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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

Now boarding first-class passengers for flight one one six to Chicago, gate seven. I repeat, Flight one one six, first-class passengers now boarding at gate seven.

Justin gave me a stricken look, and I was out of my seat and hugging him in no time at all. “I’ll be fine.”

I watched as he tried to morph his desperate look into a smile. He didn’t really succeed, but at least he tried.

“Go on, you’ll miss your flight.”

Earlier, before we left home, I’d been okay, but now, as the flight departure time approached, I was anything but okay. I needed to stay strong for him, though. He was the one flying to the East Coast.

“Denise…”

“Just go. This trip is important to you. You know that.”

But…”

“But nothing. We knew about this a while ago and talked it through during the week and again this morning. Come on, please, Justin, get your act together.”

He gave me another long searching look, then mouthed a simple “I love you.”

I responded with one of my own, and then he turned away. To be honest, his turning away was a good thing. It meant he wouldn’t see the tears prickling at the back of my eyes. Justin had always been sensitive to any signs of upset. Having been through what we’d been through, there was no way he was going to get a chance to deliberately miss his flight. Doing so would put an instant end to the Devil’s Bargain we’d signed up for.

We had way too much invested, not just in monetary terms but also in self-respect, to just wave it goodbye.

Justin’s back straightened as he started to stride toward the gate. I stood there watching his retreating figure. He looked back once as the flight attendant behind the desk checked his ticket. He forced another smile, and I gave him an equally forced one back. Ten, fifteen seconds later, he was shown through, rounded a corner, and was gone from view.

I bit my lip hard, catching it between my teeth and biting down. The momentary pain stopped my maudlin train of thought, and I turned on my heel and headed back toward the huge doors and the short-stay car parking just beyond. My grey Audi TT waited there for me, and while his flight was carrying him to the East Coast, that little car was taking me to my own momentous destination.

* * * *

With the condo being on the same side of town as the airport, it only took me twenty minutes or so to weave through the traffic and arrive at the entrance to the underground parking. The automatic number plate recognition and the face recognition systems admitted me without any real delay. To be honest, I think I’d have been happier if those soulless computer systems had rejected me and I’d had to spend an hour arguing with security. Of course, such a thing didn’t happen. The efficient systems weren’t prone to such errors.

Pulling to my designated parking penthouse space, I was surprised to find the other penthouse spaces unoccupied. I’d expected some, if not all, of the directors to be here, ready for me. No doubt, more than just eager, too. I doubted they’d have caught cabs to here. That just wasn’t their style. It was also too far to walk, and I doubted they’d try to play a trick by parking elsewhere. Why would they? They knew what was on the table, after all. No games or subterfuge needed. They’d already won. Me, naked.

I shivered at the macabre thoughts racing through my head. Grabbing my small overnight bag from the back of the car, I headed for the elevator. That opened to my card as if it had been waiting for me.  It probably was. It would have been a simple matter for the computers to link the car admission system to the elevator control and get the unoccupied elevator car down to the parking level. As I rode upward, I mused on the thought I hadn’t yet met anyone else using the elevator at the same time. After a moment, I shrugged, it didn’t matter. Besides, if someone else got on the elevator, I’d most likely blush, giving away why I was there.

The elevator disgorged me on the top floor. The only door was the one to the penthouse, my destination. I took a deep breath, then waved my card at the hidden sensor, and the door clicked open. Pushing against that door, I walked into the huge open-plan space. The bedroom walls were folded back, so I had an uninterrupted view across the entire space. All except the corner of the terrace, but with the evidence of no cars downstairs, I was pretty sure that, too, would be unoccupied.

I dropped my tiny bag on the bed and walked through toward the kitchen. The bag only contained a change of clothes for me to wear to the airport to pick up my husband on his return from the East Coast. Everything else was provided within the condo for my use. The clothing was very high-end, but none of it was suitable for my husband’s return. No, not suitable at all. Hardly anything I’d wear in public.

As I approached the countertop that formed the protruding breakfast bar, I noticed a single sheet of paper sitting there.

The close-typed instructions were simple and to the point.

You have until eleven before the first of us arrives.

Make yourself at home and relax. Nothing is going to happen that you don’t agree to.

I snorted at that last line. I’d signed a contract that specified full, willing, and enthusiastic participation.  I couldn’t object, could I?

Please find something to wear, black, and preferably lacey. You will find a black sleep mask in the top lefthand drawer next to the bed. Please put it on just before eleven.

I glanced at the clock and checked the time. It was only just gone ten, so I had plenty of time.

Remember a nice smiley face as you lie on the bed. Don’t forget the stockings and heels.

These guys weren’t just powerful and rich. They were totally fucking kinky too. It wasn’t as if I’d not been expecting the stockings, and black lace was pretty much normal for me here in the condo. Normal except when I was naked, or one of them wanted a change. Usually, I’d get my instructions via the app, not via an old-fashioned written instruction like this.

I shivered and moved over to the wall controls next to the bed. It was the work of a moment to press the lingerie rail button and extend that out into the room. There were a lot of colorful items on there, but most were black, white, or red. Black dominated half the rail, so I had a lot of things to choose from. There were some very tiny bra and thong sets and a range of other styles. The main thing they had in common was the material they were made from. Thin lace, see-through, or, at best, translucent. Some of the sets came with garter belts that matched. Next to them were the baby dolls and longer nightdresses. Finally, several peignoirs or lace robes that covered without concealing.

Leaving so much up to me gave me a challenge. I’d dressed in relatively plain, but still sexy, clothing, not knowing if I was going to be removing everything in front of them. Or even if they were going to be removing my own personal clothing. Instead, I had to choose what they would find me in.

At least I hadn’t been told to cuff myself to the headboard, or get out the restraints, or even to lie face down. Being tied up or spanked had happened, but thankfully, not every time.

I already knew they preferred garters to hold-ups, so the stocking choice was simple. I did debate wearing the thinnest lingerie set on the rail or the briefest but chose a boy short set with garters that stretched down from the sides of the panties rather than a separate garter belt. I giggled. That might make things more interesting, at least for a few seconds. The matching bra was a flattering cut, too, although it was deliberately very thin in the cups. They’d be able to see my entire areolas and nipples through the netting.

I debated going with a baby doll but decided to keep a little bit more mystery by opting for a longer style made for a better tease. Adding a peignoir to the outfit added to that, too. If they didn’t like it, I’m sure one of them would tell me to lose the layer. I shuddered again, wondering just what they had in store for me.

Pressing the button to retract the rail, I opened the drawer and pulled out the sleep mask. I rolled my eyes when I noticed it was studded with rhinestones. The drawer below that one held the stockings, and rather than go the tacky fishnet route, I pulled out a sheer pair. Straightening the seams might take a little longer, but I thought it looked a little classier, even if the rhinestones on the sleep mask gave classy the lie.

Stripping off my own travel clothes took but a moment, and I stowed them in the otherwise empty drawer under the bed. My overnight bag joined them, and I sat down to pull the stockings up my legs. Ten minutes later, I had the stockings and underwear on, and I was slipping the nightdress on. Since I still had twenty-five minutes before anyone arrived for the party to commence, I knew that meant I had time for a coffee. I left the peignoir on the bed, pulled my black heels on, and headed for the kitchen.

That coffee tasted divine, and I wanted to linger, maybe drain a second cup, but a glance at the clock showed I didn’t have the time. Returning to the bed, I quickly pulled the final item of clothing over my shoulders and sat on the bed before scooting over to the middle. While I’d been drinking the coffee, I’d been thinking about the pose I should adopt. Something shy and innocent, or something vampish. In the end, I laid down flat and spread the peignoir out to the sides, draping the copious amount of lace over the surface of the bed. At the very last minute, I demurely crossed my legs at the ankles, knowing that would pull my legs together to add a little mystery. Grabbing the sleep mask, I pulled that into place and then laid back, folding my hands across my chest in an obscene parody of a catholic boarding school dormitory pose. Only, it wasn’t going to be a nun chastising me for touching the wrong parts of my body.

Two minutes, or at least I thought it was about two minutes later, I heard the click of the door lock disengaging.

Showtime!


Chapter 2

“Well, what do we have here for us?”

I swallowed hard. That was Peter’s voice, loaded with mirth. With the bedroom walls retracted, I knew they had an uninterrupted view the moment they opened the door. With the sleep mask covering my eyes, I had no idea if he was on his own or not. Given how he and his usual partner in crime, David, had wanted to play on their previous visits, the sleep mask made sense. If anything, I was even more surprised about the lack of restraints.

I made sure I was still smiling as I listened as intently as possible. Was there more than one of them? Other than Peter’s opening comment, I hadn’t heard anything that betrayed more than his presence. Since he and David had always worked as a pair, every time they’d seen me, I assumed he was there as well. If any of the others were with him, I didn’t know and had no way of knowing. I gave a quiet snort. The pair of them seeing me was more than just a euphemism, wasn’t it? They’d done a lot more than just look at me.

“You look delectable, Denise, truly delectable.”

I swallowed. That had been a different voice, Frank’s voice. That upped the ante and told me there were probably three people there.

“Gorgeous. Don’t you think so, guys?”

I wasn’t surprised to hear Daivd’s voice, not with Peter there. That confirmed I had three men looking their fill over my scantily clad body. Unbidden, my nipples were hardening. I could feel how they tightened on my chest at the idea of a group of men seeing me like this.

“She sure does.”

“Eminently fuckable to my eyes.”

I swallowed hard. The first comment had clearly come from Steve’s distinctive deep voice. The final comment had been from Martin, so all five of them were here. All five of them were standing somewhere near the bed, looking at me. I had a little epiphany at that moment. They’d all spoken for one simple reason, to let me know they were all here. They wanted, probably needed, me to know all five of them were here. It would settle any anxiety I had about the number of men looking at me. Well, it settled any anxiety about how many, but given I now knew there were five, it set off a totally different form of anxiety. Performance-based, what the hell would I do to keep all five of them entertained? Could I even do that?

I felt the mattress give a little at the bottom, and then a hand gently wrapped around my ankle. As it pulled my foot to the side, I knew what that person, if not all of them, wanted. That mantra about enthusiastic and active participation was blaring inside my head. As a result, I simply moved my foot myself, uncrossing my ankles. I didn’t spread my legs, but I did open them a little. The hand withdrew, so I could only assume that was what was wanted.

A moment later, the mattress shifted again, this time as someone leaned on the side of it. This time, the touch was on my wrist, so without further ado, I dropped both arms down to my sides. My hands hadn’t been covering my breasts, but I was now fully exposed through two layers of black lace. Because I’d spread the peignoir to the sides as I laid down, that provided no covering at all. I’d already checked via a mirror, the lace covered me, but it didn’t conceal the important details. My breathing quickened, and I envisioned the whole group crowded around the bed, all of them feasting their eyes on my body.

My tight nipples felt like they wanted to shoot off my chest. Lower down, I could feel the heat building in my core. If any one of them stripped my panties off right now, they’d be able to see I was wet, my outer labia swollen and engorged as my body readied itself for the inevitable fucking. Those details had to be visible through the thin lingerie.

“Well, Martin, you won the challenge, so it’s down to you to get the party started?”

“Challenge?” I blurted out the question before I stopped to think about it. It was a tad humiliating to think they’d drawn straws or something over who got me first.

Martin’s voice sounded from quite a lot closer to me, so it must have been him who just sat on the bed.

“The rules of the challenge are quite complicated, given we all work in different fields. Not as simple as drawing straws or flipping a coin. Never yet played roshambo for a crack at a piece of ass…”

I shuddered at his crudeness.

“… Now sit up and give me your hands.”

I licked my lips and pushed myself into a sitting position. It appeared things weren’t going to start with me being stripped and then fucked on the bed. Actually, when I thought about it, it didn’t necessarily mean anything of the sort. He could be getting me to sit up so he could simply strip me, then push my naked or near-naked form back onto the bed and climb on top of me. I twisted to the side and held my hands out. For a brief moment, I wondered if he was going to snap a pair of cuffs on me, rendering me doubly helpless. Of course, I wasn’t in a position to resist. This was active and willing consent. I’d come here and dressed, or should that be undressed, in this lingerie, knowing I would be fucked. Probably fucked in the next few minutes too.

I forced a deep calming breath as the earlier fantasy about being stripped and fucked in front of a group of men edged closer to reality. Martin didn’t snap my hands in cuffs. He pulled gently on my hands, making me shuffle across the bed toward him. The peignoir didn’t want to come with me, and I was pretty sure the nightie was sliding up and revealing more thigh than before. Given I still wore the sleep mask, I couldn’t see how much more flesh was now on show. The bed moved under me again as Martin rose to his feet.

“Swing your legs over and put your feet down, sweetheart.”

A moment later, I was sitting on the edge of the bed, feeling the floor beneath my feet. Martin simply pulled me upright and then took me in his arms. The sleep mask stopped me from seeing what he was doing, but I guessed he was taking the chance to look down at the amount of cleavage I was now displaying.

I wondered if he wanted me to dance with him or whether he was going to step back and make me dance on my own. I bit down a whimper as I realized the latter would mean me doing a striptease. Was that what he wanted? I couldn’t tell, not least because there was no music playing. Martin let go of my hands, but I could feel his presence near me as he circled around to stand behind me, between me and the bed. His hands came up to rest gently on my shoulders.

“Let’s give ourselves a little more space, shall we.”

He was still gentle as he guided me a little bit further into the main room. I couldn’t be sure how far, but I was definitely several feet away from the bed and a similar distance, if not more, from any of the couches. Surely, he wouldn’t expect me to dance a striptease with the blindfold on? That would be a recipe for potential disaster!

I tried not to let any distress show, not wanting to give away any weakness to these men. I needed to maintain control of myself if I had any hope of controlling the situation.

Martin leaned closer. “Relax. Nothing is going to happen that you won’t enjoy.” He chuckled. “Eventually.”

I trembled, and I could feel my legs going a little weak at the thoughts running around in my head. In my fantasy world, I was living my biggest fear, dancing a sensual strip with the blindfold still on. Because of the blindfold, I wasn’t sure where I was, so when I got close to one of the guys, they would gently steer me back to the center of the circle. My feet weren’t encountering any discarded clothing, so I guess they were moving them out of the way, too. The music rose to a crescendo, and I knew it was time to lose my panties. In my fantasy, I whimpered, but I hoped I didn’t do that out loud.

A chuckle from right behind me told me I probably had. I blushed, which just made all the men chuckle.

“I wonder if we were all in your fantasy just then.”

“You were.”

My admission just made them all laugh louder than before. I stayed silent, waiting for the music to start and for Martin to tell me to dance my way out of my clothes.

His fingertips danced across the thin layer of lace covering my shoulders. It felt nice, and I suppressed a shiver. It wasn’t a sexual contact but a promise of more sensual, more sexual contact to come.

“Time to pay the piper, Denise. Do you know what you’re going to do now?”

I swallowed hard and decided to plead ignorance. “No.” If I said strip, he just might take that as an invitation. I really didn’t want to go there. Most certainly not with a blindfold on.

“We’re going to play a game of blind man’s bluff.”

“Oh.”

“Each time, you have to guess who is the guy kissing you. The game continues until you guess right. When you guess wrong, you’ll have to pay a forfeit.”

“What’s the forfeit?”

“Silly girl, clothing, of course. One item for a wrong guess. So be sure to guess as accurately as you can. You’ve only got four items to lose.” As he was saying the last bit, his finger was tapping out a pattern on my shoulder. It took me a second or so to determine what he was doing. A hard tap, a soft tap, and then three hard taps. If I translated the hard taps as dashes and the soft tap as a dot, then he was tapping Morse code on my shoulder and doing it subtly enough for none of the others to notice.

I stood there momentarily as my mind worked through the morse code. I’d not had to remember any of it since being a girl guide a long time ago. One dash and a dot was the letter n, while three dashes was easier, the letter o. The message he started tapping out was no, and he’d started doing that while he’d been telling me to guess accurately. Ergo, he was denying what he was saying, telling me not to make an accurate guess. If I worked out who was kissing me, I had to make sure I gave a different answer. Martin didn’t want me to work out who was kissing me. He wanted whoever it was to remove something I was wearing.

It hadn’t taken me too long to work that out, but it was obvious he was waiting for a reply. I gave a sharp jerk of my head, hoping the others would simply see that as me saying I was ready to defend my modesty while being kissed. I was pretty sure those kisses were going to go on a lot longer than a traditional game of blind man’s bluff. I was also sure there would be a lot of touching and feeling going on throughout each of the kisses. Something that wouldn’t have been allowed the last time I’d played this game when I’d been about thirteen!

Martin took hold of both of my shoulders again and started to twist me. I knew what he wanted and let him guide me around in a circle or more. He didn’t move fast enough for me to trip or even to start getting dizzy. Since he was moving with me, I had no idea which way I was facing as he let go and appeared to step back. For all I knew, he could have moved to the side or even around in front of me.

Knowing what was required of me, I lifted my right arm and pointed a little out to the side rather than straight in front of me. Since Martin had won the right to set this up, I was pretty sure he intended to claim his pize by being the first kisser. By pointing a little to the side, I was hoping to disturb his plans and, therefore, avoid the obvious first choice.

A chorus of chuckles told me they’d understood my intention. Of course, I had no idea if it had worked.

Someone stepped close in front of me and took me in his arms. I had no idea which one of the five men it was, but he was there for his kiss.


Chapter 3

His lips met mine, and that contact gave me two clues to his identity. David and Peter were both forceful kissers. They were good at it. In fact, they all were, but those two guys were forceful with it. Since this kiss was gentle rather than hard, I thought I could rule those two out. The second clue was the position of my head. As our lips met in the kiss, my neck bent back, meaning I was kissing someone taller than me. That ruled out Martin. He was more or less the same height as me, given I was in heels. That left either Frank or Steve as the man kissing me. All that passed through my mind in a couple of seconds.

Then, the kiss started to overwhelm me. His lips parted, and his tongue flicked out to ask for, or should I say, demand, entrance to my mouth. My lips opened to allow our tongues to meet, and I sighed into the kiss. His hands slid down my back, past my waist, and finding and cupping my ass cheeks. Within another few seconds, he’d pulled my body, so I was molded against his. I could feel he was getting hard, his erection pressing against my stomach.

Having got me into the position he wanted, one of his hands left my ass and slid north before moving around to the side and then reaching in between us and cupping my breast from the side.

I hissed in pleasure, my body coming alive under the consistent ministrations of whoever it was. I’d always liked being kissed, and this guy was a master at it. My passions were igniting even as my breathing shortened. My problem was I knew all of the guys had great kissing techniques, so how good he was told me nothing.

His fingers isolated my nipple and squeezed it until I gasped into his mouth as I writhed against him. The hand still on my ass slid into a more central position and pulled me tighter against him. He was hard now, of that there was no doubt.

I was panting for air as he broke the kiss and relinquished his hold on my body. My legs were trembling a little. It had been that hot. Suddenly, I didn’t mind that there were four other guys watching me being manipulated like that.

I knew I needed to give an answer and tell them who I guessed it was. Just in case David or Peter had been faking me out by giving a far more gentle kiss than they usually would, I was sure there was only one person it couldn’t be.

“Martin.”

“Nope. Wrong answer, Denise.”

Steve’s voice sounded from right in front of me, so it was obviously him. His position and shortness of breath were all the confirmation I needed. Well, at least I’d managed to give one wrong answer, which I’d assumed Martin’s code meant he wanted me to do. I was about to pay a forfeit for being a good girl for him. I was going to lose one layer of lace.

“Guess this top layer is my prize, sweet cheeks.”

“Take her panties first.” Peter’s voice came from my right. I tried to face him and glare, but with a sleep mask covering the top half of my face, I don’t think it was that effective. It made them all laugh, but I stayed silent. I knew if I protested about Steve removing my panties, he probably would do exactly that. The best way of keeping as much modesty as possible for as long as possible made silence the best option.

“I don't think she likes that idea.”

“And?” Peter’s voice had a level of amusement in it. I don’t think he was serious. At least, I hoped not.

“And for the moment, I’m more inclined to treat her like a lady. I’ll leave the collection of her underwear to the fourth winner.”

I shivered as Steve’s words sank in. I knew I was going to end up naked before the game finished. The only question in my mind was whether one or even all of them, would fuck me before the sleep mask came off. For that matter, once the action moved to the bed, or the couch, or even the floor, could I slide the mask off without being reprimanded? Given the variety of inventive punishments they had at their fingertips, I knew I needed to be careful.

I felt someone move around behind me. From the fact they were breathing heavily, it had to be Steve. His hands touched my shoulders and then gripped the lace of the peignoir. I stood still, letting him draw the lace garment back off my body and then down onto my arms. I whimpered as the lace slid down the bare skin of my arms. I knew they’d seen my breasts under just two layers of lace when I’d been lying down. Ever since, though, the peignoir had made a third layer, and that had greatly improved the coverage. That extra coverage was now being slowly stripped away from me. I felt the lace reach my hands and then pop free. There was a whisper of lace against the back of my legs, and then it was gone. I guess Steve simply threw it to one side.

His hands returned to my shoulders, and when he pressed one forward and the other back, I knew it was time to turn once more. At least this time, he was turning the other way from the way Martin had turned me. That made sense. Less chance of dizziness building up, especially as I was blinded by the mask and short of breath from the kiss.

I came to a halt and felt Steve let go and then step back. I had no idea which direction I was facing. Earlier, Peter had been to my right when he’d been making the remarks about getting Steve to remove my panties first. I didn’t want to pick him next, guess wrong, and then lose my underwear too soon.

I wouldn’t have put it past Steve to turn me so that I was now facing Peter, a deliberate setup. There again, I’d pointed a bit to my left when I’d selected Steve. Steve might have compensated for that. Or, on the other hand, he might not and turned me so that Peter was right behind me. I had no idea. However, I decided to go with my gut instinct and point to my right.

Again, a guy stepped forward and, this time, placed his hands on my hips. He pulled me a little closer, and then, as I turned my face upward for a kiss, he brought his lips into contact with mine. I’d been right, a taller man again. The kiss was aggressive, so I was pretty sure it was David. Either that, or I’d miscalculated completely and let Steve fake me out, so I pointed at Peter. Of course, it could be Frank, who was being forceful just for the hell of it. His tongue thrust into my mouth as his hands let go of my hips and slipped up my arms. I wrapped my arms around his neck, but even the length of his hair gave me a clue. These guys were all professional men. None of them had long or floppy hair. None of them had buzz cuts either, so without being able to see the color, that didn’t help. It did, however, do what he wanted and gave him access to my breasts without having to break the kiss, which would have ended his turn. His hands found and cupped my breasts, squeezing hard enough to elicit a moan from deep inside me. I was getting turned on by what they were doing to me and the fact the others were watching.

This time, both my nipples were being played with, and I writhed under the touch. His thumb and forefinger on each hand isolated the hard nubs and pinched them until I whimpered into the kiss. His tongue was spearing in and out of my mouth, effectively tongue-fucking my lips and teeth. I could hardly bring my own tongue into action. I simply hung onto the back of his neck and went along for the ride. I had little other choice.

It seemed like an age before he broke the kiss and stepped back as my hands dropped away to my sides. The last point of contact between us was the grip he had on my nipples. He pulled them out and up, causing my back to arch as I gasped. Then he let go, and my breasts dropped back into place, softly bouncing on my chest. After all, the soft lace bra had virtually no built-in support.

I needed to name someone, and from their height, I knew it couldn’t be Martin, and since he hadn’t been breathing heavily, I knew it couldn’t be Steve. The technique had been forceful rather than gentle, so I felt comfortable it wasn’t Frank. I couldn’t really say Martin or Steve, so Frank, it had to be.

“Frank.”

“Nope, sweetheart, it wasn’t.” David’s voice sounded from right in front of me. If there’d been any point in guessing correctly, he would have been my first choice. Peter was more of a butt man, but David was very definitely the tit man of the usual suspects.

“Time to lose some more lace, Denise. Which would you like me to take off you?”

“The nightie?” I tried to sound hopeful, but that was difficult when I was panting for air after that long kiss. A moment later, I cursed myself. Given the penchant for David and Peter to work together, it was more likely that whatever garment I named would stay on and not be removed. I knew I’d end up naked anyway, but I was determined to keep as much covered as possible for as long as possible.

“No, I think not. I think I have a more titillating forfeit for you, Denise. One that’s much more interesting.”

If it had been Peter, then I knew my panties would be gone, but I wasn’t so sure with David. Maybe he was going to go for the bra instead. I already knew the stockings and garters would be staying on. Probably until they wanted a different outfit, which would be after they’d all fucked me.

I stood still as David walked around behind me, his hands gently caressing my shoulders and the two spaghetti straps on each side. I swallowed hard but made no move to stop him as he hooked the bra strap out from underneath the nightie strap and slid it down off my shoulder. He repeated the move on the other side and then drew both straps down toward my elbows. I could feel the cups of the bra trying to peel away from my breasts as he put more and more pressure on the straps.

Then he stopped his hands leaving me, only to reappear in the small of my back. His deft fingers made short work of the catch, and I felt the bra slacken completely as it came undone. In another few seconds, the bra would be gone, and I’d only have the single lace layer of the nightie covering me. Since that was the thinnest garment of all, my breasts would be more or less visible to all of them. The whimper that escaped my mouth was louder than any of the previous ones, and David chuckled. I heard a couple of answering chuckles from the sides but couldn’t distinguish who was who. I expected David to reach down the front of my nightie and ease the bra up and out. Not incidentally getting a feel of my naked breasts in the process. Instead, he went the other way. Suddenly, I felt his hands on my thighs, and quick as a flash, he peeled the nightie up as far as my waist.

I squealed at the sudden exposure but couldn’t tell how many of them were staring at my barely-covered groin while David’s hand tugged hard on the bra, pulling it down. Of course, it wouldn’t just come away. My hands were through the shoulder straps. Crossing my hands in front of me, I quickly freed the straps, and David was able to pull the now-useless bra out and toss it away. At least the nightie dropped back into place.

The lace of the nightie was a little harsher than the lace of the bra cups, so it scratched at my nipples, making them tingle and tighten even more. I moaned at the sensation as David briefly cupped both breasts before lifting his hands to my shoulders and turning me once more. I had no idea who was where, and frankly, it almost didn’t matter. Either Frank, Martin, or Peter would be the one kissing me, and whoever it was would be baring my breasts or exposing my pussy. Well, not fully exposing that as the nightie was longer than a baby doll, but the act of removing my panties would involve that level of exposure for sure. I just had to hope the person I pointed to wasn’t actually Peper, who’d been the one to threaten to remove them. I realized I’d made an assumption that neither Steve nor David would be continuing to take part. They’d had their fun, and it was the other’s turn. I had a little epiphany at that point. Martin would be the last one to remove an item of my clothing. That would be the real prize he’d won. The chance to strip me naked and probably be the one to fuck me first, too.

Instead of trying to second guess them, I pointed straight in front of me and hoped for the best. Of course, if they really were making sure Martin went fourth, then it probably didn’t matter who I pointed at. They were moving around and doing their thing in a predetermined order. I tried not to glare as I sensed someone approaching me.

This time, the kiss was intense but not forceful, so I was sure it was Frank. He played with my ass, slipping his hands up the back of the nightie and massaging my cheeks. He seemed to shuffle around, and I understood he was showing the others what he was doing. Sure enough, when he came to a half, his hands slid higher and then back down inside my panties. He didn’t quite drag them down to expose the way he was touching bare skin, but it wasn’t far off.

When he stopped and stepped back, I was sure I had my back to the rest of the audience. I was even more sure that it was Frank, so I called out a different name. “Peter.”

“You really are terrible at this game, aren’t you, Denise?” it was Frank’s voice laden with mirth.

He didn’t fuss or mess around. As I stood there waiting for the banter about which item to remove, he took advantage of the fact I couldn’t see what he was doing. He stepped in close, grabbed the hem of the nighter, and pulled it up with a single smooth jerk. I tried not to squeal, but his move surprised me. My hands rose with the nightie. It was an automatic reaction. Then my breasts bounced free of the bottom, and he had my head and arms tangled in the garment, trapping me.

If I was right about them all being behind me, then Frank had adroitly ensured he was the only one gazing at my tits. Only he didn’t stop at just gazing. I moaned as one hand closed over one turgid nipple, and his mouth and, more especially, his teeth closed over the other. As he nipped at my nipple, I shuddered but somehow completed the process of stripping the nightie off over my head. A moment later, Frank’s hands found my waist and turned me around so I was facing the group. They clapped and cheered, but it was still difficult to decide who was who and what their left-to-right order was. I stood there in just my panties, knowing the next kisser was going to remove my last shred of modesty. I was pretty sure that person was going to be Martin. That meant the person missing out was going to be Peter, and when it came to his turn to fuck me, he would be showing me no mercy, no, no mercy at all.


Chapter 4

All five men had to be staring at my breasts. Well, that’s assuming they weren’t looking at my barely concealed pussy. The panties weren’t quite as see-through as the rest of the outfit they’d already removed, but they still covered while hardly concealing.

My breathing had quickened to the point I was almost panting for air. My nipples were so tight they ached to be touched. Frank, though his job done, stepped away, leaving me standing there.

“Game over, sweetie. You lost. Now I get to claim my real prize.” I’d guessed right. It was Martin who was going to remove my last shred of modesty. I tried to bite back a moan as he stepped forward. I wondered if he would kiss me or go straight for the prize.

I didn’t get any chance to ask a question because his lips found mine. His tongue speared into my mouth even as his erection, still enclosed in his pants, pressed against my stomach. At the same time, his hands grabbed my breasts, squeezing them, my nipples pressing against his palms. As he started to caress my breasts, my nipples dragged against the skin of his hands, eliciting a deep hiss from me. It didn’t matter that I was being watched by the whole group. At that moment, I wanted him, no, needed him, to complete the job and strip me naked. I knew what would follow that, but I didn’t care.

After a minute of intense kissing, during which I locked my arms around his neck to hold him close, his hands slid down from my chest to my hips. I knew what came next and couldn’t prevent the whimper into his mouth. I felt him push his thumbs inside the elastic at the waist, and he started to slide them down. I pressed against him, trapping his cock against my belly, knowing that would lock the panties in place and prevent him from drawing them all the way off. I felt him smile against my lips as he realized what I was doing. Of course, all I was actually doing was delaying the inevitable.

As Martin broke the kiss, I was struggling to breathe. Given I’d already been short of breath, his long kiss seemed to have sucked all the oxygen out of my system. Four very good kissers, one after the other, definitely affected me. Martin trailed his fingers across my naked skin as he walked around behind me. Frank had been nice to me, exposing my breasts while I faced away from the group. It appeared Martin was having none of that. When my panties were drawn down my legs, I’d be facing them. He might not get to see his prize straight away, but I had no doubt he’d be fingering it.

I flushed a little, but there wasn’t really much point in getting embarrassed. Every one of these guys had seen me naked, well, more than seen me.

Martin slowly smoothed his hands down my flanks and over my hips until he encountered the panties, which he’d already pushed part way down. Even before I could react, he was pushing them lower. I felt the cool air of the room waft over my exposed mound as the underwear slid clear and onto my thighs. I let out a soft moan and shivered. Behind me, Martin chuckled, but the others made no sound. I imagined there were four pairs of eyes zeroed in on my pussy as Martin pushed the panties over my naked thighs and down past the stocking tops.

Once they encountered the smooth nylon of the stockings, they fell all the way to the floor under the impetus of gravity. I’d noticed they were damp and a little clingy against my bare thigh, so I didn’t need any confirmation that I was wet. I knew what they wanted, too, and shuffled my feet a little further apart as I stepped out of the discarded underwear. Martin’s hands slid from my thighs around onto my mound, and he started to rub my pussy, his fingers aligning with my slit. His index finger sank between my puffy outer lips, and the contact brought forth a much louder moan. As he pushed harder, his finger started to squelch in my juices. This time, I blushed harder.

“She’s ready to trot, hey, Martin?” Peter was being as crude as ever.

“More than ready.”

“You want the walls extended?” Either Steve was trying to prevent my blushes by allowing Martin to claim his prize in private. Either that, or he was trying to spare Martin his blushes. There again, just because he was suggesting the bedroom walls were pulled into place didn’t mean they wouldn’t all accompany me into the bedroom.

“Please.”

I heard the swish of the near-silent mechanism working, so I guessed Steve had operated the recessed button. At the same time, that told me we’d moved clear of the bed while I’d been blindfolded and playing blind man’s bluff. I guess my relief communicated itself through Martin’s touch. He was still toying with me but not letting me get close to the point of a climax.

“We did think about a different game of blind man’s bluff. One of us would be blindfolded, and you’d kiss them, then they’d have to guess if it was you. If so, they stripped an item of clothing off you.”

I shuddered. That game would have been a lot harder on me. For starters, since I was the only kisser involved, they couldn’t have got it wrong, not in a million years. That was when I realized that might have been an easier game for me—I wouldn’t have been blindfolded at all.

“Might have been interesting.”

One of his hands slid higher until he captured my left nipple. He pinched it, and my legs went weak. At the same time, his finger lower down stopped rubbing and thrust into me. Where earlier he’d been keeping me well away from the edge of an orgasm, now I was blindly, literally blindly, rushing toward that precipice.

“keep doing that, and I’ll cum.” I tried to keep my voice down to a breathy whisper, so only Martin could hear me. The chorus of chuckles told me I hadn’t managed to keep it quiet enough.

“Make her cum, Martin. Make her cum.” I’d half-expected the comment and fully expected any such comment to come from Peter. After all, he’d been the one who had not yet been allowed to touch me. Instead, the words came from Steve. I tried to shoot a hurt look in his direction, but with the sleep mask on, my look would be ineffectual at best. That brought another round of chuckles. At that moment, I knew they all wanted to watch as Martin used his expert fingers to bring me off. It was beyond humiliating, but there, again, nothing I hadn’t both expected and agreed to in advance. That damnable contract had spelled it out.

The movement of Martin’s finger lengthened, and his manipulation of my nipple became more forceful. Not that I was complaining. No, I was concentrating on trying to stay upright as the waves of pleasure threatened to burst over me. Within a minute, I was moaning, almost continuously, as the orgasm built deep inside me. I reached back and grabbed a hold of his shirt to give me some support, even though that opened up the whole of the front of my body for the other’s viewing pleasure. My legs were trembling, and I had to lock out my knees to stay upright. My hands tightened into fists, hanging onto his shirt as the orgasm burst on me. I think I screamed, and if not a scream, it was a far louder and more guttural moan than the earlier ones.

I stiffened, and if Martin hadn’t stopped his touches and instead concentrated on holding me upright, I’d have fallen. There was no way my legs could have held my weight. I leaned forward, letting go of Martin’s shirt and leaning my hands on my knees to hold myself as upright as possible as I gasped for air. The tremors of the climax still running through my body. I don’t think any of them said anything after witnessing that, and I certainly didn’t feel like talking. Or listening, for that matter.

After an interval that might have been seconds or a lot longer, I had no way of keeping track of time behind the blindfold. I felt Martin wrap one arm around my waist and grab my hand with his free one. He half-led and half-carried me over to the door into the bedroom. Well, I assumed that’s what it was. He turned me and urged me to sit. When I felt the soft give of the bed underneath me, I knew I’d been right. I also knew Martin was going to fuck me in the very near future. The whole game and the oral stimulation to orgasm had been designed to get me ready. Hell, from the way his iron-hard cock had felt as I brushed against it told me he was just as ready.

I didn’t hear him close the door behind us, but the fixtures in this place were pretty silent. I didn’t know if we were alone or if the other guys had followed us in to watch. I blushed at that thought, then concentrated on the moment as Martin lifted my legs and turned me so I was now fully on the bed. I didn’t need telling, so I scooted over to the middle of the bed and laid back. This time, I was naked, but I was just about in the same position as I’d been when they entered the room. The irony of that wasn’t lost on me.

I could hear the rustle of clothing and assumed that was from Martin undressing. After a minute or so, I felt the bed move underneath me as he, at least I assumed it was still Martin, joined me on the bed.

That mantra about willing participation was nagging at the back of my mind, so I steepled my legs as I let them drift apart. I knew from his position he would have a good view of my very wet slit as I opened myself up for him. If he wanted something other than missionary, he was going to have to tell me. Well, whichever one of them it was would have to tell me.

“Good girl.”

That was Martin’s voice, at least, and it seemed to come from above me as he positioned himself. All I could gauge anything from was the way the bed shifted underneath me and the feel of skin-on-skin contact as he got into the right position between my legs.

The next thing I felt was the head of his cock pressing against my entrance. I moaned and stiffened, then forced myself to relax as he pushed between my outer labia. He kept going, pushing deeper. Since I’d just cum on his finger, he knew how wet I was and that he didn’t need to give me time to adjust to the penetration. He continued to press forward, spearing into me as I shivered in anticipation. I strained my hearing, trying to find out if we had any kind of audience, but I couldn’t hear anything. If they were there, watching Martin fuck me, they were being silent.

I felt Martin’s balls knock against my thighs as he bottomed out. He didn’t pause at that point, just started to withdraw and then push back in. He established a rhythm that he liked. Hell, it was one I liked as I reached out to his hips with my hands. Blindly, of course, nobody had removed the sleep mask, nor had anyone told me I could. His head must have dipped because I suddenly felt his mouth on my left nipple, his teeth closing around the nub as he bit down gently. I writhed under him, and almost of their own volition, my hips started to rise to meet his thrusts. He grunted and sped up a little. My movements sped up, too, matching him as I clutched onto his body.

As the pace and ferocity of our sex increased, I could feel my core climbing toward a second orgasm. My pussy clamped down on the invading organ, and I heard him hiss his pleasure. He couldn’t say anything without letting go of the nipple he had between his teeth.

He duly let go of it and panted for a moment, then spoke. “Cum with me, baby. Cum with me.”

I tried to, I really did, not least because by then, I was ready to cum for a second time. However, all the build-up and anticipation had been too much for Martin to last longer. He stiffened, and I felt his cock swell inside me as he thrust hard home one last time. I actually felt the first spurt as his cum splashed out to coat my channel. I moaned, and that was in part in passion and in part at the loss of the chance to cum with him.

“You’re done, now it’s our turn.” Frank’s voice sounded both cold and, at the same time, loaded with lust. It was the first indication that he, and possibly the others, had been watching Martin fuck me like that. I colored up, blushing for all I was worth at that thought. He’d said us, so it wasn’t just him. There were others in the room, too. Undoubtedly, all of them. I whimpered but lay still, my legs splayed open as Martin slid out of me and then slithered off the end of the bed. Now he’d fucked me, was he going to stand and watch the next guy fuck me? Since Martin had just cream-pied me, it must look an erotic sight up between my legs, but not necessarily an appealing one.

Nobody said anything else, but I felt the bed move on both sides of me as two guys climbed on, one from each side. Two pairs of hands grasped me, lifted me, and simply rotated me. I put my arms out and braced myself as they manipulated me into the position they wanted. It appeared I wouldn’t get a rest or be given clean-up time. No, they wanted me doggy style. Since there were two of them, then I had to assume one was going to fuck me while the other one took my mouth.

“Stay still, sweetie.” Frank’s voice rang from behind me, and I could do nothing other than assume he was the one who would be fucking me from behind. Sure enough, a couple of moments later, I felt my second cock of the day press against my opening. Even as he split my outer labia and pressed into the messy opening Martin had left behind, I felt a hand grasp the top of my head and twist me to face to that side.

“Open wide.” I didn’t need to be told what to do, so I suspect Steve was simply telling me it was him who was going to get my mouth. I shivered as a process of elimination told me the last pair to fuck me would be David and Peter, the two most forceful of the directors.

Before I could think too much about that, let alone about those two watching what was happening on the bed, Frank pushed deep inside me. With my own lubrication as well as Martin’s deposit, there was zero resistance to his thrust. I let my lower jaw sag down, and Steve simply pulled my head into the position he wanted and pushed into my mouth. His maleness assaulted my nose, and I had to force myself not to gag. Oh, he was clean enough, but he was big and hard in my mouth. There again, Frank had been hard, too. After all, they’d all, apart from Peter, had their turn at stripping me, and then they’d all watched the live fuck session as Martin took me. I couldn’t moan around the obstruction in my mouth, but I wanted to as my own passion reignited.

The two men buffed me between them as they fucked me. My hips jolted forward with every thrust from Frank. My head rocked back, taking my body along for the ride as Steve thrust into my mouth. Most of the time, they were reasonably in sync, one going in as the other pulled out and vice versa. However, they weren’t perfectly in time with each other, so on occasion, I felt compressed as they both thrust in at the same time and stretched out as they both pulled out. The feeling wasn’t comfortable by any measure, but at the same time, it was hot. I could feel my body reclaiming the ground it had lost when Martin didn’t quite bring me off. I hadn’t been left hanging, but my core really didn’t want to be that close again without getting off.

I sucked hard whenever I could on Steve, but he was fucking my mouth rather than letting me blow him. Given I had Steve in my mouth, it was hard to thrust back against Frank, but I tried.

Frank decided I needed some encouragement because he started to smack my butt in time with his thrusts. Not hard, and they didn’t hurt, although they did sting a little. Steve grunted and then tapped my cheek, getting me to look up at him. He grinned down at me and started pumping harder. He was getting close to blowing. Behind me, Frank seemed content to continue, although now, his spanks were happening in counter time to his thrusts. Thrust, pull out, spank, push in. It didn’t take any kind of genius to know he wanted me to thrust back at him just as he powered forward. My only problem with that was keeping Steve happy on the other end.

Sensing both men were getting close, I started to thrust as hard as I could without dislodging Steve. Almost without warning, my orgasm hit in mid-thrust. I tried to scream around Steve’s cock in my mouth as my body stiffened and shook. Wave after wave passed through me, and I could sense how my pussy muscles had tightened around Frank’s cock. At least my mouth didn’t close reflexively. If it had, I might have left teeth marks on Steve’s cock. That would have been hard to explain to Alison the next time I saw her.

The end came suddenly, as Frank unloaded inside me a minute before Steve flooded my mouth with his goo. I choked and gagged a little, and Steve wisely pulled out, leaving a snail’s trail of spunk down my chin. I could feel the wetness even if I couldn’t see anything.

“Out of the way, boys. It’s our turn now.”

I shuddered at the veiled menace in Peter’s voice. He had to be the most impatient of all of them. After all, he had been the one to miss out on participation in the stripping game. On top of that, the others had ignored his suggestions. He had to be rock-hard and frustrated. I could hear the echoes of that frustration in his voice. I didn’t think he’d really hurt me, but still…

My body was still shaking and faintly convulsing as I felt the bed move as the men traded places. Someone got hold of my ankles and simply pulled my legs straight. That dumped me down onto my stomach. He didn’t let go of my ankle either, and a moment later, I felt someone else grab my other ankle. My legs were pulled unceremoniously apart. They weren’t being rough, just forceful enough to get me into the position they wanted.

I knew it was Peter and David, and they had a penchant for restraints. That proved to be the case as something soft wrapped itself around my ankles on both sides. As they let go, I tried to draw my legs together, but I couldn’t. Yep, they’d tied my feet to the corners of the bed.

I whimpered and then felt a hand stroke my face. “Don’t panic, they’re soft enough not to mark, and they have quick-release buttons, too. We’re not going to hurt you.” Peter chuckled. “Much. And we’re certainly not going to mark you.” His chuckle turned into a full-throated laugh. “Even if Frank has left your ass a delectable shade of scarlet.”

He ran his hand over my ass as he spoke, and I could feel the heat for myself. I let out a whimper and then sensed movement near my head.

“Lift up, Denise.”

I did as David asked, and he seemed to slide himself into a position right in front of me, with his legs splaying out to the sides. As if to confirm this, although it was probably an accident, his hard cock bumped against the tip of my nose. He laughed. “Sorry about that. Now be a good girl and open wide.”

I swallowed hard, still tasting Steve’s spunk in my mouth. Then I did as he asked, and David pushed his cock straight past my teeth. This was a different angle of attack and didn’t place any strain on my neck. That was good because I was starting to ache from the blow job, or should that be face-fucking I’d had with Steve.

There was no preamble, no foreplay. He just started twisting and flexing, so his cock moved in and out of my mouth.

Slap!

I jerked under the impact of Peter’s hand as he slapped my butt much harder than Frank had done.

“Don’t forget me, sweetheart. Now, just tilt your pelvis a little.”

I did as he asked and felt Peter move between my legs. His cock nudged against my opening, and he thrust forward. There was so much inside me, there was absolutely no resistance now, and he slid in right to the hilt. At the very same moment, David seemed to lift himself up and slam his cock into my mouth, so it nudged against the top of my throat. The two men held still for a couple of seconds as I struggled to adjust to the dual invasion and take control of my breathing.

Thankfully, they slid out again, but that was little in the way of respite as they repeated the maneuver. This time, I gagged. I couldn’t help it. David groaned above my head, so clearly enjoying the sensation of me gagging around his cock with it lodged into the top of my throat. The angle was wrong for him to go deeper, so at least I could manage to breathe through my nose.

Peter built up a rhythm, and once more, I found myself in that strange buffeted situation I’d only experienced for the first time a few minutes ago. If anything, it was hotter, and my arousal mounted quickly, much quicker than last time.

The orgasm this time around wasn’t as much of a surprise to me, but it definitely was to the two men. Peter slowed and stopped, allowing my body to shake around his cock. My pussy was spasming and squeezing him, and he was savoring that feeling. David, on the other hand, had pulled out of my mouth. That was a good job because, this time, my teeth snapped shut.

Slap!

“Ow.”

“That’s for trying to bite my colleague’s cock off.”

I wanted to glare at him, but there was no point with the mask still in place. In any case, David had grabbed hold of the two sides of my face and was pushing the tip of his cock against my lips. I guess he was eager to get back inside. How eager became obvious a moment later.

As I opened my mouth, David thrust all the way inside and then sat still, holding my face so I couldn’t move. He came in great spurts that coated the inside of his mouth. He must have been close to the point of no return, just as my orgasm expelled him from my mouth.

Peter continued to thrust from behind me. I tried to pitch and roll my hips in time with him, but with my legs tied down, that was hard. David couldn’t escape from in front of me, and I clung to his legs as Peter’s fucking continued to buffet me. It didn’t take that long, but it felt like a lot longer before Peter tensed and stiffened and then unloaded deep inside me.

I groaned and flopped down onto the bed, releasing the unfortunate man I’d been gripping. I worked my jaw to try to dispel the taste of the mixture of David’s and Steve’s cum that still coated my mouth. I really wanted to rinse and spit, but I was still tied to the bed by my feet.

Someone leaned in close to the bottom of the bed, and I felt the restraint on my right foot loosen and fall away. A moment or so later, the same thing happened to my left foot. It couldn’t have been Peter or David. They were both still sprawled on the bed with me. Eventually, they slid clear and rose to their feet, or at least got off the bed.

The gangbang, or should I say the first gangbang was clearly over. I could hear them all milling around and the rustle of clothing. I couldn’t even summon up the energy to ask if I could remove the mask now.

A couple of minutes or so later, someone sat down on the side of the bed, and I felt a hand gently stroke the side of my face.

“You okay, Denise?” It was Steve’s voice.

“I guess.”

“You did well, sweetheart, really well.”

Since it was my very first gangbang I wasn’t sure if I should take that as a compliment, especially from one of the other participants.

“Now, you’ve got about forty-five minutes or so to get yourself clean and fresh. Then, join us out on the terrace for lunch.

“Like this?” It was a valid question, but it came out as a squeak.

“No, sweetheart, not like this. Put some nice clean, maybe white, lingerie on, and then put one of those nice summer dresses over the top. Frank and Martin are cooking lunch, and they’re both excellent cooks. Dinner should be amazing.

He leaned closer, brushing the hair from the side of my face. “Don’t worry, no high jinks, and nothing sexual during lunch or out on the terrace. We’ll let you recover… first.”

I really wanted to glare at him, but the idea of a shower and the chance to remove this damnable sleep mask was too powerful a draw.

“See you in forty-five minutes, sweet cheeks.”


Chapter 5

During the sex, or should I say gangbang, I hadn’t felt sore at all. Given three men had fucked me, one after the other, not exactly non-stop but almost, I thought I would be. My jaw ached from blowing two men one after the other, but not more than that. As someone, I assume Steve, shut the bedroom door, I tore off the sleep mask and blinked at the sudden intrusion of light. One look at the mess drooling from my pussy told me it wasn’t just me that needed a cleanup. The bed was soaked through, especially where Peter had fucked me right at the end. It was a disgusting mess.

Almost on cue, there was a light tap on the bedroom door.

“Don’t worry about the bed. Peter will change it while you’re in the shower.” Steve chuckled, and I guess they’d just played roshambo or something in order to see who had that dubious privilege. Steve thought it was funny it was Peter who’d lost that particular contest. Damn! Why did these guys have to make everything a competition? Still, at least it meant I didn’t have to do that task, even if someone else changing the bed was a tad embarrassing.

Swinging my legs out of the bed, trying not to catch too much of the goo on my stocking-clad legs. Fuck! Even after the gangbang I was still wearing my stockings and heels! I hadn’t even realized that was the case. In fact, as I looked down, I could see the garter belt still around my waist, too. These guys were seriously kinky!

As soon as I stood up, I felt my pussy release a glob of goo which rolled down my leg. I shivered at the feel of it but put my best foot forward and moved through into the bathroom. That shower called, I needed to wash off the sweat, and lower down, a lot more yucky stuff than good clean sweat. Pulling off the stockings revealed something else. The goo dripping out of my slit had rolled so far down my legs that it had soaked into the tops of the stockings. That made them slimy and clingy as I slid them off. I shuddered at the contact, but at least, since I was about to shower, those snail trails wouldn’t pollute my skin for long.

In a hurry, I can shower in less than five minutes unless my hair needed extra attention. Today, it wasn’t my hair that needed the attention, and it took over ten minutes to make sure I was as clean as possible all over, especially down there. By the time I’d toweled my body dry and then made a passable attempt to dry my hair, it had to have been closer to half an hour since I’d left the bedroom. Making sure I had a dry towel wrapped around me for modesty, I stepped through into the bedroom.

I wasn’t sure why I bothered with the modesty thing. After all, every one of them would have been within the terms of the contract to simply tell me to lose the towel. Thankfully, though, the bedroom was empty. Peter had done his job while I was in the bathroom, a clean set of bed linen had been fitted, and there wasn’t a crease in sight.

I had to hustle. I only had fifteen minutes to sort out my hair and makeup, choose what to wear, and get dressed. Nowhere near enough time to get everything done. I’d spent far too long in the bathroom. Being fashionably late was not an option. I extended the lingerie and dress rails, and my hands flew along as I made my selections. Given they wanted a summer dress, and all those on the rail had spaghetti straps, I grabbed a white strapless bra. It wasn’t quite as lacy as the black set, but it would show a hint of areola through the design. The matching panties were high cut on the legs, and rather than add a garter belt, I went with hold-up stockings. Almost as an afterthought, I added a nice lace half-slip. The dress was also mainly white but with a print pattern of large purple flowers. That was a nod toward Steve because I knew he liked purple. Or rather, he liked to undress me out of something purple. Each to their own, I guess.

Putting the underwear on took seconds, and I pulled on a pair of white sandals and then sat down to sort out my hair. Makeup would have to be confined to just a dash of lippy and a hint of blusher. I didn’t have time to do my eyes or be more sophisticated. My hair was going to have to be down, too. I had time to thoroughly brush it, but not enough time to run the high-end straighteners thoughtfully provided.

There was a polite tap on the door. “Two minutes.”

“Thank you.” I’d expected it to be Steve calling me. The fact it was David was a surprise. Still, it was a way of reminding me they were all there. Quite a subtle way, really. Pulling the dress on over my head, I gave my appearance a quick once over and knew it would have to do. You can’t give a woman only three-quarters of an hour to get ready and expect the sophisticated woman about town look. I’d need at least twice as long, and that’s without the extra time I’d needed to clean out my pussy. Speaking of which, the soreness after the event had gone now, the warm water of the shower soothing it away. My jaw had relaxed, so that didn’t ache anymore. I might be dressed sexier than I’d have liked and definitely less sophisticated than I’d have wanted, but I was ready to face my husband’s bosses once more. Thoughts of Justin brought a momentary pang of guilt, but it wasn’t like I was doing this behind his back.

Opening the door, I walked through just in time to see Frank carrying a large platter of Canadian steaks out to the terrace.  Martin was following him, carrying a plate piled high with buns. Steve waved to me through the window from the seating in the shady part of the terrace. I could see everything was set for lunch, condiments surrounding a huge bowl of Salad. It appeared these guys knew how to eat and eat well. Nor did they always go for the catered or five-star dining experience. On cue, my stomach rumbled.

* * * *

I hated to admit it, but I relaxed over lunch. These guys were clearly comfortable with each other. I don’t just mean in the context of gangbanging their current favorite—me. No, I mean genuinely comfortable. The conversation topics during lunch covered a whole range of subjects. Even when they were talking shop, they tried to involve me in the conversation. If things got too technical, then they adroitly changed the subject to something I could contribute to. They were masters at the game, and even if some of the jokes verged on the ribald, they kept me laughing along, too.

Finally, though, lunch wound down, and I assumed it was my duty to clean up. I started to reach to gather the plates, but Steve put his hand out and gently stopped me.

“Frank and Martin cooked, so it’s down to Peter and David to clear up.”

“Oh, I see.” I smiled at Frank and then tried to include Martin within range of it. “Thank you for a lovely meal. Those steaks were superb.”

Frank shrugged. “I’m glad you enjoyed them. I kind of have an addition to Canadian steaks, so when it’s my turn in the kitchen, it’s what I tend to cook. Luckily for you, it’s someone else’s turn later. Although knowing Steve, it’ll be catered and delivered.”

“Seeing as those two cooked and these two are on clean up, what does that leave you to do?” I blushed a little, knowing I already knew the answer to that question. They’d all had recovery time, so one of them to attend to me was almost a given.

“You.” Steve just grinned as my blush deepened. The others found my reaction hysterically funny.

I swallowed hard, imagining all kinds of scenarios that involved Steve getting me naked and then fucking me in front of his colleagues. After all, I’d only blown him earlier. He had to want more than that.

He reached for and took my hand, guiding me to stand. We turned and headed for the open door. I could feel four pairs of eyes boring into my butt as I walked. I thought about trying to put a bit extra into my walk, just for their benefit, but by the time I’d decided to do that, we were already inside, and they couldn’t see.

I was surprised when Steve led me across the room and past the couches. I was even more surprised when he led me into the bedroom and then closed the door behind me. I sat on the side of the bed, and Steve smiled as he sat down beside me.

“Denise, relax, okay?”

“Easier to say than do.”

“Look, let me spell out something for you.”

“Okay…?”

“We all like what happened this morning. You were magnificent. I hope you enjoyed it too. You certainly seemed to, at least on the physical level.”

My blush fired up again, and I realized I could do nothing other than nod my agreement. Having cum three times before lunch, I could hardly deny my body had enjoyed it.

“I guess you assumed that after lunch, you’d get ravaged by all of us again?”

Once more, I nodded, knowing my eyes were as wide as saucers.

“It’s not how it works. Never has been, never will be. Yes, over these three days, you’re going to find yourself in demand. However, while there might be a little bit more group action, it’s not all of the time. As directors, we all have responsibilities. We play hard because we work damned hard. While I’m in here with you, Peter and Daivnd will load the dishwasher and then retreat out onto the terrace to join the other two. Frank and Martin will already have their laptops out and be dealing with e-mails. Once they’re all caught up, they’ll probably be brainstorming strategies or talking through other business decisions. Once we’re done in here, I’ll be joining them in that.”

“Oh, I see.”

“I suggest you consider putting on a bikini and jumping in the hot tub then, and when one of the others fancies some action, he’ll come and fetch you. That’s likely to be the pattern for the afternoon until dinner.”

“And after dinner?”

I had to ask the question, even though I was pretty sure of the answer.

“Then it’ll be time for us to relax and for you to, let’s say, entertain us.”

I shuddered, and Steve took my hand. “Don’t worry, even after the entertainment, it won’t be another gangbang. Not twice in one day. We wouldn’t do that to you. Don’t want to wear you out. In any case, some of us, me included, need to go home for the night. I don’t think this bed is big enough for five snoring elephants and an elegant gazelle.”

I couldn’t help it. I giggled at the image Steve had just planted in my mind. That was just too delicious, even if it did involve way too many legs. No, I wasn’t happy about being, as he put it, the entertainment, but at least I wouldn’t have five randy men all after a piece of me all through the night.

I looked at him. “As my appointed mentor, is that why you’re the one in here with me?”

He looked a little sheepish. But nodded. Then he chuckled. “Just remember one thing.” He leaned in and kissed my cheek. “Peter was Alison’s mentor.”

I gasped and stared at him in horror. Given how dominant Peter tended to behave and his penchant for restraints, something David shared, I could only wonder how that conversation had progressed.

“For private information, yes, you’re probably not far off the mark. Alison was tied to the four corners of the bed, stark naked, while he tickled her nipples with a feather while he was telling her this.”

I shuddered again, unable to stop myself from reacting to that thought. I could picture Steve’s petite wife like that, even though I’d never actually seen her naked. I could imagine Peter talking to her as he circled the tip of her nipple with the soft, teasing brush of a feather.

“I didn’t think you were supposed to tell your partner…”

Steve shrugged. “You’re not supposed to say much, but remember, I’ve worked with Peter for a long time, and there were two other women in between Alison and you. They didn’t work out, or their husbands didn’t. Peter told me what he’d done to my wife as a suggestion of how to treat them.  When he realized I wouldn’t do that, he didn’t give me that suggestion for you. David gave a different one.”

“Oh?”

Steve grinned. “Rub you to a frenzy through your clothing, then rip your panties off and use them as a gag before I said anything. The fact they haven’t heard any screams or muffled screams of passion tells them I didn’t do that.”

I forced a smile. “Thank you for that.”

He shrugged. “There would have been no malice in it. We all want to enjoy this interlude, but we also want to make sure you do, too.”

“Being gagged with my own underwear isn’t something I think I’d enjoy.”

“Possibly not, but being gagged with your wet underwear because you just came in them is something you probably should try. Something I expect you’ll be trying it before the three days are over.”

I shivered again, knowing David and Peter, one or other or even both of them, would be doing something very like that before the time was up. I doubted I’d get any say in the matter. My hands would probably be cuffed or otherwise restrained at the time.

“Look, Denise, Alison was always at her most kittenish, her most demanding when she came home from a session with Peter or David. Yes, I used the calendar app to track who was with my wife. Just as Justin does. You have got to learn to relax and go with the flow. Okay?”

I took a deep breath. “Okay.”

“Good, now I think there’s something I want.”

“Oh, and what might that be?”

I was giggling as he simply leaned closer, placed one hand on my shoulder, and pushed me back onto the bed.


Chapter 6

Even as I bounced slightly on the bed, Steve’s face was closing on mine. His lips met mine in a gentle caress. I closed my eyes and relaxed further, letting my body settle back as he deepened the kiss. His lips parted, his tongue flicked out, and I opened my own mouth to accommodate his tongue. One of his arms went around the back of my head, his hand keeping my head turned toward him. His other hand dropped to my thigh, stroking softly over the top of the stocking.

Without breaking the kiss, he shifted his body, getting closer to me and more over me than beside me. That allowed him to move his arm from above my head and bring his hand around to cup my breast. I hissed at the contact, arching my back to press a little more of my breast flesh into his palm. My nipples were hardening inside the bra, while lower down, I was starting to feel hot and a little puffy. His hand remained on the stocking-covered part of my leg, not sliding higher, but not still either.

After a few more moments of making out like that, he broke the kiss and lifted up. As my eyes opened, I could see he was looking down at my body, watching what his hands were doing. He dragged his gaze up past his hand on my breast, then looked me full in the face.

“I think you should lose the dress before it gets too creased or too sweaty.”

I swallowed hard and then smiled at him. “You want to take it off me, or…?” I left the last bit unsaid.

“Please take it off, yourself. Slowly.” He chuckled. “Get a little practice in for after dinner.”

I glared at him. “That was a mood-killing comment if ever there was one.” I pushed myself up onto my elbows and, from there, back into a sitting position. Steve remained sprawled on the bed, but he brought one hand up for his fingers to trace a soft, serpentine path down from my neck to the top of the back of the dress. I shuddered under the contact as his fingers tickled my exposed skin.

“I can think of a way to make it up to you.”

“You can?” I was being arch, and he knew it.

“Lose the dress first, and I’ll show you exactly what I mean.”

I rose to my feet, took two steps away, and then turned and faced him once more. My back was to the bedroom door, and I’d made sure it was still closed. If any of them decided to watch, there wasn’t anything I could do about it, but still, there was reassurance in the fact the door remained shut.

The dress didn’t have a zip or anything. It just went on and off over your head. I couldn’t think of a way to do that in a particularly sexy way. I could either face him and strip it off or be coquettish and turn my back before lifting it up and over my head. Given the raunchy events of the morning, there didn’t seem any point in being coy.

I smiled as I bent forward a little, far enough that my hands could gather the hem of the dress. As I straightened up, the dress rose, exposing more of my thighs. It wasn’t particularly short, but as I continued to raise my hands, the tops of my stockings came into view. I watched Steve’s face, seeing he was concentrating on each inch of revelation as it happened. He licked his lips as bare thigh appeared above the tops of the stockings. I had a pretty good idea of what he was planning. Given what he’d said to me about making up for his accidental buzz killer, that only reinforced my opinion. I tried not to shiver and continued to draw the dress higher and higher. I watched his expression closely, seeing him break into a smile the moment the front of my panties came into view. Although they were lace, they weren’t anything like as see-through as the black ones this morning. I’m not sure if I saw the flash of disappointment cross his face or if that had been my imagination. In any case, I continued lifting the dress before letting go with one hand and then crossing my arms to be able to pull the dress clear.

As the dress cleared my breasts, I lost sight of Steve as the bottom of my dress covered my face. I kept pulling, knowing I was vulnerable for a moment. However, Steve stayed right where he was, watching me as the dress finally cleared the top of my head, and I slid it up my arms and off. The half-slip dropped back into place from where it had been rucked up around my waist.

“Nice choices.”

I deliberately gave him a little curtsey. That must have looked ridiculous, given I didn’t have anything other than the half-slip to entwine my fingers in.

Steve laughed, then motioned for me to move closer. I guess the time for the tease was over.

He circled my waist with one arm, then leaned backward, dragging me with him. I ended up on top of him and, for balance, had to shift my legs to either side of his. Straddling him like that exposed my butt to his hands. One of them immediately grabbed an ass cheek and started rubbing it. I shuddered as my own arousal started to rise once more. His free hand searched for and found the catch on my strapless bra. I knew it wouldn’t take him long, but in very short order, the cups loosened around my breast, a sure telltale he’d undone it. If I lifted up, the bra would stay put, sliding off me so I was topless.

Steve lifted his head for a kiss, and I closed my eyes as the kiss deepened. As his tongue teased at my lips, I playfully kept mine shut until he did it again. This time I opened wide and sucked hungrily on his tongue.

The kiss was simply a distraction, designed to get me to close my eyes. Once I wasn’t watching, Steve simply rolled over, putting me underneath him. As I gasped in surprise, his hand snaked between us to grab the bra and pull it down. The loosened garment slid down onto my stomach and, from there, all the way off. He tossed it behind us, and I heard it hit the wall with a soft, slithering thud.

He lowered his mouth to kiss my neck just underneath and to the side of my chin. It was one of those special points, and I moaned as I tilted my head to give him room to plunder the erogenous zone right there. His hand, having disposed of my bra, now cupped my breast, squeezing my hardened nipple back into the soft flesh surrounding it. The hand he’d originally had on my butt was now on my hip and working its way around to the front.

Tilting my head back further, I moaned as his lips slid lower. I thought he was going for my breasts, but Steve had a different target. Since our position had been me straddling him, when he rolled us over, my legs were far apart, with my knees steepled. He was between them, and he had no intention of relinquishing that advantage. He bypassed my breasts with his mouth, working his way down over my stomach as he slid off the side of the bed. Before I was absolutely certain of his intention, he was already there. His lips planted a firm kiss on my thigh as he scrabbled the half-slip out of the way. Then without pausing, his lips found my pussy through my panties, and he planted another kiss on my lace-covered slit.

I panted for air and writhed underneath him, but his position, with his weight still on top of my lower body, stopped me from escaping the onslaught. Within seconds, I wouldn’t have tried to escape. Steve was, as he’d proved before, amazing with his mouth. I was shuddering and softly moaning as he ground his face into my crotch. His lips were never still, working all over the front of my panties. Now nuzzling at my slit, now seeking my clit, and sometimes even working lower as if he was searching for my ass. His hands rose to the inside of my thighs, pushing my legs further apart. Now he could fully access my tender thighs, and he rained kisses down all over the soft, delicate flesh.

I groaned, a much louder sound this time, my passions rising toward an inevitable peak. Steve was taking me there, and there was nothing I wanted to do to stop it. Nothing I could do. Now he had my legs where he wanted them. His hands slid up my body. Following the indentation of my waist, they slid in and up, his fingers forming almost into claws as he searched for and found my breasts. HE cupped and squeezed them, squashing my nipples against his palms, but he didn’t stay still. That contact dragged my nipples around, stimulating them as I started to moan again and again. His mouth returned to its prize, rubbing and chewing at and teasing the front of my panties right above my slit.

My psyche couldn’t take it, and the orgasm bubbled up, bursting over me like a wave. I wasn’t sure if the other guys out on the terrace would have heard me, but in that moment, I didn’t fucking care. I wanted the reward Steve had promised me. Wanted what he’d promised and had just delivered.

I sank back onto the bed spent, my chest heaving as I gulped in air.

Steve chuckled, but he wasn’t done. After all, he had yet to climax himself. His hands slid back down my body, gathered the waistband of the half-slip, and pulled. Seconds later, that was flying through the air to land in the general vicinity of my bra. His hands returned to my waist, this time entangling in the waistband of my last piece of underwear.

The soaked panties slid down, and I lifted my feet to the edge of the bed to lever my butt off the bed to allow him to draw them off. I expected them, too, to join the rest of my discarded clothing. Steve had a gleam in his eye. I didn’t make the connection between our earlier conversation and the fact he still had my damp, no, wet underwear in his hand.

He pressed them under my nose, the smell of my arousal, my climax filling my nostrils.

“Open up, sweetheart. Open up.”

I whimpered and tried to shake my head, but Steve simply brought his free hand up in front of my face and mimed squeezing my nose shut. If he’d done that, I’d have been forced to open my mouth to breathe. Steve was at least letting me make the choice to do it for myself. Given I was desperate for air at that moment, there was no point in resisting. I let my lips part, my teeth slowly open, and as quick as a flash, Steve pushed the disgusting garment into my mouth.

He pushed and prodded until virtually the whole garment was inside, and as I gagged on the taste of my own juices, he simply brought a finger up underneath my chin and pushed my mouth closed. It was a horrendous feeling, something I’d never felt before. Oddly, though, it was making me hot again. I’d only just cum, but I was heading back to the same clouds.

“Keep them there.”

Up to press, Steve hadn’t been commanding with me, but this time, his words were clearly an order. I swallowed, taking down even more of my own taste, but forced a nod. My saliva was soaking into the panties, releasing even more of my liquor into my mouth. It might be diluted with my saliva, but the taste was still there.

Taking his eyes off my face, Steve lowered his head back to what was now exposed territory. I bucked against him as his mouth made contact with my slit. This time, there was nothing in the way, nothing between him and his prize. My head rolled from side to side as he continued to torment me. Sometimes he just kissed it, sometimes thrust his tongue as far inside as he could go, and sometimes he isolated my clit and circled it with his tongue. His hands weren’t idle either. He used the fingers of one hand to pry me open while his other hand teased my nipples. This time, his fingers were working directly on my nipples, tweaking, pinching, and pulling them for all they were worth.

Such treatment, even with the improvised gag, was devastating in the speed with which it drove me up and then over the cliff. I tried to scream as my orgasm hit, but the panties were too effective a gag for much noise to escape my mouth.

I don’t think I blacked out, but when I was finally compos mentis, Steve had removed the panties from my mouth and was gently massaging my jaw.

“See, I told you you’d enjoy the experience.”

“Bastard.” There was no real feeling in my epithet, and Steve laughed as he slid his naked body between my legs, his hands grasping my calves and lifting my legs up past the horizontal.

Wait! Naked? When had he stripped? I guess maybe I had blacked out for a moment. Long enough for Steve to prepare himself for what he was now about to do. The kinky bastard hadn’t even let me take my stockings and sandals off! Not that such a thing had been unusual over the last few weeks. They all seemed to enjoy that particular kink.

By the time Steve had me positioned how he wanted me, he had my legs vertical and splayed out to the sides. He held my ankles there as he stared down at my conveniently tilted pelvis. He moved closer, and I felt the tip of his cock press against my thigh and then slide across my naked skin until it bumped against my mound a couple of inches above my entrance. He tried again, with a similar result. It was clear he needed a hand to gain entry, so I slipped my hand down over my body and between my legs. As my fingers wrapped around his dick, I deliberately squeezed it until he gasped. I grinned up into his face.

“Why, thank you, Denise. Some help is definitely appreciated.”

“Anything for you, lover boy.” My answering quip made him chuckle, and I pulled him forward, positioning his end by feel as much as anything else against my slit. He pushed forward as I let go, parting my outer labia as I arched my back. A moment later, he speared into me, driving all the way home in a single thrust. I grunted at the feeling, not so much painful as a little uncomfortable.

Steve was deep. The position rotated my hips and my pelvis so he could penetrate that far. As he thrust again, I grunted once more, and my pelvis jerked as I tried to react to him. As he set a regular rhythm, I lowered my hands to the bed and flattened my palms against the bedding, giving me more support. Steve held onto my legs, keeping them vertical and spread apart. He thrust harder, his balls bouncing against my soft flesh as he continued to thrust his full length into me. I’d already been wet after the earlier ministrations, so that wetness squelched every time he speared into me. I blushed a little at the noises, even though I knew they were normal.

My own passion levels rose and rose as he continued to fuck me. The position was awkward and a little rough on my back, but that little bit of extra depth made it all the better for me. I could feel the orgasm building inside me once more, and the mewling sounds leaving my lips clued Steve in, too. He wasn’t a talker, so he continued on in complete silence, broken only by the occasional grunt and gasp.

It didn’t take him long, but I felt him speed up. His impending orgasm was the trigger I needed to cum myself, and my orgasm overwhelmed both of us. He might have lasted longer if I hadn’t cum, but mine triggered his. He slammed into my throbbing, grasping pussy, and I felt him unload even as my body was still convulsing with my own climax.

After several seconds, he withdrew from my sopping-wet channel, and then he slowly lowered my legs. For a moment, I thought he was just going to drop them, but he didn’t. He lowered them a little bit at a time until they were horizontal. He continued the movement, stooping as he brought my feet to the floor. I blushed as I realized his bending like that had brought his face close to my messy slit, where I could feel our mingled juices leaking out onto my thighs.

“Thank you.”

“Thank me for what? For putting your feet on the floor, or the fuck?”

I glared at him. “The former.”

“It was nothing.” He nodded toward the bathroom door. “I think we both need a shower. I suggest you first.”

“Oh, I thought you were going to suggest both together?” My comment was deliberately arch, and Steve chuckled.

“Nah, sweetheart. It’ll give me time to change the sheets.”

“Oh.” It appeared none of them expected me to change the bed after I’d been fucked. This morning it had been Peter after the gangbang. This time, Steve was clearing up after himself. It was a consideration I hadn’t had to worry about before. It struck me then what the difference was between normal days in the condo and this time. This time, they were all here, and they weren’t prepared to share the mess. It made sense under these circumstances. I wondered how many sets of bedding were going to be changed today. I also wondered who actually did the laundry. I giggled at the thought of Steve taking the dirty sheets home to my friend his wife, Alison.

Steve noticed my look and raised an eyebrow but said nothing. In any case, if he’d asked what I’d suddenly found amusing, I wouldn’t have told him. I knew they were both tasked to mentor me, but I didn’t think washing the sheets after her husband had fucked me on them was even close to part of the mentoring process.


Chapter 7

Finding myself with the rest of the afternoon free had been a surprise. Since they’d already said the gangbang had been a one-time thing, at least on this visit to the condo, I’d expected them to come to me, or should that be for me, one at a time with only short gaps in between. Instead, after Steve had let me shower and then took a shower himself while I looked after myself, I was free until close to dinner time. That wasn’t what Steve had said, but I guess they all found something work-related that was important enough.

It wasn’t really free time. No, they were ordering in an early dinner, and they wanted me dressed up for it. Dressed to thrill. The whole works. Hair in a sophisticated updo with bangs, my face made up, my lips glossed, and a very sexy dress. It went without saying the underwear under the dress had to be really sexy, too. Lace, and barely there as well as the obvious, coordinated. I’d worn black to start the day and then white, which I gather had been Steve’s idea. I think he had a bit of a kink about white, almost bridal underwear. This time around, I’d been told to go with pastel-colored lingerie but go the whole hog, a full slip, as well as bra, panties, and garter belt. The stockings were to be white, but the underwear was pastel. Looking along the rail, I had choices, something I wasn’t sure I should have expected. There was a baby blue set and a pink set. Both had the requisite full slip to match. The blue, though, the slip was thinner, lacier, and generally sexier. That meant I’d pick the blue. In any case, when I held up the pink lingerie in front of me in the bathroom mirror, the outfit looked a bit washed out. I wasn’t going to present myself in something insipid.

In any case, why would they be specifying my underwear if they weren’t going to see it? Whatever happened after dinner, or, hell, during dinner, the dress would be coming off, followed by the rest of the outfit. I didn’t fancy eating in the nude surrounded by five fully dressed men, but if it came down to it, I’d have to do it. I choked back a giggle. I’d just assumed they’d be fully dressed. I didn’t actually know I wouldn’t be surrounded by five bobbing erect cocks while I tried to eat.

From what Steve had said, that was an unlikely situation. Seeing as they were all highly competitive animals, I was certain the more likely scenario had them competing for each item of my clothing after dinner, not during. In one respect, the idea of that competition was better than the other possibility. That was more horrifying. I wasn’t a stripper, and I’d never harbored the fantasy of being one. Alison had let more slip in our couple of meetings where we’d been able to talk than she’d realized. She’d been required to do a striptease for the group when she’d been in my position. I knew that was probably on the cards, but I wanted to put that off for as long as possible.

Having decided on the blue underwear, it was time to work my way along the other rail and find a dress to wear over the top. They’d specified long and sexy, and there were several dresses that met that criteria. The problem was matching the color of the dress to the color of the underwear. At the same time, I couldn’t wear any of the backless dresses or the deep plunge front dresses because of the specified underwear. It would spoil the look if large swatches of the slip were visible through the openings of the dress. That left me with a choice of two in the end. A long black one that swept the floor, even while I was wearing heels. What made it sexy was the long side split all the way up onto my thigh. It would show the bottom portion of the slip and a bit of my stocking top, but only while I was walking. Still, it was black and wasn’t a perfect match to the baby blue. That left the navy dress. Although this was a little shorter, it still qualified as a long dress. What made it sexy, though, was the way the skirt was cut in a fringe. Some cuts were only a few inches, no higher than my knees. However, every third cut ran a good twelve inches above my knee. Every movement would reveal my slip through the dress. When I sat down in it, many of those slits would open out, exposing the underlayer. Some of the slits were even longer, running almost as high as the tops of my legs. There were four of those extremely long ones. Two on the front of my legs and two at the back. Without a slip, I’d be showing a hell of a lot of leg.

Given the requirement for the evening, the dress was perfect. The top was quite modest, not showing too much cleavage and, importantly, not showing off the lace of the slip.

Slipping off the robe I’d been wearing since my shower, I quickly put on the underwear, including the slip, as that had to go on over my head. Then, I sat down at the dressing table to sort out my hair. Given the style they’d specified, I needed a lot of time to get that right. As I worked on my hair, realization dawned, and I blushed bright red. They’d specified this hair updo because it was an exact match of how I’d done my hair for the last company Xmas party. These bastards knew exactly what they doing. Just as they had the night of the Xmas party, making their selection of their next plaything.

I mumbled an expletive and then took a deep breath before continuing to work on sweeping my hair up. I wonder if they realized I needed about a dozen hairpins to hold it in place. Pins that would be very sharp if I decided to use them as weapons. I sighed to myself. That was a fantasy, sticking them with these pins, one I couldn’t live out. I let myself smile. The idea was a comforting one.

Leaving the fantasy world behind, I concentrated on my hair. It didn’t take that much longer, and then I stepped into the dress and pulled it up. It wasn’t a cut that would have made my first-choice list for myself. It was a bit too form-fitting for my taste. The fringed skirt would have put me off, but as I stood in front of the full-length mirror in the bathroom and swayed my hips from side to side, I had to admit it did look extraordinarily good. Not just sexy, off-the-scale sexiness. What made the dress that good, though, was the slip. Seeing the pale blue translucent lace when any of the slits opened up just added to an air of mystery. Since they weren’t opaque, you could see a hit of my skin and the shape of my legs through the lace, too. It really was an effective take on sexiness, one I wouldn’t have dreamt of. Susanna deserved a thank you for picking this dress for me. Well, she would have if it wasn’t for the fact I was wearing this for five men to leer at and then strip me from. Or strip myself from in front of them, one or the other.

I had a few minutes left to debate whether to emerge from the bedroom and let them see my choice of wardrobe or stay where I was ‘til the last possible minute. The former showed confidence, the latter would build their expectation. It was a simple toss-up as to which would be the better option.

The door buzzer sounded, echoing through the bedroom walls. I guessed that was the food delivery, although I hadn’t heard the entry phone being used. That made the decision for me. What would a delivery guy make of the fact there was one lone woman, dressed to the nines, here with five men? He’d assume I was a pro and that I was here for one thing only. I shuddered. The only thing that would be wrong with that assumption would be my professional status. The rest… well, that would be true.

I blushed and almost cried out as the truth hit me. I was wrong. All of his assumptions would be right. I was effectively prostituting myself here. Okay, not as in street corner hooker or high-class call girl, but not much different than the last of those. I bit my lip and forced myself not to cry. Things had suddenly got intense, in emotional terms.

I heard the door open, a short, quiet conversation where I couldn’t hear the words, and then the door shut again. A couple of minutes later, there was a soft knock on the door.

“Dinner has been delivered.”

“Thank you.” I thought my voice sounded far too weak. The last thing I wanted was for Frank to decide I wasn’t feeling good. I cleared my throat and repeated myself. “Thank you. I’ll be out in a minute.” That was better, much stronger.

I took a couple of deep breaths and gave myself a final once over in the mirror before moving to the door. I wondered if they would all be watching and waiting for me to emerge. Maybe that, or maybe they’d be studiously avoiding looking. I’m not sure which one I wanted, the attention or the lack of it. I forced a smile to my face, opened the door, and stepped through the doorway.

It turned out I was half right. Steve, Frank, and David were looking in my direction as I stepped into view. The other two were busy dishing up dinner from the takeaway cartons piled on the kitchen counter. David nudged Martin and gestured in my direction with a nod of his head, which garnered me his attention. Steve did something similar to Peter, and I then had all five of them staring at me.

Out of devilment, I struck a pose, legs a little apart, hip shot, a hand on my hip. I knew the slits in the dress would open out to show the pale blue lace of the slip if I stood like this. Almost on cue, all five gazes dropped to my legs, and Steve pursed his lips in a soundless whistle. The others all grinned.

“You look stunning, Denise, absolutely stunning.” For once, Peter’s usually sarcastic tone carried none of that. His compliment was heartfelt and genuine. That felt good, really good, and most of my anxiety dissipated in the face of such glowing approbation.

I moved further into the room, and now I was closer. The smells of the spicy Chinese they’d ordered reached my nostrils. They flared, and for the first time, I knew I was hungry. I needed that food. Slowly, everyone turned their attention back to the food, and Steve moved close to me.

“I picked Chinese because we all like it, and I remember you telling Alison you loved it. In fact, if memory serves me correctly, ‘there’s nothing on a Chinese menu I don’t like, except maybe the banana fritters.”

I joined in with his chuckle. “Probably right, although I don’t remember saying I don’t like banana fritters. More like the sheer calorie overload in them was bad for me.”

“True, but don’t worry, we didn’t order any of them, anyway.”

“Good to hear.”

Steve was keeping the conversation light and well clear of the elephant in the room. He was giving me no clues as to what would happen after dinner as he steered me over to the dining table. He held out the chair at the head of the table for me to sit down. I raised an eyebrow in question.

“Guest of honor, sweetheart. Besides, if you sit there, you won’t have to have your head on a swivel trying to stay part of the conversation with everyone else. “

“That’s very thoughtful, thank you.”

“Don’t thank me, it was Peter’s idea.”

I twisted to look back over my shoulder. His head had come up at the mention of his name. I nodded and smiled, then returned my attention to Steve.

“We have wine, and we even have beer or water if you’d prefer?”

“Would you mind if I said water?”

“Not at all. Water it is.” He chuckled. “Best to keep a clear head for what comes after dinner.”

“Oh?” I knew he’d given me an opening, and I doubted there was anything remotely accidental about it. It was a pratfall line if ever there was one. Still, I had to ask. “So what exactly is going to come after dinner?”

“You sweetheart, you.”

I glared at him, but I could feel the heat rising to my face as I colored up. Behind me, I could hear the soft chuckles from the others. I’d been right, it had been a setup line, and I’d sprung the trap on myself.

“Would you be happy with chopsticks?” I’d seen the table was set up that way. “Or would you prefer a fork? Nobody would think less of you if you wanted one.”

“I’m fine with chopsticks.”

Steve was asking for form’s sake. After a couple of Chinese meals as a foursome with him, Jsutin, Alison, and me, he already knew the answer. Still, it was polite to ask, and it was a courtesy I’d expect from Steve outside of this current scenario. Within the condo, probably not so much. Still, he’d asked.

That was the end of the private conversation between me and the mentor assigned to me. The others bustled up carrying loaded platters, which looked like a feast for ten, not just the six of us. The smells were divine, and I could see everything looked like it had been cooked to perfection. I made a mental note to ask which takeaway Steve had ordered from, but I wasn’t sure he had. There were a couple of high-end, exclusive Chinese restaurants along the lakeshore. It stood to reason these guys would have an in. They probably didn’t do takeout for most of their guests, let alone people who lived right across the other side of the city.

It was a help-yourself feast, a smorgasbord of dishes of all types. There was even a platter piled high with rice. Dishes of noodles and every meat dish you could imagine. The dining table was big enough to sit twelve, or even fourteen at a pinch, although there were only chairs for twelve. Even so, the surface of the table was covered with food.

I tried to keep involved in the conversation, but there wasn’t much talking. I guess everyone was more interested in the food. Certainly, despite the giant-sized portions of everything, there wasn’t that much waste at the end of the meal.

* * * *

Steve had been sitting next to me on my left. As I started to gather plates and everything together, he restrained my arm with a gentle touch. “We’ll clear up. You can either sit still or…” he rolled his eyes toward the bathroom through the bedroom, “… take the chance to freshen up.”

“Thank you. I’ll take that opportunity.”

“Good. Please come back to the table when you return.”

I gave him a level look. He’d just told me their competitive streaks were about to emerge again. Whatever was going to happen would occur around the table, and whatever it involved, I knew it would involve me losing my clothes somewhere along the line. Still, at least I was getting the chance to use the facilities and, hopefully, completely get out of clearing away after the meal. The table was definitely a mess.

Rising to my feet, I walked through into the bedroom and from there into the bathroom. Ten minutes later, knowing I couldn’t delay any longer, I emerged to discover my fate. I was pleasantly surprised to see the table's surface had been cleaned and polished in the time since I’d last seen it. The surface positively gleaned, although seeing the pack of cards and several stacks of poker chips strategically placed around the table made my heart sink.

“You want me to play poker with a group of card sharks like you?”

Everyone else chuckled, with Maritn in particular finding that hilarious.

“No, sweetheart, we’re going to play, but I’m afraid you get to earn your keep for the evening.”

“Oh, how?” The innocent, almost vapid delivery of the question made them all laugh out loud this time. My put-on accent told them I wasn’t raising a real objection.

“You get to wait table for us.”

I frowned, not really happy with how this would pan out, but there wasn’t an objection I could raise. I wouldn’t just be waiting table. No, that much was obvious. Wandering hands would make sure I did far more than just wait on them.

Peter opened up one of the large cupboards next to the kitchen, revealing a whole cornucopia of drinks, and when he opened the lower door, that revealed a drop-down bar and, behind that, a plethora of glasses.

“Sweetheart, the bar is yours. If you want anything, just help yourself. You don’t have to ask.” Peter chuckled. “We won’t even make you pay a forfeit for each drink.”

That was more like the Peter I’d come to know. I’m not sure he meant to demean me with everything he said, but he often had that effect.

“Well, gentlemen, what would you like to drink?”

Peter surprised me by helping himself to a neat scotch before taking his seat at the table. I’d expected him to be the first one to want me to serve him. I was also sure he’d be the first one to run his hand up my leg as I leaned over him. It appeared that wasn’t going to be the case.

David and Maritn both ordered a scotch on the rocks. Steve asked for a Bud while Frank ordered a straight gin and tonic with plenty of ice.

I walked over to the bar and grabbed the glasses I needed, then turned to look back over my shoulder at Steve. “You want a glass for that beer?” I immediately noticed they were all staring at my ass. I knew the dress was tight, but obviously, it outlined my butt even more than I’d realized. I tried not to blush while I waited for Steve to answer.

“Just the bottle is good. By the way, the beer is in the refrigerator. The ice machine on the counter should be full, too.”

I smiled a thank you and walked behind the kitchen counter. The refrigerator was indeed well stocked with beer. Several different ones, but the Buds were clearly the most numerous. I snagged one, then picked up a small ice bucket, emptied a couple of dozen ice cubes from the ice maker, and sauntered back to the bar. If they wanted a show, then this was the show they were going to get. It didn’t take long to sort out the whiskeys, but it took me a couple of moments to locate the stock of tonic water in the cupboard below the bar. I had to bend to pick up a bottle. I caught the intake of breath from behind me, so I immediately knew Frank’s choice of drink had been deliberate. He, at least, was the one staring at my ass. Maybe all of them were. No doubt he, and possibly everyone else, would be ordering more drinks with mixers as the evening wore on.

I was surprised when I delivered the first round of drinks without incident. I’d expected someone to at least run their hand over my ass or up my stocking-covered leg. They did nothing of the kind, acting as perfect gentlemen, right down to the thank you accompanied by a smile or a nod. I knew it wouldn’t last.

Steve nodded to where one of the stools at the breakfast bar had been turned so its back was to the counter. It didn’t take any kind of a genius to work out that’s where they wanted me to sit when I wasn’t busy. Of course, getting up onto the stool without flashing either slip or leg was impossible. I wasn’t even sure I could sit on such an elevated seat without flashing, either. I gave him a pout, but he just grinned and repeated his nod.

With an exaggerated sigh that brought a couple of chuckles from among them, I walked, or rather strutted, over to the stool. They wanted willing and enthusiastic participation, their words, not mine. To me, that included playing up to them during the preliminaries. I put everything into that short strut, rolling my butt and making it dip and sway to the absolute maximum. I could feel the pressure of their eyes burning into my back. When I reached the stool, I spun around as quickly as I could, trying to catch some of them staring. They all were. I realized why a second later. The sudden spin had made the lightweight strips of fabric fly out, exposing rather more of the slip than I’d intended. I bit my lip and tried to prevent myself from blushing at the exposure, but the heat in my cheeks, coupled with their grins, told me I hadn’t managed to suppress it.

I glared daggers at them as I boosted myself backward up onto the stool. My legs stretched with the movement, and I had to lift one foot onto a rung to help. Immediately the slits in the dress split open on that side, especially the longest slit, the one that came to the top of my thigh. If I hadn’t been wearing the slip, the view would have been obscene. I shuddered at the thought. It would be obscene later, especially if they insisted on me losing the slip before losing the dress. Or at least taking the dress and slip off, and then putting the dress back on. That kind of kink was something I wouldn’t put past them.

Once I had settled on the stool, I crossed my legs, knowing their attention was still centered on me. Of course, the separate parts of the dress spread apart, exposing more and more of the pale blue of the slip. I didn’t need telling why they’d picked this as the place for me to sit. None of them had their back to me, so any of the five of them only had to glance up, and I was right in their eyeline.

As if on an unspoken signal, they all turned their attention away from me and back to the table. Frank picked up the cards and shuffled and dealt. I wasn’t a fan of poker, but I knew enough to know they were playing old-fashioned draw poker and not the more modern variations.

They didn’t hang about. They played fast and tight. On the very rare occasion when Justin played cards with his friends, the pace was easy, and there was a lot of banter, joking, and smiling. Here, there was none of that. I rarely saw one of them crack a smile, and there was literally no banter. It was a serious game, and they were all playing to win.

That’s not to say none of them looked at me. They all did, and frequently too. It was as if I was the eye candy, and they wanted to make sure they got a good look at me before the game turned serious for me. Since they weren’t talking, I didn’t either. I just watched them. Part of me was watching for an empty glass, a signal that the guy wanted a refill. Part of me was watching, fascinated by the sheer concentration on offer around the table.

Peter was the first to drain his glass and lift it in my direction. I wasn’t surprised when they all stopped playing and watched as I dismounted from the stool. I’d flashed both slip and leg as I climbed onto the stool. I flashed even more as I climbed down. At least I made sure not to move too quickly this time, not wanting another repeat of the skirt flaring out like that. I sauntered toward the table, not far, but far enough to put movement into my hips. I knew they were all watching as I walked around to Peter and smiled at him.

“Same again?”

“Please. Don’t leave yourself out, you know. There’s plenty for you to choose from.”

“Thank you, but for the moment, I’m good.”

Peter chuckled. “Until you’re bad, really, really bad.”

I glared at him as he deliberately took me the wrong way. Turning, I headed back to the bar to refill his glass. As I walked away from the table, I knew they were all watching me, so I put a lot into the walk once more. I guessed, probably correctly, that they’d want that all night. Even, or especially, when I was wearing less.

Once I’d made his drink, I headed back to him and put the glass down on the coaster next to him. Peter nodded his thanks, and I stayed there for a couple of seconds, still expecting him to reach out his hand and touch me. He didn’t, which surprised me no end. Rather than walk away, I decided to ask a question.

“What are you playing for.”

Peter chuckled. “Poker chips.”

“No, what are they worth?”

“Well, the red ones are worth ten dollars, the blue ones fifty dollars, and the white ones one hundred dollars.”

I let out a soft and tuneless whistle. “Those are high stakes. What are the green and black ones worth?”

Peter chuckled again, and this time, the others joined in. I wasn’t surprised to hear that. I’d guessed I was the center of attention, even if, as yet, not a physical form of attention.

“Well, sweetheart, if someone wins a green chip, they get to keep you close.”

“Ah.” That explained why nobody had touched me yet. Nobody had put a green chip into the pot.

“Are you sure you want to know what a black chip is for?”

I licked my lips and nodded, knowing he wanted me to ask him to explain further.

“The black chip means the winner collects an item of your clothing of his choice, either out here or in private.”

I gave him a mock glare, turned on my heel, and walked the long way back to my stool. The others were grinning, but Peter was grinning the widest of all. As I sat down on the chair, I watched as Peter nonchalantly put two white chips in as an opening bet and then added a green one. He was looking straight at me as he did so, and I could feel the blush rising to my cheeks. I guess my turn on the stool was about up. I doubted once the winner of this hand claimed his prize, I’d be lucky to get away from the table at all.

I’d just sat down when Martin waggled his empty glass at me. That meant another performance as I climbed down from the stool and walked around the other side of the table. Once Martin’s glass was refilled, Steve waved his empty bottle at me, and I had to parade into the kitchen to fetch him another beer. Of course, I ended up refilling the other two’s drinks, too, and then finally returned to my stool. All eyes were on me as I crossed my legs and arranged the skirt over my lap. I didn’t attempt to close any of the slits, if anything, deliberately widening a couple of them, exposing more underwear for their view. I caught Steve’s smile as he watched. He’d caught me doing that, but I wasn’t sure if any of the others had.

Now they played the hand out, and I waited with my bottom lip caught between my teeth. Unlike the previous ones, Peter had made sure I had an interest in this hand. I was part of the pot. My nipples had tightened a little but weren’t exactly protruding. At least they weren’t noticeable through the three layers of clothing. I didn’t think I was getting too moist either, but I knew that would change. Hell, it needed to change. There was no way I was getting away from this poker game with any clothing still remaining. No way I was getting away without getting fucked by at least one of them. That wetness was going to be necessary.

The hand seemed to stretch out. It was as if they all knew I was suffering a little anxiety, so they wanted to draw it out and torture me. Either that or time had slowed down for me. They were still playing at the same speed. I was just perceiving it differently.

Frank and Martin tossed in their cards quite early, leaving just the other three playing. I thought Steve would be the one most likely to take it easy on me, so I was kinda praying for him to win. Instead, when the cards went face up, it was David who scooped the pot. From the number of blue and white chips in the pile he scooped toward him, it had been a sizeable pot. There again, they’d all been playing to win one prize, me. David beckoned to me, and I knew the game was about to begin in earnest. It was as if they’d been waiting for me to ask the question I’d eventually asked Peter. I doubted I’d be sitting on the stool again tonight. Well, not while I was clothed or even partially clothed.

I felt like I was approaching the headsman’s block as I walked the short distance to where David sat. He was grinning like a Cheshire cat, and the others were too.

“This game is so freaking corny. Couldn’t you have come up with something better?” Although I was deliberately insulting them, I kept the tone of my voice light. Yes, it was corny, one of the most hackneyed setups I could think of, but I didn’t want them to feel too insulted.

They all laughed, and David reached out and grabbed my hand as he smiled.

“That’s as maybe, but it’s a bit of a tradition. Don’t worry. We’ll get very inventive later on.”

I swallowed hard, having a pretty good idea of what he meant. I was beginning to realize, despite Steve’s protestations to the contrary, that there was probably another gangbang in the offing later this evening. It wouldn’t be the first white lie he’d told me this afternoon. Not that this one was particularly little or white.

“Now, pick up and sort my winnings, if you will.”

He’d pulled the pile from the center of the table, but not all the way in front of him. I’d have to lean over somewhat just to gather them. That put my ass, with my dress stretched across it, right in front of him. There was no way to escape the situation. The only thing I could do was stack the chips in value order and add them to his stack. All the while letting his hands wander all over my vulnerable body. I shivered but bellied up to the table and dutifully leaned forward. At least the dress wasn’t particularly décolleté, so I wasn’t flashing everyone else my breasts. A little hint of cleavage, maybe, but not more than that.

As soon as I reached for the chips, I felt David’s hands touch my outer thighs and then slide down. Why he was moving down became obvious as his fingers found a couple of the slits in the dress and now pressed against the slip as they slid upward. He was still below the level of my stocking tops, but I knew that would change.

My breathing quickened, responding to the contact.


Chapter 8

David’s fingers pressed a little harder, but at least he wasn’t trying to push them underneath my slip. A bit of an epiphany hit at that moment. They were playing by a set of rules they hadn’t, as yet, clued me into. I was sure David wasn’t allowed by those rules to reach up inside the slip and touch my naked skin above my stockings. He was allowed to massage and caress it, but only through the thin lace of the garment.

Even with that restriction, he was working his way higher, and for a moment, I closed my eyes and let myself go with the feelings he was engendering. Certainly, a man’s touch was good for my libido, if not good for my state of mind.

With my eyes back open, I resumed sorting the poker chips. It had been an expensive hand, that was for sure. According to the numbers Peter had told me for the value of each chip, David had made upwards of two thousand dollars for that hand. Of course, the real prize wasn’t the money. For these guys, money was simply a means of keeping score. No, I was the prize. Willing and enthusiastic participation ran through my mind, the mantra reminding me that I was supposed to enjoy this. My body was. All these guys were good at what they did, but I needed to get my mind in the game, too, not just be a willing vessel for them.

I let out a soft moan, hoping David wouldn’t think it was feigned. He responded by pressing a little harder and moving a little higher as his fingers ran circles over the backs of my legs. He was close to my ass, close to my pussy, but not there. I knew I needed another word there… yet.

Once I had the chips properly sorted and added to his stack, I started to straighten up, wondering if David would stop me. He didn’t, and his hands dropped away from my body as I took a small step back from the table.

David shrugged apologetically. “My deal.”

“Ah.”

“Not the best time to win a green. Although such a win is always good.”

I gave a dutiful giggle and then looked around the table. The others were all looking at me, and I guess trying to gauge whether the flush on my cheeks was embarrassment at being treated like that in front of them or passion because David had succeeded in starting to turn me on.

David shuffled the cards and dealt them out. Even though it wasn’t the turn of the dealer to bet, he tossed the green chip back into the center of the table. I guessed each hand from here on would include either a green or a black chip. They’d simply been waiting for me to ask a question. I made a quick resolution to warn Justin that playing poker with these guys involved betting serious money. When he took his place at the table later on next year, and it was someone else’s wife in my position, he’d need to watch his gambling limits. Justin didn’t, as a rule, gamble more than nickels and dimes. At a rough estimate, there was over twenty-five thousand dollars sitting on this table. Not counting my own priceless ass. I choked back a giggle at that thought, then felt David’s hand gently feather up the back of my leg. This time, his fingers were underneath the slip. My little epiphany earlier was anything but.

Within a second or so, he was tracing patterns on my naked skin above the stocking top. I froze in place, knowing it would break the instructions I’d been given if I chose to move away from him. I tried to resist what he was doing, but I had to admit his gentle caresses were nice, and my heat was starting to build. Before all this, I’d never have believed that being felt up in front of a group of guys who knew what their friend was doing was something that would have turned me on. Sure, Justin got handsy in public occasionally, but those had a layer of anonymity shrouding his movements. Any people around us might guess, but they wouldn’t know. These guys knew. They also knew they only had to win a green chip to take David’s prize away from him.

I expected the betting to be extravagant, but as the hand played out, they all bet conservatively. It ended up with Frank and Steve facing off for the right to fondle and grope me, and all the while, Daivd’s fingers worked their way higher and higher on my leg. A couple of seconds later, just as David’s fingers reached the edge of my panties, Steve folded, leaving Frank the winner. He grinned at me and then crooked his finger. David sighed and removed his hand from under my dress.

“Next time, sweetheart. Next time, for sure.”

I shuddered. I knew what he meant. He had every intention of inserting his fingers into me the next time he won a green chip. It was a toss-up whether or not he’d be the first of them to do so.

I moved away from David and around the table to stand beside Frank. I guess I expected him to do the same as David had, to get me to collect his, albeit smaller, winnings while he played with my legs. Frank had a different idea. He simply took hold of my arm and pulled me down into his lap. I squealed but didn’t make any protest.

“Deal me out, Peter, I’m busy this hand. However…” He reached past me, grabbed the green chip, and tossed it into the middle of the table. It appeared I was now on offer for every hand. Given I was sitting on his lap and he wasn’t playing this hand, he could use both hands on me and give me his total concentration. The gleam in his eyes told me that was exactly what he intended to do.

I kept my head turned to look him in the eye, but that just made me a sucker for his next move. His head traveled the short distance between us, and he pressed his lips to mine. It was the first time anyone had kissed me since Steve had at the start of the afternoon. It was both intensely familiar and strange at the same time. His lips moved against mine, parted, and let his tongue flick out. I knew what that meant, and the mantra about willing and enthusiastic passed through my brain once more. My mouth opened, and his tongue entered it. I sucked on his tongue as his hand found my leg and traced higher. Meanwhile, the hand around my back was equally as busy, sliding around and then under my arm as I lifted my arms to wrap around his neck. That hand closed on my breast even as his other hand slid under the slip to touch my naked thigh.

This was a three-pronged assault on my psyche, much more intense than David’s had been. He’d just used one hand. He squeezed my breast, and I could feel my tight nipple tightening further. He didn’t play around with his other hand, either. That slid up my thigh and teased around the leg elastic of my panties. I moaned into the kiss and tried to bring my own tongue into play, dueling with his.

It felt like only seconds had passed, but then I heard Steve’s laughter-filled voice. “My hand, my prize. Stop hogging her.”

Frank was clearly reluctant to break the kiss. He was even more reluctant to take his hands away from my body. The way his cock had expanded against my hip told me that.

I was panting for breath after that kiss, and my core had heated during the whole exchange. I didn’t think my underwear was damp yet, but I was getting closer and closer to the point where a simple probe with a finger would expose my excitement. I had no doubt whichever one of them it was who made that discovery would make that fact public.

Frank took his hands away, and I straightened my skirt, or rather the flaps of it, as I rose to my feet. It was only a short walk around to Steve, who negligently tossed the green chip in again before patting his lap. He wanted me to sit on him rather than him pull me down onto him. In one respect, it was a way of ensuring this was still all consensual, but it was, in another way, also a little demeaning. At least he hadn’t asked me to sit astride him.

A second or so later, I found that was exactly what he had wanted. He simply grabbed my waist and twisted me. I had to hurriedly lift one leg above his legs in order to prevent a collision. Just like that, I was sitting astride him, facing everyone else.

“As you said last time. Deal me out, Frank. I think I’m going to be a little busy.”

He leaned in, ostensibly to kiss my ear, but he whispered instead. “You okay?”

I didn’t want any of the others to know I was answering him, so I waited for his hand to close around my right breast. Frank had been playing and squeezing the left one. Hissing out a low sibilant “Yes…” seemed to be in perfect timing to hide the fact it was an answer to the question.

Steve brought his other hand around and cupped my left breast, then slid it lower down my body. I shut my eyes and leaned back against him, seemingly content to let him nuzzle my neck while one of his hands fondled my breast, the other heading south.

His left hand found the high slit on the front of my dress and just brushed the two pieces of material apart. He was watching what he was doing from over my shoulder. I let my eyes lazily open and turned my gaze down so I could see, too. The view was somewhat obscene. The slit came as high as the top of my leg, and with it parted like that, a huge swathe of the slip was visible, not for long, as Steve’s nimble fingers gathered that up out of the way to reveal the naked skin of my thigh. That wasn’t visible for long as his hand immediately covered it. I moaned out loud, my back arching to press my breast into his right hand. His left hand moved, sliding more centrally until he was all but cupping my mound.

I’d wondered who would be the one to discover my panties were now wet. That question was now resolved. It was Steve, as he pressed his hand against my mound, moisture seeped out of my slit to coat the flimsy lace, the only thing separating him from my pussy.

I’m not sure if any of the others were concentrating on their game of cards because I couldn’t hear any sounds of them playing. As Steve mauled my breast and rubbed my pussy I felt my body start to shake. I couldn’t be cumming already, could I? Surely, I was nowhere near.

Steve pressed a finger along the length of my slit, and the reaction almost jackknifed me forward. Only his other arm around me, as he held my breast, stopped the movement. Steve chuckled, and I tried hard to prevent another moan from escaping my lips. I could feel how hard he was against my ass as I squirmed on his lap.

“My turn. Pass her over.”

I guess it was more or less inevitable that it was Martin who had won that hand. I wondered if they were still playing for real or if they were fixing the hands to move me around the table. It didn’t really matter.

Steve withdrew his hand and straightened the separate parts of my skirt for me before e I rose to my feet. My legs felt a little shaky but still strong enough to support me as I moved around the table. Any pretense at me serving drinks was now well and truly finished. Now, I was just the sexual toy of these men, being passed from one to the other. The only real problem was that I was starting to love being treated like this. Absolutely reveling in being the center of attention of a room full of randy men. I shouldn’t have been, but I was. At least, my body was. My mind, not so much.

I might have been fretting over what was happening, but I still smiled at Martin as I moved around to him. I expected to be doing the same as I had with the others, sitting on his lap facing away from him. Instead, Martin twisted me the other way, and I ended up straddling him to sit facing him. I glanced down, seeing he was hard. That hard cock was only a couple of inches from my mound, given the position we were in. Furthermore, the slits on the dress had opened out even more, with most of the material out to the sides, only a couple of strips draping down and trapped between my legs. The whole of my upper legs were exposed because the slip had ridden up a long way as I sat down.

Just as the others had done, I expected Martin to make a beeline for my lower body, but he was playing a different game. There was none of these snide, deal me out, I’m busy, comments. I guess that had become a given.

One of his arms snaked around my back, dropping as low as my waist and pulling my lower body tight against his. That two-inch gap between my mound and his hardness disappeared. I could feel him as the hardness pressed against me. I let out a gasp. Of course, the simple act of sliding me forward had pushed the slip higher up my legs, too, exposing more. There was very little material between us. His free hand cupped my breast, and he leaned in for a kiss. I’d pegged him as the most reticent of the five directors, but that was clearly not true as he bent me backward, pressing himself against me even as his mouth devoured mine. Out of reflex, to stop myself from falling, I grabbed the back of his neck with both hands. That simply pressed me tightly against him, with his hand between us, cupping my breast and squeezing my nipple against his palm. There might be clothes between his hand and my breast, but that didn’t matter as he pressed his hand against me. The kiss deepened, his tongue entering and plundering my mouth as I moaned around the obstruction.

I wasn’t particularly surprised when Peter called time, and as I came up for air, panting for breath, it was clear he had won me for the next hand. My legs were a little shaky as Martin helped me sit upright and then stand up. I tried to smooth the dress back down into place, but there was little point. I knew Peter would quickly have it in disarray. It wasn’t far from Martin’s chair to Peter’s as he pushed his chair back from the table. I expected I’d be sitting on his lap, but Peter had a very different idea for his time with me.

Grabbing me by the hand, he spun me around and into the gap between his chair and the table.

“Lean forward, elbows on the table.” His voice brooked no argument, so I did as he said, even as he stood up behind me and put his hands on my waist.

He chuckled at my obvious acquiescence. I wondered what he was going to do. I was pretty sure he was going further than the others had, especially as he’d had to wait this long despite having started the green chip games.

I didn’t have to wait to find out. I couldn’t see him, but I could see the others sitting back to watch. They were all grinning, so it made me wonder just how prearranged everything was. Had they deliberately made sure Peter didn’t win? I’d been too busy to keep track of the hands of poker. Maybe they’d been rigging things for Peter to go last. I didn’t have any longer to wait to find out.

Peter smoothly slid his hands down the outside of my thighs, grabbed the hem of the dress, or at least those two parts of it, and then slid back up. The dress, of course, rode up. Well, the bits where his hands were. The rest followed along as the slits did their work. As they passed the hem of the slip, Peter’s fingers grabbed that too, and within a few seconds, he had everything where he wanted it, bunched up around my waist. He was looking straight at my panty-clad ass, and the others had a pretty good view too. I could see they weren’t playing cards they wanted to watch. Whatever Peter was going to do, good or bad for me, they wanted to see it happen. I glared at Steve, the man sitting opposite me, but didn’t attempt to get free. There was no point. The mantra played in my head again, and any resistance faded away.

In any case, my body liked the idea of being in such a vulnerable position. Peter brought his hands down to my ass, cupping my cheeks and massaging gently. I was a little surprised, he’d always been the most forceful one of the group, but he was being gentle. I guess I didn’t think that through well enough. He was softening me up. Before I could process it, he took one hand away, and it descended on my ass with a tremendous bang.

Slap!

I wanted to scream and bolt upright, bring my hands around to defend myself, but I fought down the urge. Willing participation was the name of the game. Somehow, I knew, whether it was subconscious or not, I didn’t know, but somehow, I knew the spanking would stop quicker if I didn’t resist. I grunted softly and clenched my teeth.

Slap!

The other cheek got the same treatment. I jerked and grunted again but refused to give him the satisfaction of howling. My ass was on fire, he hadn’t held back, or at least if he had, I’d hate it even more if he used his full strength.

I tensed for another blow, but I heard a soft chuckle from behind me. “Just a gentle reminder, sweetheart.”

“Gentle?”

They all thought that was funny, and the chorus of laughter rang around the room. I wasn’t sure if the heat in my cheeks was from embarrassment from being treated like this, let alone in front of an audience. It was partly that, but it was also anger at the same treatment. I didn’t want to admit to the third component. The increasingly overly sexual touching as I worked my way around the table had got me turned on. Despite the fire in my ass and the humiliation of being spanked, I was still turned on.

Peter started to caress my ass again, just as softly as before. My skin burned under his touch, but it was soothing, and even if I hated to admit it, it felt nice.

As his hands moved over my butt, the circles he was inscribing grew larger and larger, now expanding out onto the naked flesh above my panties and below the bunched-up dress, and down onto my equally naked thighs. I wanted to purr. It felt so good, so damned good. I wanted to hate the man, but he was playing my body like a finely tuned instrument.

The touch on my ass changed, growing a little firmer as if he had stopped soothing me and was now moving things along. Suddenly his hand dipped lower between my legs, pressing against the bottom edge of my pussy. I gasped and, without thinking about it, spread my feet a little further, opening myself up for him. His fingers took immediate advantage of that, caressing along the line of my slit. I moaned and tried to focus on my breathing as his touch sent electric shocks pulsing through my nerves.

I moaned again as he pressed harder, this time his index finger sliding between my outer lips without much resistance other than that offered by the thin lace of my underwear. P pushed back against his hand. I couldn’t help it, the others had got me hot, and although his spanking had been a bit of a hiatus, it hadn’t cooled me down enough not to react.

“Good girl.” I don’t think he was being deliberately condescending, but it wasn’t the best thing he could have said.

Nevertheless, I spread my feet a little wider, pushing my ass back against him. He matched my moves, changing the angle of his hand and then thrusting his finger into me. It didn’t penetrate far. My panties were still in the way. Part of me sincerely wished he’d pull them to the side and out of the way. Peter, though, was more interested in pushing the pale blue lace into me and letting it absorb my liquor. I could feel myself blushing as I realized what that meant. When he stopped what he was doing, the front of my underwear would be a much darker color than the rest of the panties. When he stopped? That seemed likely to be a while in the future. None of the other guys had started playing cards again. All of them watched as Peter continued to fondle me and play with my ass and pussy. I let my head hang down, concentrating on not overthinking it, letting him do what he wanted and savoring the feeling as he did so.

My elbows were taking my weight, which was a good job, as my legs started to tremble. I don’t think I’d been finger fucked through my panties like this before. Sure, I’d been touched through my underwear but penetrated shallowly like this, no. Because the panties stretched to accommodate his movements, I could feel not just his finger but also the way the garment moved. The leg holes tightened around e, as did the back of the thin fabric, squeezing my butt. The way what he was doing spread his touch across so much of my lower body was strange but, at the same time, electrifying.

I couldn’t help it. I was already climbing the cliff toward a climax. That intensified as he added a second finger and started to thrust harder. I wondered if the lace would rip, but it didn’t. It was under a lot more tension, though. I could feel that where the elastic cut into me. The pain of that was only fleeting and, if anything, increased the pleasure for me. HE still couldn’t get far inside me, only just about to his first knuckle. The tight constriction of my underwear stopped him from flexing his fingers inside me, so the stimulation was relatively minimal. Only in comparison, though, it was enough, more than enough, in the moment. My legs trembled and threatened to give way, but I was soaring. I didn’t exactly scream as I came, but the noise that burst from my mouth was loud enough. I had a vague recollection of the other guys clapping as my entire body shook and trembled as waves of pleasure raced through me.

Peter slowed and then slowly withdrew his hands. He even had the grace to pull the slip and dress back down to cover me. They fell the rest of the way as he eased me to my feet. The panties were soaked, which wasn’t exactly a surprise. As I straightened up, they pulled tighter into place, already starting to feel clammy with the moisture soaked through them.

Stepping away from Peter, I looked around the table. Was I going to experience that, or something similar with each of them? If so, was my body going to be able to take it? To hell with my body, could my mind?

I licked my lips, forced a smile, and then spoke up. “Anybody need another drink?”

They all laughed and then clapped, which made me blush. Peter placed his hand on my shoulder, and I turned to face him.

“I wasn’t trying to hurt you, you know.”

I shrugged and decided to go with the bravura approach. I grinned at him. “You’ll have to do better next time then.”

The others all laughed, but Peter pouted for a moment, then smiled. “Don’t tempt me, sweetheart. The next time I’ve got you tied face down on the bed with that delectable bubble butt pointing at the ceiling, I just might take you up on that.”

I guess I stared at him, my smile dissipating because he almost doubled over as he laughed.

“Now, sweetheart, I think you already know your time as a waitress is over, so now we’re going to play cards for real.” He leaned past me, picked up a black chip, and tossed it into the center of the table. All the others seemed to get all business all of a sudden. The atmosphere in the room shifted, and I shivered.

Peter pulled his chair back in close and sat down again. He nodded toward the bar stool, and I slowly walked over to it. As I turned to sit down, I could see none of them were watching me. They were all concentrating on watching as Steve shuffled the cards. Yep, serious business indeed. I was the prize, and I guess they all wanted to win this hand and each of the subsequent ones. Up to press, they’d been playing at playing poker. Now, the serious game began. I shuddered again and watched as Steve dealt out the cards.


Chapter 9

I fought to control my breathing as I sat and watched the game. For a moment, I debated getting down from the stool and getting myself a drink but decided against it. The last thing I wanted was for one of them to accuse me of trying to distract them.

Steve dealt the cards out, and Frank anted up, and every one of them matched his bet all the way around the table. It appeared they all wanted to get their turn cards, and play would go from there. Frank was the first to draw three cards, and Peter followed suit. David was smiling as he asked for a single card. Whether or not he was bluffing was anyone’s guess. They all looked at him, though. Martin drew three, and finally, Steve drew one himself.

Of all of them, Steve’s face was the most impassive. I had no idea which, if any, of them were bluffing. They might have tells that I hadn’t spotted, but I had no clue.

“I’ll bet fifty.” Frank was opening the post-deal betting. Just as with the first green chip hand, I was pretty sure the betting would go high.

Peter raised another fifty straight away. David covered the bet, and then Martin raised another fifty. Steve simply raised another hundred rather than just fifty. The pot was growing large very quickly.

I made another mental note to make sure Justin didn’t get involved in a game like this when he eventually took his seat at the table. I shuddered. That would mean there was another woman sitting where I was. One of the other wives. I choked back a bit of a sob, too—by then, Justin, who would be her mentor, would have already fucked her more than once. He’d have also had to play the cameraman while at least two of the others fucked her in her own bed. I hurriedly pushed thoughts of Jusitn to the back of my mind. After all, this hand of poker would determine who would be removing my dress. Assuming, of course, they started from the top. If they didn’t, I might well find my panties taking pride of place in the middle of the next pot.

Frank grimaced and tossed his hand in. I guess the first of the bluffers had been caught and called out. He stared at me and suggestively licked his lips, although he’d just forfeited any chance of putting those lips to use. I could feel the heat in my cheeks as I blushed in response to the thoughts in my head.

I’d expected the betting to get very cut-throat, but there seemed to be an agreement in place not to go that far. After another round of hundred-dollar raises, which bought the pot up to somewhere close to three thousand and change, it was Peter who won. He grinned and punched the air before standing and moving away from the table before motioning for me to join him.

I slid off the stool and walked over to him, somehow keeping a smile on my face.

“So, sweetheart, we meet again.”

I allowed my smile to widen. “Don’t go all James Bond on me.”

He shrugged. “Ah, but I do have a magnet in my watch.”

I got the reference straight away, so my reply was quick. “Ah, but this dress doesn’t have a zip.”

Peter just shrugged. “Who said I was going to collect your dress? Given I just got you to soak your panties, I thought you might be more comfortable losing those first.”

My smile slipped, and he chuckled. “Kidding, sweetheart, kidding. I’m going to be a gentleman until we’ve got you naked. So, that means I’m going to collect your dress unless you beg me to take something else first. By the way, at this stage, that won’t be your shoes or stockings.”

I glared at him. That had been my intention to try and divert him into removing my shoes. There again, given his penchant for playing games, that might have given him the opportunity to find out if my feet were ticklish. They were very ticklish. I just stood there and waited him out. After all, there was nothing else I wanted him to remove. There again, I didn’t really want to lose the dress, but that wasn’t within my control.

“Dress it is, Denise. No zip?”

I think he knew there was no fastening on it. He was just drawing it out for his own benefit. I don’t think it was really psychological torture, just him enjoying himself. Anyway, I shook my head.

“So, is it easier down or up?”

I thought about my answer for a second. The actual answer to the question was down, slip the shoulder straps off, and then wiggle the dress down. However, was he deliberately going to do the opposite of what I said? I didn’t have long before I could answer. “It’s easier if you take it down, not over my head.”

He chuckled and nodded. I guess I’d been overthinking it. In any case, I wouldn’t be given time to dwell on anything because he moved around behind me, and I felt his hands on my shoulders. The wide straps were eased out to the sides, and they fell down onto my arms. I glanced down to check he hadn’t eased the much thinner straps of the slip off at the same time. I heard Peter’s soft chuckle from behind me.

“Don’t worry, I’m not allowed to do more. Not for a single black chip.” He was playing to a set of rules that he and the others knew, but I didn’t know the complete set.

His hands traveled down my arms, slowly peeling the straps down toward my elbows. At the same time, the front of the dress peeled down, too, exposing the tops of my beasts and a little cleavage. He kept up a steady pressure, and I could feel his breath on my neck as he watched for the exposure of my breasts to increase. I didn’t look up, but I was pretty sure the others were all watching, too.

His breath wasn’t the only thing I could feel. His hard cock was pressing against my butt, telling me, without a doubt, it wasn’t just about getting me naked. There again, I’d known I would get fucked this evening. It was only a question of by which of them, or more than one of them. I guess there was maybe a second question. Would the rest be watching? It came as a shock to realize that unless they were all going to do me, I was more worried about them watching me getting fucked. That was bizarre and not the way I’d have predicted I’d be thinking.

“Breathe in, sweetheart.”

While I’d been thinking too much, Peter had pulled the dress lower. The tight-fitting bodice had now snagged on my breasts, and I didn’t want to budge.

I giggled. “One side at a time works best.”

He laughed, too, and I heard laughter coming from the direction of the table as the others found the byplay funny.

Peter tugged at the dress on the left-hand side, and it resisted for a split second and then pulled free. My breast bounced on my chest despite being covered, as well as confined by both the slip and my bra. The other side now came down easier, and the top of the dress cascaded down to my waist. I let the straps fall clear of my hands and remained standing still. Peter’s hands moved to my waist and slowly eased the dress out and down over my hips. Within seconds, I was standing in a circle of navy fabric, resplendent in the pale blue lace slip. They couldn’t see too much through the lace, but a certain amount of my stomach showed through the holes in the lace between the bottom of my bra and the top of my underwear. I hoped the darker color of the wet front of my panties wasn’t visible, but I couldn’t check.

“Time to play, fella. You’ve done your job. Let someone else have the fun.”

Peter gently guided me back to the bar stool and helped me to sit down again. I flashed him a smile just as he slid his hand up the inside of my thigh, straight under the hem of the slip, and then further onto my naked thigh.

I gasped. “Isn’t that against the rules?”

“No, Denise, it isn’t.” He pinched my thigh a little to get me to open my legs wider for him, and his fingers slid higher still. I tried not to react to his touch, but the gentle caress was working on my psyche.

He caressed the sensitive flesh of my inner thigh for several long moments, and I could feel my heart speeding up inside my chest. Then he abruptly moved away, leaving me alone as I gulped down air. He sat back down at the table and grinned at the other directors. “Whose deal is it?”

“Yours.”

“Ah, right.”

I gasped in shock as each player tossed in their black poker chip. Whoever won this hand would be stripping me naked. I counted up, including shoes and stockings, counting a pair as one, and I had five items on. So, yes, stark naked. Once whichever of them reached that point, the card game would be over, and the prize would be claimed. The only question in my mind was whether it would be the winner of this hand or all of them.

A sudden shout of “Yes!” from David focused my attention back on the table as he punched the air in triumph. He’d been the guy to first start things off. It appeared he’d be finishing the game, too. He rose to his feet and stalked toward me, a huge grin lighting his face.

“Would you permit me, my lady?” He took my hand and lifted it to his lips. The old-fashioned courtesy was totally out of place, but I couldn’t prevent the soft blush that rose to my cheeks.

“Permit you what?”

“Permit me to remove your remaining clothing?”

“Can I say no, you may not?” I continued to play the same game, keeping to formal phrasing as he gave a delighted laugh.

“I’ll let you into a secret, my lady. No, you may not. Either you allow me to remove your clothing, piece by individual piece.”

“Or?”

“Or I will have to resort to brute force and rip each item off you. Treat you like a common harlot.”

I swallowed hard, aware he could do exactly that. I gave him what I hoped was my best parody of an affronted look.

“I think I’d prefer you to undress me.”

“Good girl.” He still had hold of my hand, so I used that to help me climb down from the stool and return to the same bare floor space where Peter had just removed my dress. Indeed, the dress was still lying in a ring on the floor. David led me straight to it and gently steered me to stand inside that ring once more. Whether he was doing that because it was the best viewing point for the others or simply to rub it into Peter that he’d won and Peter hadn’t, I don’t know.

“I take it the slip comes off over the head?”

“It does.”

“Good, but first…”

I didn’t get the chance to prepare myself as he closed the distance between our bodies. He was behind me, but his hand snaked around, grasped my chin, and gently turned my head. Before I could react, his lips were pressing against mine as he kissed me over my shoulder. His tongue pressed between my open lips, and when I started to kiss him back, he dropped his hand. Both of his hands found and cupped my breasts through the two layers of thin lace. The kiss continued, and his left hand left my breast and slid lower, moving over my stomach until he was cupping my mound. I moaned into the kiss, unable not to respond to being treated this way.

I spread my feet a bit further apart, more for balance than to give him better access, but, of course, that’s what it did. He pressed harder, one of his fingers moving along the line of my slit. My hips jerked in response to his movements, and I let out another low moan as the stimulation worked its magic on my core.

David broke the kiss, and his hands slid lower on my body. I wrapped my arms up and around the back of his neck, knowing that gesture gave him free rein to do as he wanted. As he bent slightly and grabbed the loose material of the slip at about mid-thigh, removing the slip was his desire. I tried not to blush, knowing his removing that would reveal the soaked-through front of my panties, a much darker blue than the rest of the garment. Still, they’d witnessed the event that had caused it, Peter being the culprit that time, but everyone else watching.

“Good girl, now just stand still a moment.”

I had no intention of moving, so it felt a little silly for him to tell me to stay still. I felt the soft lace start to slide up my legs as he gathered it in his fingers. Slowly, the lace slid higher, exposing my stocking tops and then the bare thigh above them. I tried not to shiver as his hands started to rise, too. Any second now, he would be exposing the front of my underwear and the tell-tale evidence of what had transpired a few minutes earlier. There was a chorus of sharp intakes of breath, so I knew he'd lifted it high enough to expose that.

“Told you she enjoyed herself.”

I shot Peter a savage look for that comment, but all it achieved was to make them all laugh. Even David behind me chuckled, although he, as yet, couldn’t see what he was showing to them. I tore my focus away from them and looked around the room. That’s when I saw the mirror. Where I was standing was the perfect spot for a full-length reflection. I take back what I just said. David could see everything via the reflection. It was blindingly clear why they’d chosen this spot. It positioned me where whoever was behind me could see just as well as everyone else. The bastards had had way too much practice at this with the women who’d gone before me. I wanted to glare again but forced myself to relax. Nothing was actually happening that I hadn’t known was going to happen, nothing I hadn’t agreed to when I signed that damned contract. Not only that, but it would be happening over and over again, too.

Now he’d shown everyone, including himself, my thin panties. He moved a little quicker, pulling the slip higher and higher to expose my bare stomach. A quick tug and my bra-encased breasts dropped from the bottom edge. My view of the others cut off a little as the slip covered my face. Instinctively, I straightened my arms to allow him to pull the garment off me. Of course, that wasn’t what David wanted to do. With my head and arms entangled in the slip, he let go of the garment and moved his hands back to my breasts. I spluttered but couldn’t find the words as he cupped my right breast with his right hand while his left hand slid lower. As it neared the top of my panties, I inadvertently sucked in a breath which opened a gap between the waistband and my flesh. His fingers unerringly found that gap and slid down into my underwear. I moaned, partly in pleasure and partly in dislike of what he was doing. The moan turned to one of pure pleasure as he started to play with my pussy. I couldn’t help letting my feet slide even further apart.

“Stay still.” His hushed whisper almost certainly didn’t carry to the others. I stopped struggling with the slip and went with the flow. David isolated my right nipple and squeezed it before pulling it until I gasped. Down below, his fingers splayed over my slit. One finger on each side and his middle finger lying along the line of my opening. He used the two fingers to ease my outer lips apart and then plunged the middle finger into me. My deep, earthy moan echoed around the room despite the muffling effect of the clothing swathing my head.

I found myself incapable of preventing my hips from thrusting down to meet his penetrating finger. I sensed he was grinning but couldn’t see. The lace was thin enough that I could see light and the indistinct shapes of the guys watching me but nothing more. David took pity on me, letting go of my breast and bringing his right hand up to ease the slip higher. He didn’t stop what he was doing with the fingers of his left hand. To be honest, I didn’t want him to. My passions were climbing rapidly in response to being frigged like this in front of the others.

The slip slid clear of my face, and I blinked in the light. He let go of the slip and dropped his hand back down to my chest. David didn’t say anything, but I guessed he just wanted me to finish the job of removing the slip. A second or so later, I cleared it off my arms and let it flutter down to the floor beside me. For support, as much as anything else, I returned my arms to their position around the back of his neck. I knew that thrust my breasts, still covered by the cups of the bra, forward, one of them right into his teasing hand.

Letting go of my nipple, David made sure they didn’t stay covered for long. He simply grasped the edge of the bra cup and jerked that side of the garment down. My breast popped out, wobbling for a moment. The guys cheered at the sight, and I blushed again. A moment later, he did the same on the other side. The bra was rucked up below my breasts, with both of them on full display. His finger was still pumping in and out of me, and I could feel the induced orgasm building inside me.

“Nice.”

I swallowed hard and tried not to overthink my situation. Thinking was actually becoming difficult as David continued to ravage me. Then, before I could muster the energy to respond in any other way, the threatened orgasm hit. I moaned and half-collapsed back against him as my body started to shake and shudder uncontrollably. David wrapped his right arm around my waist, but if I hadn’t been hanging my own arms around his neck, I’d almost certainly have fallen. My legs would not take my weight at all. Through the mist of the climax, with my body still shuddering and pulsing around his finger, I heard the roars of approval from the other guys.

I was too far out of it to even blush. It seemed to take an age but was probably no more than fifteen seconds, but I was stable again. David let go of my waist, but rather than return to what he’d been doing, his hands wormed between the two of us, and I felt the catch of my bra release. Grabbing my arms, he brought them down to my sides, allowing him to efficiently strip the garment off and away. His hands continued the movement, moving down to the waistband of my panties and yanking them down onto my thighs. Having now cum twice while wearing them, they seemed to want to remain glued to my mound, but David was having none of that and ripped them further down. I didn’t think they ripped, but I doubted the elastic would be the same again. It felt horrible as the soaked underwear slid down my naked thighs before fathering down over the stockings. Just like that, I was naked except for my garter belt, stockings, and shoes in front of them all.

I fought to control my breathing as David dropped to his knees behind me. His fingers found the snaps of the garters, and I knew he hadn’t finished, didn’t intend to until he’d claimed his prize. Me, fully naked. The garter belt was quickly added to the pile of discarded clothing, and he started to gently slide down my left stocking. The caress of his fingers and the nylon on my skin had me holding my breath for a moment until I let it out with a sigh. His touch and the overall exposure were starting to stoke my arousal again. That arousal was tinged with apprehension for what would happen once he’d got me nude.

“Lift your foot, sweetheart.”

I glanced down, not having noticed he’d managed to not only slide my stocking down to my ankle but had also undone the buckle on my shoe. Resting one hand on his shoulder for balance, I dutifully did as he asked, and he slid the shoe off my foot and then pulled the stocking free. The shoe went skittering across the floor, but he let the stocking just fall. Less than thirty seconds later, he repeated the process on the other side.

Taking my hand, he led me a little closer to the other guys, stepping away from the pile of clothes. I glanced at him, wondering what would happen next, but he just smiled. I noticed, with some alarm, that he still had my stockings in his hand.


Chapter 10

Peter rose from his seat and then spun the chair around so its back was toward the table. I guess my alarm showed on my face because he came close to me and planted a soft kiss on my lips.

“Relax, Denise, you should enjoy what’s going to happen. The others all did, especially Alison.” He turned and gave Steve a wink, and my so-called mentor didn’t react to the use of his wife’s name. Up to press, I’d assumed mentioning the wives who’d been through this before me was de facto a no-no. It appeared from Steve’s unruffled reaction that wasn’t exactly the case. Nobody else seemed to react to Peter’s comment, anyway.

David led me to the chair, and with him and Peter on each side of me, I didn’t have any options other than to do as they asked. Not that they used words to ask me, but they simply turned me and gently pushed me down, so I sat on the chair. By now, given these two’s penchant for bondage, I was waiting for them to use my own stockings to tie my hands behind my back with one stocking and use the other to tie the binding stocking to the chair. They didn’t do that. I was shocked when they both dropped to their knees, although David did hand Peter a stocking.

“We’ll make sure they’re loose. This is designed to hold you in place, not hurt you, so relax.”

Without further ado and without waiting for a response from me, they both bent to the task. I knew they knew what they were doing, and they quickly wrapped the middle of a stocking on each side around my leg and then around the leg of the chair. As they tied knots in the nylon, I noticed my legs were tied to the outside of the chair legs, which meant my thighs were pulled wide apart, exposing my pussy to their eyes. I wondered what they were going to do. After all, there was no way they could fuck me in this position.

I swallowed hard as I watched the others all rise from their seats and move to stand behind Peter and David. All five pairs of eyes were boring into me, and I blushed at the idea of being at the center of such intense scrutiny.

“What…?” I cleared my throat and spoke again. “What are you going to do?” I realized it was the first time I’d spoken since before David had started stripping me.

David moved to stand right in front of me. “I think that should be obvious, don’t you?” His hand went to his fly, and I stared wild-eyed at him as he fished his hard cock out of his fly. I could see the others moving closer, too. Steve hadn’t been lying when he said there wouldn’t be another gangbang today. He had, however, sailed very close to avoiding the truth. Whether or not you declared a blowbang as a kind of gangbang or not, was just a matter of semantics. He fell on one side of that dividing line, but I was very definitely on the other.

Without any preamble, David pushed closer, pressing his cock against my closed lips. For a moment, I resisted, and then that mantra started playing through my head. Willing and enthusiastic was what I’d signed up for. Trying to keep my mouth closed wasn’t anything like meeting the contract requirements. Glaring up at him, hoping my expression conveyed my disdain for this kind of treatment, I nevertheless opened my mouth. He pushed forward, trusting my dislike didn’t extend down to using my teeth and biting him. Since they’d tied my legs but not my hands, my hands rose to encircle his cock, preventing him from pushing too far.

I remained passive for several more seconds, taking pleasure from knowing he would want more than that. Then, when I decided I’d drawn it out long enough, I started to move my tongue. I was still watching his face, and I saw the smile that broke into being. I guess he thought he’d won. Just to remind him that he wasn’t the only player in the game, I bit down on his cock. Not too hard, but more than enough for him to notice. Eh gasped and looked down at me. I raised an eyebrow and smiled around the obstruction in my mouth. I relented, though, and started to bob my head a little, drawing him deeper.

I wasn’t really paying too much attention to my peripheral vision, but I sensed someone crouch down on either side of me. Hands started to stroke my body, one on each side working up toward my breasts, the other down onto my inner thighs. With my legs tied like this, I couldn’t close them to protect myself.

I whimpered around the cock and sucked harder. The hands touching my breasts tightened, squeezing a little and then withdrawing a little so they could play with my nipples. They weren’t working in unison, but close enough that it gave the impression it was one person. Down below, the opposite was true. One of them found my folds and pushed a finger inside. The other moved his hand to the top of my slit and started pressing against my clit. That little button felt like it was throbbing. It was certainly enjoying the attention. After two orgasms, my channel was wet, so the finger inside me quickly became two, and the movement intensified. The fingers pinching and twisting my nipples were working me up, too.

I wanted to tell them to fuck off and leave me alone, but if I had done, I knew they would do exactly that. However, my body would probably exact a terrible revenge. My core was loving this treatment, even if, in my mind, I wasn’t.

Given David had been the one undressing me, the one giving me the orgasm on his fingers, I didn’t expect him to last long. He didn’t. Scarcely six or seven minutes after he thrust into my mouth, I felt him expand a little and then pull out until only the end was in my mouth. Even so, his first spurt caught me by surprise, and I swallowed reflexively before he continued to pump rope after rope of spunk into my mouth. When he’d started to pull out, I was ready to react violently, worrying he and the subsequent guys would want a porn star finish. No, that wasn’t the case. David spent himself in my mouth, then carefully pulled out and stepped back.

Peter took his place, so that told me he wasn’t one of the men mauling me from the sides. His cock was already out. I only had a few moments to swallow the bleachy traces of David’s ejaculation, and Peter was pushing past my teeth. I didn’t even get the chance to work my jaw to ease any ache. Peter pressed deeper than David had, well before I could bring my hands up. I gagged, and I heard the sharp hiss from him as he relished the feeling of my throat and mouth constricting. He wasn’t actually in my throat, not with this angle, but he could still feel the convulsion.

As I brought my hands into use and controlled the depth of penetration, I became aware of what was happening to my body. The sheer fact I was blowing a second cock within a minute of the first finishing was driving my libido skyward. The fact I had four hands on me, two playing with my breasts, two teasing my pussy, just added to the stimulation. I couldn’t sit still, my butt bouncing on the seat as I writhed.

With a flush to my cheeks, I knew it was a straight toss-up whether Peter beat me to the punch or I came first.

In the end, I won that race. My orgasm was shattering as I tried to scream around the obstruction in my mouth. Peter was sensible. He pulled out, letting me double over, trying to control my own body as the waves of orgasmic pleasure blew through and washed over me. How I didn’t topple the chair over, I don’t know, but that was probably down to the two guys on either side holding onto me for dear life.

As I fought to get my breathing back under control, I had another of those little epiphanies I’d been having for a while now. My attitude toward this blowbang, which it appeared was what it was going to be, had changed. Not exactly switched, but as I sat up again and leaned forward toward Peter, I was doing so far more willingly. I wanted this, now, almost as much as the guys wanted. It was a strange reaction for me, but it was definitely a welcome one for all of us.

As Peter pushed his cock into my mouth, I sucked hard, my tongue bathing the very tip of it, then dropping to the base of my mouth to let him slip deeper. I only had one hand around his cock, too, no longer using two hands to control the depth.

Having just watched me shake and shudder my way through an orgasm, having watched his mate get sucked off, and now experiencing my increased enthusiasm, what chance had Peter got of holding out for too long? The answer was not long, not long at all. This time around, there was no warning. He simply pushed a little deeper and held still, then bang. The first shot of cum flew straight into my throat. I gagged, and he groaned above my head but continued to shoot his load into my mouth. He was planting his seed much deeper than David had, bypassing my mouth and unloading most of it straight into my throat. It made it hard for me to breathe, but I knew it wouldn’t last. His slime felt horrible as it tried to follow gravity down to my stomach, but as he cleared my mouth, I was able to swallow and use my saliva to rinse it down.

As Peter stepped away, I sensed rather than saw someone step into his place. I held up a hand to get them to wait a little, and for a wonder, they did exactly that. This wasn’t the most gentlemanly thing they’d done to me, but they were at least conscious of my needs, too. I took my hand down, and immediately there was a cock right in front of my face once more. The men who’d been playing with my body withdrew, too, only to be replaced with two more pairs of hands tormenting my breasts and my pussy. I guessed that it was now David and Peter. After all, the first two would need to take their place in the queue for my mouth.

“Open wide, Denise.” The fact it was Steve in front of me was a surprise. So far, he’d been the one to go last. There again, that was based on a sample of one—this morning’s gangbang. He pressed his cock against my lips, and I let my mouth fall open before wrapping my hand around his cock and making sure he didn’t push too far.

I guessed that seeing each of the others fucking my mouth like this would be a turn-on for the others waiting their turn. The anticipation would build, and hopefully, none of them would be able to last. Steve was my biggest worry, especially as he’d been the one to already have me twice today. Would his third cum of the day be glacially slow as a result? I whimpered around the cock in my mouth, but it was already too late to think about such things. The hands were working their magic, too. I could tell the difference. Peter and David were a little rougher, a little harsher than the first two had been. I’d worked out by process of elimination that had to have been Frank and Martin, but I couldn’t be absolutely certain one of them hadn’t been Steve, and one of the others swapped with him as I recovered from my climax.

In the end, I came once while blowing Steve, not at all while blowing Maritn, and then a final time, not particularly a big one, as I blew Frank.

By the end of that, I was worn out and just slumped in the chair, trying to work my mouth to clear the ache in my jaw and swallow repeatedly to remove the taste from my mouth. I felt someone working on my legs, and then the stockings released. They even helped me bring my legs close together, and I closed them the final few inches myself.

Someone handed me a glass of what I thought was water, but turned out to be vodka and tonic. I coughed but didn’t bring it back, then waved it away.

“Water.”

“Coming up.”

Now they’d had their fun, they were all quite solicitous, hovering around to make sure I was okay. I guess they all realized they’d gone a bit too far. It certainly wasn’t an experience I wanted to repeat, ever, but I guessed I probably would. Above all else, it wasn’t an experience I wanted to ever get used to.

“You okay, Denise?”

I forced a slight smile. “Am I allowed to say no?”

“Of course. We’re not monsters.” Steve managed to look affronted.

“You think?”

“You could have called time at any point, you know. We’d have stopped.” He looked hurt now, and I could see the others all hovering around with varying looks of concern on their faces.

I could have played that for all I was worth. The opportunity was there. Instead, I chuckled and shook my head. “No, I’m okay. A bit surprised, though. A little bit of warning would have been good.”

“So next time we fancy a blowbang, you want, what, five minutes warning?” Peter was clearly back to his sardonic best.

Challenge accepted. “About an hour would be better. Give me a chance to start running… fast.”

Laughter filled the room as I smiled. They’d all buttoned back up, leaving me the only one exposed. I realized I was still stark naked in the middle of a group of fully dressed men.

“If you guys will excuse me, I wouldn’t mind the chance to clean up.”

Steve patted my knee. Not in a sexual way, but more as a way to get my attention focused back on him.

“If you’re okay, now, we’ll be leaving.”

I raised an eyebrow at that. “All of you?”

“For sure, you need your rest.”

“Why are you going to want a repeat tomorrow? I gave a theatrical shrug and watched as all eyes turned to my bobbling breasts.

“As I said, Denise, we’re not monsters. We’ll leave you to get some rest. Tomorrow will not be a repeat of today. That much, I promise you. Nor will all of us be here tomorrow or the next day.”

“Oh.”

“What will happen will depend on who’s here, but from now ‘til you leave, there will never be more than two of us.”

“I see.”

“Congratulations, by the way.”

“For what?”

“Today was kind of an initiation thing. You did really well.”

I pushed myself to my feet and looked meaningfully in the direction of the bathroom. “Clean up time, guys.”

I was surprised, given the state I was in, that each of them came close and gave me a hug from the side and then kissed me on the cheek. Given I’d just blown all of them, a kiss on the mouth would have been way too much for any one of us, including me.

I padded through into the bedroom and then into the bathroom. A quick shower was surprisingly refreshing, and I felt much better as I came out, wrapped in a nice thick toweling robe. The place was more or less empty, just Steve sitting at the counter with his phone in his hand and a mug of steaming coffee in front of him. When he saw me, he leaned over and quickly poured another mug and pushed it in my direction.

“The others?”

“Have gone. As we said. I just stayed to make sure you were okay. Then, if you are, I’m gone.”

“I’m fine, honest.”

“Good, now, one final question.”

“Which is?”

“Would you like Alison to have a video chat with you? She’s available. I’ve already checked. You did seem a bit freaked out there.”

I grimaced and covered my need for thinking time by grabbing my coffee and sipping it.

“Are you sure she wouldn’t mind?”

“Absolutely certain. Remember, we mentor for a reason, which is as good a one as there is. He rose to his feet and gave me a full-on hug. “You did good today, Denise, really good. Don’t do yourself down.”

He paused. “Have a chat with Alison, and then get a good night’s sleep. Okay?”

I nodded, and he grinned and gave me a wave. Just like that, he was out of the door, and I was finally alone.


Chapter 11

I gave Steve a couple of minutes to get in the elevator and descend to the basement garage just to make sure he wasn’t doubling back. I hadn’t initially intended to take Steve up on his offer to talk to Alison. The more I thought about it, though, the more sense the conversation made.

Talking to Alison about the events of today would be embarrassing, especially as her husband had had me three times, compared to the others twice. He’d known that, of course, when he suggested I call her, and Alison had to know where he’d been and what he’d been doing, without the squishy details, of course.

I knew I needed to talk, so I forced myself to stay calm, refilled my coffee, and dialed her number. It barely rang a second time before her image popped up on the screen.

“Hi, Denise.”

“Hi.” I knew my face was bright red, the embarrassment kicking in as she peered at me through the screen of her cell.

Alison chuckled. “Relax, sweetie, I’m not going to bite your head off because you fucked my husband today. For the record, how many times?”

“What record?”

She rolled her eyes. “Joke.”

I couldn’t answer her, not in words, so mutely held up three fingers.

She giggled and shook her head. “Let me guess, he got to explain things to you after lunch, so he was the one who chose what you wore and then removed it and fucked you between lunch and dinner. I knew that one was a given because he quizzed me about what you liked or disliked about Chinese food. Whoever is ordering dinner gets the bonus fuck. Having already participated in the gangbang before lunch and, of course, in their nonsensical game of cards after dinner.”

“How come you know so much about it?”

“I don’t. I’m just guessing based on the first time I had to spend time in the condo with the entire group. Of course, my husband wasn’t a part of the group then.” Alison paused as if gathering her thoughts. “Look, sweetie, let me straighten a couple of things out for you first, and then you can ask questions. Don’t worry, if Steve walks in the door, I’ll send him packing. Don’t want him to hear us talking, okay?”

I nodded.

“Firstly, the game of cards. I bet they told you it was high stakes?”

“Yeah.”

“That’s the same trick they pull every time. Barbara clued me in on that. Where they told you dollars, they were actually playing for cents. These guys don’t gamble, well, not in that way.”

“Ah.”

“Sorry if that punctured your vanity, but you were the only high stake in the game.”

I blew out a deep breath. “To be honest, that’s a relief.”

“Why?”

“Because I didn’t want Justin dropping several hundred dollars a hand on a poker game when his turn comes.”

Alison laughed again. “Your thoughts match mine. Until Barbara passed that on, I wasn’t going to let Steve play, either. Don’t think about Justin at the moment. Think about yourself.”

“Well, I’d love to talk to him.”

“Bad idea, remember, the rule about not giving any detail to the husband is a very sensible one. Keeping them in the dark keeps their edge sharp and makes them think their jealousy is based on their own imagination. Justin is level-headed enough to handle that and not do anything stupid.”

“I guess.”

“He’ll be fine, and so will you. Look at you, girl. You’re positively glowing. How many times did those randy bastards get you off?”

I tried not to blush again and decided discretion was in order. “I lost count.”

“That’s my girl.”

“I’ll let you into another secret, one that Justin is going to take  a little while to cotton on to.”

“What?”

“Steve and Justin both think they’re clever. Steve realized he could tell who was planning to visit his wife by tracking their movements on the office Callander app. I know Justin admitted to Steve he’s doing the same thing. They think they’re clever, and they’re the only ones who know how to do that. Don’t tell Justin, just as I’ve never told Steve, they all know that trick. It was harder back in the days of paper calendars, but they know, and they manipulate the husband accordingly.”

“I see.”

“Case in point. All five of them are booked out for the whole three days, today being the first. Your husband is sweating that they’re all going to be with you, fucking you, and doing every damn thing else their twisted minds can think of, for the whole time he’s away. The only thing they’re fucking with is his mind. They’ve already told you they’re not going to be all there at the same time again. Hell, Justin probably thinks they’re going to all be staying with you in the condo for the whole three days and nights. He expects to come home to a sex-ravaged waif who hasn’t been able to sleep for three days because she’s been constantly fucked.”

“I guess.” That was uncomfortably close to the truth. It was certainly the way I’d been thinking.

“Of course, he doesn’t know the only bed in the place isn’t big enough for six people to sleep on.” Alison giggled. “Even if everyone topped and tailed like we used to do as kids on sleepovers.”

I managed to chuckle at that idea, then the laugh grew as my imagination built that image in my head.

“That’s my girl.”

“Well, you’re right. He doesn’t know there’s only one bed.”

“And what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him. Steve got a shock when he saw the condo for the first time. I think he’d been imagining some kind of pink Barbie boudoir complete with every possible sex toy and device.”

I laughed even harder. Steve had been right. Alison was definitely lifting my mood.

“So don’t tell Justin anything about the condo. Keeping him in the dark about the place is good for the soul. Increases the mystery and meets the board’s needs.”

“So, how many can I expect tomorrow?” I took the conversation back to a serious level.

“Honestly, don’t know. As you’re still new, I suspect it will be more of them than it will be next time. I know at least two of them are serious golfers, so they will keep themselves booked out of the office so they can play a couple of rounds. Not to say they won’t schedule a visit at some point, but not all at once. Of the rest, Steve has a job to do for me tomorrow, so don’t expect to see my errant husband. Speaking of who…”

Alison faded out as I heard background noises. When she spoke again, she wasn’t as close to the phone, and she was obviously speaking to someone else—Steve.

“You. Upstairs, shower, and then stay upstairs out of the way. I’m busy trying to unpick the mess you and your mates left.”

“Not that bad, is it?”

“None of your freaking business, mister. Go. I do not want to smell her on you when I come upstairs in a bit.”

I blushed at that, not sure if Alison had meant me to hear that or not.

She reappeared in front of the cellphone’s camera. “Sorry, sweetie, he just arrived home. He’s gone now, out of earshot.”

“I heard.”

“Ah, sorry. That last bit wasn’t really for your ears.”

“It’s okay.”

“It’s true, though. When I ride him to the point of total exhaustion later, I don’t want to be catching the scent of another woman on him. Not my bag.”

I shuddered. “Too much information.”

She shrugged. “it’s part of the best coping strategy. Whenever you get home to Justin, you make sure you’ve still the appetite for one more cock—his? Am I right?”

I gave her a nod, still trying not to show any further embarrassment. Alison and I did talk about sex occasionally, but we didn’t get into specifics. This was sailing very close to the wind.

“Well, the same is true the other way, too. My errant husband had better be able to get it up for me tonight, or there’ll be hell to pay. I suspect that is true of all of the others as well. I know Barbara will be pinning Peter to the bed.”

I snorted. “I thought he was the dominant type.”

“No, sweetie, he just likes to think he is. Barbara rules the roost in that home. Just like I rule this one, and you’ll rule yours.” She paused and grabbed the wine glass that she’d previously hidden out of shot. “Look, I’m sure you’ve got other questions, so fire away?”

“The gangbangs…” I took a deep, shuddering breath.

“Didn’t enjoy them?”

“No, that’s not it…”

“Ah, you want to qualify that you enjoyed the climaxes, but you don’t think you enjoyed the experience.”

I knew I needed to be honest with her. “Something like that.”

“Why not?”

I thought for a couple of seconds. “I’m not sure I can answer that.”

Alison giggled and raised an eyebrow. “I probably can.”

“You can?”

“Sure, the first gangbang, and the blowbang after dinner are kind of a ritual thing for the directors. The actual details might change, and as the personnel change, so does the nature of it. They are, though, a ritual, an induction. You will not get the same again.”

“No more gangbangs?”

She laughed. “No, I didn’t say that, so don’t go getting your hopes up. There are definitely a few more gangbangs in your future. However, any future ones will be different. Today, they kept you pretty passive throughout, didn’t they? Restraints, blindfolds, that kind of thing?”

I nodded, trying to keep my blush reflex from flowering again.

“That’s the induction aspect. After this, they might use restraints and blindfolds while they get you undressed, but as soon as you’re naked, the ropes or cuffs or blindfold will come off, and you’ll be an active participant. Today was about showing they had control. Sure, you got to cum, but you had to understand the power dynamic. From now on, you get to play too.”

“Why induct me?”

“I’m not entirely sure, but I suspect there’s something specific about it. Remember, I went through the same thing. Well, in my case, the card game bit of it, at least. I think they’re making sure you can stand up to everything they might try. Believe you me, today was the severest test of that.”

I chuckled. “It gets easier from now on?”

Alison shook her head. “No, that’s not what I meant. I don’t think it gets easier, but I think you will relax and enjoy it more. I was like you that first time. Uptight and wound after having experienced that. By the time the Christmas party came around, I was ready for them. In fact, I think I shocked them by just how ready I was.”

“Oh? In what way?”

Alison blushed but continued and answered my question. “Do you remember the year I wore that chiffon dress to the annual Christmas party? There were three layers to the dress, fading from light pink to a brighter pink.”

I nodded. “I remember that dress. You looked fabulous in it.”

“Well, what I didn’t reveal at the party, well, that party, was the fact I was totally naked underneath.”

I gasped. “You weren’t?”

“Was too. Steve knew and knew the board directors would find that out the following day, too. Remember, it’s the second Christmas party I’m talking about—the private one at the condo. The fact it shaded from light to dark pink was deliberate. The colors helped hide everything underneath.”

“You hussy!”

Alison chuckled. “Well, when the guys found that out, they were all over me like a rash. That private party was something else. I think I hit my O-count record that night. I was a very active participant, too. None of the restraints or blindfolds got used. Mind you, there wasn’t a lot to take off.” She giggled. “I’ve still got the dress if you want to borrow it. We’re about the same size, even if you are a bit taller.”

“Thank you, no.”

“Try the commando trick. It works. They’re too hot to trot to try any of their little games.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.” I shook my head, remembering just how much Alison had been the belle of the ball that night. With a shudder, I realized that would be my fate at the next Christmas party. I would have to outshine all the other women there, knowing that I would be wearing the same outfit the following night, just for the directors to be stripping me of, right here in this condo, prior to another free-for-all gangbang.

“Frankly, I think they miss out by playing these games.”

“You do? What makes you think that?”

“Because these competitions mean there is always a break while they decide the next winner. Even when they rig the game, which they do, a lot of the time, there’s always a gap. We have to sit around in that gap, and that gives us time to cool down. So, a lot of their time, and I mean the winner’s time, they have to spend that time warming us back up to the previous level of arousal. If they did something different, which, by the way, is what they do at Christmas, we’d never get the chance to cool down. Hence the O-count record.”

“I see. Thinking about it, you’re right. So, are you going to tell Steve that and get him to tell all the others?”

Alison grinned. “Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Because I apparently hold the O-count record for the entire system, and why should I surrender that record to a skank like you.”

My mouth dropped open for a moment, taking her words seriously. Then she burst into laughter, unable to keep her face straight.

“God, you should see your face, Denise.”

“Not funny. For a minute, then I thought the fact I’d fucked your husband three times today had destroyed our friendship.”

Her mouth dropped open, and I knew I’d just scored a point on her. Like her, though, I couldn’t keep my own laughter under control. It bubbled out as she shook her head. “Touche.”

“Fair is fair.”

“Okay, you got me back. Now any other questions? I suspect my errant husband has finished his shower, got himself dried, and is lying in a naked, seductive pose on the bed, waiting for me to join him.

I shuddered. “Too much information.”

“From the woman who just said she fucked him three times?”

“Okay, I give. Maybe that was too close to the knuckle.”

“No, sweetie, you’re golden. We’re all good. Are you okay enough to get to sleep tonight, or should I send him back to you to cuddle you to sleep?”

I shivered. “Thanks, but no thanks.” I took a deep breath. “Yeah, I’m good, all good.”

“Well, check the app before you put the lights out. I’m sure your morning visitor will be scheduling himself, and no doubt he’ll be giving detailed instructions on what you need to wear.” Alison rolled her eyes. “They always do. Now you know why Steve thought it was a Barbie house, all dollies and dress up.”

I giggled, that reminder of the earlier part of our conversation echoing in my head.

“Bye, sweetie.”

“Bye.”

Before I put my cell down, I noticed the notification number on the company app. She’d been right. Whoever was going to see me first tomorrow had already made his plans. I opened the app and read through the details.

I have a huge sigh of relief. At least it wasn’t the double act, Peter and David. Not this time. I suppose Frank’s request for me to wear a baby doll with stockings and a garter belt but no panties was a little kinky. There again, the double act would have asked for something far more extreme. That is, of course, not to suggest that Frank wouldn’t get extreme, but at least it wasn’t starting out that way. I was just going to be a bit overexposed.


Chapter 12

I wasn’t sure what Steve wanted this morning. No, that wasn’t quite true. The outfit he’d picked for me was a giveaway. The white, unlined, tan-through bikini wasn’t designed to get wet. If it got wet, it turned transparent. So, being asked to wear that, together with a white chiffon coverup for his arrival, told me I’d be going in the hot tub. The lack of stockings was another clue.

Although they’d agreed any shenanigans on the rooftop terrace would be curtailed because of the risk of drones with cameras, that did not apply to the hot tub near the bifold doors into the interior. Ten gets you one, I was going in the hot tub, probably without the cover-up, and of course, as soon as I did, the bikini would turn transparent. I wouldn’t actually be naked, but there wasn’t really any difference. Whether or not I was allowed to put the cover-up back on when I left the hot tub was simply a matter of degree. Wearing the chiffon over my wet skin would turn that pretty well transparent, too.

At least there was one thing in my favor today. Justin’s plane landed at three, so Steve would be gone by twelve, giving me time to get ready to meet him at the airport. Part of me was desperate for that moment, but there was a knot of anxiety in the pit of my stomach over seeing him after everything that had gone on for the last two days. Alison had been right. They’d not all descended on me at the same time, but, apart from Steve, they had all visited yesterday, including the double act, but even they had turned up at different times. No threesomes, which was something of a relief. Visiting was, of course, a euphemism. They’d done a lot more than just visit with me. I shivered at the memory and continued to get ready. Steve would be here in five minutes.

I finished tying on the bikini top and then used the mirror to adjust it into the correct position. Even dry, I could see the shadows of my nipples through the thin material. Once wet, well, I dreaded to think. The coverall was next, and then I sat down to sort out my face. If I was going in the hot tub, then minimal makeup was the order of the day. It would be pointless to do a lot of eye colors and foundation, which would wash away. I settled on a decent coat of lippy. After all, he might take pity on me and settle for a blowjob. Leave me fresh for my husband. I didn’t think he’d think like that, but of all of them, he was the one most likely to.

My ruminations on the subject were interrupted by the sound of the front door opening. Since I had the bedroom walls extended, I couldn’t see the door itself.

“Denise?”

“Just finishing getting ready.”

He chuckled. “Just like Alison, putting a bikini on takes much longer than any man would expect.”

“I’ll tell her you said that.”

“Be my guest.”

I sniffed as loudly and as pretentiously as I could manage, and he laughed but stayed away from the partly open bedroom door. At least he was being a gentleman… so far.

I double-checked how the cover-up sat over my shoulders and took a deep breath. If anything, the cover-up made the outfit look borderline obscene. The triangles of white fabric over my breasts made my breasts bulge a little around the edges. I could have tied it looser, of course, but where was the fun in that? Those triangles were easily visible through the thin chiffon. The cover-up didn’t even reach much lower than my waist. The front triangle of the bottoms showed below the bottom edge. I didn’t even want to think about how the even smaller triangle at the back made my otherwise naked butt look. Teaming such an outfit with tall white heels was, in my eyes, ridiculous. What the man says, the man gets in this situation. Steve had specified white heels, and this was the only pair I had at the condo.

Taking a deep breath, I moved out into the condo proper and faced Steve with a smile on my face.

“You look awesome, Denise.” His compliment was obviously heartfelt. I struck a pose, hipshot, while his gaze traveled slowly from my head down to my feet and then all the way back up. I don’t think he paused at the bustline, but I couldn’t be sure.

“So if I’m going in the hot tub…?”

Steve chuckled.”Who said you were going in the hot tub?”

I gave an expansive gesture, taking in my outfit.

“Okay, so you’re going into the hot tub.”

I shuddered. His gaze immediately locked on my swaying breasts. “Then where are your trunks?”

“Who said I was going to get wet too?”

“Aren’t you?” I was playing the coquette for all I was worth, and from the grin on his face, Steve was loving it.

“Wait a minute. I’ll just borrow the bathroom.”

I swallowed hard and watched as he headed into the bedroom and, from there, into the bathroom.

If he wanted modesty to get himself changed, who was I to complain? After all, he’d arranged things so I could get ready in privacy.

“Coffee?” I called out.

“Please. It’s a bit early for wine.”

He was right. In any case, I wouldn’t have opted for the wine anyway. I wanted a clear head when I drove to the airport. It certainly wouldn’t do to pick up a DUI in such a sensitive area. The local courts were white hot on that subject after a spate of accidents in the last few months.

I poured two coffees and added creamer, then carried them outside and put them down on the glass-topped side table nearest the hot tub. Rather than stand around, I sat down on the nearest seat and crossed my legs as I leaned back. I was trying for a relaxed, almost innocent look, knowing the bikini going transparent as soon as I stepped into the water would dispel that instantly.

After another couple of minutes, Steve stepped outside, too, carrying a large pile of towels. I winced. I should have thought of that myself. At least Steve had opted for shorts and not budgie smugglers, so he looked halfway decent.

He extended his hand, and as I took it, he pulled me to my feet, bringing me closer to him. I wasn’t surprised when he leaned in and gently brushed his lips over mine. He let go of my hand and brought his hand around to the small of my back. A subtle pressure brought us closer together. I didn’t need him to tell me the next kiss would be deeper. I put both hands on his chest just to keep a little distance between us, and he took the hint. Yes, this kiss was deeper than the last, but it wasn’t at the level of a full-on tongue wrestle.

He lifted his head away. “New perfume?”

I shook my head. “No, it’s the one I’ve been wearing for three days.”

“Oh.” He actually blushed. “I guess we were all too busy to notice during the…”

I grinned at him, finishing his sentence. “… card game?”

“That’s the one.” His grin was back, and he wrapped both arms around me and pulled me closer. Without thinking about it, my hands slid off his naked chest and around behind him to hug him to me. My breasts squashed against his chest, but I was still clothed, while he was only wearing his board shorts.

That set off a weird train of thought, and I giggled.

“Care to share?”

I shook my head.

“Go on.”

I sighed. He had a reputation for being persistent.

“Board shorts for a director, get it? A board member.”

He chuckled, too, as the deliberate double meaning sank in. I blushed as I realized I’d added another layer to it with my inadvertent usage of member.

He leaned in for another kiss, and this time, his tongue flicked out, demanding and being granted access. The pressure increased as his tongue found mine and started to tease and play. His hands smoothed over my back, caressing me through the chiffon cover-up. It felt nice, not exactly romantic, but soft and nice after the raunchiness of the last two days. Raunchiness he’d had a big hand in contributing on the first day.

“Come on, we deserve to turn ourselves into prunes.”

He grabbed my hand again and turned me toward the hot tub. Then he reached down and grabbed the bottom edge of the cover-up. Not that he had to reach down that far. He started to slide it up as he cocked an eyebrow at me. I knew what he wanted and lifted my arms above my head to allow him to slide it all the way off. I wondered if he would use the same trick as had been used on me before, trap my head inside the fabric. Steve, though, remained a gentleman and simply slid the garment up and off.

He let it flutter to the floor behind me as he lowered his eyeline and drank in the way the bikini top hugged my body. Yes, the translucent cover-up had allowed him to see, but not in this much detail. My mind flew back to the first time I’d visited the condo when Steve had been showing me the view from the terrace. All I’d been wearing then had been some purple satin underwear. That had covered far more than the bikini I was currently wearing. I swallowed hard and let him look his fill.

After another few seconds, he half-turned and transferred the two coffees to the side of the hot tub. I wasn’t sure we would be drinking those, especially when he saw just how transparent this bikini would go as soon as it got wet.

I half-expected him to order me into the hot tub first, but he didn’t. He climbed in and held his hand out to help me mount the step and then step into the hot tub. Of course, the water was warm and felt really good on my skin. I’m no water baby, but the hot tub felt good. Where I was standing, the water only came up to just over my knees. I was a little reluctant to step forward, knowing the water would get a lot deeper in the middle, the deepest bit.

Steve grinned at me, understanding my dilemma. He leaned over and started the jets, letting the surface of the water fill with bubbles. At least those bubbles would give me some semblance of modesty. I flashed him a smile and took a deep breath before sitting down on the edge, allowing the water to come up to my thighs. It was a simple matter to slide in until I was sitting on the contoured base. My bottoms were now under the water, and although the bubbles somewhat obscured my view, I could see the water had done its job. The bottoms looked like a white shadow around my mound. Nothing more than that. I bit my lip and, moved to the side, and leaned back into the contour so my breasts were now also underwater. Steve watched my performance with a sardonic smile, but his eyeline dipped as the bikini top turned transparent.

I tried not to shiver, but I could see his eyes flare wider at the sight of me. He leaned over, grasped my coffee, and passed it to me, then took his own and saluted me with it. I returned the salute and wondered how this was going to play out.

“Drink your coffee, Denise. I’m not putting a move on you ‘til I’ve drank mine.”

“Putting your move on me?”

“Yep. When I put my coffee down, I’m going to move over next to you and then turn the bubbles off.”

I shuddered, knowing that it made the already agitated surface of the water move even more. The moment he’d specified a bikini, this bikini, I’d known I’d end up naked in the hot tub. That had been a given, obvious from the start. That left two questions. Firstly, was I going to be the one taking it off, or was he? Secondly, would I end up being fucked in the hot tub, or would he lead me soaking wet out onto the nearby outdoor couch? If those cushions got wet, it wouldn’t matter. The condo would be dormant for the next week or so. Or, at least, I assumed it would be. When I thought about it, I didn’t actually know that. The idea Steve, or one of the others, might bring other women here when I wasn’t available hadn’t crossed my mind before now.

“What’s the matter, sweetheart?”

“Nothing.”

It was obvious he was going to be persistent again.

“Don’t kid a kidder.”

“I mean it, it’s nothing.”

“Your face crashed from a full-on smile to a look of abject horror. Since I don’t think it was what I said, it had to be what you were thinking. So, out with it, young lady. Remember, the spanking you got the day before yesterday can always be repeated. Seeing as your ass is wet, the water will make the impact sting far more.”

I swallowed hard and quickly thought through my options. I didn’t have many. I could tell Steve what I’d been thinking and ask him a question, or I could lie and make something up. I wasn’t very good at lying in a crisis, and hesitation wouldn’t be good. Steve was probably capable of carrying out his threat, and I really didn’t want to meet my husband while my ass was sore as well as bright red. He wouldn’t take that well.

“Do you ever bring other women here?”

Steve frowned. “What?”

“Simple question. Do you ever bring other women here?”

He chuckled. “You’re wondering if I use this as a crash pad for secret hookups with women in general or another woman in particular?”

“Not just you.”

“Look, sweetheart, this condo exists just for you and our assignations with you. Nobody else. Once Justin joins the board, you will find your access is revoked. Justin cannot bring you here. If I brought Alison here, the alarms would sound, and I’d have to explain myself to the other directors. So, by the way, would she. The same would be true for their wives as well. If I was meeting another woman here, Alison would stick me on a spit and roast me over a slow fire. The same goes for the other directors and their wives. Outside of this specific arrangement, this condo has no specific function except for the occasional work meeting where we want total privacy. That doesn’t happen often. Just so you know, the last time we had such a meeting here, it was to discuss offering Justin the junior position on the board. By extension, inviting you here.”

He paused, took a swig of his coffee, and then put the mug down on the far edge of the hot tub. He rose to his feet and moved over to sit next to me. “Does that answer your question? No, there are no other women here. Samantha can come and go, but she’s untouchable. Part of the price for her discretion. We pay her to shop for clothes, not for anything else. I think the cleaning crew might include women, but they only come in when the place is empty. The delivery service for the groceries is a guy, and he only gets to the foyer, where security brings it up the rest of the way. The same goes for takeaways. Does that answer your question?”

“Yes. Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. You have to learn to ask. If it’s bothering you, get an answer, okay?”

I nodded and put my own coffee mug down. I turned to look at him and cocked an eyebrow. Steve grinned, then reached past me and switched the jets off. He was looking down as the last of the bubbles slowly died away.

I swallowed hard and fought down the impulse to bring my hands up to provide some shielding. It wasn’t like he hadn’t seen it all before. However, sitting in a hot tub in what had essentially become a see-through bikini made the experience different, dirtier even.

I couldn’t help it. I glanced down. The last of the bubbles had died away, and my breasts were clearly visible through the surface of the still water. I licked my lips and lifted my gaze to look at Steve. He shifted closer, and his arm snaked around my shoulders. Since his arm was wet, and my shoulder wasn’t as yet wet, it was a cold touch, and I shivered. That made him laugh.

“Drop lower, sweetheart.”

I slid forward, slowly lowering myself into the water but trying to keep my hair out of the chlorinated chemicals. At least that provided a little more warmth, and I forced myself to relax.

Not that Steve would give me any time. He leaned in close and resumed kissing me, picking up where he’d left off only a few minutes earlier, just before we got in the hot tub.

His tongue expected, no demanded, entry once more, and I let my mouth open, my lips murmuring against his as his tongue speared into my mouth. I’d cooled off while we’d been talking. I knew that was my fault. Steve’s expert kisses were warming me up again. His arm went around my shoulder and pulled me into him. Under the water, his free hand found my knee and stroked up onto my thigh. I tried not to wiggle too much, but the hot tub is not the most comfortable place to make out, transparent bikini or otherwise. He didn’t make a play for the goodies the traitorous garment had put on show.

Steve’s hand was moving on my leg, not pressing hard, but I could feel his fingers as he drew complex patterns on my thigh. He was still on the outside of my leg but moving higher with each iteration of what he was doing. It felt good, and I let my legs drift apart a little, providing him access to the more sensitive flesh. I knew he could feel my movement, but he didn’t make an immediate grab. However, after several more seconds, he had moved onto the newly uncontested territory. My arousal spiked higher, especially when he broke the kiss and shifted his lips to the sensitive skin just below my ear. I had always been a sucker for being nuzzled there.

The hand he’d used to hold me close now slid down over my shoulder onto the upper slope of my breast. I squirmed under his touch, trying to stay comfortable, and this time, I kept my eyes closed, letting his hands go where they will. My legs drifted further apart, exposing more of my inner thigh to his touch. Steve was in no hurry, enjoying what he was doing to me. I was a little concerned about the time, but not too much. My body behaved as if it wanted this as much as Steve did.

It was time to get a bit more active now. Willing and enthusiastic crossed my mind again. My hand drifted over to find his crotch, and as my fingers arrived, they found he was already hard inside his board shorts. Given how I was dressed and what he was doing, that wasn’t really a surprise. I moaned softly even as he grunted at my touch. His cock twitched, and his hand slid smoothly around and then up to just below the insubstantial barrier that constituted my bikini bottoms.

I brought my other hand around and gently stroked his cheek as he moved back in to kiss me again. This time, I didn’t wait for his tongue to extend. Instead, I thrust mine forward, taking the fight into his mouth rather than mine.

I guess my sudden involvement in the process pushed him further. His fingers climbed up my leg, touching the front of the bikini bottoms and pressing them against me. His other hand dipped lower, cupping and then squeezing my breast. My nipple, already hard, tried to find a home in his palm, and he must have felt the hard nug digging in. I moaned into his mouth, my entire body stiffening in the precursor to an orgasm. I wasn’t that close, but the reaction was automatic.

His cock hardened under my hand, and as we broke the kiss in order to breathe, he moved his hands. Slipping his arms around my waist, he surged upright, standing up in the hot tub and pulling me with him. Of course, since we were still in the relatively shallow part of the tub, the water level was below the tops of my legs. HE stepped back a little and looked down, drinking in the detail of my body, shadowed slightly paler by the otherwise transparent bikini.

His erection was clear of the water, too, and I glanced down at it and grinned at the way his cock was tenting out the front of his board shorts.

“Time to pay the piper, missy.”

“Oh, and what coin do I have?”

“Well, we’ll start with the bikini, and then I think we’ll continue with your lips.”

I shuddered as he grinned at me. “If you’re really, really good, I’ll leave you fresh down there for your hubster.”

I just stared at him, and it took a moment to process the game he was playing. Realizing I did indeed have a chance to do as I’d wanted, and Steve appeared to be promising, no fucking, just a blow job, I reached behind my back.

The transparent bikini top was held on by two simple string bows. The bottom one came undone easily, but as I took my hands behind my neck, I realized I had a problem. Somehow, when I’d put the damned thing on, I’d managed to get it tangled in my hair. Knowing I needed to do this as elegantly as possible, the only solution was to ask him for help.

“I’m tangled, would you?”

Grabbing the two triangles so I could hold them over my breasts, not that the fabric covered anything, I turned on my heel and presented my back to Steve.

He laughed, and I felt his cock touch my back as he stepped closer. His hands rose straight to my neck, and I could feel him working away there. It didn’t take him long, and at least he didn’t pull any hair while he did it. The strings of the bikini top cascaded over my shoulders, so now it was just my hands holding it in place. I took a deep breath and then slid my hands down and tossed the now useless piece of transparent, wet fabric to the deck.

Steve slid his hands down my back, making me shiver, then around me and under my arms. I held my elbows out from my body a little to allow him to cup my breasts. He didn’t ignore the implied imitation, and I let out a hiss as he lightly pinched my nipples. They’d been hard but were now harder still.

He leaned in close to my ear.

“Shall I dispose of the bottoms, too?”

I shrugged, feeling my breasts bounce in his hands. “Why not.”

Instantly, his hands slid away from my breasts, down my flanks until they encountered the two bows at the sides of the bikini bottoms. I stood still as he picked at the two bows at the same time. Given they were wet, that wasn’t easy. The bow on my left hip gave way first, and the front of the costume peeled away. About a second later, he got the bow on the right side undone, and the costume peeled away at the front. It was a little stuck between my legs, and I had to shuffle my feet apart to allow him to reach between my cheeks and pull the bottoms away. They hit the ground next to my top with an audible plop.

“Perfect.”

He grabbed my hand and turned me to face him again, his arms going around me to hug my naked body against his almost naked one. His hard cock pressed against my stomach.

“Shall we get out of the water? I’d hate for you to turn up at the airport looking and feeling like a prune.”

I glanced at the outdoor couches next to the hot tub. I already knew that’s where we were going. “There?”

“What a good idea. I think you’ve got it right.”

I tried not to shudder. I hadn’t been making any kind of suggestion. I knew he’d already chosen his location for what he wanted.

He stepped out of the hot tub and extended his hand to help me step out, too. Of course, as I did so,                my legs had to split open, and that was exactly where his gaze was focused.

I rolled my eyes. “Men!”

Steve laughed and then pulled me close before taking the three steps necessary to put us next to the nearest couch. I expected him to sit down and then bring me to my knees between his spread legs in the standard blowjob position. I wasn’t looking forward to that because my knees would be reddened by the hard surface. It would be touch and go if that discoloration faded before I met Justin. Damn, it was hard to balance everything like this.

Instead, he swung me around and guided me to sit on the couch. I looked up at him in confusion, confusion that deepened as he dropped to his knees and pushed my legs apart. Comprehension dawned. He wasn’t just going to get me to blow him. He wanted a taste of me first. I might be fresh in terms of none of his goo inside me when I met Justin, but that didn’t mean I wouldn’t have cum myself.

Steve grinned up at me and interrupted my train of thought by the simple expedient of placing a kiss on the inner thigh of my left leg. The contact jarred me back into the moment and made me gasp, even though it was only the fleeting of touches. HE shifted his attention to the other side and brushed his lips across my right thigh. He returned to the left side, moving an inch higher, and then switched back again. By the time he’d done that a couple of times, always inching closer to my mound, I couldn’t contain the moan that rose to my lips.

He kept it up, each time working slower and closer to my pussy. A pussy that now ached for the contact. I spread my legs wider, a mute supplication to entice him all the way to the top of my legs. He chuckled against my skin, the vibration sending shock waves through my nervous system, connecting, you guessed it, straight to my core. I spread my legs all the way out, presenting the clearest indication I could as to what I wanted. My hands rose from where I’d been gripping the cushion on either side of my body. Closing over my breasts, they squashed my turgid nipples into my own flesh, but I could still feel the hard points against my palms. My back arched.

I don’t know if it was simply working to his own timetable or whether he was taking pity on me, but he moved that last inch higher, and his mouth fastened onto my slit. My moan was louder than before, and my hips flicked at the contact. I could feel his mouth crease into a smile, then he extended his tongue and licked along the line of my slit. God, that felt good. I mean, really good. I bucked again, unable to stop myself from reacting.

Five minutes or so earlier, we’d been making out in the hot tub. Now I was naked and sprawled, literally legs akimbo, on a couch while he licked me out. The transition was stupefying, as was what he was doing between my legs.

Steve knew he had me where he wanted me and that there was nothing I could do, nothing I would do, to stop him from claiming his prize. He speared his tongue between my lips, finding the heat and nectar inside and lapping at it. I groaned, dropped one hand from my breast, and grabbed the top of his head, pushing him into firmer contact. I didn’t care if he couldn’t breathe. I simply craved more of what he was doing.

He was wise enough to raise his hands and bring them into play. Using the fingers of both hands, he prized me open and then pushed his tongue in further. At the same time, he altered the angle of his head, freeing his nose, and I could hear him snort in a lungful of air. Not that I cared. All I wanted was that pleasure-giving tongue.

I writhed under him but wasn’t trying to escape. My arousal climbed ever higher, and my fingers tightened on my left nipple, savagely pinching and pulling it. My right nipple seemed to want to cry out for the same treatment, but my right hand was busy holding Steve in place. Well, pretending to, my rational mind knew he could pull away whenever he wanted to. I whimpered and moaned in an effort to get him to bring me past the point of no return. I wanted that orgasm now, needed it, even.

He kept going, not giving me any respite, which was, of course, exactly what I wanted, what I needed. It didn’t take much longer, but the climax burst over me. My entire body stiffened and shook as I cried out. Steve pulled his head away but left his fingers there, holding me peeled open. As I returned to the land of the living, I could see he was staring straight between my legs. I could feel my pussy still gently throbbing in the aftershocks of the orgasm. The kinky shit was watching that happen. I guess I blushed, but the flush on my cheeks could easily have been from passion rather than embarrassment.

Steve didn’t stay still for long, just long enough for the throbbing to subside and for me to get some of my breath back. Not all, he wasn’t that patient. This time, his technique was different. He wasn’t trying to eat into me. No, he was concentrating on my clit. His tongue was licking all around the protruding nub, pressing against it, circling it, and doing everything possible to drive me wild and then some.

The second orgasm hit within minutes, but this time, he didn’t stop. I was super sensitive but couldn’t pluck up the wherewithal to stop him. He just kept going, working me over. I’m not certain if I came again a couple of minutes later or if it was an extension of the same orgasm.

At least, this time, I was able to croak out one word. “Enough.” I thought my hoarse whisper was too low to carry, but Steve heard it and thankfully stopped what he was doing. He surged back to his feet before stooping down. One arm went around my back while the other went under my legs, pushing them together. Before I really understood what he was doing, he’d lifted me, turned me through ninety degrees, and laid me back. One moment, I’d been sitting. The next, I was lying along the couch.

As my chest heaved and I gasped for air, Steve stood there looking down at me, devouring me with his eyes. I whimpered but couldn’t take my eyes away as he pushed the still-soaking-wet board shorts down to reveal his rock-hard dick. He kept going, pushing the shorts down, bending as he did so. My eyes focused on his face, still wet with my juices.

I watched to see what he would do, wondering if his half-promise to only use my mouth was still valid. I wasn’t in any position to object, and if he decided to fuck me, I’d have welcomed him inside me. Steve, though, was true to his word. He climbed onto the couch, swinging one leg over to straddle my chest and lean forward. His cock pointed unerringly at my mouth.

I lifted my head a little and opened my mouth. He pushed forward, entering past my lips and then my teeth as I opened more. My tongue found the tip of his cock, and I licked around it as he held still. Trying not to giggle, I teased the tiny hole in the end with the very tip of my tongue, making him chuckle. I guess it tickled. Then he pushed in a bit further, and I pressed my tongue down to the floor of my mouth to let it slide in. I sucked hard, my mouth filling with saliva to bathe and lubricate the obstruction. Steve grunted and then twitched his hips to thrust it in a bit further.

I gagged, unable to prevent a reaction, and he pulled out slightly. That was only a temporary respite as he pushed back in even further. This time, I was ready for him and didn’t gag. His hands came into play, one reaching down behind him to trial over my stomach and reach for my pussy. I let my legs splay open once more, accepting his fingertip. He couldn’t quite reach further than that, not without leaning back. I think he wanted to play with my breasts, too, but his position blocked them from his touch. He shuffled further forward,d allowing me to drop my head back. Unfortunately, that meant his fingers could no longer reach my slit. He had to content himself with caressing my stomach. It felt nice, but it wasn’t the arousal-building touch that would have brought me off again.

I guess seeing me and then touching me in the transparent bikini and then eating me to two, or maybe three, orgasms were too much of a trigger for him. Anyway, it didn’t take him long after that point for him to start to get more erratic with his thrusts. I moaned around his shaft as I felt it expand. Steve pulled back until just the tip was in my mouth. My eyes flared as I realized what he was doing. He intended to coat my mouth, not my throat, with his goo. That would make it harder to remove all traces of him from my mouth. Rope after rope spurted out, filling my mouth with his cum even as I tried to glare up into his sardonic smile. The bastard knew exactly what he’d just deliberately done.


Chapter 13

I was ten minutes early at the airport, so rather than incur the wrath of security at the pick-up point, I put the car into the short stay lot and walked across the roadway. I’d deliberately dressed nicely for Justin but not gone over the top, all out sexy. The summer dress was strappy and showed a little cleavage, but not that much. It came down to mid-thigh and was a bit floaty. The occasional errant breeze as I walked to the terminal made it swirl around my legs, but it was heavy enough not to threaten to ride all the way up and expose my underwear. Relatively conservative on the outside, the underwear was rather more risqué. Black lace, so thin it was almost non-existent. I could see every detail of my areolas and nipples through the sheer fabric of the bra. The panties were as bad. The set originally came with a double layer at the gusset, but I’d unpicked the extra layer and removed it. As a result, the line of my slit was very clearly visible.

Walking across the expanse of the terminal floor, I scanned the arrivals board, looking for Justin’s flight. At the same time, I kept one hand down to ensure the dress didn’t blow up. That underwear was for my husband’s eyes, and nobody else’s. That terminal building was notorious for odd and strong draughts.

Without any warning, a hand went in front of my face, covering my eyes. My shriek was quite loud. However, a moment later, I heard a very familiar soft chuckle followed by a “Guess who?” My husband’s voice was instantly recognizable, and I relaxed as I turned into his embrace. If anyone had heard me yell, the way I now attempted to kiss his face off told them it was a shout of surprise, not distress. Not that I cared.

After a minute, he broke the kiss and let us both come up for air.

“How come…?”

He shrugged. “I guess we had a tailwind. We arrived forty minutes early. I’d just collected my bags and was heading toward the pick-up point when I saw a very puzzled-looking wife of mine walking toward me.

“I was trying to find your flight on the arrivals board.”

“Which wasn’t there because it landed forty minutes ago.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“So, I snuck up on you.”

“That was a nasty trick. I almost jumped out of my skin.”

He chuckled as his arm caught me around my waist. “As long as you didn’t jump out of that undoubtedly sexy underwear you’re almost certainly wearing just for me. Don’t want to start a stampede.”

“Cheek.”

His arm slid down, and he openly groped my butt, oblivious to anyone moving around behind me. I let him get away with it for a couple of seconds and then wriggled out of his grip.

“Good job, you didn’t go to the pick-up point.”

“Why?”

“Because I was early, I put the car in the short stay lot instead.”

“Ah, good.”

“Good?”

He grinned. “Seeing as I was early, I booked a day room for a couple of hours, saying I was tired and needed a nap. Come on, I’ve already picked up the key card.”

I blushed, I knew what he really wanted, and it wasn’t a nap. I wasn’t objecting, but this was new behavior for Justin. He’d never booked a day room on his return from anywhere. He was usually hot to trot the moment he landed. I guess he still was. He simply didn’t want to wait until the end of the drive home.

As we used the walkway over to the hotel, there were more people around, so we behaved rather more decorously. In any case, he had his bag to tow along behind him. We also kept the conversation pretty much to a minimum. I guess both of us were lost in our thoughts about what was going to happen once we got to the day room. At least we didn’t have to queue at the reception. One look at my blushing face would have told the receptionist exactly what we intended to be doing. The only question he or she would have been left with was whether the wedding ring I wore was because I was married to Justin or to someone else.

We stayed silent in the elevator, but we were both grinning like the proverbial cats that got the cream. His hand strayed onto my ass and gently caressed the out swelling cheek. I didn’t bother to push him away, despite the fact I was sure at least three people had seen what he was doing.

Then, thank god, we were inside the room, and as the door swung shut and the lock engaged, I turned around and wrapped my arms around his neck. My husband then proceeded to surprise me by disentangling my arms and gently pushing me away.

“What…?” I knew he could see my hurt look, but it was obvious my devious husband had something in mind.

“In a minute, okay?”

My hurt look dissolved into a frown, but he was grinning as he backed away further into the room. I stayed where I was, trying to work out what he was up to. Justin simply sat down in the chair in front of the window, then reached into his inside pocket and brought out a long, narrow box. I knew there was only one thing that came in that type of box.

“You didn’t…?”

It appeared I couldn’t manage full sentences anymore.

“This, my sweet, is a very special present. However, there is one, shall we say, unusual request that goes along with it.”

I licked my lips, finally understanding that Justin was playing a game. Something his devious mind had dreamt up. “Oh? And what exactly is the request?”

“I gather this particular item looks best when it is first worn while the wearer is otherwise naked?”

“Ah, I see.” My grin was now getting as wide as his. I knew where this game was going, and I wanted to get there. I’d spent my time in the shower after Steve left, not just getting clean for my husband but also planning how I would get what I wanted—him. It appeared my devious husband had had similar ideas. Only he’d been a little kinkier than my idea of just wearing barely there underwear and letting him discover that fact.

“You expect me to undress for you?”

“No, I expect you to strip for me. Find yourself some music.”

I shuddered. “You want me to strip for you?”

He grinned and nodded. “I want you to tease me. Show me what I’ve been missing for these last few days.”

I let out a low chuckle. “I’m not wearing much.”

“Doesn’t stop you teasing me, does it? Now get dancing and get teasing.”

Justin doesn’t often get masterful with me, but I could hear the whip of steel in his voice. Almost without conscious control, I moved over to the entertainment controls and dialed in a soft rock playlist. The sultry tones accompanied by a heavy beat were just about perfect music. Don’t ask me what it was. I had no idea. I didn’t care. My husband wanted a tease, so he would get the best fucking tease I could deliver.

I didn’t have a lot of clothing to work with. The dress had no zips or buttons. It just went on and off over my head. The bra had a single catch, and I’d gone with it in the strapless configuration because of the thin straps on the dress. More than anything else, the bra was a flick undone and let-it-drop sort of garment. The panties could be better used for a tease, but they were just slide them down and off, not much more. If I wasn’t careful, this was going to be a very quick strip and not a lot of tease.

“Stop thinking, start doing. Start feeling.” His gaze was intense as he told me to get moving.

I looked beyond him, focusing on the passing freeway. The section near the airport was elevated but was still twenty feet or so lower than us. Although I could see down to the roofs of passing vehicles, I couldn’t really see into the cars. If I couldn’t see them, then the likelihood of them seeing my face was remote. The chance of them seeing lower, seeing my naked body once I’d stripped for Justin, was even more remote.

With my hips swaying to the beat, I stepped closer to my husband. To be precise, I didn’t step. I strutted. I put as much as I possibly could into those three or four paces. His smile was the perfect reward as he understood he was about to get what he’d insisted on getting. My hands dipped to my waist as I arched my back to thrust my breasts toward him.

I swung my head around, doing a perfect Tina Turner imitation in order to make my hair whip through the air. I’d purposely worn it down rather than pull it back into a ponytail. With my hands at my hips, I started gathering the material of the dress, teasing the hem higher and higher on my thighs. Perfectly on cue, Justin’s eyeline dipped as he concentrated on the skin I was revealing.

If he wanted a tease, I guess I should turn my back, but this tease was going to play out by my rules, not by his twisted interpretation of a gentleman’s club. I didn’t think he’d visited one while he was away, but if he’d been out with other guys, he might not have had much choice to avoid it. Would he have had a lap dance? Nah, not Justin. He was far too straight arrow to go that route. Besides, didn’t he have me to come home to?

The dress was almost as high as the tops of my legs now. I caught him licking his lips in anticipation, although I suspect he expected me to turn and face away and show him my panty-covered ass. Instead, I jerked the dress higher, revealing the front of my see-through panties.

“Fuck! They’re sexy!”

“Glad you like them, sweetheart. Want to see some more?”

His enthusiastic nod was all the encouragement I needed to continue drawing the dress up my body, exposing the whole of the front of my panties and then the naked skin of my stomach. I glanced down, seeing if he was hard. He was, and his attention was fixed on the front of my panties, where the detail of my pussy was clearly visible through the thin gauze-like lace.

I pulled the dress higher, and slowly, it rose above my breasts. They bounced free for a moment, such thin lace not providing much in the way of support. Belatedly, his gaze rose, leaving the fixation on my groin behind as he focused on my breasts. My nipples were rock hard, making obvious protrusions into the thin lace. Not just noticeable, they were attention magnets, and they captured him.

I half expected him to make a grab for me while my head and arms were entangled in the dress, but he didn’t move. Instead, as my head came free, I saw him glance up and lick his lips. I tossed the dress to one side and brought my arms down. He wanted a tease, but I wanted him, and it had already been said that I needed to be naked.

My hands went behind my back, finding and toying with the bra catch. Since it was strapless and flimsy, it would fall away the moment I undid it. Did I want that? Or did I want to tease him some more? He’d said he wanted a tease, but given how hard he was in his pants, I wasn’t sure he meant that too literally.

Undoing the catch was a breeze, but I held onto the two ends of the strap and only slowly peeled them apart. Bringing my elbows tightly against my sides, neatly trapping the front of the bra in place. My hips were still moving to an invisible beat. Any actual attempt to keep time with the music was now long gone. I was feeling the moves, not dancing. I stayed like that for long seconds, allowing him to fixate on my chest. Jerking my arms apart gave the bra enough impetus to pop off and then fall away, freeing my breasts and my extraordinarily hard nipples. I moaned softly, knowing he heard the noise, which emphasized the physical symbols of my arousal. I could see he was getting even harder. Those pants had to be getting painful. He, though, was concentrating on what I had to do next. The panties were now my only piece of clothing, the only barrier of modesty between him and my naked body.

My hand slid down my flanks, my thumbs hooking into the waistband of that last garment. In order to tease, they had to come down slowly. That was just about the last thing on my mind. I wanted to strip them down in a single smooth and undeniably fast movement and then jump, naked, into his lap and take my prize, his hard cock. In the end, I compromised. My panties went down fairly quickly, but just before I revealed my pussy I paused and thrust my groin toward him. Then, as I slid them down and stepped out of them, I spread my feet a foot or so apart to expose everything. I kicked the panties away and raised an eyebrow at my husband.

I don’t know if it was sixth sense, but he lifted his gaze from my newly exposed pussy and looked straight at my face. He made a peculiar twisting gesture with his fingers as if telling me he wanted to inspect the back view, too. I shivered but did as his gesture asked, slowly pivoting to face away, paused for a couple of seconds, and then turned back again. While I’d had my back to him, I’d heard him move, and he was standing right in front of me as I faced him again.

“I know it’s not a special day, as in birthday or anything, but this is for you.” He offered me the long, slim box.

I took it from him, wondering what had inspired him to make such a performance, or rather get him to make me do such a performance for it. Opening the box, I gasped, looked up at his face, and then looked down again. Words literally fail me. The necklace was exquisite, absolutely fucking mind-blowing. Every link on the chain sparkled as if it was itself diamond. The huge teardrop pendant was a cluster, a riot of diamond chips, with one large diamond in the center.

“This is expensive. Too expensive.”

“Shush.” Justin placed both hands on my shoulders and gently turned me around then moved so he was right behind me. I could feel his still-clothed cock pressing against my back as he leaned around and took the box from my fingers. It didn’t take him long to free the pendant from the box and toss the box away. Then his hands were shaking out the necklace so he had it straight, and right in front of my face, he undid the lobster claw clasp. He made a performance of slipping the two sides around my neck, doing the clasp up at the back, and then reaching around and centering the pendant. It was the perfect length, nestling deep in my cleavage, almost trapped by my breasts.

“Wow, it looks even better than I thought it would when I saw it in the shop.”

“Baby, it looks fabulous, but it’s way too expensive.”

“No, it wasn’t. It’s perfect. Besides, I can’t take it back. That shop is the other end of the country.”

I glared at him, but my heart melted at the almost puppy-dog look on his face. I knew what I wanted, and I was already in the perfect state to get it.

Spinning back to face him, I grabbed him by the lapels of the jacket he was still wearing and walked backward towards the bed, dragging his unresisting form with me. He might have pretended to be dominant to get his little strip show, but now, it was my turn. I sat on the bed, pulled him between my legs, jerked his zip down, and freed his cock. He didn’t even get to say anything before I’d enveloped the head of his sticky cock in my mouth.

I shivered as the fact his was the second cock in my mouth today registered. Indeed, for the last three days, I’d had more than one cock in my mouth every day.  That’s when the realization hit me. I was naked with my husband’s cock in my mouth, and he hadn’t even asked a single question about what had gone on. I couldn’t give him any details, but Alison had let slip that she shared more with her husband, Steve, than I did with Justin. Still, he hadn’t asked anything, just booked a hotel room here, got me to strip, and given me a necklace before accepting a blow job from me.

While the individual steps were fine, it was the whole sequence, especially the missing segments, that started to worry me.

Justin tapped me on the top of my head, getting me to lift my eyes to look at him.

“What’s wrong, baby?”

I swallowed hard, and for a moment, he closed his eyes, relishing the feeling as my mouth contracted around his cock. Taking him out of my mouth, I sucked in a deep breath.

“Nothing, I’m fine.”

“You sure?”

I lied by the simple expedient of nodding, then took him back into my mouth. I’m not sure he believed my nod. In fact, I’m certain he didn’t. Still, the fact I’d tried to give him that reassurance was reassurance itself. That was the one thing he said that helped him decide I was the one. My honest approach. If I wasn’t fine, I’d say so, usually. With most women, the ‘I’m fine’ was a dead giveaway that she was anything but. With me, it was, at the worst, a partial truth.

I sucked hard and waited for him to intervene, although I hoped he wouldn’t. Despite my erroneous train of thought, I was enjoying doing this. In some respects, it was an atonement for the last three days. I started to bob my head up and down on his cock, not taking him too deeply, but something I knew he liked. The new necklace bounced between my breasts each time I moved. He groaned, and he lifted his hand away from my head, letting me know he was happy for me to be doing what I was doing. Ha! Like he was ever going to complain, getting a blow job from his naked wife. Not only that but right in front of a plate glass window on the fourth floor of a hotel that looked out over a freeway. That last bit was sick, but at the same time, it played into my exhibitionist vibe, and I was getting more and more turned on.

Justin wasn’t going to last long. Unlike me, he’d been without for three days. My submissive striptease had clearly turned him on, and already I could feel his cock starting to expand and throb. Even so, when he came in a blast of cum into my mouth, he caught me a little by surprise. Several more blasts followed, and I swallowed to avoid any of it leaking out. He pulled back after another few seconds, and his cock dropped out from between my lips. He hadn’t really softened at all. Despite breathing heavily from having just cum, he was all action. Before I could react, he’d lifted and pushed me back so I was flat on my back. My legs swung up, and he just grabbed hold of them, lifting them higher and then swinging them past vertical and pushing them down toward me.

I knew my pussy was right in front of him and ripe for the taking. I expected him to just thrust forward and enter me. I certainly couldn’t have done anything to stop him, not that I wanted to. I needed him to reclaim me in the worst way, probably more than he needed to reclaim me.

Instead, he dropped to the floor in front of me and leaned forward, still holding my legs up and apart. His mouth closed over my opening, and I bucked against his tongue as he pushed inside of me. I was so glad Steve had been gentleman enough to leave my pussy alone.

“Fuck!”

He chuckled with his mouth tight against my slit. The vibrations of his laughter ran like waves through my body, intensifying the pleasure. I pushed up against him, more of a rocking motion, I guess, but I tried to draw him tighter still. His tongue worked on me, and I grabbed my own legs to hold them. That released his hands, and he used his fingers to peel me open so he could lap up even more of my juices.

I squealed as I came, unable to hold back any longer. My entire body shook and shuddered as the waves of orgasm washed through me.

Justin was good enough to back off, knowing how sensitive I could be after coming like that. I relaxed my hold on my legs, and I let them slowly relax back to a normal position, my feet eventually finding the floor. Justin had backed away, and I could hear the rustle of clothing as he undressed, but I wasn’t really compos mentis enough to open my eyes and watch. I did see the indistinct vision as he stripped off his boxers, but I was panting for breath, and nothing seemed quite stable.

Then he was back, grabbing me under my back and my legs and lifting and turning me so I was lying along the bed rather than across it with my feet on the floor. As he let go, he followed, climbing onto the bed to lie next to me. The naked length of him pressed against my side, and I could feel his hardness pressing against my hip. My wonderful, sexy husband was still hard, despite having cum in my mouth less than ten minutes earlier.

The fact he still wanted me, despite what had happened, was a big deal for me. Yes, everything had been talked through, and we knew what would happen. Actually, what we thought we knew was different from the reality, but we’d gone into it together. Steve and Alison had suggested some safeguards. In many respects, what we were doing right now was one of them. Still, the fact he wanted me and had every intention of making love to me was so damned important to me.

Of course, I reacted exactly the way I didn’t want to. I started to cry. I mean, really sob.

I wasn’t a crier, but when I did, Justin had worked out his own coping mechanism for the two of us. He didn’t say anything. He just wrapped his arms around me, turned me into his embrace, and hugged me. His hands smoothed up and down my back, just caressing in a loving rather than a sexual way. He didn’t say anything. Nestled into his shoulder, I cried for what felt like a long time but probably wasn’t that long. As the sobs subsided, he just pulled me tighter. I brought my arms around, inside of his, and pushed on his chest to create enough of a gap so I could look up into his face.

That look had been to check for any sign of recrimination. I didn’t get a chance to study his face. He simply leaned in and kissed my lips. He didn’t try to push for more, just kissed me. I shuddered, knowing my mouth was still coated with his cum from a little while earlier, but he wasn’t bothering about that. His wife was upset, and he was doing whatever he needed to. As I closed my eyes and let my own lips respond, I could feel the peace descending on me again. That’s when I realized why it was so peaceful. Except for my shouted imprecations as he started to eat me. Neither of us had spoken since partway through the blow job.

Justin broke the kiss, and as I opened my eyes, he smiled. “You okay now?”

I swallowed hard. “Yes.”

“Good, because…” Rather than finish his sentence, he pushed his hard cock against my hip. He couldn’t have given me a clearer signal, and I knew I needed to reply in kind. Without really thinking any more about it, I spread my legs, inviting him to climb on top of me. We could try for more exotic positions later, but for now, I, and I think he, just wanted a straightforward missionary one.

He moved quickly, rolling over my leg and nestling between them. Now with him where I wanted him, I lifted my knees, sliding my feet closer to my butt, titling my pelvis back. He wiggled until his cock was just touching my entrance, then pushed inside. I gasped and then groaned. He slipped in with no resistance, my own recent orgasm providing all the lubrication he needed. A moment later, as he began to thrust, my hips started to buck underneath him. His head descended to my chest, capturing my left nipple and biting down. I moaned in ecstasy and reacted by bucking harder. HE thrust harder still, and we were away.

Time stood still as my husband did what I wanted him to do. Reclaim me. By the time he finally came, I think I’d had another two climaxes. It might have been three, but I wasn’t entirely sure.

After that, we both needed a shower, but unfortunately, the shower cubicle wasn’t big enough. I had my shower and then let him grab his while I dried off. Fifteen minutes later, acting as if nothing had happened, we turned in the key card, walked the short distance to the short-stay car park, and retrieved my little Audi. As we hit the road, his hand stole across the center console to rub my thigh.

“You okay, baby?”

I gave him my best flashing smile. “I’m good.”

“Truth?”

“Yes, truth.”

“So why does my non-tearful wife have such a crying jag back there?”

I gave him my best Oscar-winning pout. “Can’t a girl cry if she wants to?”

“Not without a reason.”

I sighed. He was going to be persistent, just as persistent as Steve had been earlier in the day. I forced myself not to think about that.

“Well?” He didn’t exactly pinch the soft flesh of my upper thigh, but he mimed doing it. Justin wanted an answer.

“You’re not going to let me plead the fifth, are you?”

“Nope. If someone has upset or hurt my wife, it’s my job to take them out the back and beat the shit out of them.”

“Nobody hurt me.”

“But someone upset you.”

“Nobody upset me either. You great big lummox. I wasn’t crying because I’d been hurt. I was upset at the thought the reunion might play out differently.” I brought my hand up to touch the necklace, drawing comfort from the fact it was real and not some perverted shard of my imagination. “Not that I expected you to do that, you kinky shit!”

He chuckled but said nothing, waiting for me to continue.

“The tears were more of relief than anything else. After all, I’d just had three days of…”

He shook his head. “Debauched sex with five randy bastards chasing you for a piece at every hour of the day and night. From the way you glowed as I snuck up on you on the concourse, I’d say they got it, too.”

I shook my head. “It wasn’t quite that bad.”

“It wasn’t?”

“No, I slept alone every night.”

“Ah, but the days…” He mimed a pretty good parody of John Travolta from Grease. “Those summer days…”

I giggled and shook my head again. “Stop it.”

“I know you can’t give me details… How many lines are you going to be putting on the chart.”

“Depends.”

“On?”

“Whether a gangbang counts as five or one?”

I saw him swallow hard. Obviously, my sudden candid abruptness had caught him by surprise.

“Definitely five.” He’d recovered pretty damn quickly.

“So, for your information, that makes it eleven from day one, eight from day two, and one from today.” I caught my bottom lip in my teeth and waited for his response. I was being forthright and candid, and I wasn’t sure exactly how he was going to react.

He sat still and was clearly processing the information. Eventually, he asked a simple question. “So why only one today?”

I shrugged. “Because they didn’t want to send me cock-addled and fucked to within an inch of my life to the airport to meet you. They may be kinky shits, but they’re not total monsters. There were two gangbangs on day one, one in the morning, one in the evening, and one of them had me in the afternoon. Yesterday, four of them came to me separately, but they each had me twice. Today, only one of them. Does that salve your curiosity?”

He swallowed hard. “I guess, yes.”

I giggled, making him start with surprise at my reaction.

“Pity.”

“Pity?”

“Yeah, big pity. Alison let slip something after Steve got her to speak with me once I’d got through day one. He’d sensed I needed someone to talk to. Anyway, she let something slip.”

“Which was?”

I turned and flashed him another smile, then turned my attention back to the road as we approached the turnoff for our street.

“Yeah. I can give you more detail than I’ve been giving you. Alison definitely told Steve more than I’ve been telling you, so yes, you can have more details if you want them.”

He shuddered, but I could see he’d already made up his mind about that.

“I want to know everything you can tell me.”

“Good, because I need my husband to be clued in. After all, he’ll be sitting on the main board by this time next year. If he’s going to be the baby shark, he needs to know what the other sharks are really like. Just don’t play poker with these guys. They are fucking sharks all the way around the table.”

I switched the engine off and, positively leaped from the car and headed for the front door of the house as fast as I could move in my heels. Even though I was ready to move and was halfway out of the car before Justin had even undone his seatbelt, he caught me on the steps to the porch.

He lifted me bodily up onto the porch and pinned me against the front door as he kissed me soundly. It took me several seconds to push him away.

“Justin, the neighbors.”

“Fuck the neighbors. Actually, forget that, get the door open, I want to fuck my wife. If you don’t get the door open in the next few seconds, the neighbors will be watching me do exactly that.

I let out a delighted squeal and reached for my keys.


Epilogue

Despite being early December, the air was clear, and the sun shone. It wasn’t warm, but it was, at least, fine. Having booked the Monday off, Justin had insisted we set off first thing, trying to avoid the pre-Christmas crowds. I knew it was going to be a long day of shopping. Not for gifts, no, I was dress shopping for a specific purpose.

I needed a dress for the company Xmas party. Not just any dress. It was the first year I was going to be the new VP’s wife, so the dress had to go beyond sensational. It had to be a knockout. Not just for the party for all the employees, though. No, what they didn’t know, but Justin and the directors knew, was I had to wear the dress for the second party the night after. The morning after the party, Justin had to head to New York to attend the Xmas parties of two of the company’s biggest trading partners. I had my own party to attend. A rather more intimate affair. Just me and the five directors from the main board. There were six, of course, but Jacob never attended the group sessions.

After a couple of hours of browsing through boutique after boutique, I’d found one possible dress, but the teal, off-the-shoulder dress wasn’t quite right. It was a lovely dress, but it just didn’t ooze the amount of confident sex appeal I needed. Last year, I could have worn it, but this year, as I said, I needed to go a stage further.

Of course, whatever dress I picked would need a new set of underwear to go with it. In fact, two sets. One for Justin to uncover after the first part, one to be uncovered by the perverts from the board at the second party. I couldn’t rely on the clothes picked out by Samantha, the personal buyer, and stored at the condo. It would all depend on the fit and form of the dress I picked.

Midway through a compensatory coffee, because we still hadn’t found anything, both our phones started trilling with messages.

Mine was from the board app that the guys used to book their appointments with me. The messages were simple. My so-called date with David Carmichael for the next day, Tuesday, was canceled. The next message confirmed my date with Martin for Thursday was also canceled. Unexpectedly, I had a free week.

I frowned at the first of those. For the first three months or so, David And Peter had been a double act, booking me together, but lately, David and Peter had booked separate days. They both still played their bondage games, using ropes, cuffs, and blindfolds. Peter, in particular, had enjoyed the spanking games, too, but he was careful not to go too far. I’d have had to admit if pressed, that I’d enjoyed them too, but not as much as those two perverts. In fact, for the last three rotations, Peter had skipped his turn. I hadn’t seen him for several weeks.

I’d been meaning to ask David tomorrow what was wrong, or to be precise, what I’d done wrong.

“Shit!”

Justin’s epithet pulled me from my puzzled reverie.

“What?”

“Sorry, baby, I’ve got to go.”

“Go, go where?”

“They’ve just called a full board meeting at two. According to Steve, I need to be available to attend as well. Guess I’ve got to sit around and wait to be called.”

“Why? What’s going on?”

“Steve didn’t say. He just said, be here.”

I put two and two together. The directors canceling on me and calling a board meeting, which necessitated Justin being called in on his day off. A cold hand clutched my heart.

“Sorry.”

I shrugged. It wasn’t like it was something we could control.

“Come on. Let’s go home. You’ve just about got time to shower and dress for the office. While you get ready, I’ll fix a sandwich.”

“What about the dress.”

“Fuck the dress. We’ll find another way, another time.” I didn’t tell him I now had another couple of free days this week to go shopping. Our coping mechanism worked best if I left him in the dark about who and what was happening on Tuesdays and Thursdays. Until afterward, of course.

An hour and a half later, Justin gave me a big kiss as he headed out and promised he’d call as and when he could. Given the way the company operated, I didn’t actually hold out much hope for that call. I wiped my lipstick off his face with my finger and waved as he backed his Lexus off the driveway.

Two hours later, I got a text from Justin. Sorry, I’ll be late. Don’t know how long this is going to go for, but it could be some time.

It was obviously something serious because he didn’t even end his text with the obligatory three kisses.

I was in the dark, but the app messages kept replaying in my mind. Calling Justin in for a meeting implied something big. Given they had a big SEC inspection only a month ago, I didn’t think they’d be pulling another without warning. Could they have had some bad news from the results of that inspection? If so, was it Justin’s department? Why were the others suddenly needed on Tuesday and Thursday? That was unheard of. Their little arrangement with me was almost sacrosanct, just as it had been with my predecessor, Alison, Steve’s wife. With her predecessors, too, from what Alison had said.

I heard nothing more for several hours. About seven, another short text. Don’t wait for dinner on me. I’ll grab something on the way home.

Again, with the omission of the three kisses. Something was seriously amiss.

I didn’t hear anything more at all, and then, about ten, I heard Justin’s car pull onto the driveway. The moment he walked into the house, one look at his ashen face told me there was something seriously wrong.

Wordlessly, I pulled him into a hug, and he hugged me back for a second and then sat down on the couch and pulled me down to sit next to him. He took a big shuddering breath. I opened my mouth to ask, but he shushed me with a finger across my lips.

“Hell, baby, there’s no easy way to say this.”

“Say what?”

“Last night, about midnight, Peter Carson had a massive cardiac arrest at home. By the time the ambulance crew got there, less than four minutes, by the way, it was already too late. He was gone.”

“Fuck!”

I realized my earlier ruminations had been a foreshadowing of what had happened. From a purely selfish perspective, it probably explained why I hadn’t seen as much of Peter as I had before.

“Hence the board meeting.”

He nodded. “Yeah. Continuity is a thing, so there’s had to be a reshuffle.”

I nodded. That was obvious. A big, prestigious broker couldn’t go without the requisite number of hands on the tiller.

“But what has that to do with you?”

“Because as of an hour ago, I am now a full Vice President with a seat on the board. Steve is moving over to cover Peter’s division, and I take over his role as of tomorrow morning.”

“Fuck!” I knew I was repeating myself.

“Yeah. I’m now on the board, and that means two things.”

“Two things?”

“Yeah. I get a bigger office, a bigger car, and a bigger paycheck.”

“Kinda saw that coming.”

“And you, baby. Well, you get the severance portion of your contract activated.”

“I do?”

He nodded. I reeled a bit. I hadn’t seen that coming, although it was intimately connected to the bit about his promotion. Only the wives of the junior VPs had to put out like I’d been doing for the last eight months.

“So, as of tonight, I’ve got access to the condo, and as of tomorrow night, your access is revoked. You’ve got tomorrow to go there and retrieve any of the clothing you would like to keep.”

I giggled, although it was a terrible reaction. “You think I want to keep any of it?”

He shrugged. “Whatever you want.”

I knew the severance package was quite generous, but I hadn’t paid that much attention to it, not expecting it to be activated until later next year. Not now, and not in this way.

Then, something hit me, and I knew exactly how to take Justin’s mind off the worst parts of the situation.

Surging to my feet, I dragged him up.

“Come on. We’ll take both cars.”

“Why, where are we going?”

“Well, you’ve now got access to the condo, and  I’ve still got my access to the condo. I vote we both go and use the damned place. We’ll only ever have tonight to do that. The next time you go, there will be as mentor to the next wife to take up my position.”

I giggled again. “Come on. Time’s wasting.”

I could see I’d got him interested.

The End
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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.


Other Titles by Bridy McAvoy:

Tuesday Nights
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For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!
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Back To Work
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With the twins to raise, money is tight for Jen and Chris, and they have to face up to the prospect of losing their home. He can’t work more overtime and she can’t find a normal job that covers child care costs. In desperation, Jen suggests she returns to the job she had when they met. Chris isn't keen on letting his wife go back to the club, where as Starz--her stage name derived from the tattoo on her stomach--he’d been mesmerized and fallen for the lovely dancer. The idea of her stripping again isn't something he finds easy to deal with, and the thought of her working for Tom, the sleazy club owner, is even worse. But Jen has made her mind up. Starz is going to make a comeback to save their home, hopefully without risking their marriage.
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Derby Dates

[image: ]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

Sian Ash had just turned 20 when her world was turned upside down. The minibus carrying her roller derby team home from an away match lost a tire, and overturned down an embankment. Four families lost their wives and mothers that day - five young children cast adrift, four fathers seared by a pain Sian recognized and felt with them. The heroine of the crash, she started providing a substitute parent service for the four families. Hailed as the town angel by everyone, only four others knew the real truth. It had started when one of the widowers had called her by his dead wife's name. The emotional angst that required a hug had led to something else - something more. Now Sian was proving in secret that she was no angel, no angel at all, and her four employers were loving every minute of it.
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PA To The CEO
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Charlotte knew there were two ways to get to the top of the corporate ladder. She could work hard and hope she got noticed, or she could play hard and make sure she got noticed. The only problem for Charlie was a very simple one, the men she saw as her rungs on the way to the top, weren't the straight-forward vanilla sharp-suited businessmen she thought they were. Getting their attention was easy, keeping it simple enough, but was the price too high for the secretary who had just acquired a bottom name - Charlie? More importantly, could her bottom stand it?
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Department Store Amy
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Amy's been happy working in the department store, and happy at home but there's something missing, so she's changing her job. Now Amy's got a real problem, she desperately needs money to fix her car. When her boss offers her some overtime she knows exactly what he's offering, and it might just plug the gap in her relationship too. She never realised she was quite so submissive though, nor that her boss was quite so dominant, something her loving husband could never be.
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The Leah’s Lens Trilogy
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Previously available as three separate novels, the entire trilogy is gathered here in a single volume of over 150,000 words for one unbelievable price.

Leah’s Home Lens

Leah was only trying to tease her photographer neighbor, but it went too far. Now Owen is blackmailing her into posing for ever more explicit photographs. She never realised just how much of an exhibitionist she could become, nor how much Leo, her husband, would enjoy watching her via the recordings from the CCTV system. Just how far can she fall? Can she turn the tables on Owen before she's in too deep? Does she want to? Who is actually blackmailing who?

Leah’s New Lens

Having given in to Owen as far as she has, it's very difficult for Leah to refuse Owen when he takes her a few steps further. When Leah poses for him again, he pushes her boundaries much, much further than she ever imagined. Leah is far more innocent than she herself ever realised, and Owen most certainly isn’t. Introducing another player into their "game" gives her a real BIG problem in every sense of the word.

Leah’s Long Lens

With Stan coming back for a solo session on his own, Leah is starting to feel the pressure. When it turns out Stan isn't on his own, the new experiences are mounting up for her. Will her relationship with Leo survive the strain?

She has a bigger challenge to overcome first though, can she get through the Camera Club session without it developing into something more?
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The Last To Know Trilogy
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The complete The Last To Know Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, almost 200,000 words, over 550 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 – The Last To Know – What I did before we dated

For marketing manager Simon, his gorgeous wife Samantha is his reason for existing. From the moment, he first set eyes on her innocent beauty that day behind the counter in the library, he’d been hooked.

Her shy reserved exterior hid a passion that took him a long while to uncover, but for Simon, it was worth the wait. Only, now, five years on, a newspaper exposé is threatening her career, and the very rock their marriage is built on.

As Sammie starts to confess, Simon wonders if their marriage can survive. Was everything he thought he knew about her a lie?

Book 2 – The Last To Know – What I did while we dated

Sammie has confessed her dirty little secret – she wasn’t the innocent young lady she’d made herself out to be.

Even after she’d started dating Simon, she’d still been playing the field, still messing around after hours with her boss at the library.

She’d promised to tell Simon everything, every sordid detail in a last-ditch attempt to save their marriage.

Could Simon, though, hear it all? And, if he could hear the details, could he truly forgive her?

Book 3 - The Last To Know – What I did while we were engaged

Simon had thought his librarian girlfriend was exclusive, but as Sammie’s confessions build toward a shattering climax, can he still love her enough to forgive her?

As revelation piles on revelation, as each dirty confession becomes more sordid than the previous one, the worst truths are yet to come.

While he respected her limits, her desire to save herself for marriage, on the nights he didn’t see her she was out painting the town red – or at least whatever color her underwear happened to be.

Had he truly been the last to know?
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A Model Descent Trilogy
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The complete A Model Descent Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, 245,000 words, over 750 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 - A Model Descent

“We wondered if you had ever done any modeling?” I mean, how corny can you get? But it was a woman who was asking me the question, and we were right outside the photographer’s studio at the time. I wasn’t even dressed nicely – the thick wool department store uniform made me look frumpy.

So began Sylvia’s modeling career working for Dewi Morris and his wife Christie. The devastatingly pretty blonde had never considered posing in front of the camera. She wasn’t that innocent, or naive, but the lure of the lens made for an inexorable pull and before long the photographer was pushing her boundaries.

The first full-length novel in a trilogy detailing Sylvia’s fall from innocence into something much more...

Book 2 - A Model Descent – Freefall

The second book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s descent into the world of glamor modeling. Now renting the flat above the studio, Sylvia is starting to live the high life that comes with being very well paid for what she does. Only, she can’t tell her family what she actually does in front of the camera.

Working as the course model for aspiring glamor photographers is a real goldmine for both the studio and for her. However, the wedding shoot course is a bit much. Can she really bring herself to pose in a bridal dress, in a church, knowing the only part of the outfit she’ll be wearing for the reception shoot are the stockings and heels? Especially after the shots they took of her in the limo.

When one of the photographers turns out to be a close friend of Dewi and shows a more personal interest in her, can she remain professional despite the growing mutual attraction?

Book 3 - A Model Descent – Final Fall

The third book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s move from glamor modeling into video shoots. The discovery that Tyler had been shooting video rather than stills left Sylvia traumatized.

Can she cope with the apparent betrayal by the man she’s starting to see as her boyfriend, and not just another photographer? Dewi, though, has plans for Sylvia, and she finds herself drawn more and more in front of the lenses of the video cameras rather than Dewi’s still camera.

As the videos become more and more hardcore will she stay balanced, and perhaps, more importantly, will she be able to build a real relationship with Tyler, the man who’s at home either in front of the camera, or behind it, when she’s in front of it with someone else!
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Housemates, Neighbors and Workmates
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All twelve novellas collected here in one amazing 275,000 word volume for one fantastic price. 
Things might have been different if Lizzie hadn’t been desperate enough to borrow the money to pay the rent, without telling Phil what she was doing. Now, after fate placed them in his hands, Phil leads Lizzie, Susie and Carrie down the slippery slope into glamour modelling and beyond.

Housemates and Friends

Housemates and Rivals

Housemates and Partners

Housemates Forever

Lizzie and Phil are back, and this time they have some new, willing—well, kind of—partners for their sexy games. As their neighbor, Carol, is drawn deeper and deeper into their web, her unwitting husband Peter is drawn in too. When they also ensnare their other neighbor, Rebecca, things start to spiral out of control. When Phil runs for office as deputy mayor, Carol, Rebecca, and the irrepressible Susie, are mere pawns in a high stakes game.

Neighbors and Friends

Neighbors and Rivals

Neighbors and Partners

Neighbors Forever

When the mayor succumbs to a fatal heart attack, Phil is left in charge. He has to form a campaign team to organize the support for his upcoming election battle. Winning over the hearts and minds of the movers and shakers within the city, bringing in new business from outside, needs a special kind of team. Phil has just what it needs, in the sexy form of his pretty neighbors, Carol, Rebecca and Susie. When he adds his wife to the mix in order to keep Carol’s husband on side, things are going to get even more interesting.

Workmates and Friends

Workmates and Rivals

Workmates and Partners

Workmates Forever
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Penny Lane’s Seduction
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Over twenty years after the Beatles hit, would you saddle your only daughter with the name Penelope if your surname was Lane? Taunted and bullied through childhood, she grew up to be a beautiful but introverted young woman. But when Gareth met her, he thought she was perfect.

With Gareth working days and Penny studying at college then working nights, their time together was limited, but they were determined to make the most of what they had despite the little money they had between them.

As their relationship developed, their love deepened, but a voyeuristic game gone wrong has left Penny exposed to manipulation from her devious older neighbor. As things start to get out of control, events build toward a devastating conclusion.

Frank’s seduction of the pretty twenty-one year old Penny is going to shatter lives as well as hearts.
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The Camera Loves Candy
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Candy could have been a model if only she was taller. At least, that was her husband’s belief. On a whim, he asks her to pose sexily in front of his camera for him, on a promise that he’ll never show the results to anyone.

She thought he had talent, and liked to encourage his hobby, but as each session got more and more daring, the sessions were affecting both of them. As their sex-life continued to move on, in leaps and bounds, Candy knew it wouldn’t be long before he got her naked in front of the camera, and not just after the shoot!

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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Two For The Road
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Ike and Allie knew that getting promoted to a field sales position was a career-high. The husband and wife never expected to both be competing for the same role. When fate deals a different hand, and they’re both promoted, their boss gives them the pep talk about how the loneliness of life on the road could take its toll on their marriage.

Unknown to him, Allie and Ike have agreed their own way to deal with the enforced separation, a very different, and possibly scandalous way. A simple bet, with a significant prize. The winner gets to choose the holiday, and the loser gets to pay for it.

The bet? Well, let’s just say it will be a lot of fun every time, even though they’re hundreds of miles apart.
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When KC Comes To Town
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When Tim asked Emma on a date, he hadn’t expected to get a yes as a response. The tall blonde with kick-ass looks and legs to die for was so far out of his league, he knew he had no chance. When she said yes, and kept saying yes all the way up to the altar, he couldn’t have been happier. For him, it was a match made in heaven.

Demure in public and a tigress in bed, she was a perfect match for him… most of the time. There was one bump in the road, though. Her best friend from college, Katherine Cassandra, or KC for short. KC was a sales rep for a pharmaceutical company, and she hit town every eight weeks or so. The Saturday night when KC was in town was girls’ night out, when the two relived their wild college years. Those girls had been wild then, and boy, they still were.

Seven weeks out of eight, Tim had the perfect wife, but one week in eight, well—that was the price he paid for his otherwise flawless marriage: when KC comes to town.
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Three Passes Each
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James thought Carla was a little young for him, but Carla thought otherwise. She confessed she preferred older men for their experience, and James couldn’t do anything other than take up such a challenge from the gorgeous brunette. Their romance was perfection, right up to the point where Carla forced his hand over a prenup, one she insisted on in his favour. It created their first real row, and it wasn’t so much the financial settlement, as the unusual caveat Carla insisted on. It had nothing to do with money, and everything to do with their relationship.

Given how in love he was with his wife, he had no intention of ever using one of the three free passes she’d insisted on; free passes that gave him the right to step outside his marriage vows. In fact, he insisted that turn was turnabout, and she had the same privilege. The last thing he expected was to use one, let alone for Carla to use one too.
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Three Passes Each – Second Pass
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James had accepted the wisdom of Carla’s forward planning when they’d both used one of their free passes to step outside their marriage. James, though, was insistent he wouldn’t need to use one again, and he was sure Carla had no such intention, either.

Fate sometimes throws a couple a curveball, and this time was no exception. They hadn’t intended it, and they hadn’t wanted it, but somehow they both ended up in another situation, one which meant they would use that second pass of the three written into the marriage contract.

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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For even more titles and for new releases visit my Amazon author page:
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About The Author

My name is Bridy, and I live in upstate New York. I’ve written for as long as I can remember, which is thanks to my parents for teaching me to read and write before I went to school. I’ve been fascinated by erotic tales all my adult life, my husband thinks they’re silly but indulges me. I won’t tell you how old I am because a lady never gives away her age. My other interest is photography but writing will always be my first love, other than my husband of course.
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