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About This Book



Amber thought the skimpy bunny costume would be the most challenging part of this job. She was wrong. The real problem is the way her client is looking at her…

She took the job for the rent money. She kept the bunny ears on for him.

Amber has no business following a billionaire she just met into his private library. She has even less business liking what happens when he locks the door and starts giving her orders.

It was supposed to be one afternoon. No rules. No strings.

He has other ideas about that last one…

“Bunny Business” is a short and steamy story with a bossy alpha and a good girl who finds out she likes being bad. Expect high heat, dirty talk, multiple completions, and a little delayed gratification.


Stay in Touch with Britney Bale



Hey smut lover, did you know that Britney has a newsletter?  Sign up to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales.  Find out more and sign up for my mailing list here.

You can also follow Britney Bale's Amazon page at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale to get all the updates on new releases and book recommendations.


Prologue: It’s Just a Costume



“Idon’t know how I’m going to scrape together enough money to pay my rent.” I dramatically dropped my head onto the table, wincing when my forehead connected with a sticky table. “Ronda really screwed me over.”

“I can’t believe she just moved out in the middle of the night like that,” my best friend Sally said sympathetically. “Have you heard from her at all?”

“No. I’ve texted her, left voicemail messages, emailed her, even left messages with her mom. She is MIA and now I’m stuck paying the full rent by myself.”

“The landlord won’t cut you a break?” she asked.

I lifted my head and took a long drink of my raspberry latte, probably the last one I’d be able to afford for a while.

“No. I never put Ronda on the lease officially so I’m fully accountable for the rent. It’s my own fault.”

“I know a way you can make some extra money,” Sally said slowly. “The pay is good, but I don’t think you’re going to like it.”

“I won’t sell my body,” I said immediately.

“It’s not prostitution.”

“I don’t want to be a stripper. You know I hate the way my boobs jiggle when I’m naked.”

“Of course they jiggle, they’re big,” my bestie pointed out.

The truth was they were barely a D cup, but on my small frame, they looked huge. It was one of the things guys always noticed about me first. But it made it almost impossible to find shirts that fit me right.

“What is this big money-making plan then?” I asked.

“Do you remember my friend Bob?”

“The finance guy?”

“Yeah.”

“What about him?” I asked.

“He’s got this friend who runs this specialty catering company. They work exclusively with the rich and famous, mostly catering private parties. They do a lot of theme events where the servers dress in costumes.”

“Costumes?” I asked in confusion.

“They dress according to the theme. Anyway, one of their biggest clients is some eccentric billionaire type who loves Easter. Every year he has this huge Easter party for all of his rich friends.”

“What are you suggesting?” I asked. “I go to the party and find a sugar daddy?”

Sally smirked. “No. Bob put me in touch with the hiring manager for the catering company and I signed up to take some jobs for extra money. She asked me if I knew any other hot girls who’d be willing to be bunnies at the event.”

“Bunnies?” I asked in confusion. “Is this the billionaire who started that dirty magazine? The one who was always wearing a bathrobe?”

“No, that dude is dead.”

“Let me guess, they’re not going to be dressed in fuzzy bunny costumes?”

Sally gave me a long, considering look, then reached down to pull something out of her bag. She held up tiny pink panties with a matching bikini top, bunny ears, and something that looked like a fuzzy bow tie.

“No,” I said firmly.

Sally wiggled the costume in front of me. “It pays a thousand dollars. Plus tips.”

I reached across the table to shove the costume down so I could see my friend’s face. “One thousand dollars?”

“Yep.”

“For how many hours?”

“Noon until ten p.m.”

“That’s a hundred dollars an hour,” I said in shock.

“I know. I can’t resist that kind of money no matter how demeaning the costume is.”

“It is demeaning,” I agreed. “Women shouldn’t be sex objects on display for the male gaze.”

“Well I don’t mind putting aside my beliefs for a thousand bucks.”

She wiggled the bra top in front of me again, ignoring the curious looks from the other patrons in the coffee shop.

“I can hook you up,” she continued. “She told me they were still looking for a few more girls and with your customer service experience I’m sure you’ll get in.”

“But what will we be doing?” I asked cautiously.

“Serving drinks. Talking to guests who are alone. Making sure that everyone’s having a good time. Handing out Easter treats. Basic mingling and party service.”

“Are you sure we’re not going to be sex trafficked or something?”

She shook her head. “My friend assured me it’s all on the up and up. Besides, the company has a strict hands off policy. Look but don’t touch.”

“Look but don’t touch? Well, I guess it’s just a costume. They can look all they want for a thousand dollars.”

“Plus tips,” she repeated again.

“That’s enough to cover Ronda’s share of the rent for two months. What do I need to do to sign up?”


Chapter One: Bunny Mode



Afew days later I stood in front of the mirror in my bedroom wondering if I was making a big mistake. The bright pink bottoms were so small I’d had to do a full wax to keep from embarrassing myself. I turned around to check out the view from the back, wincing when I saw my cheeks were peeking out from the bottom and the waistline barely cleared my butt crack. The fluffy bunny tail affixed to the back only highlighted how small the bottoms were.

The bikini top provided more coverage, but not a lot. My voluptuous breasts were spilling out of the cups, but with how tightly fitted it was, my boobs had a nice lift, giving me deep cleavage. I didn’t mind the bow tie, even though it was kind of ridiculous. Every time I lowered my head my chin brushed against the itchy fake fur.

This was not where I had pictured myself when I imagined myself in my twenties, but here I was, stuffing my boobs into a bunny outfit and hoping I wouldn’t run into anyone I knew at this party.

It’s a thousand dollars plus tips, I reminded myself. Totally worth it.

With a sigh I put on the platform boots. They were a white patent leather that laced up the front, ending mid-calf. They were my favorite part of the outfit. My legs looked a million miles long in these babies.

I spent some time curling my long blonde hair into soft waves, then applied make-up with a heavy hand. False eyelashes. Thick eyeliner. And bright pink lips. Satisfied that I looked as sexy as I could, I grabbed my purse and a trenchcoat and headed out the door. I didn’t want any of my neighbors to see me dressed like this.

While I waited for the elevator, I caught my reflection in the elevator doors. The trenchcoat paired with those boots were not doing me any favors. I looked sexy for sure, but I definitely looked like a stripper. But it was too late to get another coat now. Sally was waiting for me downstairs.

The party location was about a thirty-minute drive from the city. It was an enormous property with what looked like miles of carefully manicured yard, situated next to a private lake that Sally told me belonged to the homeowner’s association. We stopped at the guard gate at the entrance to have our IDs checked, then we were directed to the staff entrance on the far side of the house. After we parked, we pulled off our coats to stash them in the trunk.

“You look incredible,” Sally said, grinning at my outfit.

“I look one deep breath away from a wardrobe malfunction.”

“Exactly. You’re going to make so much in tips.” She pushed her smaller breasts up, trying to enhance her cleavage more. “I wish I had your tits, that’s for sure.”

“Trust me, you don’t.”

The outfit was still skimpy and sexy, but with her smaller frame and narrower curves, it wasn’t quite as obscene looking as mine.

We were greeted at the kitchen door by a tall woman wearing a bunny outfit that matched ours. She was holding a clipboard and had the unmistakable air of someone in charge.

“I’m Edie, the team lead for tonight. Can I have your names?”

After checking us in, Edie showed us around the space and gave us our instructions for the day.

“You should have a tray with you at all times, champagne or snacks, or you can also serve candy from these Easter baskets,” she said, pointing to where they were stacked up along the sideboard. “You get one fifteen minute break every four hours, and I’ll try to give you each a meal break halfway through. You’ll eat in the kitchen with the rest of the help.”

“Got it,” Sally said. “Eat with the peons.”

Edie ignored her sarcasm.

“Oh, and one more thing, don’t sleep with any of the guests,” she said, marking something off on her tablet. “Or you’ll be blacklisted from all future events, and you’ll really piss me off. You do not want to make me angry.”

She strode away without another word, and I rolled my eyes at Sally.

“No sleeping with billionaires. No pissing off Edie. I’ll add those to my list of life rules.”

“What if they’re hot?” Sally asked impishly. “Can we make an exception?”

I shrugged. “Depends how hot.”

Sally and I grabbed trays of champagne and started making our way through the house.

The house was enormous. The living room alone was bigger than my entire apartment. Everything was decorated for Easter in a way that was somehow both whimsical and elegant. There were arrangements of white tulips and pale pink peonies scattered throughout the main floor. Pastel-colored lanterns hung from the ceiling. A string quartet was set up in one corner, playing something classical that I couldn’t name. The whole place smelled expensive.

Two hours in, my feet were killing me and my cheeks hurt from smiling, but my tip purse was filling up. The guests were mostly men in their thirties and forties wearing custom-made suits, accompanied by women who were uniformly beautiful and dripping with jewelry.

A few of the men let their eyes linger a little too long on my neckline. I didn’t mind. They looked, I smiled and they tipped. I’d never felt so beautiful before. Something about having nearly every man look at me with desire that made me feel empowered. Sexy. Hot.

I was heading back to the kitchen to reload my tray when I noticed him.

He was standing alone near the windows holding a glass of something amber. He was tall, probably six-two or six-three, with dark hair that was slicked back from his handsome face. His suit was charcoal gray, perfectly tailored, and he wore it with the easy confidence of someone who had been wearing expensive clothes his entire life. He had a strong jaw, a straight nose, and dark eyes that were currently fixed on me with an expression I couldn’t quite read.

I felt a tingling sensation in my core, and without intending to, I arched my back a bit to showcase my boobs more. But he wasn’t looking at my cleavage. He was looking at my face. That was unusual enough to make me stop walking.

We stared at each other for a beat that lasted a little too long to be casual. I felt a punch of desire that made my nipples press painfully against my bikini top and my panties grow damp. I resisted the urge to fan myself as I had an image of myself racing across the room and throwing him to the floor so I could ride him like a damned pony.

The corner of his mouth turned up in a half-smile, almost as if he could read my thoughts, and something warm spread through my stomach that had nothing to do with all the running around I’d been doing today. I broke eye contact first and kept walking to the kitchen. My heart was beating faster than it had any right to.

No messing around with the guests, I reminded myself.

“Who is that?” I asked Sally, who was arranging canapés on a silver tray. “Tall, dark hair, gray suit, standing by the windows.”

She peered through the kitchen doorway and then looked back at me with wide eyes.

“That’s Peter Voss. He’s the host. Our boss, technically. His family owns half the buildings in the city.” She lowered her voice. “He’s been staring at you all day.”

“He was not staring at me.”

“He was absolutely staring at you. I saw it.”

I picked up a fresh tray and walked back out before she could say anything else. I focused on my job, circulating around the room and offering champagne to guests, but I could feel Peter’s gaze on me the entire time. Every time I glanced in his direction, he was watching me with that same unreadable expression, that same half-smile. The weight of his attention made my skin feel electric.

Who was I kidding? His attention was turning me into a horny mess, which was not like me at all. I’d never felt so immediately attracted to someone before.

It was another thirty minutes before he finally made his move. I was standing near one of the bathrooms taking a short break when he appeared beside me as if he’d been waiting to get me alone. My heart picked up in my chest.

He extended his hand. “I’m Peter.”

I shifted my tray to one hand and shook his. The contact sent a jolt through me that went right to my clit. I had never in my life had that reaction to a handshake. A wave of desire hit me so hard it almost knocked me over.

“Bunny,” I said without thinking.

“Bunny?” He said my name slowly, tasting it. “Is that your real name?”

“No. You have to earn that,” I said in a flirty tone.

I wasn’t normally a flirty person, but in my bunny suit I felt different.

He raised one dark eyebrow, that half smile reappearing as he studied me like I was a puzzle he needed to solve.

“Can I show you something special, Bunny?” he finally asked.

Your dick?

I just resisted blurting out that suggestion, instead settling for, “That depends on what it is.”

“The view from the library. It’s the best view in the house.”

Our eyes met and held for a long, charged moment. My mouth turned dry and in that moment I knew what he was really asking. What he wanted. I should have smacked him. I should have walked away. I was working, after all. And I wasn’t the kind of girl who slept with men she’d just met.

Except today I wasn’t Amber. I was Bunny. And Bunny embraced her sexuality and took what she wanted. I wanted Peter. I set my tray down on a nearby table and gave him what I hoped was a sultry smile.

“Lead the way.”


Chapter Two: The Library



The library was at the end of a long hallway, far enough from the party that the music and conversation faded to a distant murmur. Peter opened the door and let me walk in first, and I understood immediately why he had called it the best view. The room was lined with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves on three walls, and the fourth wall was entirely glass. Through the window I could see the lake, sparkling and clear. It looked like a postcard, or one of those paintings you see in a museum.

“Okay,” I admitted. “This is an impressive view.”

He closed the door behind us. The click of the latch was quiet, but it felt heavy. I licked my lips.

“Do you want a drink?” he asked, walking to a small bar cart in the corner.

“Okay.”

I wasn’t supposed to drink on the job but then again, I wasn’t supposed to sneak off into private rooms with strangers who flirted with me either.

He poured two glasses of whiskey and brought one to me. Our fingers touched when I took the glass, and neither of us pulled away immediately.

“So, Bunny,” he said, leaning against the edge of a leather reading chair. “What do you do when you’re not dressed as a very attractive rabbit?”

I laughed, which surprised me. I had been expecting him to be smooth and practiced, the way men with his kind of money usually were, but there was a genuine playfulness in the way he spoke that caught me a little off guard.

“I make coffee and serve pastries to people coming to the Convention Center.” I took a sip of the whiskey. “I have a very glamorous life.”

He nodded, no judgement in his gaze. He was standing close enough that I could smell his cologne, something woodsy and manly and expensive.

“I should tell you that I don’t normally do this.”

“Do what?” My voice was breathy and soft.

“Pull women away from parties and invite them to my inner sanctum.”

I wasn’t sure if I believed him. It was probably a line, but then again, I didn’t care. We both knew what this was.

“I don’t do this either. The being-pulled-away part, I mean.”

“Good. Then we’re both doing something new.”

My mind filled with filthy images of other ‘new’ things we could do together.

He reached up and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, and his fingertips trailed down the side of my neck so lightly that I shivered.

“I’ve been watching you all day, Bunny.”

“I noticed.”

“Did you like it?”

Something flashed in his eyes that looked like vulnerability, but it was gone so fast I couldn’t be sure.

I answered honestly. “I did.”

He took my glass and set it on the table next to his. My pulse picked up in anticipation as he closed the remaining inches between us. He moved slowly, giving me time to move away, but I didn’t want to. I’d never in my life had a guy this hot looking at me like that. I wanted to see where this would go.

His lips crashed down on mine, rough and claiming. I grabbed the lapel of his suit jacket to steady myself and kissed him. He nipped my lower lip, demanding entrance to my mouth. He tasted like whiskey, and when his tongue slid against mine, I made a needy sound.

His hands were on my hips, pulling me against him with a grip hard enough to bruise. Peter’s erection pressed against my belly, hard and insistent, and in the recesses of my mind I noted that it felt bigger than I was used to. Sighing happily, I pressed myself closer, rolling my hips against him, and he groaned into my mouth.

His hands moved to my ass, gripping my cheeks through the thin fabric of my bottoms.

“Tell me to stop,” he said against my lips, breathing hard. “If you don’t want this.”

“Don’t stop,” I said, sliding my hand beneath his jacket to grip his back.

That was all the permission he needed. His mouth moved to my neck, and he kissed and sucked at the sensitive spot just below my ear while his hands found the clasp of my bra. He had it off me in an instant.

He cupped my breasts in both hands, running his thumbs over my nipples until they hardened under his touch, and I arched into his palms with a gasp. He lowered his mouth to one breast and sucked my nipple between his lips, biting down while his hand worked the other one, pulling and squeezing, and the sensation shot straight between my legs. I cried out at the delicious mixture of pleasure and pain.

I threaded my fingers through his dark hair and held him against me, not caring anymore that there was a party happening down the hall, not caring about my job or my rent. All I cared about was the feeling of his mouth on my skin and the growing ache between my thighs that was demanding attention, demanding to be filled.

Peter stepped back just enough to look at me, and the expression on his face made me feel powerful. He looked awed, that was the only way to describe it. My nipples were red and swollen and he was looking at me with an intensity that made my pulse hammer.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he said, and it didn’t sound rehearsed. “Like every wet dream I ever had.”

“Peter,” I breathed. “Please.”

His gaze turned feral. He walked me backward until my shoulders hit the cool glass of the window, and then he dropped to his knees in front of me.

The sight of this man on his knees, in his perfect suit, looking up at me with dark, hungry eyes while I stood there half-naked in bunny ears was so surreal and so hot that I almost laughed. But then he hooked his fingers into the waistband of my skimpy bottoms, tearing them down over my hips and down my thighs, like he couldn’t wait another second to see me bare.

“You want my mouth on your pussy?”

“Yes,” I sighed.

“Tell me what you want,” he demanded.

“I want you to eat me out and make me come.”

He made a growling sound, then pushed his head between my legs, spreading my lower lips with his fingers before diving in. I cried out and grabbed the window frame for balance. His tongue was warm and rough, stroking through my folds and finding my clit with an accuracy that was impressive. He licked me slowly at first, broad, flat strokes that made my thighs tremble, and then focused his attention on my clit, circling it with the tip of his tongue while he slid two thick fingers inside me.

My hips bucked against his face, and I didn’t even try to hold back. He fucked me with roughly with his fingers while his tongue worked my clit. I pulled his hair, begging for more, not caring how slutty that made me sound.

His fingers curved upward, finding a spot inside me that made white sparks flicker behind my eyelids, some place no other man had managed to locate before. I could feel my orgasm building fast, the tension coiling tighter and tighter in my lower belly, and when it broke, it broke hard. I came with my head thrown back against the glass, mumbling nonsense that may or may not have been actual words, my whole body shaking while he held my hips and kept his mouth on me through every pulse of my release.

When I could think again, I looked down at him. He was still on his knees, looking up at me with wet lips and a satisfied expression that was almost smug.

“Taste what a dirty girl you are,” he commanded, lifting his damp fingers to my mouth.

I opened my lips, sucking my cum off his fingers, the move so erotic I almost spontaneously orgasmed.

“I need you inside me,” I said, because subtlety seemed pointless at this juncture. I might as well ask for what I wanted. I could hear the urgency in my voice.

He stood and kissed me, and I could taste myself on his tongue, which only made me want him more. For what was supposed to be a simple quickie, he sure was doing his best to take care of my needs. The combination of sweet and dirty turned me on more.

I reached for his belt and undid it while he shrugged off his jacket and loosened his tie. I got his trousers open and pushed them down along with his boxer briefs, and when his cock sprang free, my eyes widened in surprised pleasure. He had a nice dick, thick and straight and hard with velvety skin over the sheath. A bead of precum lingered at the tip. I wrapped my hand around him and stroked. He was so big my fingers didn’t even make it all the way around him. That thing was going to split me in half.

“Wallet,” he said, his voice strained. “Inside pocket of my jacket.”

I found the condom in his wallet while he kicked off his shoes and trousers. He tore the packet open and rolled it on, and then he lifted me. Just picked me up, hands under my thighs, and pressed me back against the window.

In the back of my mind I remembered that it was a beautiful spring day and the party had spilled out into the yard. I turned my head, seeing the people mingling on the grass one floor below. All it would take was for one person to look up at these windows and they’d see my naked ass pressed against the glass.

I shivered in delight at the idea of someone watching me. Watching us. Would they be scandalized? Or would it turn them on?

I wrapped my legs around his waist and felt him position himself at my entrance. Our eyes locked and I felt a shiver of anticipation.

“Is this what you want?” he asked. “Do you want me to fuck you hard against this window, even though I don’t even know your name?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Someone could see us,” he pointed out. “See your beautiful body on display as a stranger fucks you against the window. Is that what you want?”

My pussy was aching now, desperate to be filled.

“Yes. If you don’t fuck me right now, I’m going to lose my mind.”

He thrust into me in one smooth stroke, and I gasped at the fullness of it. He was big enough that the stretch bordered on overwhelming, but my body was so aroused and so slick from what he had done with his mouth that he slid in almost without resistance. He held still for a moment, buried deep inside me, his forehead pressed against mine, both of us breathing hard.

“Jesus, you’re tight.”

My inner muscles spasmed around him in response. Then he started to move.

He fucked me slowly at first, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in with long, deliberate strokes that I felt in every nerve ending. The glass was cold against my back, and his body was hot against my front and the contrast was dizzying. I tightened my legs around him and rocked my hips to meet each thrust. The angle was perfect, hitting a spot deep inside me that made me moan with every stroke.

“Faster,” I said against his ear. “Harder.”

“You like it rough?” he asked. “You got it.”

It was like he let himself off the leash. His grip tightened on my thighs and his pace increased, his hips snapping against mine with a force that drove the air out of my lungs. He was pounding into me so hard that in the back of my mind I wondered if it was possible for him to fuck me right through the window.

The sound of our skin slapping together filled the quiet library, punctuated by my moans and his low, rough groans.

“Yes! Just like that. Fuck me!” I’d never spoken like this in my life, but I couldn’t stop the needy words coming from my mouth. “More!”

“You’re a needy little slut, aren’t you?” he teased, but the was no judgement in his gaze, only heat.

Peter shifted his grip, changing the angle slightly, and now with every hard thrust he was rubbing against my swollen clit.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned.

My second orgasm hit me harder than the first, crashing over me in waves that made my vision blur and my inner walls clamp down around him. He swore under his breath, and I felt his rhythm falter as my body squeezed him. He pushed in deep, deeper than before, and I felt the warmth as he released his cum with a long, pained groan. His hips jerked against mine and he buried his face in my neck, as he emptied himself into the condom.

For the first time in my life I was sorry we’d used protection. I imagined him filling me full with his cum, planting his seed inside me, making me grow fat and round with his baby. I mentally shook my head, pushing the ridiculous thought aside.

We stayed pressed together against the glass for a long moment, both of us panting like we’d run a marathon. His heart was hammering against my chest. My legs were still wrapped around him, and I felt boneless and satisfied and slightly delirious.

“Your bunny ears are still on,” he said eventually, and I could hear the smile in his voice. “That’s sexy as fuck.”

I reached up and felt them, still bobby-pinned to my head, slightly crooked, then I started laughing.

“Well, this job didn’t turn out quite like I expected.”


Chapter Three: The Escape Attempts



The glass felt cold against my skin as I came down from my orgasm.

A few things hit me at once. First came the awareness that I was naked in a library at a party where I was supposed to be working. Then came the awareness that I had just slept with a man I’d met an hour ago. If Sally found out, she would either high-five me or murder me, and I honestly was not sure which.

Probably high-five.

“I should get back to work,” I said, untangling myself from him and hunting for the pieces of my costume on the floor.

“Should you?”

He was watching me get dressed with an expression that was already making me want to get undressed again. When I glanced down I realized his cock was already half hard again, even though we’d just had sex. I licked my lips and it grew harder as I stared at it. Wow, that was impressive.

Then I remembered that I was getting paid to serve drinks and pass out candy, not fuck the host.

“I’m going to get fired.”

Sure, it was a temporary job, but Sally said that if this company liked your work they’d call you back for other parties. If it meant a thousand bucks a day plus tips I’d show up at any party wearing any crazy costume.

“I’ll make sure you don’t get fired.”

The arrogant self-assured tone was back as he worked to tuck his cock back into his underwear.

“You can’t just tell the catering company not to fire me. That’s not how it works.”

“Actually, since I’m the client, that’s exactly how it works.” He pulled his trousers back on and buttoned his shirt, somehow managing to look put-together despite having just had sex against a window. “But I understand if you want to go back to work. I just want you to know that I’m not done with you.”

The way he said it sent a fresh wave of heat through me. Not done with me. The words were possessive and certain, and they made me want to climb him again immediately. But why was he talking like this? We both knew it was a one-time thing.

“What does that mean?” I asked, pulling on my bikini top and adjusting my cleavage back to its precarious starting position.

He stepped close and tipped my chin up with one finger. “It means I want to see you again, Bunny.”

I winced, suddenly feeling panicked. Who decided they wanted to see their anonymous fuck again? No one, that’s who.

“This was a one-time thing, I thought we both understood that. You don’t even know my real name.”

Before he could respond, we both heard voices in the hallway. The door was locked, but we both fell silent, waiting for them to pass. As the noise passed, his expression turned calculating.

“How about if we make this a two-time thing?”

My pussy practically sang with happiness, but my brain had other ideas.

“I should get back to work.”

“I’ll be fast,” he promised. “Get naked. But leave the boots. And the ears.”

His bossy tone made me shiver, and I didn’t hesitate to comply. This was the sluttiest thing I’d ever done. I might as well enjoy it for a little while longer. Who cared if I never got a sweet gig like this again? At least I’d get another orgasm.

Peter dropped his pants, and this time he pulled off his shirt, giving me a prime view of his naked body. God he was hot. His abs were ridged with muscles, and his thighs were thick and powerful. Every guy I’d dated was younger than Peter, but none of them were as fit. The guy looked like he should be on a statue or something.

I pulled off my bottoms again, taking care not to smash the bunny tail on the back, and as I straightened I felt slickness on my thighs. My bikini top practically fell off, as if my boobs were just as eager as the rest of me to get back to the sex part. You could cut glass with my nipples they were so hard.

Peter grabbed my hand, pulling me over to the leather couch and turning me to face the side. With a gentle push between my shoulder blades he lowered me until I was leaning over the arm of the couch, my ass on full display.

Thwack!

I gasped as he brought his palm down on my butt cheek in a resounding smack. There was a sting of pain that immediately turned to pleasurable heat.

Thwack!

He spanked me again, this time on the other side, then made a sound that was pure masculine satisfaction.

“Your skin pinks up nicely.”

I’d never wanted to be spanked before. Never even considered it. But damned if that didn’t turn me on. I had a flash of me laying over his lap while he turned my skin a bright red. My thighs rubbed together with delicious tension.

Peter slid a hand between them, fingers going right to my pussy, spreading the moisture he found there.

“Do you like being spanked Bunny?”

“I guess I do,” I admitted. “I never tried it before but then again, I didn’t know it would feel so good.”

Thwack!

Thwack!

He hit me twice in rapid succession and I arched my back, pushing my ass up to meet his hands. Fuck that felt good.

Strong fingers gripped my hips, and I winced as he caught the sensitive skin he’d squeezed before. Without another word, Peter shoved his cock in, bottoming out with his pelvis pressed against my ass.

“Who knew my little Bunny was such a bad girl?” he mused, his voice low.

Thwack!

He smacked me again, then started fucking me with an almost-brutal pace. His hips smacked against me again and again, taking what he wanted, no longer polite or cautious. I loved the feeling that I was just here for him to take. An anonymous bunny for him to use for his own pleasure.

I made a noise that would have been embarrassing if I’d been in my right mind, making Peter chuckle. “That’s right, take it all.”

His pace increased, and his thrusts were so rough I had to lock my elbows to keep from flying over the arm of the couch. I pressed my hands into the cushions, doing my best to match his fast pace and meet him stroke for stroke. My heavy breasts swayed beneath me, adding to the sensations that were assaulting my body. My pussy was burning from the assault, stretched wide and tender from our first round. I was going to feel this tomorrow, I had no doubt.

My nerve endings lit up, telling me that I was close to coming again, my heart rate picking up even as my breathing seemed to stutter. What was it about this guy? I never came this fast. I never came multiple times in a row.

He reached up and wrapped his fingers around my throat, squeezing lightly, not enough to restrict my breathing, just to show dominance. I threw my head back and screamed as another powerful orgasm raced through my body like a fucking hurricane, destroying everything in its wake.

As if he was waiting for me to come first, Peter stilled for a second before pushing in deep to release his cum. Dimly I realized he wasn’t wearing a condom this time. I knew we should stop. I knew we should be more careful, it was a crazy chance to take. But I didn’t say a word. Not when he felt so good inside me with no barriers. Not when he was painting my womb with his seed while I was still shaking from my own orgasm.

He pulled me up to standing, his dick sliding out of my body, and pulled my back to his front.

“One more time,” he whispered against my neck.

“Seriously?” I asked incredulously. “How is that possible?”

“I’m a very determined man.”

I was practically boneless already, but I let him move me onto the surface of the couch, my back pressing down on the cushions as he spread out on top of me.

I expected another hard fucking, but this time he took his time. He explored me with his tongue in long, slow strokes, moving down my body and finding every fold and crease and sensitive spot, alternating between pressing soft kisses against my skin and giving me tiny little bites that left me breathless.

By the time he made his way back up to my face to give me another one of those long, claiming kisses he was hard again. The dude had to be forty years old, but he had the stamina of a much younger man.

I was a shaking quivering mess and when we pulled apart I put aside my pride and begged.

“Please. Fuck me again. Please.”

“Tell me your name,” he ordered.

When I didn’t answer he shifted, pushing his hand between my thighs and teasing me with his fingers. He dropped his head, catching my nipple between his lips and sucking hard. But the instant my inner muscles began to shake, he pulled his hand away and gave me a stern look.

“Tell me your real name, Bunny.”

“Are you edging me?” I asked incredulously.

“If that’s what it takes.”

His talented fingers slipped into my folds again, his thumb tapping at my clit while he circled my opening with another finger.

My body was wound tight, every cell in my body focused on one thing: getting off. I’d never felt so needy in my life. I squeezed my eyes closed, head moving from side to side, and I rolled my hips up, trying to get the exact amount of pressure I needed to come.

When he pulled away again I nearly cried. This was the worst kind of torture, and I was a weak woman. I couldn’t take it anymore. What did it matter? I wasn’t going to see this guy again anyway. It wasn’t like we ran in the same circles.

“Fine, my name is Amber, okay? Now fuck me, damn it.”

In a flash he settled between my legs, pushing inside me with one long, slow thrust. He braced himself on his forearms, his face inches from mine, and began to move with a slow, grinding rhythm that pressed his pelvic bone against my sensitive clit with every stroke.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, gripped his shoulders and held on as the pleasure built in slow, intense waves. This was different from the frantic urgency of our first two joinings, but no less intense. My body was already primed for him, yet something held me back.

“Please,” I whispered. “I need to come.”

“Come for me Amber,” he said, his voice deep with command. “Come all over my cock like the good little dirty girl you are.”

Our eyes met as I let go, the orgasm was so intense that it radiated through my whole body in long, rolling pulses. He followed me a few seconds later, burying himself deep and holding still while he came, releasing his cum in several pulses.

He held me afterward, almost like I was something precious, whispering endearments as he peppered my neck with soft kisses. Suddenly I was freaking out. What was I doing? Was I catching feelings for a guy I’d just met this afternoon? Peter was so far out of my league it wasn’t even funny. He was probably a player, trying to make me fall for him in some kind of sick game.

Besides, I was getting paid to work, not fuck the client. What was wrong with me? It was like he’d hypnotized me with his dick.

I gave him a little push. “I’ve got to go.”

“No, don’t go.” He sounded sleepy.

I pushed him again and when he shifted, I slid out from underneath him and stood up.

“That was fun,” I said, making my voice light and breezy. “But I’ve got to get back to work. Thanks for everything.”

He propped himself up on one elbow and gave me an intense look, like he was trying to get inside my brain and figure me out.

“Give me your number. I meant what I said. I’m not done with you, Amber.”

“Yes you are.”

I gathered my clothes, wincing as I pulled on my bottoms. The crotch was still soaked with my arousal. Oh well, nothing to do about it. I stuffed my boobs into my bra, finger combed my hair and straightened my bunny ears as best I could before slipping out of the room without another word.

Making my way to the kitchen, I picked up an Easter basket full of candy.

“Where’s your other tray?” Edie, the team lead, asked me suspiciously. She’d clearly noticed my absence.

“I left it in here before I took a break,” I said.

When she continued to glare at me I lowered my voice and added, “I was in there for a while. I had to poop.”

She waved me away with a look of disgust, as if she thought I was contagious. “Get back to work then.”

I didn’t see Peter again for the rest of the party and when Sally questioned me about my absence on the way home, I told her the same story that I’d told Edie. I wasn’t ashamed of what I’d done, not exactly, but I wasn’t ready to share it either. Not yet.


Chapter Four: Back to Real Life



“What can I get you?” I asked the bored looking woman in a business suit.

“A half caff non-fat latte with extra foam,” she recited, looking right through me as if I didn’t matter.

I suppressed a sigh. Normally I liked my job. I mean, it wasn’t my life’s dream, but it was okay for now. It allowed me to take college classes at night and was enough to pay my half of the rent. I’d made enough at the Easter party between salary and tips that I didn’t have to find a new roommate for three months. That was a relief.

As I made the woman’s coffee my thoughts went to Peter. Again. I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about him since I walked out of that library last Saturday. Maybe I should have given him my number or something, but then again, I didn’t want to be waiting by my phone, disappointed when he didn’t call.

Guys like him didn’t call. He probably dated starlets and models, not poor baristas who dressed in sexy bunny costumes to get rent money. I was being ridiculous thinking that what we had was anything more than a quick, almost anonymous fuck.

I was in the middle of making a cortado during the afternoon lull on Thursday when the door chimed, announcing the arrival of another customer. I looked up and my heart stopped.

Peter was standing in my coffee shop, wearing another bespoke suit and what looked like a relieved smile. He strode over to the counter, his eyes fixed on me like a predator spotting his prey. I shivered.

“I finally found you.”

“You were looking for me?” I blurted, which was not the cool, collected greeting I would have preferred.

“I was. You mentioned working at a coffee shop near the convention center. There are a lot of them, for the record, and more than one has a barista named Amber. I’ve been trying to track you down all week.”

I just stared at him, at a loss for what to say. I finally settled on, “Why?”

“I’ve been thinking about you nonstop since you walked out of that library,” he continued, oblivious to the fact that we had an audience.

My last customer and one of my coworkers listened intently, not even trying to hide it. Meanwhile my heart was pounding so hard I could hear my pulse beating in my ears.

I’d been obsessed with this man all week. Obsessed. I’d been a needy, horny mess but no matter how much I’d tried, I couldn’t ease the ache between my legs. My trusty old vibrator was no match for his talented cock. I fell asleep thinking about him fucking me and woke up tangled in my sheets, my thighs slick with arousal.

“I know you said it was a one-time thing, but I want to see you again,” he said, his tone earnest. “I want to take you on a date. I want to get to know you better and learn things about you that aren’t how you look wearing bunny ears and how you sound when you come.”

My coworker Brian, who was still eavesdropping from the espresso machine, made a choking sound. I ignored him.

“You do?”

“I do.”

“You’re not supposed to date the anonymous stranger you have a quickie with.”

Why was I arguing about this? I wanted to date him. I wanted to explore how many times we could make each other come until our bodies finally gave out. But this all sounded too good to be true.

“We get to make our own rules,” he said. “Maybe you were at that party for a reason. And it wasn’t just to hand out candy.”

“Okay,” I said, deciding to throw caution to the winds.

“Okay?”

“Okay. Take me to dinner.” I leaned forward so that the eavesdroppers couldn’t hear me. “But I want you to have me for dessert.”

“Deal.”

***
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Special Preview: Hotwife for a Bet by Britney Bale



“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

I watched my husband’s expression carefully, looking for any signs of discomfort. All I see is a kind of resolute determination. Maybe a touch of excitement.

“You won the bet fair and square,” he reminded me. “We negotiated the rules. And we both know, if you had lost, I would have made you go through with it.”

My husband and I were big on betting. We’d started off as friends back in college, and he’d suckered me into going out with him by betting on a football game. If I won, he’d write my History of Western Civilizations paper. If he won, I’d go on a date with him. I guess we both won that time, because we fell in love and have been together ever since.

Over the years, our bets have been increasingly crazy. I guess after fifteen years of marriage you need something to keep the excitement going. That’s why when we bet on the American football championship game, we decided to go big.

If San Francisco had won, I would have had to allow Chuck to lead me through the mall on a leash while wearing cat ears, a collar, and short shorts with a hole cut in the back to make room for a butt plug with a cat tail on it.

I’d been nervous as hell the entire game, but when Kansas City pulled it out and won, I’d been elated. I’d won the bet and I’d won the one thing I’d been fantasizing about for years: a night with the owner of my company.

Seth was a sexy silver fox, rich as fuck, and he’d had his eye on me since the day we met. Rumor was he’d never dated the same woman twice but that one time always left them satisfied.

We had some friends in common and happened to be at a dinner party when Chuck and I were planning our bet. It was crazy, but when Seth suggested that I get a night with him if I won, I couldn’t agree fast enough. There had always been a strong attraction between us, and I was eager to explore it.

When we talked later that night, my husband had confessed that ever since he saw that movie where a millionaire offered a couple a million dollars to sleep with the wife, he’d wanted that to happen with us. Seth wasn’t giving us any money, but hopefully he’d be giving me at least one orgasm.

I was surprised to learn that my husband had long fantasized about sharing me with someone richer and more powerful than him. Since we both knew Seth, it added a layer of safety that we both appreciated.

When it was time for my date with Seth I dressed in my sexiest dress and a sky high pair of heels, kissed my husband goodbye, then drove over to my boss’s condo.

The doorman sent me up in a special elevator that opened directly into the foyer of Seth’s penthouse. My eyes widened as I walked inside, my heels clicking on the hard marble. This place was enormous! The living room was the size of the entire first floor of my house, with floor to ceiling windows that gave me an incredible view of the lights of the city down below. Everything here was expensive but tasteful. It wasn’t the kind of place I’d choose to live in, but it was definitely a gorgeous place.

“Teresa! I thought I heard the elevator. Welcome.”

I turned to see Seth striding towards me. He was wearing dress pants with a crease you could cut glass with and a white dress shirt, the top button undone. It looked like he’d taken off his jacket and tie after work but didn’t finish changing.

“Would you like a glass of wine? I have a lovely merlot breathing right now.”

“Yes please.”

It felt weird, being here with him alone. I’d been in a million meetings with him, and we often were at the same social occasions. But this, this was different. The air between us felt heavy and charged, like it was right before a thunderstorm.

Seth studied me while we drank our wine.

“Do you still want to do this?” he asked.

I appreciated the out. I also appreciated the way the thin fabric of his shirt clung to what I knew from a few pool parties we’d attended were some very nice pecs.

“I do.”

“And it won’t cause trouble with your husband?”

I shook my head. “He seems…oddly excited about it.”

“His wife is a beautiful woman. It must be an ego boost to know how many men wish they could have her.”

I laughed. “I don’t know about ‘many men’, but I guess I’m aging okay.”

He raised one eyebrow. “Why don’t you show me your tits and I’ll be the judge of that.”
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Want more Britney? Sign up to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales.  Find out more and sign up for my mailing list here.


Other Books by Britney Bale



Check out my other books, available now at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale :

Hot Wife Happy Life (with Reba Bale)

Hotwife Under the Tree

A Hotwife’s Retreat

Hotwife in the Woods

Hotwife on the Beach

Hotwife for a Bet

Paying for Tuition Series

The Babysitter’s Ride Home

The Babysitter’s First Menage

The Teaching Assistant’s Lesson

The Billionaire’s Assistant

Toys for Grown-Ups Series

Financial Punishment

Menage a Geek

The Marriage Survival Series

Finding His Alpha: A Wife’s First Spanking

Watching His Wife: The First Time Sharing

Exploring His Fantasy: A First Time Gay Ménage

Let's All Share series:

Share Me: A Cheating Husband’s Punishment

The Ride of My Life

Santa’s Sexy Secret

The Christmas Swap

Christmas Bonus

One Handed Quickies series:

Shafted

Hello, Sexy Stranger

Silver Fox Secrets

Bunny Trouble


About Britney Bale



Britney Bale loves writing quick smutty stories about characters who experience punishment, humiliation, sex with strangers, or other activities on the non-vanilla side of life. When Britney is not writing she is reading the same naughty stories she likes to write – one handed. 😉

Want more Britney? Sign up for her newsletter to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales.  Find out more and sign up for my mailing list here.

You can also follow Britney on Amazon at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale. Happy reading!

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcHS.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/font_rsrcHP.ttf


