at the top of the stocking was fully displayed through the pale blue lace of the bottom portion of the dress.

Pulling the halter up, I fastened the Velcro behind my neck and again took a look at the mirror. I almost lost my footing at that point, my vision blurring a little as I stared. I’d been right about the lace at the top, but the edge came rather lower than I’d expected it to. The plunge of the dress was deeper as well, and since the two sides of the front were narrower than the red dress, I was displaying the top, sides, and inside curves of my breasts. My nipples and areolas were covered, but only just. The slightest movement and the dress could slip, or for that matter, be slipped, to either side and bingo, a wardrobe malfunction. I closed my eyes as I remembered Peter had been fiddling with the stereo controls. Music meant dancing, either by myself or with one or both of them. That just increased the risk of a wardrobe malfunction and a nipple popping out. Or both of my little traitors coming out to join the fun.

I shuddered and fought to get myself under control. I had to admit the dress was sensational. It was just one I couldn’t have worn out of the house, not by choice. If I’d tried to leave the house wearing this, Justin wouldn’t have allowed it. Not that he’d have forbidden me, he’d have simply jumped me, and we’d have had sex probably before I even got out of the bedroom, let alone out of the house. The dress was that naughty, that sexy.

I had to steel myself, and somehow, from where I don’t know, I summoned up the steel to open the bathroom door and step back into the main body of the condo. Both Peter and David were busy with their backs to me, arranging the roses in the vases I’d had a problem filling. As a result, they didn’t see me, and with the thick carpet, my heels didn’t click on the floor as I walked toward them.

David was the first to catch a glimpse of my reflection, and he turned his head to glance back over his shoulder. I watched as, in slow-motion, his jaw dropped open, and he stared at me. After a moment, he nudged Peter to turn, and for several seconds I found myself basking in the rapt, undivided attention of both men.

“Right choice. Wow, Denise, you look stunning. That dress suits you. The red dress was good, but that color suits you.”

I giggled. “I don’t think it’s the color that you’re complimenting. I think it’s the cut or rather the cut-away.”

“Probably true.” He turned to fully face me, and this time I could see the beginning of a bulge in the front of his pants. He grinned, his eyeline remaining between my waist and neck, where I was showing off so much of my breasts. Even as he stared, the bulge in his pants grew as he hardened. Peter turned around too, also staring, and also with a hard-on starting to rear in the front of his pants.

I couldn’t help playing the tease. “Are those for me, or are you just pleased to see me?”

They both cracked up laughing, and I joined in as I crossed the room to stand next to them, ostensibly to look at the flowers, but in reality, knowing I was giving them a closer look. I was trembling as I put on a show of bravado. I wasn’t body-shy, the last couple of weeks had demonstrated that to both myself and my husband, but that dress revealed a lot more than it covered. My nipples had gone hard under the red dress with the shock of the cold water hitting them. They hadn’t gone flat, and they showed as twin points in the front of this dress. That wasn’t from the shock of anything. That was purely the feeling the dress gave me. I hated to admit it, but being on this much display and having this much of me on display wreaked havoc on my psyche. I was turned on, even before either of them had touched me. Already I could feel my panties getting a little damp.

“You do look stunning. David was right.”

I smiled at Peter as he turned away and returned to the wall panel he’d been hitting buttons on earlier. A moment later, the room filled with the swell of an orchestral movement, one that sounded familiar but I couldn’t quite place. I was right, there was going to be dancing, and the only question was whether I was going to be dancing on my own or with one of them. Hell, there was a third choice, dancing with both of them. That thought made me shiver, and inside the dress, my nipples started to harden even more.


Chapter 9

“May I have the pleasure of this dance.”

I swallowed hard and nodded in acceptance. “I should warn you, I’m not much good at ballroom.”

He chuckled. “Just because it’s orchestral doesn’t mean I intend to do the samba.”

“Good, because it’s not a Latin beat. I do know that much.”

“Dancing With The Stars has a lot to answer for, in my opinion. Too many people think they know too much about dance music when they know rather less.”

“Don’t try and tell me it’s a samba song.”

He grinned. “I was generalizing, young lady, not talking about the specific. This isn’t really ballroom music either.”

“No?”

Before I could say anything else, he took my hand and tugged, pulling me in close. “This, my dear, is music to hold your partner close.” He pulled me tight against him as he stepped away from the counter into the clear space formed between the breakfast bar and two of the couches. “Very close.”

“Oh.” I gasped as he crushed me to him, his hands on my naked back. With the dress being backless, he had access to an awful lot of skin, my skin. He squashed me against his chest, my breasts flattening as he twirled me around. I knew the skirt would ride up as I moved, but there was nothing I could do other than go with the flow. Or, in this case, go with the dance. He slid his hands lower, still. In public, he would be on the right side of propriety. Another few inches lower, his hands would be below my waist and definitely on the wrong side. Here, in private, I knew I needed to relax and let him take his hands wherever he wanted them to go. Now, the pressure on my back translated lower, and as he pulled me into him, I could feel his cock, already hard, pressing against my stomach. I looked up at him to see he was peering down past my face. I didn’t need to look to know he was looking straight down the cleavage the extreme décolleté of the dress gave me.

“Very nice. You really are exquisite.”

I decided to fight fire with fire. “And such compliments are likely to get you everywhere you want to go.”

Twisting the saying like that startled a laugh out of him and a chuckle from his compatriot. David had hitched a stool along the breakfast bar and perched on it. Half sitting, half leaning, he was watching the two of us intently, and I guessed waiting for his turn. What would they do, I wondered. One track each, or would they politely tap the other one on the shoulder and cut in. Would one of them remove my dress and then hand me over for the other one to strip me out of my underwear. Thoughts like that ran around and around in my brain, distracting me.

That distraction proved to be a problem when, without any warning, Peter lowered his face to me and kissed me on the lips. I hadn’t been expecting it, my mind too busy processing a series of increasingly explicit fantasies around my head. As a result, I gasped and pulled back a little. He looked at me, an eyebrow raised in question, then dropped his hands even lower, below my waist this time, and pulled me in for another kiss. This time I closed my eyes and let him kiss my slightly parted lips. His fingers were moving on my back, not tickling me, not exactly, but letting me know they were there. His hands were now at the same level as the back of the pale blue dress. Part of each hand was on naked skin above the line of the material, while the rest of his right hand was on top of the material. His left hand, though, was in the process of burrowing underneath the material onto the upper curve of my butt.

The way his fingers moved on naked flesh, unexposed naked flesh, made me shiver, but I kept up the kiss, my mouth opening more as the kiss deepened. His tongue flicked out to lick at my lips, then disappeared again. I took my cue and echoed what he’d done, my tongue licking at his lips, but this time, I pressed my tongue further into his mouth than he had into mine. It was a simple, non-verbal way of letting him know I was okay with this. That initial gasp and withdrawal had been from surprise, not from any deeper reason.

Peter was a good kisser, and after a few more moments, our tongues were busy with each other, and I was relaxing into the full warmth of his embrace. I could feel my nipples pressing against both the material of my dress and against his shirt. Lower down, his cock was squeezed against my belly while his legs pressed against mine. I knew what he was doing, and after a few more seconds, I allowed him to work his left leg between my legs. Immediately he started to flex his leg, rubbing it against the soft flesh of my inner thighs. His hands moved, thankfully, both of them outside the dress as he cupped my ass cheeks to hold me where he wanted me. My arms, previously just resting against his arms, now moved around his neck, holding him tighter still.

The kiss broke apart, leaving both of us a little short of breath, and we turned around another time or two. I saw him look over my head in the general direction of David, and he gave an imperceptible nod. Well, he tried for it to be imperceptible, but it wasn’t quite subtle enough because I saw it. Peter relaxed his hold, and I did likewise, knowing I was about to be handed off.

Sure enough, Peter spun me through a half-circle and stepped away as David stepped forward, a sly grin splitting his face. “I should warn you of one thing.”

“Which is?”

“I’m not subtle like Peter here.”

“Oh.” Any further protest or words were cut off as he crushed his mouth down on mine. Where Peter had tried to seduce, David took. He took control of our movements, and above all else, he took control of me. His kiss was savage and possessive, and before I could really do anything, his tongue had pressed deep into my mouth, pining my own tongue to the roof of my mouth as he explored the whole inside of my mouth. My arms went around his neck as the force of his kiss bent me backward. His hands didn’t both with my back. They just moved to my ass, cupped both cheeks, one in  each palm, and squeezed. It wasn’t painful. Indeed it was actually nice, but it was very different from his compatriot.

I couldn’t look into his eyes as he turned me around to the music, so I closed them and let him go where he wanted. I wasn’t exactly a rag doll in his arms, but I wasn’t much more. My arms linked behind his neck, as much for balance and support as anything else. Now he was convinced he had me where he wanted me. He broke the kiss and moved the target of his lips to the sensitive area just below my ear. My senses started to go into overload. This was heavenly as his hands started to smooth their way over my ass, caressing me where a minute earlier they’d been holding me.

The attention, the touch of these men, powerful alpha males, was driving me insane. I was breathless from the kissing and felt powerless in their hands. When Justin made love to me, I tended to be the one in charge. With these guys, it was the exact opposite, they were the ones in charge of my destiny, and I knew what that destiny was. To be naked and fucked by both of them, the only thing not pre-determined from my point of view, being which one would fuck me first. Or maybe, and the thought made me shudder, which one would fuck my pussy, and which one my mouth.

I didn’t exactly swoon, my legs didn’t go weak, but I was definitely putty in their hands as David switched off to Peter once more. A couple of minutes later, they switched again, and I felt myself starting to get dizzy from all the kissing and all the touching. Their hands were wandering over far more of me, now than before, but still staying away from my breasts and my crotch, although my flanks and my thighs seemed to be fair game.

I guess David, my current dance partner, sensed I was now theirs because he nodded over my shoulder, and a moment later, I felt Peter pressing against my back as David held my waist. As I’d thought might happen, I was now dancing with two men, or rather, dancing sandwiched between two men. David’s hard cock pressing against my stomach, while Peter’s nestled into the crack between my ass cheeks. David’s hands smoothed their way up my flanks, moving toward the sides of my breasts, while Peter’s hands moved around my upper back, zeroing in on the little Velcro patch holding the two halves of the top of my dress together.

I moaned into David’s kiss, broke it, and twisted back to try and kiss Peter too. I couldn’t quite reach, but as I lifted my arms and wrapped them around the back of Peter’s head, he could reach down and kiss me as I twisted. Of course, that presented my entire front to David, and with my back arched as I twisted, it made my breasts arch out into the narrow straps that comprised the front of the dress. Without a second thought, and certainly not giving me any chance to object, the two men worked together. I felt the dress go slack as the sound of the Velcro ripping apart overwhelmed the music for a short moment.

I whimpered as the front of the dress started to slither down, exposing the rest of my breasts. Hell, they’d been able to see about seventy percent of them ever since I emerged from the bathroom. Now, as the two halves of the front of the dress fell away, David could see their full glory while Peter had a great view over my shoulder. He kissed me on the point of my shoulder as he feasted his eyes on my bare flesh. David didn’t bother to leave them bare for long as his hands clasped them, cupping them. My nipples were squashed against his palms as I squirmed between them.

Now they had a half-naked woman dancing between their fully clothed bodies, and they took full advantage of that. Every time I tried to disengage my arms from around Peter’s neck, his hands caught mine and gently stopped me. Having my arms up and back made their access easier. After the first three times trying to move, I stopped trying.

My breasts were never exposed now. One or the other of them was playing with them. Sometimes Peter clutched them from behind, sometimes David held them cupping them from in front. Sometimes they played with the whole breasts, sometimes just the nipples, squeezing and twisting them to wring little gasps and moans from my lips. My breasts had always been sensitive, but these two were past masters at the game, and within minutes I was writhing and almost sobbing as my insides seemed to turn to jelly.

Before another couple of minutes passed, I stiffened and cried out as a climax tore through my weakened body. I couldn’t resist it, couldn’t stop it, nor did I want to as I shook and shivered, my entire body spasming around my molten core. I didn’t exactly wet my panties, but they were more than just damp by the time I finished.

They backed off a little, relieving the pressure as the orgasm waned, then I realized why. They were simply moving on to the next phase of their planned seduction of me. By now, I didn’t need seducing, but I wasn’t about to complain. David hooked his fingers into the waistband of my dress and eased it out and then down over my hips. Peter tugged on the loose fabric of the skirt, and seconds later, the dress lay in a crumpled ring around my feet.

“Sweet panties, baby, super sweet. I can’t wait to rip them off you.”

I swallowed hard but made no move to stop them as they slowly danced me away from my dress, Peter’s fingers already entangled in the waistband of the revealing white panties.

“Time for you to be naked, baby. We want to see that tight pussy we’ve heard so much about.”

I guess I blushed because David chuckled as he held me still, and Peter pulled my panties down, forming them into a roll around my upper thighs.

“Nice.”

“Her ass is fucking gorgeous too.”

I felt him press his lips against my butt in a kiss that I was sure was hard enough to leave a mark. All I could do, though, was moan as Peter continued the process of removing my last barrier, my last piece of modesty, and after a moment, I stepped out of my panties as he straightened up.

Once more, they sandwiched me. Once more, my arms were up and back, around Peter’s neck, arching me and leaving me totally exposed to their hands. Once more, they pressed close, creating an obscene vision if anyone could have seen. Thankfully, there wasn’t anybody to watch as I became the naked meat in an obscene sandwich between two fully-clothed men. Fully-clothed? They hadn’t even, as yet, taken their jackets off, let alone their shirts or pants. They were still fully covered while I was naked and exposed, vulnerable to their hands and mouths as we shuffled around.

For a couple of minutes, David feasted on my breasts with both his mouth and fingers while Peter’s hands dipped down onto my mons. He stroked the outer lips of my pussy, parting them but not penetrating more than an inch into me. It was difficult to accommodate him, to keep my legs far enough apart, and still remain tall enough for David. It might have been hard, but it was, at the same time, heaven. Their sure touch, and the way they kept the stimulation at such a high level, kept my own ardor soaring. My pussy was almost pumping out lubrication, and I knew Peter’s fingers were soaked.

Peter let go of my pussy, and brought his hands up at the sides, grabbed my hands, and gently disengaged me from having my arms around the back of his neck. It was a relief to lower them, letting my aching shoulders recover. Then, the two of them manhandled me around, and I found David lifting my hands back up to the same position, this time around his neck. I leaned back, twisting my neck, and kissed him as Peter’s mouth descended onto my left nipple. He pinched my right nipple with his finger and thumb, and David’s hands slid down to my pussy, only he went deeper than Peter had.

To say they worked me over would be an understatement. The obscene workout went on and on, and after a few more minutes, I climaxed on their fingers. My second one with them. By then, they both had a finger inside me, working on my pussy. Sometimes as one thrust their finger into me, the other one was pulling out, sometimes they were thrusting together, and sometimes they were both buried in there, their fingers wriggling around in a way utterly distinct from two fingers of the same hand. I was in oral sex heaven, and I came again a couple of minutes after the previous one.

Now, though, they moved into another gear. With my legs still trembling from the recent pair of orgasms, they led me over to the couch.

“Time to sit down, sweetheart. Time, we started this for real.”

I swallowed hard and let them do as they would. It was intoxicating being treated like this, having no free will in what was happening to me. I was drunk on the feeling, and quite possibly, I’d have collapsed in a heap without their support, one on each side. Even as we walked toward the couch, their free hands roamed over me, smoothing down my flanks, cupping my breasts, caressing my ass or stroking my slit. Every part of me was touched, groped, caressed, and attended to. I almost came again in the short walk to the couch, but somehow the release held back. If this was what an authentic experience of multiple partners was like, I wanted more, and it appeared the two of them would deliver more, a whole lot more.

Suddenly we were there in front of the couch. Peter let go of me, and David just spun me around and gave a gentle push. A moment later, the front edge of the couch caught the back of my legs, and I jack-knifed down to sit there. A yelp escaped my mouth, but the surprise was momentary, and I fell back, leaning against the back of the couch, trying to gain control of my panting breathing. The two sat down on either side of me, and without saying a word, both grasped a leg each and pulled my legs apart. I ended up with a leg draped over each man’s legs, opening myself up completely. They didn’t stop there, draping my arms along the back of the couch behind them. I closed my eyes and leaned back, giving them tacit approval for whatever they wanted to do. They continued to treat me like a rag doll as they exposed every inch of me to their eyes, their hands, and their tongues.

I was moaning deep in my throat as I felt them half-turn and then descend on me. For the first time in my married life and the first time in a long time, I felt the touch of two hot mouths, one on each nipple. Once in college, I’d had two partners in the same room, but not exactly at the same time. That had been an unsatisfactory experience. The first time around, Steve had been in the room with the camera, but he hadn’t touched me, and his presence had embarrassed me. It hadn’t turned me on. These two knew what they were doing, and they were going for it, together.

A hand slid up the inside of each thigh, but there was more to it than that. I could feel their fingers moving as the hands slid higher toward their target. It felt incredible, and I was panting for breath by the time both hands reached my slit at the same time. Letting go of my nipples, they concentrated down below, I guess both of them watching as their fingers moved over my mound. They didn’t go straight for the prize, didn’t resume the double finger-fucking they’d used to bring me off while standing. Instead, they traced delicate circular paths around my outer labia, pressing against the hooded clit, and roaming over a lot of exposed, sensitive skin. Finally, I couldn’t resist the urge to see what they were doing as well as feel it, and my eyes snapped open. Tilting my head down, I could see exactly what they were doing.

“You want this, sweetheart?”

I moaned and nodded as Peter held my lips apart, and David rubbed his thumb up and down the length of my pussy slit.

“Tell me what you want.” Peter’s voice was husky and deep.

I shuddered and caught my lip between my teeth as the gentle torment went on. They were teasing me with their fingers, using just the gentlest of pressure on me. I knew what they wanted but decided to resist as long as I could.

“Do what you want.”

He chuckled and spoke to David. “She’s a fighter this one.”

“Yeah, then let’s show her that fighting doesn’t get what she wants.”

They both pulled away, leaving me there, a hot, sweaty mess. Suddenly neither of them were touching me. Both of them just looking at me. Surveying the wreck I’d become. I thrust my hips up off the couch and writhed slowly, trying to entice them to touch me again. My nipples ached to be touched, and the fact they had both pulled back made the rest of me ache for their touch again.

I could see the fire in their eyes as I looked from one to the other, but there was no give there, they were the ones in charge, and if I wanted what my body craved, I would have to ask for it. I swallowed hard and tried not to think how demeaning such a request, such a plea would be. It was a test of resolve, a test of will. Would I break first, or would their towering erections overtake their willpower? They wouldn’t crack, I knew that.

“Please…” I’d cracked, almost without making a conscious decision.

“Please, what, sweetheart?”

“Please… go back to what you were doing.”

Peter chuckled. “Begging for it, are we?”

I knew that’s what they wanted, and I blushed bright red on top of the flush of passion already lighting my cheeks. Even though it embarrassed me, I knew they wanted my acquiescence, so I nodded. “Yes.” Just… just fuck me already.”

“Ah, your wish is my command, my lady, only we’re not going to fuck you just yet.”

Before I could respond, they were on me once more. No more gentle teasing. Their fingers pushed at each other for the right to get into me. No more gentleness, either. This was all about penetrating as hard and as far as they could. Their fingers pressed deep into me while their free hands reached across to grasp my breasts, squeezing the flesh and then pinching the nipples. My mouth opened in a silent scream, and my head fell back in mute surrender.

Once more, they worked on my channel, and once more, their fingers worked to different rhythms. One finger would be sliding in while the other slid out, creating a push and pull sensation which was out of this world, just as it had been earlier. Then, they would both be pushing in and pulling out together, producing an even more powerful sensation. There was no rhythm to it, they worked independently, but at the same time, they were doing the same thing to me. Driving me wild. My hips wouldn’t stay still, churning as they continued to plunder my naked, surrendered body. Slowly My hips twisted, sliding my legs higher up theirs, opening myself up to them. Giving them more access allowed them to introduce another finger each into me. Now I had four fingers inside me, at times all four of them buried to the hilt. It was manual stimulation heaven, finger-fucking delight. All the time, they continued to stimulate my over-excited nipples, and before long, I was soaring into the heavens as I came. The previous three had been unusually strong, mainly because I was standing up, but this one was stronger than those had been. I squealed and screamed and spasmed around the fingers inside me. I guess my body was thrashing around too, but I didn’t care. I just wanted that feeling to never end, but end it did.

As I panted for air, they slowly eased my legs down from their laps so my feet were once more on the floor.

“Time to return the favor, sweetheart.”

I tried to regather my thoughts and looked at David as he spoke, not really processing his words. He opened his mouth wide and glanced down. I looked down, guided by his pantomime, and realized he had his cock out. I hadn’t heard the sound of a zip, but his cock was standing proud from his lap. It wasn’t ginormous, but it was on the large side of average and a little bigger than Justin. A glance to the other side showed Peter had also got his cock out, and he, too, matched David for size. The symbolism of David’s open mouth told me what they wanted, and his words finally made sense.

“Kneel in front of the couch, Denise. Would you like a cushion?”

I glanced down at the thick pile carpet and shook my head. A cushion would only lift me higher, and I didn’t doubt these guys would want to feel my throat if I could manage their larger organs, that is. A cushion would change the angle too much. Surprised I could think in such a detached manner, I slid forward on the couch and dropped to my knees as I twisted to face them.

They shuffled closer to each other, closing the gap between them I’d just occupied. I sat back a little letting them get comfortable, and stared at the two cocks in front of me. I revised my estimate. They were both a bit bigger than I’d thought and both at least an inch longer and also thicker than Justin. This was going to be a challenge. I guess that thought played across my face because they both laughed, and then David beckoned me forward, letting me know he wanted to be first. Obviously, I would be switching off between them. They didn’t need to tell me that.

I leaned back on my heels and smiled up at them, then twisted to face more toward David, who spread his legs to allow me closer. His cock was impressive, long, and thick, and I swallowed hard as I tried to imagine what it would feel like inside my mouth. Hell, inside me, not just my mouth. I doubted they would be satisfied with just a blow job. Why I needed to imagine that, I don’t know. They were there, right in front of me, and all I had to do was lean forward and open my mouth, and I’d find out. No imagination needed.

I placed my hands on his thighs and leaned closer. His scent caught my nose, and as I stared at his cock I could see it glistened with the pre-cum he’d already squeezed out. Leaning closer still, I extended my tongue and just licked the tip, making sure I covered the tiny hole at the end. Another drop of pre-cum leaked out, and I lapped that up. He grunted, and I felt his hand come down on the back of my head. The message was clear. He wanted a blow-job, no more teasing. Still concerned about taking something of that size into my mouth, I nevertheless opened my mouth and took the top inch or so past my teeth.

His cock was hot in my mouth, despite the heat of my own oral cavity. It throbbed as I closed my lips around it, and he grunted again. Sliding lower, I managed to get the ridge inside my mouth, but it was thicker than I’d anticipated, and sealing my lips behind it took an effort. I paused for a second and rolled my eyes back as I looked up at him. David smiled down at me, and the gentle pressure of his hands on the back of my head told me he wanted more, wanted me to take him deeper. I hoped like hell this wasn’t going to take too long, my jaw was already aching, and I hadn’t been doing this for more than a minute. Hopefully, what they’d done to me, would have driven them close to the edge. Even better if witnessing my repeated orgasms had brought them close to the point. That’s when the horror struck me. If they were going to swap off, as seemed likely, then each man would have a bit of recovery time in between sucks, which meant it would last longer. Assuming, of course, they didn’t get nicely over-excited by seeing me administer to the other one. I mentally shook myself, trying not to let my thoughts show on my face—I had to stop overthinking this and concentrate on doing and giving them the best blowjob I could.

Having dealt with my own inner demons, I pushed lower, taking another couple of inches into my mouth. My tongue flattened against the floor of my mouth, and the tip of his cock reached the top of my throat, but at this angle, it couldn’t go any further. Breathing through my nose was hard, and I was struggling to get enough oxygen into my tortured lungs, and he had another couple of inches or more still to go. No way I could take that further inside, not on this pass. Luckily his grip on the top of my head wasn’t tight. It was as if he was steering rather than forcing.

As a result, I pulled off, and he didn’t try to stop me. I felt his eyes tracking me as I slid over and repeated the process with Peter. His cock was the same length as David’s but wasn’t quite so thick around the shaft. The head, though, was bigger still, and the ridge behind the head felt enormous as I tried to take it into my mouth. My lips were really stretched, but at least once the ridge was inside, I could seal my lips around the shaft properly. Once again, I took it back to the top of my throat and then pulled off, switching back to David. This went on time after time, and either they both had enormous staying power or incredibly insensitive cocks, or the gap, as I switched off, gave them recovery time. I guessed the latter was the case, but my jaw was getting sore, not just aching, as they started to give little responses that told me the dual blowjob was coming toward its natural conclusion.

I gagged on Peter’s cock as he used his hands to push down on my head. The gag reflex sending saliva all over my mouth to lubricate the obstruction. As a result, it slid into my throat, and I gagged again as he groaned in appreciation. He didn’t try to leave me there, but pulled me up off him until just the tip was inside my mouth, then pushed down again. Right there, the blowjob changed character. No longer me ruling the roost. Instead, it had morphed into a face fuck. The next time I swapped to David, the same thing happened, and his dick was almost forced down my throat in the same manner. My senses reeled as I fought for breath in the scant seconds between being pulled off one cock, and pushed down on the next.

They weren’t being nastily violent, just as violent as they needed to be. They both rose to their feet, crowding around me, one on each side. All I had to do was maintain my balance and keep my mouth open for them. They did the rest, working on me, twisting me like a rag doll from one to the other. It was violent and, at times, excruciatingly uncomfortable, but at the same time, I was in sexual heaven. I didn’t come from their treatment of me, but my pussy was gushing fluid out onto my thighs, rendering them wet and slick. At the same time, my nipples cried out for attention. Since they were controlling the movement of my head, my hands had no more work to do, so I dropped them down to my aching nipples and started to twist and pull at the distended nubs.

“Take it, sweetheart, take it.”

I understood what Peter meant as he thrust into my mouth, then pulled back until just the tip was inside my lips. His cock swelled and throbbed, and then the first strong spurt fired into my mouth. Then another, and another, as his orgasm roiled through his body. I could feel him shaking and heard him moaning as he spent himself before reeling away. I swallowed halfway through and then again at the end, taking his strong-tasting semen down into my stomach. I’d hardly finished swallowing when David pulled my head around to him, and he repeated the process. I couldn’t swallow all of his ejaculation. A lot of it dribbled out from the corners of my mouth and dripped down from my chin onto my naked breasts, its path eased by the spittle and droll already coating the lower part of my face.

I sprawled back away from them, my legs bent in front of me as I sat on the carpet. They both stared down at me, their eyes sweeping over my curves, taking in my naked breasts and pussy. My legs were bent and splayed, so everything was on show. My nakedness didn’t embarrass me, but the fact the lower part of my face and the upper slopes of my breasts were speckled with cum and shone with my own drool did.

“Go have a shower, sweetheart. Then we can get on with the main event.”

“The main event?”

“You on the bed, naked. What did you think I meant?”

I swallowed and tried to make a quick comeback after David’s comment. I knew they wouldn’t be satisfied with a blowjob or even a face fuck as that one had become.

“So, you want me naked after the shower?”

He shook his head. “Nah, white underwear and something in white lace over the top. Time to put that expensive lingerie collection to use.”


Chapter 10

I realized my time in the condo was starting to fit a pattern. Get dressed up, turn them on by getting naked, perform a sexual act, then shower, and put on some lingerie. The pattern was there for one reason, it gave the guys some recovery time. It also had the added benefit of giving me some recovery time, and I put it to full use. It had been a challenge to let them face fuck me like that. It wasn’t my usual approach to a blowjob. Justin always let me set the pace and rarely pushed down on my head. Not being the one in control had been different, not bad, just different. However, given their mutual and matching size, I didn’t want to go through that again.

I knew the stockings I stripped off wouldn’t pass muster again, indeed on closer inspection, they didn’t just have stained and damp tops, they were laddered in two places, so I grabbed another pair, as well as the underwear to go with them, and a nice lace nightie to wear off the top. The nightie would be short, and after the shower, when I got dressed, I realized it was even shorter than I anticipated. This time I’d gone with a garter belt and garters, not hold-up stockings. The full works. The lace over the top was gossamer thin and covered me from the upper slopes of my breasts down to just below my crotch, but it didn’t actually conceal anything.

The bright white lace of the bra and panties shone through the nightdress, and the bra cups were thin enough to allow more than just a shadow of my areolas to show through.

Walking out of the bathroom was hard, harder than it had been with Jacob, but at the same time, more familiar too. I was in for a surprise. Peter was nowhere to be seen, and David was putting the finishing touches to a salad at the breakfast bar, just dishing it up onto three plates.

“Lunch is served. Please join us on the terrace.”

Well, that explained where Peter was. Indeed, he was already sitting out there, and as he saw me approach, he picked up a bottle of wine and started to pour. It was a shock, a real surprise, I’d expected to be serving them, but they’d taken advantage of the time I spent in the shower and getting ready to sort out lunch.

“Come on, tuck in, and enjoy.” He chuckled as he put the plate down in front of me. “You’ll need all your energy.”

I frowned at him and tried to arrange myself as demurely as possible on the deeply cushioned seat. That wasn’t easy. After all, I was wearing lacy white underwear under a virtually transparent lace slip. I’d decided after pulling it on that it was an undergarment rather than a nightdress, but in any case, it was sexy as fuck, and I felt sexy if a bit exposed by it.

The two men put me at my ease, though, keeping the conversation light and flowing. They were turning on the charm. I wasn’t naive enough to not notice that. It worked, though, despite my cynicism. I slowly lost my preternatural attention to what I was wearing and relaxed. After a few more minutes, Peter disappeared inside and returned with three side plates loaded with slices of Key Lime Pie, and my mouth watered at the sight.

“A frozen one, I’m afraid, not fresh.” He giggled. “We were otherwise engaged and didn’t have the time to make one from scratch.”

“Ah, well, I didn’t realize you were bakers as well as financiers.”

“We all have a multitude of talents.”

I took a mouthful of the creamy dessert. “This is good.”

“Eat up. You need that strength.”

I tried to play it, coy. “Oh, when?”

He glanced at my half-empty plate. “In about five minutes, I guess. Assuming you want to finish that. If not, about thirty seconds. That slip looks gorgeous on you, doesn’t it, David?”

“Oh yeah. I thought she had good legs, but now, I can see just how good those legs are.”

In a few seconds, the conversation had turned from polite and gentle to full-on and sexual. I guess I blushed at the sudden change, and they both laughed. I did, however, decide not to respond until I’d finished the pie. It really was that good.

I couldn’t delay, though, once I had eaten the last mouthful, so I put the plate down on the table and looked up and smiled at David. “I guess this is the moment I’m supposed to ask, where you want me?” I had to force myself to smile, but I knew what would be happening. After all, he’d already told me the answer to that question before I’d had my shower. I was going to end up naked on the bed wasn’t exactly a surprise, but it had been somewhat humiliating to be told that.

They both laughed again and then David looked at Peter, who nodded. I guessed they’d discussed the next part of the day while I’d been busy in the bathroom.

“You’ll excuse the fact we want a good look at you. After all, this is the first time we’ve had the chance.”

I swallowed hard and reached down to toy with the hem of the slip. Reluctance obvious in every pore of my body. “Out here? I thought…”

“Sweetheart, you thought right, no nudity on the terrace. That doesn’t mean we can’t watch you walk over to the edge of the terrace, lean on the wall, and stare out at the lake until we call you back, does it?”

“I guess not.” Relief flooded through me. The revised rule Jacob had told me still stood. They just wanted a chance to examine every inch of me. It was still a bit humiliating, but being asked to prance around in my underwear was better than being asked to parade around nude. I’d done this for Steve the first time I came to the condo, and this time I had another layer on, one that, from a distance, would appear to be a dress, albeit a lace one.

“Over there?” I pointed toward the corner of the parapet facing the lake rather than in the middle. If they wanted a show, I’d give them one. That angle gave me several possibilities. I had a pretty good idea of what they wanted, and the slip I was wearing would ride up if I leaned over. Even a little bit would show off my ass.

“If you like.”

I rose to my feet, glad I’d put the white sandals back on. The heels weren’t so high I would have trouble walking. In fact, they’d turn my walk into a strut, and since I would be walking away from them, that was a good thing. I smiled down at them as they sat back to watch and then stepped away from the couch before turning my back to them.

I could have headed straight across the terrace and into the corner, but my mind was already working overtime. Instead of making a bee-line for the corner, I headed for the middle of the low surrounding wall. My feet crossed in front of each other as I put as much effort into the walk as possible. My hips rolled and bounced with every step. I had no idea whether they liked the effect or not. Hell, that’s a lie. I was sure they loved the effect. The pressure of their eyes on my back seemed overwhelming. Once I reached the parapet, I grabbed the rail with both hands and slowly slid my hands a couple of feet apart. That forced me to bend a little at the waist, and I knew the slip would ride up at the back.

Looking out over the lake, I could see a lot of people down there, enjoying the sunshine in the middle of the day. There were people around the shores and also out on tiny boats on the water itself. Well, the boats looked tiny from up here on the top of the sixth floor. Up close, the dress was obscene, but from a distance, it looked like a lacy summer dress or even just a white one. I didn’t feel exposed, well, not too much, anyway. After pausing like that, posing like that, for a few seconds, I straightened up and turned toward the corner. This time they got a profile view as I strutted along beside the wall, one hand on the smooth rail at the top. It wasn’t easy to keep my focus straight ahead, not looking at them. I knew, though, they would be watching. The wall provided a perfect waist-high backdrop to the bright white of my stockings and the flesh revealed between them and the hem of the slip.

Reaching the corner, I turned to look out again and then slowly dropped down so my elbows were on top of the rail. I knew exactly what that did to the hem of the slip—I could feel the breeze fluttering around my ass, so I had no doubt my panty-covered ass was exposed to their gaze. I tried hard not to shiver at the thought. I’d never been one for showing off, let alone exhibiting myself like this, but now I found myself getting turned on by the exhibitionism. My nipples were hard inside my bra, pushing at the soft lace and noticeably visible when I looked down. My breathing was shallower too, and my heart beat more rapid. I just hoped they were getting as turned on as I was.

Reaching back, I rested my left hand on the back of the slip just above my ass, then slowly, almost imperceptibly, started to lift the hem higher, exposing more and more of my ass. I didn’t stop until I felt the hem touching my fingers—the whole of my ass exposed, covered only by my translucent lace panties.

I heard clapping behind me, so I guessed they were enjoying the show too. Time to ramp it up a gear, so I straightened up before turning around. Leaning back against the wall, I kept hold of the slip, now showing off the entire front panel of the semi-see-through garment, exposing my mound to them, encased in a single layer of white lace. My back arched, pushing my breasts forward into the front of the slip, and I knew my nipples made prominent indentations in the fabric. Those points would be visible from where they were.

Finally, I looked up, well, peered toward them through my eyelashes as if trying to appear innocent and seductive at the same time. Huh! Here I was standing there, in sexy thin lace, lifting it above my waist to expose my panties and trying to appear innocent. Yeah, right, that worked.

Both men rose to their feet, and Peter beckoned me toward them. My heart rate increased, and my breathing quickened. As soon as I reached them, the touching would begin, and so too would the stripping. I didn’t know if they would want me to undress or if they wanted to reserve that pleasure for themselves again. I knew, though, it would start when I reached them. Forcing myself to keep smiling, I walked across the terrace to them and took Peter’s outstretched hand.

His next move surprised me. Raising my hand to his lips, he brushed the back of my fingers with his mouth. “Magnificent. You really are a babe.” His old-fashioned courtesy and the compliment brought a blush to my cheeks. Even though I was blushing and the whole promenade had turned me on, I was still worried. Were they going to strip me and possibly fuck me out here, despite Jacob’s promise? I swallowed hard and waited for the axe to fall.

I felt David moving around behind me, but I stood still, staring into Peter’s eyes as he smiled at me. “Relax, I can feel how tense you are.”

“Why wouldn’t I be tense?”

“I know, but you do need to relax. You won’t come to any harm here.”

I felt David step closer and wondered what would happen, but Peter had caught hold of my free hand and now held both of them, keeping me in place. He wasn’t gripping hard, but his hold was firm enough to keep me still. I felt something move on either side of my head, and that resolved onto David’s arms as he lowered something in front of my face. The thin strip of white lace looked strange, but after a moment, I realized it was a lace blindfold. One that didn’t stop you from seeing but concealed your features, as if for a masked party, a masquerade.

“What…?”

“Shush. It’s okay.”

The band of lace was elasticated, so as he took his hands away, it stayed in place. Realizing I could see through it, I tried to slow down my breathing. Behind me, David chuckled while Peter leaned in close and gently kissed my cheek. It was more of a friendly gesture than an erotic one, despite the way I was dressed or undressed, depending on your point of view. “Relax, it’s okay.”

I swallowed hard and nodded, then realized David was reaching around from behind me again.

“This is just temporary, we’ve got a surprise for you, and we don’t want you to see it just yet. It’ll be off within five minutes, I promise.”

I looked out at the sleep mask as he lowered it over my face. I just had time to see it was white with a shiny, satiny look, and then it was over my eyes, and I could only see blackness.

“Relax, stay relaxed. We’re not going to hurt you.” He kissed the back of my neck. “Why would we kill the golden goose. You’re exquisite, and we want many more experiences like today. So chill, relax, okay?”

I nodded.

He leaned close and kissed the back of my neck before whispering. “You sure?”

“Yeah.” Although only a few seconds had passed, I was back in control, the rising panic stamped back down into the pit of my stomach.

“The opaque blindfold is just so you don’t see your surprise. Nothing more.”

“What kind of surprise?”

He chuckled. “If we gave you a clue, it wouldn’t be a surprise, would it?”

My mind whirled. Given the taboo about being seen together in public, let alone in such a state of undress, whatever the surprise was, it had to be inside the condo. That meant it was small. Understanding flooded me, I’d assumed they’d both watched me, but I’d had my back to them for several minutes while I’d been displaying myself so wantonly. One of them could have snuck indoors and sorted whatever it was. I hadn’t seen them bring anything in when they arrived, so maybe it had already been hidden in one of the cupboards.

They both moved, and I felt one of them take each hand with David. Well, I assumed it was David, placing a hand on the small of my back to steer me. I felt the transition from sun to shade as they led me toward the ranch doors.

“Mind the step.”

I knew the step was small, but they were taking no chances as they steered me into the cooler interior. The temperature must have dropped five or six degrees, and I felt goose bumps rising on my exposed flesh. Goose bumps also formed on my areolas too. The shiver was entirely unfeigned. A couple of steps inside the doorway, I paused, but they gently guided me forward. When they turned me a little to the right, I knew they were leading me away from the main seating area and heading toward the bed. I guess I wasn’t too surprised when about ten paces later, they started to turn me all the way around.

“You’re fine. Now please sit down.”

When I sat back, giving in to them because I had no real alternative, it was again no surprise to find myself sinking into the soft covering of the bed.

“Good girl.”

“Can I take the opaque one off, now?”

“Not for a minute, sweetie. We want to get you fully into position first.”

I guess I frowned because I couldn’t think what position I needed to be in for a surprise. Well, nothing I was prepared to think about. Of course, unless I took that blindfold off, I had no way of working out what that surprise could be. There again, under the terms of the contract, I couldn’t take it off, not without them telling me to. As a result, I was simply putty in their hands. I bit my lip, nipping my bottom lip between my teeth, as one of them reached down, swept his arm behind my knees, and lifted me onto the bed. I was twisted around through a quarter circle as he lifted my legs onto the bed, and I didn’t need to be told they wanted me in the middle of the bed.

“Good girl.” I smiled as I shifted over toward what I assumed was the middle of the bed, and one of them touched my ankle to get me to stop. I had to be in the middle. There was no other reason for him to stop me. A moment later, I felt a hand on my shoulder, gently tugging me backward. Again, it didn’t take a brain surgeon to know they wanted me to lie down, and when I did so, I was surprised to find my head was propped up on a couple of pillows. For some reason, I’d expected to be flat, completely prostrate, and at their mercy.

I heard them moving around, one going to each side of the bed, then fingers took hold of mine, both sides, simultaneously. They pulled on my arms, and I frowned again, not able to work out what they were doing as my arms were stretched out above my head and out to the sides.

Realization hit about a split-second before I heard the click and felt metal encircle my wrists. They’d just cuffed me to the bed, and I’d let them!

“You have no idea how perfect you look like that.”

I swallowed hard, shame causing me to blush at the thought of what I looked like. With my hands cuffed above my head, but out to the side, my upper body was spread-eagled in front of them. Moving on the bed the way I had, had rucked up the slip to the point I could feel the hem was buckled underneath my butt, meaning my panties were on show. Already excited by the exhibition I’d put on, my nipples stuck straight up, rubbing against the inside of my bra. They had been noticeable as I walked, peaks in the soft lace covering them. Now, lying down, they had to be even more so.

Being helpless in the presence of two virile men, men who I’d already blown and obviously wanted more, was driving my libido wild. At the same time, feelings of panic welled up at being quite so helpless.

One of them sat down on the bed next to me—I felt the mattress give. He placed a hand on my stomach, just resting there, and I knew he could feel me trembling.

“Relax, we’re not going to hurt you. To the contrary, we think you’ll like this.” His chuckle seemed to reverberate around the room. I knew it was David’s voice rather than Peter’s. “Now, what’s the primary cause of the panic we can see on your face?”

“I…” I couldn’t get the words out.

“Is it being helpless? Or being unable to see?”

“The latter.”

“So, you would like us to remove the face mask, so you can see through the lace?”

“Please.”

“Well, we will, but what do we get in return?”

I swallowed hard and, after a moment, forced a smile. “I’m not exactly in a position to bargain, am I?”

“I don’t know. I think you have an immense amount to bargain with.”

“I do?” I could sense him grinning down at me, and then the mattress shifted under me again as Peter also sat down on his side of the bed. His hand joined David’s in gently caressing my stomach. Neither of them went for the more sensitive, more private, but equally vulnerable areas, not yet. That would change—I knew that.

“Sure, so make us an offer.”

“Such as?”

“Oh, I don’t know. What do you think, Peter?”

The other man chuckled. “That’ll you’ll let us do whatever we want.”

“Won’t you anyway?”

“Of course, but we want your agreement.”

I tried to suppress the moan that built deep at the back of my throat. These two were dangerous men. Not in a physical way, but the way they expected to get what they wanted, which was what I’d promised the day I signed that damned paperwork.

“Please, just take the damned face mask off.”

“And…?”

I knew what he wanted me to say, and a wave of shame washed through me. I could feel how hot my face was getting as a result. I paused for a few seconds, then slowly, deliberately spread my feet about a foot apart. It was an unspoken response, a gesture of surrender neither man could misinterpret. “Do what you want to.”

“Good girl. Now, lift your head. Close your eyes for a second, though. Things might be a little bright if you don’t.”

I did as he asked and felt David’s hands around the back of my head as he eased the sleep mask off. He left the lace one in place, but I didn’t mind that. It didn’t obscure my vision too much, but I guessed it made things better for them.

Opening my eyes a little, I squinted and then winced as the room came back into focus. They were right. Just a few minutes in darkness like that made everything preternaturally too bright. That faded over the next few seconds, and I let out the breath I’d been unconsciously holding and looked around. As I’d thought, they were both sitting on the bed looking at me, or rather letting their respective gazes run up and down the length of my body.

I knew what the answer to my next question was going to be, but I knew they expected me to ask anyway. Pouting, I glared at David, who I thought of as the ringleader here. “So, where’s my surprise?”

They both roared with laughter and shook their heads. I’d been right. I already knew what the surprise was. The cuffs attached to the bed were the surprise, and them cuffing me to the bed before removing the blindfold had been part of it too.

“Not funny, guys.”

“Ah, come on, you’re just being disingenuous. We know you’d already worked it out.”

“So, now you’ve got me here. What are you going to do?”

David leaned down and softly kissed my cheek. Peter went a step further and leaned lower, mouthing my left nipple. I bit back a gasp.

“Anything we want.”

The shiver that ran down the length of my body made everything shake, and I heard them both gasp at the sight.


Chapter 11

Since they hadn’t cuffed my feet to the bottom corners of the bed yet, I guess they wanted me to be able to react to them. I didn’t need to be told I was going to be fucked like this. That was blindingly obvious. What they would do before that was much harder to work out. My panties weren’t going to be a problem. If they wanted to pull them down my legs, there was no way I could stop them. Indeed, they’d probably expect me to help them by lifting my ass and then my feet to allow them to strip them off. The slip and the bra were a different matter entirely. They couldn’t be removed without uncuffing me, and I knew that wasn’t going to happen. That meant they were going to end up wrapped around my neck, leaving the rest of me nude, or they were going to be ripped or cut off me. I hoped the former, as they were too nice to be wasted after a one-time use. I’d already worked out, as was becoming the norm, these guys would leave the garter belt and garters on. Probably the heels too. I no longer counted them as clothing, any more than I counted my earrings or ring set as clothing.

They both straightened up and then rose to their feet, removing their jackets and then their ties. It wasn’t that they were working in unison or trying to tease me. It just happened. A matter of fact undressing that didn’t stop until both men were bare-chested. They also slipped off their shoes and socks, leaving just their pants and underwear. If you counted items of clothing, I was wearing more than the two of them combined, but that wasn’t going to last.

While they undressed, I inspected the cuffs around my wrists, giving them a quick jerk to confirm they were secure and then staring at them. I could see a button on them near the edge of the metal ring. A quick experiment showed me I could pull part of my hand through the loop, and my thumb could then reach the button. It had to be a quick-release mechanism. There was no other reason for the button to be there. Relief washed through me. I had a way out if, for any reason, things became too much for me or I started to panic.

As they turned their attention back to me, I smiled at them and relaxed back into the pile of pillows, arching my back and spreading my legs a little wider. The invitation was, again, unmistakable. I was reaching the point where I wanted this as much as the bulges in their pants told me they did.

They didn’t give me more than a few seconds to look at them as they turned their attention to me. They didn’t exactly lunge, but before I realized it, they had claimed one of my legs each. David’s hands circled my calf and then started to smooth up and down, establishing a rhythm. On each upstroke, he went a little further. On each down stroke, a little less down my leg, all the time moving closer and closer to my knee. He wasn’t putting any pressure on, and he was far from any erogenous zone, but it felt good. Peter’s technique was different. His hands were flat, one on each side of my leg, one hand to the outside, one to the inside. Again, he was stroking up and down and, like his compatriot, working his way up toward my knee. I moaned. I couldn’t help it. It felt so good. Seemingly on their own accord, my knees left the bed as I slid my feet toward me a little, offering them access higher and higher.

I closed my eyes and abandoned myself to the feeling. The way they were caressing my legs, and working slowly while they did so, told me this was going to be an extended session. They didn’t want anything to happen quickly. Maybe that was why they’d restrained me but had done so in a manner that wasn’t too uncomfortable. I twitched, jerking my right leg as David’s hands briefly circled my knee. He’d tickled the back as he’d done so, but I don’t think it was intentional. There again, they could have tickled me half to death in my current position, and there was nothing I could have done about it. He chuckled to himself and moved on, his hands now on my thigh. A few seconds later, Peter moved past my knee and started working on my other thigh. At least they hadn’t discovered exactly how ticklish I could be.

Abandoning myself to the pleasure was one thing, but it left my brain free to roam over darker territory deep inside. Suddenly it threw up a vision in front of my mind. An old Japanese porn clip I’d watched, for shits and giggles, with Justin, or maybe it had been with a boyfriend prior to meeting my husband. I couldn’t remember, but that didn’t matter. What mattered was the horrifying vision in front of me. Three Japanese men were working on this bound, naked blonde Western woman. She was blindfolded, as I had been, and her arms were restrained. Her breasts were too, but that didn’t matter. What did matter was what the men were doing with their tongues. Two of them were licking at her armpits, and the third had lifted and rotated her legs, so his tongue could get at her anus. She was shuddering and moaning in delight as the three men worked on her. Just the thought of what they were doing had me shivering and starting to writhe, and it wasn’t from desire. The last thing I wanted was for these two guys to start doing things like that. I guess my movements coupled with a sob, alerted them because they stopped their caressing. As I opened my eyes, I found them both staring intently at me.

“What’s wrong, sweetie?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing? Something we did?”

I shook my head.

“Ah, so something you were thinking about?”

“Nothing that needs discussing. I’m fine. Please continue.” I giggled. “I was starting to enjoy that.”

“In which case… lift your butt up for a moment.”

“Oh?” I did as David asked, despite the query I voiced, and I wasn’t surprised when he reached down and tugged the slip higher. I lowered myself back to the bed as he pulled the slip all the way clear of my ass, leaving me covered only by the thin lace panties. Things were moving into a higher gear.

I’d hoped they would return to caressing my legs, but they didn’t. Instead, Peter dug a coin from the pocket of his pants and showed it to David. “Heads or tails?”

“Heads.”

I blushed. They were tossing a coin over who got what, who got which piece of me. That was nothing short of humiliating. I watched, holding my breath, as Peter tossed the coin, caught it, and slapped it against the back of his hand before showing it to David.

“Your win.”

“Why, thank you, partner.”

They both laughed and suddenly turned their attention back to me. I wondered what winning the coin toss had won David the right to, and I guessed I only had a few seconds, at most, before I’d find out.

I was right, as David moved around to the foot of the bed and then crawled in between my legs. Peter, on the other hand, shuffled higher up the bed and leaned over my chest. His open mouth centered on my left nipple, and he sucked hard through the two layers of lace covering the erect nub. I couldn’t help it, my nipples were so sensitive, and his sucking elicited a moan from my lips. I couldn’t see past him to see what David was doing, and I guess that was part of the reason for his approach. His hand snaked out to capture my right breast, while behind him, out of my sight, I felt David press his hands against my inner thighs.

Swallowing hard, I let my legs relax further apart, knowing that was what he wanted. A moment later, I felt his hot breath against my inner thighs as he lowered his face between my legs and planted a kiss right at the top of my left thigh. I twitched, unable not to react, and then again as he switched to the other thigh. He was barely an inch below my pussy as his hands slid underneath my butt, forming claws that lifted me up from the bed into a position he could control. A moment later, I felt the pressure of his lips against my slit, separated only by a single layer of lace. I couldn’t help it. I moaned again, my hands balling into fists as passion started to rise deep within me. My eyes stayed closed.

“Someone likes that, buddy.”

Peter’s words just seemed to increase the pressure David put against my most sensitive spot. I moaned again, then felt Peter’s hands move to the hem of the slip. I knew what he wanted, and arched my back, allowing him to draw the slip higher, and I felt his fingers brush against the sides of my breasts. That told me the slip was now around my neck, my breasts covered by a single layer of lace. I waited for the instruction to twist so he could reach the bra catch, but he didn’t. He had an unusual way of baring my breasts.

I guess I should have realized he wouldn’t be too gentle, but I didn’t predict his movements. He hooked his fingers into the bottom edge of the cups of my bra and just jerked them up. One minute the bra was in the correct place, covering me. The next, the cups lay uselessly above my breasts, exposing them.

“Nice tits. Real nice tits.”

He’d seen them before, but it was clear he liked what he’d seen before, and he liked what he saw now. Before I could think of any kind of response, before my own lust-fractured thoughts could coagulate again, his mouth descended on my left nipple, his hand finding the one on the right. My back arched, pushing my breasts up, one into his mouth, the other into his hand. Peter moved to the attack, his teeth closing around my nipple and squeezing together until I gasped in pain. It wasn’t a sharp pain, though, more of a tingle that sent signals firing throughout my body. His fingers twisted my right nipple eliciting another gasp and moan.

Meanwhile, David had pushed my legs further apart and lifted my ass higher, allowing his teeth to close on my panties and pull savagely at them. Although my upper clothes had survived, I now doubted my panties would, as he nuzzled against my pussy, pressing his nose against the now exposed outer labia. I moaned again, unable not to react to the combined stimulation. I could feel three hands and two mouths on me. No, make that four hands as Peter’s free hand drifted down across my stomach, searching for and combing through my sparse landing strip before locating the nub of my clit at the top of my slit.

“Oh, God!” Having both of them working on me like this, helpless to intervene, was driving me insane with lust. If someone had told me being tied up would have this kind of effect on me, I’d have yelled at them not to be so stupid. But here I was, perilously close to an orgasm in precisely that state.

I couldn’t keep still, my back flexing as I arched and twisted to increase the pleasure Peter was giving me as he mauled my tits. My hips were rotating and thrusting as David plundered my pussy. At the same time, my ass was being held above the bed, suspended above the two claws David had formed with his hands. It wasn’t in any way comfortable, but it was a huge turn-on. I’d never been one for ass play, but if they’d flipped me over and started to spank me, I think I’d have cum. I came anyway, the orgasm rippling through me as the two men continued to work on me. Somewhere in the middle of the tremendous climax, I remembered hearing the rip of fabric. Certainly, when I had my bearings again when my senses had returned, my panties were no more, and David was feasting on my naked pussy.

Peter stopped what he was doing long enough to lift his head, change position and then crush my mouth with his. His tongue thrust past my teeth, searching for and finding my own, then dueling with it deep inside my mouth. The kiss wasn’t romantic at all, it was possessive, commanding, and it took all my powers of concentration to stop myself from gagging. David had backed off, or so I thought, then I realized there were now three, no four, hands on my breasts, two to each side. Both men played with my nipples for a time, and then Peter broke the kiss and slid down my body, obviously heading for the sweet nectar between my legs. David took his place, his savage kiss taking possession of my mouth before I could draw a breath.

I couldn’t concentrate to see enough of what they were doing or even if they were signaling to each other. That feeling of abject helplessness overwhelmed me, but not in the expected way. My entire body felt alive, and every touch, even the accidental ones, to my inflamed skin sent my senses reeling, my body trembling. Peter grabbed my thighs, pulling my legs up and out, compressing them back to either side as my knees bent. I knew that opened me up completely to his eyes, his hands, and his mouth. The latter two were immediately put to effective use. There was nothing I could do about it, and David’s continuing powerful kiss kept me partially distracted from what his partner was doing to me.

A second orgasm crashed through me, and thankfully they left me alone this time around. As I panted for breath, as I felt myself coming down from the high, I heard the sound of zips being drawn down and then the rustle of clothing. I swallowed hard but tried to concentrate on the sounds around me. The bed moved underneath me, both sides at the same time, and I knew I presented a lascivious sight. Although I’d lowered my legs from the uncomfortable position Peter had pushed them into, they were still splayed out wide. I thought David was on my right and Peter on my left. They had been earlier, but I had no way of knowing if they’d changed sides. Not without opening my eyes, and for some perverse reason, I wouldn’t do that. They’d removed the sleep mask, but simply by keeping my eyes closed, I continued to behave as if it still blocked my vision,

The man on my right moved first, leaning on my leg as he crawled over it, settling between my legs. I assumed that was David setting up to fuck me. Certainly, one of them was there, and after a couple of seconds, I felt the tip of a hot, hard, cock pressing against my outer labia. The man on my left shifted, too, moving nearer to my head. With a shock, I knew what they were doing. One was going to fuck me in the conventional sense, and the other was going to fuck my mouth. I was going to be, what was the term they used in porn—spit-roasted.

Assuming it was still David between my legs, his cock pushed forward, his hands going under my thighs to lift them up, rotating my hips into a better position for penetration. I groaned at the thought and twisted my head to the left to try to sense who was there. That simply made Peter’s, assuming it was Peter, job easier as he pressed his cock against my lips. I knew what he wanted and couldn’t think of a reason not to. If I kept my lips closed, he had several simple recourses to get me to open my mouth. There seemed no point in resisting. As he pushed his cock past my teeth, filling my mouth, David’s prick pushed even further into me.

It was incredible, like nothing I’d experienced before, mainly because I hadn’t experienced it before. By the time David had eased all the way into me, his task made easier by the two orgasms I’d had from their oral stimulation, I was ready to climax again. Peter, perhaps, sensibly, didn’t try to push deep into my mouth, just holding the first three inches or so inside while I sucked hard on him. The feeling of both of them in me at the same time sent my senses into overdrive.

David started to thrust, pulling three-quarters of the way out and then thrusting back into me. The rhythm he set jolted me, making it hard for me to keep my mouth on Peter’s cock. He solved that problem by the simple expedient of wrapping his hand around the back of my neck and holding me in place. With David now fucking me with a steady rhythm, my hips started to pump back against him. Peter started to face-fuck me, taking control of that part of the threesome away from me. He’d thrust into my mouth maybe twice more, and I stiffened and tried to scream around his cock as the third orgasm of the afternoon hit me.

This time, as I came down from the heights I’d crested, I felt empty and realized they’d both pulled out. Peter had maybe done so out of pure self-preservation to prevent himself being bitten, but as I opened my eyes, I could see there was an altogether different reason. They were swapping. I sucked in air, filling my tortured lungs. Peter’s cock had been so big I’d had trouble breathing around it. I knew, though, that I needed to calm down a little, at least in terms of physical responses—this morning, I’d managed to give both of them what I thought was a great blowjob, and I hadn’t had this much trouble breathing.

I watched through half-lidded eyes as they swapped position, although David approached from my right, forcing me to turn my head to accept him as Peter pushed into me. Already wet from three orgasms and with his cock coated in my saliva, he had no trouble at all penetrating my passage to the hilt. David pressed forward, his slick cock pressing against my lips. The pungent smell of my own juices assaulted my nose as his dick hovered just underneath my nose. My body tried to shiver in reaction, but with Peter’s dick stuffed all the way inside me, that reaction started at my head and stopped at around about my breasts. Peter chuckled, and I knew he was watching my breasts shake.

Opening my mouth, I let David do the same thing Peter had, push into me, face-fucking me rather than letting me blow him. I didn’t gag on the taste of myself—that wasn’t a new experience. Tasting myself on a cock, while another cock thrust in and out of my pussy—that was a new experience. Before more than a few seconds had passed, my hips were bucking and rolling against Peter as my legs wrapped around his back, pulling him tighter with every thrust.

They didn’t talk to each other, and as I peered through the lace, I couldn’t see David signaling to his compatriot at all, but after a few seconds, rational thought began to retreat in the face of the rising crest of another orgasm. I didn’t try to hold it back, even letting David’s cock penetrate as deep as the top of my throat just before I came again.

Once more, they swapped, and then again as I came again. I was getting sore, but I could feel the difference. Both men were starting to get less rhythmic in what they were doing and, if anything, harder with their thrusts.

Peter came first, pulling out at the last second and spraying a column of semen up my belly and between my breasts. As David pulled out, I stared in astonishment as he added his own contribution to the porn star finish. It was humiliating, but there was nothing I could do as his spunk sprayed over the whole of my chest. One globule of cum even ended up balanced precariously on my left nipple. I shuddered, unable to stop myself from reacting, and the drop slid down to join the rest of their cum congealing on my chest.

They both stood up and then, without a word, started to grab their clothing. I watched for a minute, trying to control my own breathing and, at the same time, get over the unexpected ending to the double penetration.

Within another couple of minutes, they were both dressed, although neither bothered with their jackets and ties. I waited for them to untie me, but neither approached me, although both of them glanced over at my naked from spread obscenely on the bed, covered in their mingled cum. I knew without having to ask that the day was over, they had done what they’d set out to do, me, and now they were going to leave.

Panic washed over me as they stepped into their shoes, they were getting dressed, but they weren’t making any attempt to release me.

“Guys…?”

David chuckled and approached the side of the bed.

“A little help?”

He grinned and shook his head but appeared to relent and leaned down and removed the lace mask over my eyes. I waited for him to undo the cuffs, but he stepped back. “You don’t need any help.”

Visions of them walking away and leaving me helpless on the bed filled my mind as they prepared to leave. “But…”

“Don’t kid a kidder, young lady. I know full well you checked out the cuffs earlier and found the quick-release buttons. You know very well how to free yourself.” He grinned and looked down at the mess on my chest. “I guess we’d feel better if we got out of here before you got free, just in case you decided to take revenge for that.”

I frowned at him, but both of them just laughed, blew me a kiss, and before I knew it, the door was closing behind them, leaving me alone in the condo.

It took a couple of minutes to free my hands, one after the other. The second one was obviously easier than the first, then I stumbled into the bathroom and straight into the shower. My wrists were red and a little sore, but I didn’t think they’d bruise. Bruises from cuffs would be difficult to explain to Justin, even though he knew two of the bosses were visiting me today. As difficult as it would be to explain to Justin, it would be impossible to explain to anyone else.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, wrapped in a large toweling robe, I spotted a card on the foot of the bed. It hadn’t been there earlier.

Did you really think we wouldn’t come back and check you had got free? Thank you for a fabulous day. Looking forward to next time.

They hadn’t signed it, but clearly, one of them had popped back. To be honest, I was relieved they had done so and wondered what would have happened if they’d found me still cuffed to the bed and spitting feathers at being left like that.

I guessed I’d never find out the answer to that question. That was another relief.


Chapter 12

I guess Steve took one look at my face on the following Monday morning and recognized they had a problem. His reaction was typical Steve. He never let any kind of problem fester. For him a problem was a wall, his preferred technique a metaphorical wrecking ball. If he couldn’t go through it, he went over it or undermined it. Either way, he expected to finish the day looking back at the demolished or wrecked wall behind him.

A case in point had been last Wednesday night when Denise had rang him about the funk I was in after I’d overheard the two directors talking about what I’d assumed was my wife. Their language was derogatory, but they were talking about something else. At least, that was what Steve convinced the two of us had been the case. They’d showed up to the condo with a huge bouquet of flowers for Denise but had still proceeded to strip her and fuck her several times. She’d sent me pictures of the flowers, and I had to admit they were nice flowers and looked expensive, but what man likes to see pictures of flowers given to her by the men who then fucked her?

Thursday night had been the first time Denise had been tight-lipped about what had happened. True, she never gave me much in the way of detail, but that night she’d been exceptionally quiet. Yes, we’d made love, but it hadn’t been the carefree, fuck ‘em, let’s have fun, inventive sessions they had been every time before. It had been much more by the numbers, and afterward, she’d been the one to roll over and fall asleep. Friday had been much the same, although she was, perhaps, more her cheerful self, I wasn’t. A late meeting had run even later, and I’d got home about ten, tired, cranky, and after a hurried freezer meal, gone to bed and straight to sleep.

The weekend had been her period, and that hadn’t helped matters in any way whatsoever. With tempers frayed, we’d had a blow-up this morning. Steve had picked up on all of that just from my expression.

“Lunch, no excuses.”

“I’ve got Camerons in at one.”

“Let Fisher handle them. This is more important.”

I didn’t twig ‘til a couple of minutes later, what he was saying was more important. In most ways, he was right, but I wasn’t functioning on every tube at that moment. It made me wonder, though, if Denise had made a phone call. Steve held a special role in the whole thing—he was both father confessor to me, despite being only five years older, and co-mentor, with his wife, Alison, to Denise. I had to know if she’d been talking.

Sorry about earlier. I was wrong. Love you, now, always. X

The text was a little short, but I hoped sweet. I started to fret when Denise didn’t reply, but about thirty minutes later, my cell beeped.

Sorry didn’t see your text. I forgot to put mine on charge last night, so I was charging it. No need to apologize. We both got a bit cranky. The red flag was at half-mast this morning. It will be hauled down this afternoon. I’m going to have a long, scented bath before dinnertime. You can spend the evening making it up to me. Actually, you can spend the evening making me. How does that sound? Love D xxx

I smiled a little, my mood brightening. I knew what she meant by her veiled reference to her monthly event and the less-veiled reference to what she wanted.

Looking forward to it. I mean really looking forward to it. Having lunch with Steve today, he insisted.

The text that came back was immediate.

Oh, why?

She either hadn’t spoken to him or Alison, who’d relayed it to Steve, or she was being disingenuous. Self-preservation kicked in. I wasn’t going to ask the question.

No, idea. I’ll text you afterward.

Okay, honey. Hope it’s nothing serious. D xxx

* * * *

Steve collared me just as I gave final instructions to Graham Fisher about the Cameron deal, and we headed down to the parking level. Steve ran around in the big off-road version of a Lexus, and he led us straight to it. Then, once I’d settled into the sumptuous white leather interior, he powered us up the ramp and out into the sunshine. It was hot enough that the air-conditioning had to kick in big time to cool the car down.

“I fancy a burger, buddy. Okay with you?”

“Sure.”

“O’Hara’s on the edge of town do the best double-decker with chili relish, I know. Fries aren’t bad either.”

I smiled. I hadn’t been to O’Hara’s in years, mainly because Denise wasn’t a burger fan. My mouth watered at the prospect.

“I thought we’d use the drive-through and that way, we can talk.”

“Sure…” I looked around at the white leather interior, polished to within an inch of its life and gleaming despite the tinted glass. “… Is that a good idea with white leather? You know, chili sauce and grease…?”

He chuckled again. “That’s what good detailers are for. Don’t worry about it. My idea, my problem. We’ll ask for a dozen napkins anyway.

Twenty minutes later, we were parked at the back of the parking lot, tucking into the most amazing double-decker burgers in town. Now, I remembered why I came here and vowed to come back in the near future. We ate in silence, two men, still adolescents at heart, enjoying the rite of passage signified by the meat patties.

By the time we finished, I sighed in relief, I hadn’t managed to squeeze sauce all over the plush interior of his car, not get any grease or sauce on my clothes. I guess the extra napkins had been a help after all.

Steve turned slightly and grabbed his coke. I mean, how could you have burgers without cokes? Not ever going to happen, not in my world. Since Denise didn’t drink cola of any kind, even the diet stuff, that was another reason she avoided places like this. Reminding myself of Denise, turned the conversation desultory while we wolfed down the food neatly in the direction Steve wanted it to go.

“Time for you to talk to me, Justin. Or if you’d rather, I’ll call Alison, and you can talk to her.”

I sighed and shook my head. “I think another woman would be the last person I needed to talk to.”

“Okay, your call, buddy. Now talk to me. One look at your face this morning told me everything is not all roses and cheesecake with you and Denise.”

“Roses and cheesecake? That’s a new one on me.”

He shrugged. “You knew what I meant. Now, you’ve been wound up since Wednesday. I know what caused that, and you know I took action…”

“Yeah, you took action…”

“But, you think I was papering over the cracks and not telling you two the truth?”

I nodded.

“Look, let me make one thing clear. We’ve all been where you are. We are not going to queer that pitch, ever. If someone had talked about Alison like that, I’d have been where you are. If they’d been talking about Denise that way, there’d have been a board meeting, and the pair of them would have been censured. Let’s put it this way that censure would have hurt them.”

“It would?”

“Yeah, withdrawal of certain privileges, either for a limited time or permanent. Okay, it might be a twisted way of looking at things, given you know we all take turns fucking your wife, but we don’t disrespect her or you.”

I rolled my eyes. “You are right. It is twisted.”

“But it’s the case. The system has worked pretty flawlessly for seventy-odd years. None of the wives can look down on the others because they’ve all been there. None of the men can look down on the others because they’ve all had the c sign hung on their ears. The ones that couldn’t hack it got weeded out.”

“C sign, oh, cuckold, sorry, a bit slow on the uptake there.”

“And that’s why we’re having this chat. The last thing we need is for our best broker to have a slow day. Denise might be earning part of your directorship, but you still have to perform too.”

“That’s harsh.”

“What? That we still expect you to work and earn an honest crust?”

“Not that, you know what I meant. Saying Denise was earning that for me, on her back, like that.”

“Sorry, poorly phrased. Now, out with it. What’s eating you?”

I sighed. “Look, can I ask you some questions and take it from there?”

“Sure, fire away. I’ll answer as far as I can.” He chuckled. “Just remember I wasn’t there last week.”

“Yeah, I know. You are, I think, scheduled for tomorrow.”

“You’re not supposed to know that.”

I smiled. “Thank you for confirming it. I guessed you’d be taking it in strict rotation for a while, and that makes your turn next.”

He chuckled. “So, you noticed I was blocked out for the day tomorrow on the office calendar?”

I opened my mouth and closed it again, not really able to say anything else.

“Look, Justin, I know about the way of keeping track on the calendar, but keep it quiet, or the others will take themselves off it.”

“You mean…”

“It’s how I kept track of who was doing what with Alison, so yes, I know, but the others haven’t picked up on it. So, keep it quiet. Keep that card close to your chest.”

I nodded. “Okay, next question.”

“Shoot.”

“How much did Alison tell you about… what went on?”

Steve grinned. “Look, let me put it this way, she told me enough to keep me interested in what was happening when I wasn’t around, enough to keep me interested in keeping her, but didn’t breach the contract in any way.”

“I see. Look, can I put this out there?”

“Sure.”

“I’m certain Peter and David did something to her on Thursday. And I don’t mean they fucked her. I‘m sure they did.”

“We don’t compare notes, you know.”

“But, over the years, you must have worked out what turned each of you on. I know they fucked her, and I guess they double-teamed her.”

“That would be a reasonable assumption.”

“And I’m pretty sure she enjoyed it.”

“She’s allowed to tell you that much, so ask her if you haven’t already.”

“But I think they did something else to her, something… kinkier… something she’s not so sure about.”

“I see…”

“I don’t think she’s sure about it, and she won’t or can’t talk to me about it. Fuck it, Steve, until this, we talked about everything.”

Steve fell silent for a minute while staring out of the window. Seeing as we were parked nose in to a big tree, there wasn’t anything to look at. I knew he was thinking about how to answer me.

“Look, Justin, there are things we don’t talk about, and there are good reasons behind that. Don’t forget, in about a year’s time, you will be the one sitting in this position.”

“I am?”

He shrugged. “The last one on the board gets the babysitting job. Sorry, that came out a little wrong, the mentoring job for the next new V.P.”

My mouth dropped open momentarily, forcing me to close it again. Once it was said, it was blindingly obvious. Also, I was the third candidate for the board that Steve had mentored—the previous two couples hadn’t measured up, one way or another. When I made it onto the board around the middle of next year, I was going to be the junior, so that would mean I got to do the next mentoring. Shit!

“Sorry to drop that one on you, but I thought you’d have worked that out.”

I swallowed hard, knowing that was a conversation I was going to have to have with Denise shortly. Knowing her husband was going to be the first board member to fuck another man’s wife, the way Steve had fucked her wasn’t going to go down well. Double shit! There again, my wife was a sharp enough cookie to have already worked that out for herself. Triple shit!

“This wasn’t what you wanted to talk about, though, is it?”

“No.”

“So, you want me to tell you if they did something kinky with your wife?”

I chuckled. Put like that, it sounded absurd. “This meeting was your idea, remember.”

“Okay, but I’m not going to talk about last week. I’m going to talk about what happened with Trish.”

“Trish? Findlay’s wife?”

“Yeah. It happened the first time we were all at the condo together when Findlay was out of town. Alison confirmed the same thing had happened to her. It didn’t break Alison and me, but it did help the breakdown between Findlay and Trish. This is, of course, strictly confidential, okay?”

“Of course. I did sign that NDA, remember.”

“Look, Peter and David tend to work as a team because there’s one thing they like, as much as they like tag teaming a woman. I suspect but don’t know, so it’s idle gossip that they get together with each of their wives in a similar fashion. Don’t you dare quote me on that.”

“Go on…” I was intrigued by now.

“They like restraints. Only in a gentle way, and the ones they use are certified and have quick release mechanisms…”

“So they tied Denise up before they fucked her?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know for sure, but sometimes, well, at least once, every time we have a big get together…”

“You mean the gangbangs…”

“I was trying to help your sensibilities…”

“Look, you are, to me, the ringleader of the men fucking my wife. Helping my sensibilities doesn’t even get close to the table, does it?”

He bit his lip and managed to look sheepish.

“At the get-togethers… gangbangs, call them what you want, and by the way, they’re not all gangbangs, let alone full on all the time twenty-four-hour smorgasbord of sex. At those get-togethers, sometimes Peter or David will cuff the woman’s hands behind her back and then slowly strip her in front of the rest of us. By the time she’s naked, she’ll have enjoyed herself to at least two orgasms. The cuffs have a quick-release mechanism, so she could free herself at any time. I guess, but seeing as we don’t compare notes, I guess they did that to Denise or cuffed her to the bed. There are cuffs and some soft ropes as part of the condo’s furnishings.”

“Fuck!”

“You asked, buddy. They are careful in what they do, they don’t push it too far, and they don’t bruise. I take it Denise didn’t have any bruises around her wrists or ankles?”

I shook my head and shuddered. This opened a whole new can of worms for me, but at the same time, the vision of my wife, her hand scuffed to the headboard as they fucked her, wouldn’t wash itself out of my mind.

“Look, think about it. Is Denise okay?”

“I think so.” I closed my eyes, trying to replace the vision of her being double-teamed like that with the loving thoughts inspired by her text. It wasn’t easy, but within a few seconds, I knew what I had to do.

“Let’s get back to work. I want to make sure Fisher is in charge of the Cameron deal, and I have things to think about.”

“Listen, if Denise has any problems, that’s the role I fulfill, or if she’d prefer a woman to talk to, Alison. Believe it or not, Justin, we want this to succeed for the two of you, not just for our own selfish benefit.”

I forced a smile again. “Don’t butter me up. You just don’t want anything to screw up your chance to fuck my wife tomorrow and a few more times after that.”

He shrugged and then grinned. “A man is a man, buddy. Sides, there’s always your trip to Chicago for four days coming up next month.”

I stared at him and swallowed. Steve just laughed, reversed out of the parking space, and headed back to the office.

* * * *

Despite some of the connotations of the conversation I’d had with Steve, my mood was much better. Denise texted me mid-afternoon.

Everything okay, honey? Xxx

Fine, baby. Couldn’t be better. Just do me a favor.

Anything, what?”

Just put a robe on after your bath, don’t bother getting dressed. xXx

There was no way I was going to allow myself to be late out of work. Besides, after what Steve had said, I was going to stop for a surprise purchase on the way home.


Chapter 13

Maybe I was getting a bit blasé about things, which, to be honest, was a pleasant change after the up-tight weekend we’d had, but I was in a good mood by the time I parked on the driveway. Denise opened the door wrapped in her thick toweling robe. Her fresh-faced look and damp hair told me she’d not been out of the bath long. The welcoming smile painted on her face just made her look more gorgeous than any amount of makeup, or however long she spent getting her hair just right ever could. Even a five-thousand-dollar dress wouldn’t have made her look more attractive to me at that moment.

I guess I was grinning as I walked toward the porch, already loosening my tie. She watched my hands working and raised an eyebrow but made no comment as she stood aside for me to enter. My briefcase hit the floor, my jacket and tie landed somewhere on the hall table, and she was in my arms as I kicked the door closed behind me.

“Hello, to you too.” Her voice was full of laughter as I finally let her come up for air.

“Upstairs, you.”

She tilted her head to one side to look at me, a smile playing on her lips. “Why?” That innocent look wouldn’t have fooled anyone. “Why?”

I grinned back. “Why not?”

She seemed to pause to make a decision, but we both knew that decision was pre-ordained. She might well take the lead sexually in the bedroom, but it wasn’t something that was cast in stone. When I did take the lead, she didn’t complain. Turning on her heel, she headed upstairs without a backward glance. Given the sheer bulk of her robe, there wasn’t much point in trying to move sexily, so she took the steps two at a time in an obvious hurry.

I grabbed my jacket before following her, making sure my purchase was still in my pocket. I’d need that soon.

I was close behind her as she stepped into the bedroom, and she went to turn around. I stopped that by the simple expedient of wrapping my free arm around her waist and nuzzling into the back of her hair, my face borrowing through her damp tresses until my lips found the back of her neck. Denise, almost predictably, arching her back and purring deep in her throat as my mouth found one of her sensitive spots. She shivered in my grip and stayed still, content to let me take this where I would.

Disposing of my jacket by draping it over the door handle, I fished the cuffs out of my pocket, then slowly disengaged my arm from around her waist. She sensed the movement but not the reason and gave me no resistance as I took hold of her hands and pulled them around behind her. I guess she felt the metal of the cuffs touch her right hand as I brought her hands together. Anyway, I felt her start to stiffen but within a split-second, the two clicks as the ratchets engaged confirmed I had her hands cuffed.

“Justi…”

I didn’t give her a chance to finish saying my name as I pulled her around and crushed my lips against hers. She was helpless in my arms, and I felt her lips relax as she realized it. The fact she trusted me wasn’t something I took for granted, rather, it was something I treasured. As I kissed her, my tongue hungrily exploring her mouth, I eased her backward, one step at a time. She knew where we were going, the bed was in that direction, and I felt her smile into the kiss. A kiss, by the way, she was returning as hungrily as the one I was giving her.

I felt her pause in our backward progress as her legs touched the edge of the bed. Breaking the kiss, I grinned and gently pushed at her shoulders. Her eyes widened as she realized, with her hands cuffed, there was nothing she could do to prevent herself from inexorably overbalancing. She fell backward with a squeal, but the smile never left her face.

Before she’d stopped bouncing on the bed, I was on her, moving quickly as I crouched on all fours above her. She was breathless and watching me through lidded eyes as my hands found the tight belt of her robe and pulled the two loose ends out to the sides. The bow unraveled all the way, leaving the robe open. That opening showed a brief sliver of her naked body, from her neck down between her legs. A tantalizing glimpse of the delights it still covered. There was nothing she could do to stop me as I grasped the two sides and started to slide them apart. That helplessness excited me, but I think it excited her even more. As the robe slid across her nipples, she shivered at the feel of the soft fabric being drawn across their sensitive tips. As her breasts popped out into the open, she moaned and arched her back, pushing up her breasts and presenting them to me.

Her eyes were fixed on my face, a saucy grin sitting on her lips. “Is this what you wanted?”

I grinned an answer and then dipped my head to capture her erect left nipple between my teeth. I didn’t bite hard, but hard enough for her to feel it. She groaned, and her hips wriggled as she tried to adjust her position so it wasn’t too uncomfortable with her hands pinned behind her back. In the meantime, I had her body exposed and available for my exploration, and I took full advantage of that. Not that she resisted in any way as I pushed the rest of her robe clear, exposing the entirety of her legs and lower body.

Her pussy was already wet as she anticipated my attention to her body. Her legs parted as I sat back, my fingers drifting lazily up her thighs before spreading her outer labia apart. She moaned and thrust her hips up as my right index finger penetrated her. It slid in easily, meeting no resistance as it sank all the way into her. As I pulled out, I pushed my left index finger into her, creating a push/pull sensation that I thought she’d love. She did. Her moans reached a crescendo as she bucked and thrashed against my hands.

Her range of movement was limited by having her hands cuffed behind her back, but she did everything she could to heighten the feeling of me penetrating her like that. I peered up toward her head, astonished by the passion I’d unleashed. Her eyes were closed, her head thrown back as she moaned and squealed as I kept up the penetration, using a finger from each hand.

Within another minute, her back arched, and she stiffened and cried out, the orgasm reaching its height as her legs shook and her pelvis spasmed around my fingers. It was an awe-inspiring sight, seeing my wife cum like that, a totally overwhelming sight. I slowed down a little and just kept my fingers resting inside her as her pussy walls tried to grip my fingers and pull them deeper. Letting the muscles relax around my hands, letting her come down from the height, I looked into her face, waiting for a clue as to what she would want next.

I guess I was conscious of those cuffs, perhaps, even more than she was. Above all, I wanted to know if she was okay to leave them on, or if she wanted me to remove them. I’d do that if that’s what she wanted, but it had to be her choice.

After a couple of moments, she tilted her head forward as she opened her eyes. A lazy smile lit her lips. “What are you waiting for, fuck me already.”

If the cuffs weren’t bothering her, then they weren’t bothering me. Removing my pants and boxers took seconds, and I didn’t worry about things like socks or even my shirt. I wanted inside her, and I wanted inside her now. Seeing as that was what she wanted, it was the perfect marriage of desires. Her knees steepled as she spread her legs further apart, and as I entered her, her feet left the bed, her legs crossing behind me to lock me in place.

Entering her all the way with the first thrust, I paused for a second to let her adjust, but Denise wasn’t having any of that. Even before I resumed moving, her hips were thrusting and churning, attempting to fuck herself on me from underneath. The way she moved, it felt like she wanted far more than I could give, and I gave her everything I had.

Denise had to be in some discomfort because she was lying on her hands, but she didn’t say anything, didn’t even grimace in any kind of pain. I started to thrust, and her hips went from moving against me to almost jumping off the bed. I’d never known her so livelily. Her moans and groans were growing in intensity, and before I could get close, she came again, squealing and shaking as the climax ripped through her.

Although she was enjoying herself, I found I was thinking too much about any discomfort she was in because her hands were underneath her back. It was stopping me from letting go. The fact she was letting go, having had two orgasms as quickly as that, didn’t relieve the guilt I was feeling for restraining her like that.

When her orgasm had subsided, I pulled out, and before she could say anything, grabbed hold of her and twisted her over onto her stomach. Reaching up between her shoulders, I gripped the back of her robe and yanked it down, exposing her shoulders and upper back. She lay still, letting me do as I would with her. Undoing one cuff using the quick-release button, I pulled one arm and then the other free before refastening the cuffs. A moment later, the robe hit the floor, leaving my wife naked and helpless in front of me. She was still breathing quickly, and she’d not attempted to interfere with what I was doing. She hadn’t even attempted to pull her arms apart while I had her uncuffed. If nothing else, if I’d needed any other evidence, that told me she was enjoying herself. Two climaxes should have told me that anyway.

She looked magnificent as she lay there on her stomach. Her head twisted to one side, her damp hair straggling out to the other side. Her naked ass pushed up into the air, her legs parted, and above all, her hands restrained in the middle of her back. There was little she could do to defend herself, and the wide smile on her lips told me she knew that and, at the same time, relished that fact. For once, I was in total charge in the bedroom, and she loved it.

With a guttural cry, I dropped back between her legs, grabbing her thighs and pushing her legs apart. She groaned in anticipation, and I could see her back heave as she struggled for breath. Her butt came up to meet me, presenting her pussy lips, wet and ready, between her legs. That sight inflamed me as I fell forward, my cock already in my hand, the end pointing straight between her legs.

Using my free hand for support, I kept my weight off her to start with and positioned myself, the tip of my cock brushing against her outer labia. I teased her for a few seconds, then pushed forward. After two climaxes like that, she was wet enough to take me with a single thrust, and she moaned and squealed as my cock entered her for the second time. Her heat and wetness engulfed me, and she lifted her ass to meet my thrust. It felt like heaven as she tightened herself around me and then relaxed to let me withdraw and then thrust back into her. Her butt came higher as her knees scrabbled for purchase on the bed. I knew what she’d have done if her hands had been free—she’d have risen to doggy position, but she couldn’t. Instead, her chest remained flat on the bed, only her ass rising and falling in rhythm with me. Still using one hand to brace against the bed, I looked down, and that butt looked so inviting. A moment later, my hand failed to resist the temptation and descended on her left ass cheek with a satisfying smack sound.

She yelped, and her whole body jerked but didn’t try to pull away. I looked in awe, watching my red handprint form on her ass. Maybe I’d hit her a little harder than I’d intended, but I’d left a complete, perfect handprint on her butt. I could even count the individual finger impressions. Well, with one side decorated like that, I had to even things up, didn’t I? The slap on her right cheek sounded even louder, and she went wild. I thought for a moment I’d gone too far, then realized her shaking and moaning wasn’t her crying into the bedspread. It was her orgasming. My wife had just climaxed as I spanked her.

That thought left me reeling, and as her pussy walls tried to milk me with their rhythmic pulsing, I couldn’t hold back. I hadn’t been near to climaxing, but within a second, I was cumming full force, buried deep inside her.

Her hips collapsed back to the bed, and I almost fell on top of her. At the last second, I remembered her cuffed wrists, and I knew I’d trap her hands between us, and that would be painful for her. Clicking the quick-release button, I opened one cuff, and she let her hands slide out to the sides. I could hear her grunt of relief but, at the same time, the happy little moans of a well-sated woman.

After a few more moments, I rolled off to the side and then pulled her into my arms. She half turned, nestling under the crook of my arm, and kissed the point of my chin. I nuzzled into her still-damp hair and just held her for a minute or so.

“Are you going to tell me what set you off in that direction, or am I supposed to guess?”

I chuckled but didn’t reply for a few seconds, then decided I needed to be honest with her. “You can guess if you want, but you have to remember I had a long conversation with Steve this lunchtime.”

“Thought that might have had something to do with it.” She snuggled closer, wrapping her arm around my back in order to press her breasts against me. After a second, she pulled away. “Shirt. Off. Now.”

“Yes, boss.”

She giggled but let me sit up to remove the shirt before we resumed our cuddle, this time with my shirt tossed somewhere on the floor.

“Don’t get snippy. Those handcuffs are still here, and they can go around your wrists just as easily as around mine.”

I chuckled, and she pulled her head away to stare up into my eyes. “What’s so funny?”

“I deliberately bought the smallest size. They’ll lock around your wrists but not around mine.”

Her mouth dropped open to form a perfect O. “You didn’t?”

“I did.”

The cuffs were still fastened around one wrist. It was the work of seconds for her to strip them all the way off, then she grabbed my arm and spent about a minute trying to fasten them. The end section of the ratchet would just about engage, but as soon as I flexed my arm muscles, it popped open again.

“You bastard.”

“No, I’m not. Just interested in a little self-preservation.”

She sniffed. “Yeah, like that’s going to work. Tomorrow, first thing, I’m going to a sex shop and buying a bigger pair.”

I laughed and then sobered. “Not first thing, no.”

“Why?”

“Because you have an appointment with Steve at ten.”

“How do you know it’s with Steve?”

“Don’t worry, you didn’t slip. He was the one who told me. By the way, he knows how I track who’s with you—he knows all about the way the appointment diary is blanked out for the directors. He used the same mechanism to track who was with Alison when they were in our position. None of the others have twigged it yet, so keep quiet about it.”

“I’m still stopping off on the way home.”

I pulled her close, and when she looked up into my face, I planted a kiss on her lips. “Assuming you can walk straight, I think he’s got big plans for tomorrow.”

“Oh, so you discuss me fucking another man over a three-course lunch, do you?”

“No.”

“No?”

“No.” I shrugged. “It was over a burger, fries, and a cola in the front of his car. To be honest, I was worrying too much about getting sauce all over the pristine white leather interior of his Lexus.”

She rolled her eyes. “Men!” Then her expression changed. She’d felt something stirring against her stomach. Her hand shot between our bodies to capture my semi-erect prick.

“So soon, honey?”

“With you already naked in my arms, I don’t think it’s soon at all.”

She grinned. “Here or in the shower?”

“The shower sounds like a great idea, even if you have just had a bath.”

“I had a bath to get ready for you. Now I want you to have the shower to get ready for me. If that means I get wet again, who’s complaining?”

“You’re on.”

She rose to her feet, a languid, graceful movement that had my semi-hard cock hardening in a heartbeat. Pausing there, her back to me, she put her hands behind her back and then looked over her shoulder at me.

“Honey?”

“Hmm…”

“Put the handcuffs back on. Having you look after me in the shower like that could be a lot of fun.”

I was sitting on the edge of the bed behind her like a shot. Her earthy chuckle told me everything I needed to know.


Chapter 14

Steve’s message had been short and to the point. ‘Don’t bother getting there early or dressed up. Not this time.”

That kind of surprised me a little. No, make that a lot. So far, although I had to admit I had a relatively small sample size to work with, I had been expected to get there early and get dressed in something sexy, even something rude. Here was Steve, asking me for the exact opposite.

Knowing he wouldn’t really want me to turn up in ragged sweats and a well-worn stained t-shirt, I had to choose what I wore carefully. If he didn’t want me there early, then it was obvious he was going to be there early himself, even if he hadn’t said as much. That made me wonder if he intended to prepare a surprise for me in the same way as Peter and David had. Had Justin and I stumbled into a nest of bondage enthusiasts? A group of dominants who had one intention, one plaything, me?

Those thoughts skyrocketed my anxiety. Sure, I’d enjoyed, or rather my body had enjoyed, what the two men had done to me. I’d enjoyed, rather more than that, what Justin had done to me, some of it at my behest. Even so, it wasn’t something I wanted to happen frequently.

Rather than come as you are, I’d changed into a lightweight summer frock and made sure my underwear matched. I was bare-legged, knowing wearing stockings would be a giveaway I’d not followed his instructions. I thought, for a few moments, about wearing pantyhose, but I already knew that those were pretty much verboten in the condo.

As it was, I was a couple of minutes early as I piloted my TT into the underground car park. Driving the little sports car never failed to put a smile on my face. That smile faltered, a little anyway, as I saw Steve’s hulking great Lexus SUV already parked there. I’d been right. He’d wanted to get there first. I wondered if Justin had noticed Steve slipping out early from the office, but they’d all had a lot of practice at being discreet.

I sat still in the car until the clock ticked past ten o’clock. I thought about being deliberately late but decided that wasn’t the best idea. I was a couple of minutes late as I stood outside the penthouse door, but I couldn’t help that. Not being early meant I couldn’t necessarily be on the minute of the time. I didn’t think Steve would complain about a couple of minutes. I forced myself to calm down with a couple of deep breaths, then waved my access card at the sensor and pushed the door open.

Showtime!

As I walked inside, I painted a smile on my face and hoped Steve hadn’t prepared some big, nasty surprise. Initially, he wasn’t in sight, but as I walked further into the open-plan space, I could see he was just outside on the terrace. He was side on to me and talking animatedly into his cell. He saw me, waved, and then put his finger to his lips, telling me not to interrupt, and then continued his conversation. He did move away from the open door, crossing the huge terrace to stand against the outer Parapet. That, as much as anything, told me the call was private, and he didn’t want me to overhear, let alone interrupt.

Rather than stand there, watching him, I moved to the kitchen area and busiest myself making coffee for the two of us. I had no idea if we would get the chance to drink it, but at least it was made. In fact, I’d finished half of my mug before he finished the call and stalked back inside. His face was unreadable, but even so, I could tell from the lines of his body he wasn’t happy.

“Everything all right?”

Steve allowed a frown to form and then, a moment later, let it morph into a smile. “Nothing that needs worry you, sweetcheeks.”

I blushed. Whatever it was, he didn’t want to talk about it, and it wasn’t going to be allowed to affect his plans for me.

He grabbed his coffee and took a sip[. “Thanks for the coffee, by the way. Appreciated.” He sighed. “As I know, you’ll find out at some point. Alison just had to catch an early flight. Her mother’s had a bad fall, and they think it’s a busted hip. So she’s catching the first plane she can down to Houston.”

“You want to go with her?”

He chuckled. “And miss my slot in the rotation with you? No chance.”

I glared at him, but it bounced off as he chuckled. “Just for your information, Alison told me no for one simple reason.”

“Which was?”

“She didn’t want me to miss my chance at a crack at your ass today.”

“Oh!” I paused as I processed that. Of course, the wives of the board members would know where their husbands were. Having been through it themselves, they’d be adroit at picking up on the signals. Even if the husbands didn’t tell them what they were doing. I suspected Steve was one of those who would tell. I shivered, thinking ahead to how Justin and I would handle the situation when the time came and he was standing there in Steve’s place with another VP’s wife. “She knows?” I had to ask anyway.

“Do you honestly think that having been through this for so long, I’d have the remotest chance of keeping it secret from her?”

My blush intensified. It appeared my friend knew what I was going to be doing with her husband. That was definitely embarrassing. How could she even consider talking to me?

“Look, it’s okay. Relax. Her mother wouldn’t want to see me seeing her like this. She’s fiercely independent and proud of it. I suspect Alison will get a mouthful for going to see her. I would have made things worse.”

I gave him a level stare, and he flushed. “Trust me, that’s the truth. That’s actually Alison’s words. You can check with her when she gets back in a few days.” He adroitly changed the subject. “In the meantime…”

I waited him out. I didn’t need him to explain in any detail. Break time and personal time were over.

“Lose the dress, sweetcheeks. I want to see if I won the bet.”

“What bet?”

“I bet Alison an oral climax on whether you have matched your underwear.”

“Oh, who bet which way?”

“Alison bet you’d match.”

“Well, she’s the winner.”

“Good.”

“Oh, why?”

“Because her jaw would have been sore from trying to get me hard after I’ve fucked you four times today. Not sure I’d be able to get it up, and if I did, it would take a long time…”

“Steve! Wait, what? Four?”

He rolled his eyes. “Joking. You should see your face. It’s a picture. Don’t forget, she just flew out of town, so she can’t collect on the bet tonight.”

I glared at him, tight-lipped.

“Now, dress?”

I didn’t try to be subtle. Let alone sensuous or sexy. I simply stood up, reached down to the hem of my dress, and peeled it up. Once it was above my waist, I crossed my arms and then pulled it all the way off. Dropping it to the floor, I stood there in my not-so-sexy underwear and continued to glare at him.

“Very nice, Denise. Remind me to text Alison to make sure she leaves her underwear off when she flies home. Give me something to do with my right hand on the way home from the airport.”

“Way too much information.”

“Why? She’s won the bet, and I’ll make sure I pay up before we get home.”

I shuddered at visions of him fingering my friend, his wife, to a mind-blowing orgasm as they sped up the freeway in that Lexus of his. “It’ll mess up your seats.”

“As I explained to your husband only the other day. That’s what a good detailer is for. One that doesn’t ask questions.”

I continued to glare at him, hands on hips, hopefully radiating disapproval.

“Lose the bra, sweetcheeks. Show me that wonderful rack of yours.”

“Don’t be crude.”

“Why? It’s not like you don’t know what the words mean, and it’s just as unlikely you won’t be showing me those tits.”

I guess Steve was feeling a bit crude today. Well, if he wanted to be crude, I had my own wiles to fall back on. My hands went behind my back, and it was the work of a second or so to unhook the bra. Sweeping the straps off my shoulders, I let the garment fall. I was damned if I was going to portray any kind of shyness. My nipples weren’t exactly flat as the bra came off, but they hardened the moment the air-conditioned atmosphere hit them. Steve’s eyes were wide as he grinned.

“That’s better. Now why don’t we consider changing you into something even sexier.”

“If that’s what you want.”

“Absolutely, sweetcheeks, absolutely.”

He rose to his feet from the stool he’d been perched on at the breakfast bar and beckoned me closer. I didn’t have any choice other than to obey, and it appeared that today, the power trip was turning him on. On the two occasions before, he’d been scrupulously polite, but today he was reveling in exercising power over me the contract gave him. As I approached, he grinned at me, and as I came within reach, his arm circled my shoulder. He leaned in closer still. “Relax, I’m just having fun.”

It appeared he was playing a part for his own reasons. At least my erstwhile friend hadn’t morphed into some kind of monster. Either that, or he was lulling me into some false sense of security.

His hand closed around my breast, cupping and then squeezing it. I let out a hiss at the contact, but he didn’t squeeze hard enough to really hurt. My nipple, as always acting the traitor, enjoyed the contact, attempting to burrow into his palm. With his arm around me, his hand casually cupping my breast, he led me over to the control panel for the bedroom and flicked one of the buttons. I wasn’t surprised when it was the lingerie slider that opened. Why, having got me almost naked, would he bother letting me put a dress on?

He let go of me and moved over to the rail, and started to run his hand along it. “Now, what color was it that first time I brought you here?” He paused and answered his own question. “I seem to remember purple, and I think this would be perfect.”

He reached into the rail and pulled out a deep purple and gossamer thin baby doll. I could see there were a pair of what purported to be panties on the hanger, but they were equally thin. I shivered at the idea of wearing such revealing clothing for a man who wasn’t my husband. Then, I gave a mental shrug. I was, after all, only wearing panties, and I’d been naked in front of him, with him, before. He might be Justin’s and my mentor in this twisted situation, but he was also one of the participants.

“Please, let me see how you look in this.” He underarmed the hanger to me, and I breathed a sigh of relief when I actually caught it.

Without really thinking about it, I turned toward the bathroom door. I’d gone only a single step when his chuckle stopped me in my tracks. No, he wasn’t going to give me the privacy to get changed. He wanted to watch that part of the process too.

“Seriously?”

“Consider it my kink.”

I almost told him it was also Jacob’s kink, but I bit my tongue. The oldest board member wanted to perpetuate the rumor he was impotent, even if he wasn’t. It wasn’t down to me to give away that secret any more than any of the other wives had done.

He pressed the button to recess the lingerie rail back into the wall and then moved aside, sweeping his arm toward the bed and gesturing for me to move over there.

“On the bed, or just next to it?”

“On the bed, on your back, if you don’t mind.” His grin was almost wolfish.

I gasped. The idea of putting such frippery on while lying down hadn’t occurred to me. It was obvious how obscene I would look doing what he wanted.

“What, no stockings?”

“Oh, I almost forgot those.”

I glared at him, not knowing what to say, as he chuckled, opened one of the drawers, and rummaged through them. “I guess I’ll have to black-mark Susanna for not providing any purple ones.”

“Don’t you dare.”

He grinned. “Don’t worry, I won’t, but you can wear these.” He tossed a pair of black fishnets onto the bed, and I shuddered again.

“This time, no pictures.” I wouldn’t look sexy as such, more just slutty.

“Don’t worry, no camera available. I left my cell on the breakfast bar, and I won’t retrieve it. Now, if you please…”

I guess the anticipation for my ‘performance;’ was getting to him. I was pretty sure it was getting to me too. My nipples had hardened on contact with the cool air-conditioning. They’d stayed hard while he’d been gently toying with one of them. Now, they were staying hard in anticipation. I was feeling a little hot and bothered at the junction of my legs. No doubt, when I peeled my current underwear off, I would be exposing something plump, swollen, and moist.

I tried to put a bit of slink into my walk as I crossed the room to stand by the bed. I knew what happened from there was part of the performance as well, so I tried to be as graceful as possible as I sat down. Swinging my legs onto the bed, I wriggled over to the middle and then laid back, letting my head rest on the pillows.

Steve moved to the foot of the bed and stood there staring at the whole length of my body. I tried not to shiver again, but it wasn’t easy. Partly to distract myself, as well as delay the inevitable moment of total exposure, I slid the baby doll off the hanger and then laid the panties down next to me. I didn’t need to be told the order to do things in. Obviously, he expected me to remove my existing underwear first. No doubt, he would want the stockings slid onto my legs next before pulling on the transparent netting underwear and then, finally, the baby doll. I didn’t need to be told that. Well, if he wanted some other sequence, he would have to tell me.

My hands dipped to my waist, and I took a deep breath, knowing this pushed my breasts up. Then lifting my hips from the bed, I jerked the panties out from underneath my ass and pushed them down onto my thighs. I let myself fall back flat to the bed and took another shuddering breath. From Steve’s vantage point, he could clearly see the top of my slit, but the position of my underwear covered everything else. His gaze flicked up from where he was looking at my partially exposed pussy, and looked at my face. He had one eyebrow raised, which I knew had to mean he wanted more, and he wanted that now.

My nipples seemed to ache from the exposure, and I choked back a low moan as my hands slid down the outside of my thighs, my thumbs snagging the rucked-up fabric of my panties and jerking them lower still. I knew he could see the length of my slit now, especially as I didn’t have my thighs pressed together. There seemed no point in false modesty, so rather than trying to inelegantly wrestle my underwear down my legs, I lifted my feet from the bed. Rotating my legs until my toes pointed at the ceiling, I started to move the panties toward my knees. I knew what I was deliberately showing him and blushed at the thought of the view of my pussy peeking from between my legs.

Steve made no comment, so I took that to mean he was happy with my display. I bent my legs back, my knees opening as I slid the panties past them. This was entering seriously exhibitionistic territory as I pushed my panties down toward my ankles. My feet coming together, but my knees splaying apart as I did so. Then, with a jerk, they came free, and I balled them up and tossed them to the side. I thought about throwing them at Steve but realized he might take that as an invitation for him to keep them, and I didn’t want to travel home commando. Yes, I could take a pair from here and wear them, but I fully intended to keep my two wardrobes separate. That meant the clothes I kept here stayed here for Justin’s sake, if not my own.

Having displayed myself so blatantly, I knew it was time to consider how blatant I was going to be as I dressed in the outfit Steve had selected. I already knew I would be putting the stockings on first. It was simply a question of what position. Steve had, however, given me a clue. He wanted me to still be lying on the bed when I put everything on. So that was another point the toes at the ceiling operation. Obviously, I’d be bending my legs while I put things on, which meant I’d be displaying myself in a very slutty position. I blushed bright red at the thought but grabbed the stockings and unraveled them.

Bunching one stocking over my hand, I lifted my right leg and bent it so my hands could reach my foot. At least with fishnets as opposed to seamed, I didn’t have to worry about getting seams straight. I’d already worked out these were hold-ups. That was obvious from the thick bands at the top. Slipping the stocking over my dangling foot was easy enough, but that then brought me to another decision. Did I finish drawing this stocking up my leg and do the other leg, or did I put the stocking on my other foot first? Damn! I’d never had to think this hard about getting dressed before. Sure, choosing what to wear, but not the sequence of how to appear sexy while I dressed. I shuddered and dropped my foot back to the bed so I could work on my left leg.

By the time I had drawn both stockings up into position, I was breathing heavily. A quick glance at Steve’s smiling face, and bulging pants, told me I was doing fine. He was enjoying my display.  For me, this was pushing the willing and eager clause to the utmost limit, but that didn’t matter. I glanced at Steve again, and he met my eyes and then deliberately licked his lips. His hand dropped to the front of his pants, and he adjusted his hard-on. I guess it was getting a little uncomfortable.

Once more, my feet rose from the bed as I pulled my knees back toward me in order to slide the panties on over the top of the stockings. I knew I was opening myself to him, and I knew I was now wet and ready. He had to be able to see just how wet I was. Fighting to control my blush reflex, I pointed my toes at the ceiling as I drew the panties, the very transparent panties, up to the tops of my thighs. From there, once I’d dropped my feet back to the bed, it was a simple matter to lever my hips up and pull them into place. They were tight as well as transparent. I don’t think they hid anything from his view.

“Very good, Denise. Now slip the baby doll on. Don’t bother tying it between your tits. It’ll only be undone a few seconds later.”

I shuddered. It was the first thing either of us had said for several minutes while I’d been performing for him. He’d just told me I was on a promise. As soon as I had the baby doll around me, he’d be on top of me. I let out a whimper, a little in distress a the thought but also in need. I needed to be fucked. That display had turned me all the way on, my ardor was at maximum as I sat up and straightened the baby doll so I could put my arms through the tiny straps.

I guess I wasn’t watching Steve while I did this. The sounds of my own rustling noises as I moved on the bed drowned out any noises he made. As I pulled the baby doll around me and laid back, I caught the merest flicker of movement in the corner of my eye.

A moment later, the bed sagged as he climbed on. A split second later, he was lying on top of me, his naked legs finding their way between mine, which spread to accept him into position. One moment I’d been dressing to impress him. The next, his naked cock was pressing against my entrance.


Chapter 15

I drew in a deep shuddering breath as Steve’s head dipped to my breast, capturing my nipple and sucking hard through the thin mesh of the nightdress. At the same time, the head of his cock nudged against my opening and pressed forward. He didn’t quite manage the correct line-up, and he didn’t enter me. A moment passed, and he pulled back and then twisted a little, pushing forward again. This time his alignment was correct, and he penetrated between my outer lips.

I guess the anticipation of what was going to happen, coupled with the sheer sluttiness of the exhibition I’d made of myself, combined to push me almost over the edge.

Steve let go of my nipple and captured my mouth with his lips, his tongue pushing deep inside my mouth at the same time as his cock slid into me. There was no real resistance. I was already too well-lubricated for that. As one of his hands captured my breast through the purple baby doll, my back arched, and the orgasm flowered inside me. I guess I grunted and moaned as I shook, but to be honest, I was a long way out of it as the unexpected climax worked through me.

I think Steve held still, letting the shuddering and uncontrollable shaking wash through me. Well, I think he did, but I don’t know for sure. It had to be several seconds, even as many as ten, before I was back in control. My body was still shaking as I opened my eyes and peered up into his.

“Someone enjoyed that, didn’t you?”

I couldn’t exactly deny the tremendous release I’d just had. I nodded mutely and felt him shift a little and then thrust all the way into me. There was no discomfort at all. I was now far too wet for that. My legs had opened wider, and I shifted a little, steepling my knees and, for the moment, lying still as he plundered my body. My lungs fought for air, and he, wisely perhaps, didn’t try to kiss me. Instead, he concentrated on thrusting hard while his mouth devoured a nipple.

Once he’d established a rhythm that suited him, he lifted his head from my breast and looked at me again. By now, my breathing had calmed a little, and I guessed he was looking for something more enthusiastic than passive. Lifting my legs, I wrapped them around his body and started to thrust in counter time to him. His grin broke out again, and he lowered his head down to my chest again, once more capturing my tortured nipple.

I groaned and thrust harder, feeling another climax building in me. This was purely from the fucking, this time, not from what had gone before. Steve kept going, kept pushing harder and harder, his balls slapping against the tops of my thighs. His hands dipped to my thighs, grabbing them and lifting them. The hint was unmistakable, and once more, I found myself with my toes pointing toward the ceiling as he thrust even deeper inside me.

It was a toss-up, who was going to cum first, but as his thrusts became more and more erratic, it became more obvious he would. I felt him empty himself in me, and then, as he panted for breath, he pulled out. At least he was gentleman enough to immediately roll off so he wasn’t squashing me into the bed.

“Sorry, Denise.”

“Sorry?”

“You didn’t… again.”

I giggled. “Not the biggest thing in the world. At least with my legs back on the bed, my body could start to relax. My pussy still throbbed with need, and my nipples ached, but I could live with that.

“Why don’t you go grab a shower?”

I gave him an arch look. “On my own?”

He chuckled. “For sure, but leave the door open. I want eye candy all day. While you’re in the shower, I’ll pull out your next outfit and lay it on the bed for you to put on while I watch.”

“Again?”

“Absolutely.”

“You’re a kinky shit.”

“Nah. I just like watching a beautiful woman putting on the clothing I’d going to remove from her delectable body.”

“Smooth talking will get you nowhere, buster.”

“Maybe not, but I’m still going to get there.”

I just glared at him, then gave a mental shrug and climbed off the bed. Our mingled juices gushed out onto the inside of my thighs, making me shudder, but I tried to put as much sexy into my walk as I could as I headed for the bathroom door.

Once inside the bathroom, having left the door open, I quickly rolled the stockings down and then peeled them off over my feet. As I straightened up from doing that, I heard a chuckle from the doorway. “Wow, I’ll have to get you to do that more often. The view was sensational.”

I colored up. I couldn’t help it. I’d left my ass pointing to the doorway he now filled.

Justin liked to join me in the shower, but I couldn’t remember any occasion where he’d stood and watched me wash, especially after sex, where the washing would be so… well… intimate. It appeared all the guys were, in one way or another, kinky, and I’d just discovered Steve’s kink. He was the one who liked to watch and watch all the preparations.

* * * *

Justin pulled onto the driveway earlier than I’d expected him. Consequently, he caught me in the kitchen getting dinner ready rather than sitting in the den wearing just a pair of stockings and heels. That had been my plan to welcome him home. Instead, I was wearing the stockings and heels, but I’d got my short robe over the top and a thin kitchen apron on over that. Depending on your kink, each item could be sexy, but all together—not so much.

“Well, that’s a sight for sore eyes.”

I glanced over my shoulder and frowned at him. “Not hardly.”

“Oh, I don’t know.” He put his case down, shrugged off his jacket, and crossed the open-plan space to stand right behind me. He put his hands on my hips, and I shivered at his touch.

“Bad day?”

“No, I’m good.”

“Sure? You sounded a bit waspish.”

“That’s because I had a surprise planned for my husband, and he came home about ten minutes too early.”

He laughed and stood back. “Well, I’ll watch while you prepare it. Or is that unwrap it?”

I glared at him. “I’ve had enough of being watched today. Thank you very much.” Instantly I colored up as I realized I’d just said too much.

Steve might be the board member who had fucked me today, but he was also Justin’s boss. Justin had to know who was meeting me at the condo today, and he was sharp enough to put two and two together. He’d undoubtedly used the calendar app to know where the other board members were, so he knew it was just Steve on his own.

“What did he do?”

I sighed. Yep, he’d worked it out. His voice had changed too, from playful to flat, the information-gathering tone that brooked no dissemination.

I wiped my hands from where I’d been rinsing the lettuce and turned around. “Nothing I couldn’t handle. Nothing I didn’t handle. Now, stop reacting to my slip of the tongue.”

Reaching in between the robe and the apron, I grabbed the bow on the robe’s belt and pulled it apart. Slipping the robe off my shoulders and letting it fall to the floor wasn’t as graceful a movement as it would have been without the apron impeding its progress, but as his eyes dipped, it proved to be an effective tease.

I turned back to the sink, knowing the only thing above my stockings was the belt of the apron around my waist. I looked back over my shoulder at him. “Better?”

He let out a low groan. “Much.”

Then he was there, his legs pressing against mine as both his hands gripped my ass and squeezed. I let out a moan of my own, and as he slid his hands around to the front and then higher under the apron, I wriggled back to push my ass against his burgeoning erection.

I tilted my head to invite a kiss. Justin obliged, capturing my mouth with his, his tongue spearing deep. His hands closed over my breasts, my nipples reacting and attempting to burrow into his palms. That didn’t last long as he shifted his hands to catch my nipples between his thumb and forefinger. He squeezed, and my moan was louder this time. His hard cock ground against the crease of my ass, and I could feel the heat from it even through his pants.

“Just fuck me already.”

HE pulled back, letting go of me as his hands dropped to his own waist. The sound of him dragging his zipper down sounded loud in my ears, and I shuddered. A moment later, he was back in the same position, but this time there was nothing between his red-hot dick and my ass. I murmured in pleasure and spread my legs apart in mute supplication. He didn’t need telling I was ready for him. I was more than ready for my husband.

What had happened between Steve and I had been sex, pure, raw, filthy sex. What was happening now was more than just my husband reclaiming me. This was making love. Sure, raw and hard, but still making love. I reveled in the feeling as he dipped his hips, positioned himself at my entrance, and then powered up and in.

I squealed and ground back, pushing my hips down to capture more of his length. My hands gripped the edge of the sink in front of me. If anyone glanced in the kitchen window, they’d know exactly what my husband was doing to me. I didn’t give a flying fuck. I wanted this. No, I needed this just as much as my husband did. My orgasm soared within seconds, with me shaking and squealing as my climax threatened to overpower my legs. Certainly, it was Jsutin’s strength that kept us upright rather than sprawling in a tangle of arms and legs on the kitchen floor.

There was no way something this fast and furious could last long, and I didn’t expect it to. No, it hadn’t been the way I’d planned it, but I wasn’t complaining. This time I didn’t even get close to a second climax before Justin spent himself.

As he reeled away, his legs obviously rubbery, I smiled back over my shoulder. “You’ve got time for a shower before dinner.” I even had to bite back a giggle while he clumsily tucked his still half-hard cock back into his pants. He looked up and glared at me as he caught me watching him.

That glare morphed into a smile as he stepped back to stand behind me and glanced over at the cooktop. It was obvious, even to a casual glance, not even a searching one, that there were no burners on. I might be preparing dinner, but I hadn’t started cooking.

“Shower with me?” There was a hopeful, yearning quality to his voice, and I shivered as I reached around behind me to undo the apron string.

“Sounds like a plan.”

“Just remember one thing.”

“What?”

“Remove the stockings too.”

“Ah. Good idea.” This time the shiver wasn’t one I wanted to explain. The second shower I’d had in front of Steve, he’d insisted I leave the stockings on. Not an experience I particularly wanted to repeat. Especially not in a bathroom where I’d have to clean up the mess. At least at the condo, I didn’t have to do that. In my own home? For sure, Justin wouldn’t be doing so.

I let out a little startled squeak as I turned toward the hallway and the stairs. Up until that moment, I’d forgotten I was naked, and the drapes were still open. I made a dash for the stairs as Justin followed me, laughing exuberantly.

* * * *

I sighed as I helped Justin pack. “Are you sure you can’t get out of this trip? Allocate one of the other brokers to attend the conference?”

He shrugged. “I would if I could. You know that. They arranged for me to give one of the keynote addresses months ago. I can’t back out.”

I pantomimed, hitting him hard. “I could break your leg?”

“You could. But if I’m laid up, I suspect they’d find another way to bend you to their will.”

I let out a yelp of laughter. “I think you meant bend me over to their will.”

Justin had the grace to chuckle. “Probably, yes.”

“The idea of being the centerpiece of a three-day extended orgy doesn’t appeal.”

“What makes you think it’ll appeal to me? I will be stuck in a lonely hotel room, thinking about what those randy bastards are doing.”

“While I’m the one they’re doing it to.”

“I’m sure they’ll let you rest.” He chuckled. “Every so often. They’ll need to rest, too.”

“Yeah, but for me, it’s willing and enthusiastic participation, remember.”

Justin had the grace to shudder as I said that, and even if it was me heading to the condo after I dropped him at the airport, I had to admit, he was going to be doing it tough too. Not as tough as me, but tough in absentia.

I sidled across the room, a predatory smile on my face.

“Are you sure you can’t…?”

“No, baby, not again.” We’d already made love twice this morning. “We don’t have time, especially as you’d need to shower before we left.”

That was one of the stipulations that hurt the most. If Justin went out of town, I had to drive him to the airport, and from the airport, once I’d dropped him off, straight to the condo. There wasn’t any time in between for me to nip home and shower before going to the condo. After all, they knew the time of his flight and the journey time from the airport to the condo. Since the airport and the condo were on the same side of town, and we lived on the other, no, there was no chance. They expected my clean and ready body at the condo on time. I might get a few minutes' leeway for traffic delays, but nothing more. Hell, I wasn’t even sure how many of them would be there waiting for me.

One wouldn’t be. Jacob Wiseman didn’t participate in group sessions, I already knew that, and I was pretty sure Alison was right as to why. It was even money which of the five, or even all of them, would be there.

The fact it was a Friday suggested they wouldn’t all be there during the day, but I was pretty sure the rest would turn up by early evening. Most of them would likely be staying for the weekend too. I would be desperately in need of a rest by the time Justin got home. At least I’d already been told the next week was free, no regular stints in the condo, giving me recovery time. I shuddered.

Justin wrapped his arms around me. “I promise I won’t let them send me to any other conferences. This one was booked before they offered the promotion… and the damned deal.”

I hugged him back, conscious he needed as much reassurance as I did. “We knew this was on the cards.”

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure they timed it accordingly. Giving us both time to adjust before…”

“I’m just as sure. Don’t worry. They won’t push things too far. They wouldn’t dare.” I chuckled, a bit of a forced one, but a laugh nonetheless. “Don’t want to kill the golden goose.”

“Are you really okay with this?”

I lifted my hands and gripped the side of his face, holding him so our eyes met, and couldn’t look away. “Look, darling. We knew what we were getting into. They spelled everything out to us.”

“Black and white is not flesh and blood. Your flesh.”

I giggled. “But not blood. Look, we know what they want. We knew what we were signing up to. What I was signing up to. Just think of one thing.”

“What?”

I chuckled again, leaned in, and kissed the tip of his nose, then quickly skipped back out of his reach as he frowned.

“This time next year, you’re going to be the one mentoring the new director’s plaything as she takes my place.”

Jsutin’s mouth fell open. I was pretty sure he’d forgotten that detail. I hadn’t. He followed it with a rueful grin. No, he’d already worked that out but hadn’t found a way to tell me. His surprise wasn’t at being the mentor. It was about me already knowing.

“You’ll be the one taking her for her medical, doing it the first time and then taking pictures while a couple of the others do. Won’t that be fun?”

Justin just glared at me as he shook his head.

At least I’d diverted him from his maudlin thought patterns. I turned away to finish getting dressed. I had chosen a simple top and a denim miniskirt. There wasn’t any point in getting dressed up. Whoever was waiting in the condo for me would tell me what to put on anyway. Not that it would be staying on for long.

Turning my back on my husband was a mistake. I found that out a couple of seconds later.

Slap!

“Ow!”

“Minx!”

I glared back at him, ready to dodge if he intended to spank me again. Justin, though, had no such intention. He stepped closer, his hand dipping to gently caress the sore spot where he’d slapped me on my panty-clad ass.

“I’ll kiss it better when I get home.”

“You’d better!”

“Don’t worry, I’ll kiss every inch of you.”

I couldn’t help it. I stretched, my back arching at the thought, my nipples unfurling under the tight top.

“I’m counting on it.”

“Minx!”

“Stud!”

“Now come on, finish getting dressed. Otherwise, I’ll miss that flight.”

Fifteen minutes later, he was ensconced in the passenger seat of my little Audi as I powered it off the driveway. My small overnight case was on the back seat behind me. His somewhat bigger case on the seat behind him.

Showtime!

THE END OF PART II

Part III of this trilogy will follow later in the year.

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 Friday morning and catching the late Sunday 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 be spending nights in bed with her lovers, his bosses.


If you enjoyed this book:

Please consider leaving a review on your Amazon site. Reviews are a great help for authors, as well as for other readers who might enjoy this book. The review doesn’t have to be long, just honest.

Thank you in advance, I’d love to read your feedback.
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For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


Back To Work

[image: ]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

With the twins to raise, money is tight for Jen and Chris, and they have to face up to the prospect of losing their home. He can’t work more overtime and she can’t find a normal job that covers child care costs. In desperation, Jen suggests she returns to the job she had when they met. Chris isn't keen on letting his wife go back to the club, where as Starz--her stage name derived from the tattoo on her stomach--he’d been mesmerized and fallen for the lovely dancer. The idea of her stripping again isn't something he finds easy to deal with, and the thought of her working for Tom, the sleazy club owner, is even worse. But Jen has made her mind up. Starz is going to make a comeback to save their home, hopefully without risking their marriage.
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Derby Dates
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Sian Ash had just turned 20 when her world was turned upside down. The minibus carrying her roller derby team home from an away match lost a tire, and overturned down an embankment. Four families lost their wives and mothers that day - five young children cast adrift, four fathers seared by a pain Sian recognized and felt with them. The heroine of the crash, she started providing a substitute parent service for the four families. Hailed as the town angel by everyone, only four others knew the real truth. It had started when one of the widowers had called her by his dead wife's name. The emotional angst that required a hug had led to something else - something more. Now Sian was proving in secret that she was no angel, no angel at all, and her four employers were loving every minute of it.
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PA To The CEO
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Charlotte knew there were two ways to get to the top of the corporate ladder. She could work hard and hope she got noticed, or she could play hard and make sure she got noticed. The only problem for Charlie was a very simple one, the men she saw as her rungs on the way to the top, weren't the straight-forward vanilla sharp-suited businessmen she thought they were. Getting their attention was easy, keeping it simple enough, but was the price too high for the secretary who had just acquired a bottom name - Charlie? More importantly, could her bottom stand it?
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Department Store Amy
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Amy's been happy working in the department store, and happy at home but there's something missing, so she's changing her job. Now Amy's got a real problem, she desperately needs money to fix her car. When her boss offers her some overtime she knows exactly what he's offering, and it might just plug the gap in her relationship too. She never realised she was quite so submissive though, nor that her boss was quite so dominant, something her loving husband could never be.
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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 complete The Last To Know Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, almost 200,000 words, over 550 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 – The Last To Know – What I did before we dated

For marketing manager Simon, his gorgeous wife Samantha is his reason for existing. From the moment, he first set eyes on her innocent beauty that day behind the counter in the library, he’d been hooked.

Her shy reserved exterior hid a passion that took him a long while to uncover, but for Simon, it was worth the wait. Only, now, five years on, a newspaper exposé is threatening her career, and the very rock their marriage is built on.

As Sammie starts to confess, Simon wonders if their marriage can survive. Was everything he thought he knew about her a lie?

Book 2 – The Last To Know – What I did while we dated

Sammie has confessed her dirty little secret – she wasn’t the innocent young lady she’d made herself out to be.

Even after she’d started dating Simon, she’d still been playing the field, still messing around after hours with her boss at the library.

She’d promised to tell Simon everything, every sordid detail in a last-ditch attempt to save their marriage.

Could Simon, though, hear it all? And, if he could hear the details, could he truly forgive her?

Book 3 - The Last To Know – What I did while we were engaged

Simon had thought his librarian girlfriend was exclusive, but as Sammie’s confessions build toward a shattering climax, can he still love her enough to forgive her?

As revelation piles on revelation, as each dirty confession becomes more sordid than the previous one, the worst truths are yet to come.

While he respected her limits, her desire to save herself for marriage, on the nights he didn’t see her she was out painting the town red – or at least whatever color her underwear happened to be.

Had he truly been the last to know?
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A Model Descent Trilogy
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The complete A Model Descent Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, 245,000 words, over 750 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 - A Model Descent

“We wondered if you had ever done any modeling?” I mean, how corny can you get? But it was a woman who was asking me the question, and we were right outside the photographer’s studio at the time. I wasn’t even dressed nicely – the thick wool department store uniform made me look frumpy.

So began Sylvia’s modeling career working for Dewi Morris and his wife Christie. The devastatingly pretty blonde had never considered posing in front of the camera. She wasn’t that innocent, or naive, but the lure of the lens made for an inexorable pull and before long the photographer was pushing her boundaries.

The first full-length novel in a trilogy detailing Sylvia’s fall from innocence into something much more...

Book 2 - A Model Descent – Freefall

The second book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s descent into the world of glamor modeling. Now renting the flat above the studio, Sylvia is starting to live the high life that comes with being very well paid for what she does. Only, she can’t tell her family what she actually does in front of the camera.

Working as the course model for aspiring glamor photographers is a real goldmine for both the studio and for her. However, the wedding shoot course is a bit much. Can she really bring herself to pose in a bridal dress, in a church, knowing the only part of the outfit she’ll be wearing for the reception shoot are the stockings and heels? Especially after the shots they took of her in the limo.

When one of the photographers turns out to be a close friend of Dewi and shows a more personal interest in her, can she remain professional despite the growing mutual attraction?

Book 3 - A Model Descent – Final Fall

The third book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s move from glamor modeling into video shoots. The discovery that Tyler had been shooting video rather than stills left Sylvia traumatized.

Can she cope with the apparent betrayal by the man she’s starting to see as her boyfriend, and not just another photographer? Dewi, though, has plans for Sylvia, and she finds herself drawn more and more in front of the lenses of the video cameras rather than Dewi’s still camera.

As the videos become more and more hardcore will she stay balanced, and perhaps, more importantly, will she be able to build a real relationship with Tyler, the man who’s at home either in front of the camera, or behind it, when she’s in front of it with someone else!
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Housemates, Neighbors and Workmates
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All twelve novellas collected here in one amazing 275,000 word volume for one fantastic price. 
Things might have been different if Lizzie hadn’t been desperate enough to borrow the money to pay the rent, without telling Phil what she was doing. Now, after fate placed them in his hands, Phil leads Lizzie, Susie and Carrie down the slippery slope into glamour modelling and beyond.

Housemates and Friends

Housemates and Rivals

Housemates and Partners

Housemates Forever

Lizzie and Phil are back, and this time they have some new, willing—well, kind of—partners for their sexy games. As their neighbor, Carol, is drawn deeper and deeper into their web, her unwitting husband Peter is drawn in too. When they also ensnare their other neighbor, Rebecca, things start to spiral out of control. When Phil runs for office as deputy mayor, Carol, Rebecca, and the irrepressible Susie, are mere pawns in a high stakes game.

Neighbors and Friends

Neighbors and Rivals

Neighbors and Partners

Neighbors Forever

When the mayor succumbs to a fatal heart attack, Phil is left in charge. He has to form a campaign team to organize the support for his upcoming election battle. Winning over the hearts and minds of the movers and shakers within the city, bringing in new business from outside, needs a special kind of team. Phil has just what it needs, in the sexy form of his pretty neighbors, Carol, Rebecca and Susie. When he adds his wife to the mix in order to keep Carol’s husband on side, things are going to get even more interesting.

Workmates and Friends

Workmates and Rivals

Workmates and Partners

Workmates Forever
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Penny Lane’s Seduction
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Over twenty years after the Beatles hit, would you saddle your only daughter with the name Penelope if your surname was Lane? Taunted and bullied through childhood, she grew up to be a beautiful but introverted young woman. But when Gareth met her, he thought she was perfect.

With Gareth working days and Penny studying at college then working nights, their time together was limited, but they were determined to make the most of what they had despite the little money they had between them.

As their relationship developed, their love deepened, but a voyeuristic game gone wrong has left Penny exposed to manipulation from her devious older neighbor. As things start to get out of control, events build toward a devastating conclusion.

Frank’s seduction of the pretty twenty-one year old Penny is going to shatter lives as well as hearts.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


The Camera Loves Candy
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Candy could have been a model if only she was taller. At least, that was her husband’s belief. On a whim, he asks her to pose sexily in front of his camera for him, on a promise that he’ll never show the results to anyone.

She thought he had talent, and liked to encourage his hobby, but as each session got more and more daring, the sessions were affecting both of them. As their sex-life continued to move on, in leaps and bounds, Candy knew it wouldn’t be long before he got her naked in front of the camera, and not just after the shoot!

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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Two For The Road
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Ike and Allie knew that getting promoted to a field sales position was a career-high. The husband and wife never expected to both be competing for the same role. When fate deals a different hand, and they’re both promoted, their boss gives them the pep talk about how the loneliness of life on the road could take its toll on their marriage.

Unknown to him, Allie and Ike have agreed their own way to deal with the enforced separation, a very different, and possibly scandalous way. A simple bet, with a significant prize. The winner gets to choose the holiday, and the loser gets to pay for it.

The bet? Well, let’s just say it will be a lot of fun every time, even though they’re hundreds of miles apart.
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When KC Comes To Town
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When Tim asked Emma on a date, he hadn’t expected to get a yes as a response. The tall blonde with kick-ass looks and legs to die for was so far out of his league, he knew he had no chance. When she said yes, and kept saying yes all the way up to the altar, he couldn’t have been happier. For him, it was a match made in heaven.

Demure in public and a tigress in bed, she was a perfect match for him… most of the time. There was one bump in the road, though. Her best friend from college, Katherine Cassandra, or KC for short. KC was a sales rep for a pharmaceutical company, and she hit town every eight weeks or so. The Saturday night when KC was in town was girls’ night out, when the two relived their wild college years. Those girls had been wild then, and boy, they still were.

Seven weeks out of eight, Tim had the perfect wife, but one week in eight, well—that was the price he paid for his otherwise flawless marriage: when KC comes to town.
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Three Passes Each
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James thought Carla was a little young for him, but Carla thought otherwise. She confessed she preferred older men for their experience, and James couldn’t do anything other than take up such a challenge from the gorgeous brunette. Their romance was perfection, right up to the point where Carla forced his hand over a prenup, one she insisted on in his favour. It created their first real row, and it wasn’t so much the financial settlement, as the unusual caveat Carla insisted on. It had nothing to do with money, and everything to do with their relationship.

Given how in love he was with his wife, he had no intention of ever using one of the three free passes she’d insisted on; free passes that gave him the right to step outside his marriage vows. In fact, he insisted that turn was turnabout, and she had the same privilege. The last thing he expected was to use one, let alone for Carla to use one too.
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Three Passes Each – Second Pass
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James had accepted the wisdom of Carla’s forward planning when they’d both used one of their free passes to step outside their marriage. James, though, was insistent he wouldn’t need to use one again, and he was sure Carla had no such intention, either.

Fate sometimes throws a couple a curveball, and this time was no exception. They hadn’t intended it, and they hadn’t wanted it, but somehow they both ended up in another situation, one which meant they would use that second pass of the three written into the marriage contract.

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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For even more titles and for new releases visit my Amazon author page:
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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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