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Foreword
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If you’ve previously read ‘The Bad Crowd’, one of my No Angels novels, you’ll recognise some of the locations from the Tales of the Black Cats Club stories - but they are a standalone set and you don’t need to have read The Bad Crowd to enjoy this one or the first tale, ‘The Cat That Got The Cream’. This story is set fourteen months before the start of The Bad Crowd and two months before the first Tales of the Black Cats Club story, ‘The Cat That Got The Cream’, being a prequel of sorts to that book in particular.

If you haven’t read The Bad Crowd or ‘The Cat That Got The Cream’ then consider picking them up from your favourite digital eBook retailer - they’re both a good read, even if I do say so myself.

I’d also like to thank fellow erotica author Lucian Cordray and Rodin for their help with editing and proofing the book. Check out Lucian’s work too.

But for now, I hope you enjoy this; the new No Angels Short and the second of the planned three Tales of the Black Cats Club stories.
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Chapter 1
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Two months before the events of ‘The Cat That Got The Cream’

“First of all,” Debbie said as she opened our work meeting, “I’ll start with the good news.”

She was the new manager of the company department that I worked for and in the six months, since she’d started, she had very quickly gained a reputation as a bit of a ball-buster, especially amongst the more lackadaisical male members of the office. She’d been brought in to get sales moving again and judging by the graphs and charts that she was highlighting on the projection screen in front of us, she’d done just that. 

Debbie stopped talking for a moment and used the wand that she was using to control the slideshow to point at me instead. “Are you listening, Tim? This concerns you.”

I must have lost concentration for a moment. Debbie was the sort of woman to notice that. She was also the sort of woman to make you lose concentration. She was a little younger than me, in her mid-thirties, but looked younger. She was tall and shapely, with curvy hips that flared out and a bust big enough to give her the classic hourglass figure. She dressed quite conservatively, always in a pencil skirt and blouse, sometimes with a jacket or cardigan but I quite liked the power-dressing look on a woman.

“Sorry,” I said, straightening up in my chair and staring at the screen when I realised I was looking her up and down without knowing. “I’m just analysing the figures there.” Shit. I didn’t mean the pun.

“Good,” Debbie said with what might have been a very slight smile. Had she noticed me checking her out or taken the pun as intended when it wasn’t? Either way, she pushed a stray lock of curly red hair back behind her ear and continued the talk.

Sales were up dramatically. That was the good news but there was bad news too. We’d gained a new rival in a company that had set up nearby a couple of weeks ago and from her research, it looked like they were making moves on our customer base. This wasn’t good.

“So, I’m nominating a new team who will concentrate on customer retention. Tim?” I blinked at the mention of my name. “You’ll be leading the team. Okay?”

“Um, yes, sure.” That was quite an honour and I felt myself blushing for no apparent reason at Debbie’s smile.

“Great. We’ll have a meeting about it this afternoon.” Debbie then spoke to the other members of the team, designating roles and dealing out new sales targets before eventually closing the meeting. As I walked back to my desk, I couldn’t believe that she had picked me to be the new team leader and suddenly, pride turned to nervousness when I realised how high Debbie’s standards were and what she might expect of me. My job could be on the line.

I worked somewhat uneasily that afternoon, waiting for her to call me into her office but she didn’t ask for me until five minutes before I was due to finish. The telephone rang and her PA told me that she was ready to see me now.

“Come on through,” Debbie said as I knocked on her office door, which was already open. “And close the door behind you.”

Her office was spectacularly tidy. Not a single pencil or post-it note was out of place. Just like it’s occupant, it was perfectly presented so I felt out-of-place being slightly sweaty from a full day’s work. I straightened my tie and smoothed down the front of my trousers until she told me to take a seat.

“Relax,” she said, clearly aware of my nervousness. She sat opposite me and smiled. “This is just an informal chat, and it’s a good meeting, as opposed to a bad one.”

We all knew what a bad meeting was. Several members of staff had been hauled in and given a dressing down in the past weeks. A couple had been sacked, and another two had left voluntarily.

“I just don’t want to let you down. Are you sure you’ve picked the right man for the job?”

Debbie pushed another stray lock of red hair back behind her ear. That was a little habit of hers I’d noticed. Then her smile disappeared. “Are you questioning my judgement?”

“Not at all,” I said hurriedly. “I’m really pleased, and would love to...”

“I’m teasing you,” she chuckled. “Sorry. I couldn’t help it.” She leaned back in her chair, smiling and staring at me.

I felt slightly uncomfortable under her green-eyed gaze. I felt like I was being studied. I shuffled in my seat and then finally she spoke, giving me the details of the new role in a more business-like manner. When we finished talking about that, she leaned back in her chair again and smiled coolly at me.

“So you’ll take the job?”

“Of course I will.”

“Good,” she bit her bottom lip for a moment, as though deciding how to say something. “Are you still going out with...” She paused, waiting for me to fill in the gap.

“Fran? Yes, we’re still together. It’s nearly ten years now.”

“Yes, Fran. That’s the one. Pretty girl. Blonde?” When I nodded, Debbie leaned forward, her eyes glancing towards the door, making sure it was shut. “I bet she’s a bit of a wild one. She obviously knows how to keep you happy if you’ve been together for ten years. Am I right?”

The weird out-of-the-blue question caught me off guard. What was this? Some sort of strange flirtation?

“A wild one? What makes you say that?” I said, genuinely puzzled. Fran had been a little bit of a ‘wild one’ in her younger days, but that had been before we met, in her teens, over a decade ago.

“The other week. Mark’s leaving party?” Mark had been my supervisor and a popular member of the team so we’d all been sad when he left. His leaving party had been a great night. I had taken Fran but as far as I could recall, she hadn’t got that drunk or particularly wild so I was still nonplussed and just shrugged and let Debbie continue.

“I overheard you talking about me. I was standing behind you and couldn’t help but overhear. I’m sorry.”

Debbie hadn’t even stayed at the party for that long, seeming quite aloof - as new managers often do - so I was now completely confused. “You overheard what? I don’t remember.”

“Fran asked if you found me attractive. I’d noticed her eyeing me up and down when I first got there and then when you were at the bar, she asked. I was standing right behind you.”

I froze, suddenly remembering that exact conversation - and my reply.

“I said you weren’t my type,” I recalled, “but only because I didn’t want to-”

“You didn’t want to offend your beautiful girlfriend,” Debbie laughed. “It’s fine, it really is. You were being considerate. You’re obviously a nice guy.” Then she leaned forward towards me again. “But she’s not here now. So tell me, do you find me attractive?”

I swallowed. Had she seen me staring at her legs? Or seen me checking her out during the meeting? “I... think you’re... well, let’s be honest, you’re not unattractive, are you? You know you’re good-looking.”

“You’re a good-looking guy too, thank you,” Debbie’s light-green eyes were twinkling with mischief. “That’s why I’m thinking of giving you this job - along with the fact that your girlfriend is hot.”

“I... um, thank you?” I managed to reply, wondering where this was going. Was that really why she’d given me the job? Wait. “Hold on... thinking of giving me the job? I thought you’d already decided to...”

“I’ll put my cards on the table, Tim.” Debbie rolled her chair back and then around the desk so that she was sitting next to me. “My husband is fantastic. I’m happily married. But he works away. A lot. He’s out of the country right now.”

I knew this. She’d mentioned it before. Brad worked for some sort of military contracts company and spent a lot of time in the middle-east.

“I really need some friendly fun in the evenings and weekends. The ‘no-strings’ kind of fun, with someone I can trust and who isn’t going to get all crazy on me.”

I raised my eyebrows. What? Seriously?

Debbie moved a little closer so her knees were almost touching mine, “The problem I have is that I’m too picky. I don’t want to sleep with any Tom, Dick or Harry. And I don’t do this internet dating thing.” She visibly shuddered. “There are some total creeps out there. No, I want someone attractive. Like you, Tim. And Fran.”

I felt my jaw drop open. “Fran? What are you saying, Debbie? Is this a wind-up?” I looked over my shoulder to see if the rest of the team were watching and laughing at me but there wasn’t anyone around now. They’d all gone home.

“No wind-ups,” Debbie said. “This isn’t a trick or a test or anything. I’m being genuine. Fuck me and you can have the job. And if you’re any good at either, I’ll give you a pay rise to suit.” With that, she undid the top button on her blouse. She looked a little bit flushed around her neck and her cheeks were slightly pink. It was the first time I’d ever seen any sign of Debbie losing her composure. “You can say no if you want and I won’t hold it against you. But speak a word of it to anyone and I’ll sack you. Do you understand?”

“But you said about Fran...?”

“Tim, don’t you remember that conversation in the bar? The rest of it?”

I did and my heart skipped a beat. “Fran said that she thought you were hot.”

“And the rest, Tim.”

“Then she said that she would do you,” I sighed, “She was joking, Debbie. She hasn’t been with a girl since she was in college. It was an... experimental phase. That’s the phrase she used. She was just teasing me...”

“Which is why I thought she was a wild one,” Debbie chuckled. “Well, I must have been in an experimental phase since I was sixteen then. I love experimenting.”

“You don’t look like a...” I fumbled for the right word.

“Lesbian? Bisexual?” Debbie offered. Her hand was on my knee now. “Neither does Fran.”

“She’s not bisexual,” I managed to say. My mouth felt dry. “She just experimented.”

“If you say so, Tim.” Debbie slid a hand up my thigh. “So, do you want the job or not?”

“Seriously?” I couldn’t believe this was happening.

“Yes, seriously. Are you going to fuck me?” she whispered into my ear.

“What? Now?” I looked over my shoulder again. The corridor outside of Debbie’s office was deserted. There were also blinds over the window that could be pulled down.

“No, not now,” Debbie laughed in her rich voice. “Although, saying that... you could show me how good your tongue is.”

“My tongue?” I realised I was repeating everything she said. What an idiot.

Debbie got up and closed the blinds, covering the window. Then she unzipped the pencil skirt she was wearing and let it drop to the floor, all the while keeping eye contact with me.

“Are you scared? Are you a pussy?”

“N-no, but...” I stammered.

“Good. I want tigers working for me. Not pussies.” Debbie was wearing sheer stockings and a tiny pair of black panties. She must have planned this. Then she sat on the edge of the desk and opened her thighs. “Well, what are you waiting for?” she purred at me.

“But Fran...” I said, unable to take my eyes from Debbie as she reached down and pulled the panties to one side.

“I won’t tell her anything,” Debbie said. “She doesn’t need to know. Come on. You don’t have to fuck me. Just get me off.”

Her pussy was completely shaved and looked tight and moist. I couldn’t do this. Could I?

“It’s a fantastic opportunity for you, Tim.”

Was she talking about the job or the smooth pussy in front of me? Debbie reached down and slipped a finger into her hole, working it in and then pulling back slightly and rubbing her clit with one beautifully manicured finger.

I didn’t think about it any further. I got up and knelt down in front of her, leaning towards her and then she grabbed the back of my head and drew me against her pussy. Hard.

“Go on,” she urged me. “I need this. You have no idea how much I need it. My husband is never around lately and I get so fucking horny.”

Again I was taken aback, this time with her sexually aggressive language but I didn’t pause. I stuck my tongue against her clit, sucking and nibbling it and then I reached up, pushing her legs further apart as she moaned and I began to lick her eagerly.

She smelled and tasted sweet and musky. That scent - of a woman’s pussy - never failed to turn me on and I felt my cock hardening in my trousers as I swirled my tongue around her tight pussy lips and clit, causing her to grab my hair roughly. I was aware of her other hand moving too, but I didn’t realise she was unbuttoning her shirt until it fell open around my face. I glanced up to see her pull one of her ample breasts out. Her nipples were large and dark and she began to pinch it as she shoved my face back down to her cunt.

“Make me cum,” she said softly. I felt the need to cum myself and wondered if I was going to get to fuck her when she suddenly moaned loudly and I felt her hips buck forward as an orgasm hit her. “Fuck yes. Fuck!” she grunted, clutching tightly - a little too tightly - to my hair, and then she finally released me and pushed me away.

“That wasn’t bad,” she said, pulling her panties straight and then picking up her skirt. “But I expect better tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” 

Debbie stepped into her skirt, zipped it up and then straightened herself up in the mirror, fixing up her blouse and smoothing down her hair. “Yes, tomorrow you are going to fuck me.”

“Not now?” I pointed down rather clumsily at the eager bulge in my trousers.

Debbie looked down and grinned. “Sorry about that. Go home and give Fran the benefit of it. I have to rush off to a meeting.”

Was she really dismissing me just like that? “Oh right,” I said, feeling a touch awkward.

“Good night,” she said, putting her coat on as I turned to leave the office. Then as I stepped through the door. “Tim?”

“Yes?”

“I’m looking forward to tomorrow.” She smiled again, all cool composure even with her fiery hair and intense green eyes.

I didn’t say anything. I left, feeling a mix of emotions: guilt and nervousness, but I had to admit to myself that I was excited too.
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Chapter 2
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“Did you have a good day at work?” Fran said when I got home, handing me a cup of hot coffee as I walked into the kitchen.

“I got a promotion,” I said slowly. “Team leader for a new project.”

“Wow, that’s great!” she said, kissing me on the cheek, then she sat down and smiled at me. “I have some good news too.”

For the first time, I noticed that she was dressed up. Fran wasn’t working at the moment. She’d lost her job a couple of weeks ago because she and her boss had fallen out over something or other, but here she was in a fresh white blouse and dark skirt.

“Have you been for an interview or something?” I asked, wondering what the good news was.

“Yes,” she squealed, “And I got the job too. So it’s a great day for us both!”

“Well done,” I said, genuinely pleased for her. She’d been very down about losing the last job. “What’s it doing?”

“Only working at the garage,” she said, shrugging. “Secretary and admin stuff for the owner, but a job is a job.”

The garage was only a couple of streets away. I didn’t go there much, so I didn’t know the owner, but I’d heard he was a nice guy. “When do you start?” I asked.

“Tomorrow,” Fran said. “The first paycheque I get, I’m going to buy you something nice. You deserve it, with how grumpy I’ve been for the past few weeks.”

“No need,” I said honestly. “I’m just happy for you.”

“I feel like I need to make it up to you,” she smiled again. “You’ve been so patient and supportive.” Then she leaned in to kiss me, and I suddenly felt a touch of fear that she might somehow smell Debbie’s pussy juice on me. I’d washed my face, of course, but the paranoia of it hit me right then and I leaned back.

“Really, you don’t need to,” I said, trying to be cool and not give anything away.

Fran looked at me for a second, then reached behind her head and released her long blonde hair from the clasp holding it up. “Ah, I think I know what you won’t say no to.” Then she reached down, undid my belt and smiled. “I know how to celebrate your promotion.” 

I let her get my cock out and take it in her mouth. “I suppose I do deserve something,” I sighed. I’d been horny all afternoon since licking Debbie’s pussy and seeing one of her large breasts. As Fran worked her mouth up and down my shaft, I couldn’t help but think of those long legs of Debbie’s, the taste of her wet pussy and the look on her face as I’d made her cum with my tongue. Then, after literally a minute, I came too, filling Fran’s mouth and taking her by surprise.

“Woah, tiger,” she said, after swallowing my load. A little had escaped and she wiped it from her chin. “I know you’re happy for me and excited about your new role but I don’t think you’ve ever cum that fast before.”

I felt my face redden at the mention of the word ‘tiger.’ Debbie had used that word earlier. I fastened myself up quickly. “I don’t know what got into me,” I lied. “You just did that really good.”

If Fran suspected anything, she didn’t show it. She beamed at my compliment, and then let me finish tidying myself up while she went upstairs for a shower.

The rest of the evening went without incident and because she fell asleep just before I went up to bed, we didn’t do or talk about anything else sexual, so there wasn’t any danger of me prematurely ejaculating again. Fran and I didn’t have sex very often these days. We were a volatile couple. We argued a lot and over the past few years especially, we’d split up and got back together numerous times, so for me to get two sexual experiences in one day was something extremely out of the ordinary.

I struggled to sleep, half-nervous, half-excited for what tomorrow might hold but I did eventually manage to drift off and when my alarm went off that morning I couldn’t wait to get to work, purely out of curiosity at what was going to happen. Unfortunately, I was disappointed because Debbie wasn’t even in the building.

“She’s got a meeting, I think,” John said when I asked him if anyone had seen her. John was a colleague of mine and a close friend, a few years younger than me with short hair and a likeable smile. I’d been his mentor when he first started working here. “I think she said she might be in later.”

I felt a little deflated but went about my work, wondering if yesterday’s events had been a one-off and were perhaps best forgotten but then just after lunch, Debbie came strolling through the front doors, her wavy red hair streaming out behind her and her long legs on show beneath the short but tight skirt she was wearing. Every male member of staff watched her breeze through the room, but it was my name she called out, ordering me into the office with her.

“Someone’s in trouble,” I heard one of my colleagues murmur as I stood up and followed her. I hoped I wasn’t in trouble, at least not the sort of trouble that he was talking about.

“Hi, Debbie,” I said, closing the office door behind me as instructed.

“Close the blinds and take a seat,” she said, slipping off her smart jacket and undoing the top button on her pale blue shirt. “How are you getting on with the project?”

“Good, I think,” I said as I sat down. Was this purely a work meeting? Again, I swallowed down a feeling of disappointment, then gave her a full run down or where I was with everything. She nodded throughout, listening intently and making some notes on her pad.

“Excellent. It sounds like you have it all in hand,” she said when I’d finished. “I think you’re going to do well, but I need to talk to you about yesterday.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to appear cool but secretly trembling with anticipation.

“I’ll just come out with it,” she said quietly, after a moment where she was obviously wondering how to word things. “Yesterday, I was out of order. I abused my position, and what I did could be considered as sexual harassment.”

“I wouldn’t put it that way,” I said. Was she changing her mind about things? Shit. Could this put my job at risk?

My heart started to beat a little faster and she must have sensed my anxiety because she smiled at me reassuringly. “What I mean is that I shouldn’t have done it here - in the office,” she started to say just as I started to speak too.

“I would never tell anyone-” I blurted, cringing as I realised that I’d spoken over her. “I mean, I’d never do that. You know, I wouldn’t do or say anything to get you in trouble and-”

“Shut up, Tim,” she interrupted me this time. “I trust you. That’s not what I’m saying. I’m just saying it’s too risky.”

“Oh,” I said. My disappointment had reached its maximum level and I couldn’t keep it from showing on my face. “Do I still have a chance at leading this project though, because-”

“I still want you to fuck me!” she cut me off again. “Stop being so exasperating, Tim. Can’t you see I’m stressed enough as it is? My husband is away, I’m horny as hell, and I need fucking. Just not here.”

“Right. So......” I asked after a moment, not sure what she was suggesting.

“Tonight, you’ll follow me home. Discreetly, that is. Make an excuse to Fran, something about working late,” Debbie’s pale green eyes looked me up and down where I was sitting. “I only want you for an hour. That should be long enough.”

“You want me to come home with you?” I said, surprise overriding my building excitement.

“For an intelligent man, you’re not very quick on the uptake, are you?” Debbie said, leaning over the desk and then undoing two further buttons, so I could see her ample cleavage. “Yes. You’ll come to my house after work and fuck me. If you still want the job, that is?”

“I still want the job,” I replied quickly. “I’ll do it.”

“Good. You can go then,” Debbie said, fastening up her buttons again but as I stood up and turned to leave, she called my name again. “Tim?”

“Yes?”

“Before you go, show me your dick.” She was so matter-of-fact about it, she took me by surprise even though nothing Debbie said should surprise me by now. “If you’ve got a tiny two-inch one, I might change my mind.”

I had a slightly bigger than average cock. I knew that from what Fran had said, and my previous girlfriends before her, but even so, I felt slightly insecure as I did as I was told, unbuckling my belt, undoing my buttons and then sliding my trousers and boxer shorts down to mid-thigh. My cock wasn’t hard like it was yesterday, but it was semi-erect and getting harder by the second. I’d remembered to groom down there in the shower too this morning, anticipating something like this happening.

Debbie took a minute or so to appraise me, although it felt like much longer - standing there being scrutinised - then eventually she nodded. “That will do nicely, Tim. Okay, go do some work, then remember to follow me home when we leave.”

And just like that, I was dismissed. As I left the office, I felt everyone’s eyes watching me, wondering if I’d just been chastened for something. I blushed, but if anyone noticed, they certainly didn’t know the real reason my face was glowing.

I’d plans for tonight and cursed when remembered, just as I got to my office. I picked up my phone and made a call.

“Ryan?” I said when my friend picked up. Ryan used to work with me but left eighteen months ago when a promotion opportunity came up at a bigger company. We’d remained firm friends ever since and our favourite thing to do was to go to our favourite strip bar. We went there every few weeks and tonight we’d arranged our latest visit.

The Black Cats Club, as it was called, was my dirty little secret. Fran would go crazy if she knew I’d been there even once, never mind as regularly as I did because in between my infrequent visits with Ryan, I’d taken to going there once a week on my own. Things hadn’t been great sexually with Fran and me for a long time. The excitement and satisfaction I got from going there was the release I needed.

“Hey Tim,” Ryan said. “You okay? Are we still good for tonight?”

“Something’s come up. Can we do it tomorrow?” I wondered how much of the truth I should tell him. Debbie had made me swear not to tell a soul. Although Ryan had left the company a while ago, he still knew a few people besides me that  worked here. No, it was best to keep my tryst with Debbie a secret for now. 

“Yeah. Tomorrow is cool,” Ryan replied. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah. It’s just a thing I have to do tonight. A work thing. The new boss, Debbie, she’s breaking my balls but it’s all good.”

“Okay. Well good luck with that,” Ryan said. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

If Debbie was telling the truth about only wanting me for an hour, I could have still gone to the club afterwards but I’d probably not enjoy going as much as I usually did - if I’d already had sex and emptied my balls.

Was I really going to have sex with my boss? The thought still didn’t seem real but as the end of the day came around, I found myself first texting Fran to say I was working late for a couple of hours and then the next thing, I was sitting in my car, waiting for Debbie.

Just a couple of minutes after I’d turned the engine on to warm myself up - it was cold tonight - she appeared, wrapping her jacket tightly around herself when she felt the chill in the air. Her red hair twisted and snaked around in the wind as she looked around the car park before her gaze settled on me.

I gave her a subtle wave over the steering wheel and saw her nod in return before getting into her own car; a white Mercedes and when she slowly drove out of the car park, I carefully followed - not so close as to arouse suspicion from anyone that might notice - but close enough that I wouldn’t lose sight of her around any of the sharp corners that led away from the office.

She led me to her house, just a few miles away; a modern detached place sitting in the corner of an upmarket suburban cul-de-sac and while she drove into her double-garage, I parked a short distance away on the opposite side of the road.

“You could have parked right outside,” she told me as I joined her on the front step of her house where she was waiting for me. “Our neighbours aren’t the nosy sort.”

Her home was nice. Just as tidy and clean as her flawless office was at work. Nothing was out of place. There wasn’t as much as a speck of dust to be found anywhere. I took my coat and shoes off and followed her into a spacious dining room.

“I’m having a glass of wine if you’d like to join me.” Debbie’s hand dipped into a mahogany cabinet and produced a bottle of red which she expertly uncorked and poured into a large glass.

“I’ll have a small one,” I replied, mindful that I had to drive home in an hour or however long it took Debbie to be finished with me.

She smiled as she poured me a glass - half as full as her own - and her hand touched mine as I took it. “Let’s take them upstairs,” she said, undoing the top buttons on her pale blue shirt and then leading me from the room and to the staircase.

When we reached the master bedroom, she set her glass down for a moment atop her dressing table and looked over her shoulder at me. “Are you nervous?”

“I’m a little out of my comfort zone,” I admitted. “I’m not used to doing things like this.”

“That only makes it more exciting,” Debbie smiled, pulling closed the long velvet curtains while continuing to unbutton her top.

This was crazy. Things like this didn’t happen to guys like me. I was punching way above my weight by getting a girl like Fran, I knew that. I’d gotten lucky beyond my wildest dreams. But here I was, with a super-hot woman undressing in front of me - in her bedroom - and about to have no-strings sex.

“Undress,” Debbie commanded. She’d taken off her shirt and was shimmying out of her tight skirt, leaving her in just a lacy black bra and a tiny pair of matching panties and stockings.

I gulped down the rest of my wine, enjoying the warming sensation as it went down, then put the glass next to hers, aware of how close I was to her semi-naked body.

As I took my own clothes off, I couldn’t take my eyes from Debbie. Her wavy red hair flowed across her shoulders, past her graceful neck, almost reaching the upper swell of her breasts, pushed up in the black bra as they were. Her skin was pale with a light smattering of freckles across her upper chest. Her alluring green eyes were locked on mine as she drank from her glass but then roamed down my chest to the front of my shorts as I kicked my trousers from my ankles.

“Why me?” I asked the question that had been bothering me this whole time.

Debbie took a step closer, reaching behind her back and unclasping her bra.

“When I started working in your department, there was something familiar about you,” she said, tossing the bra to one side and smiling again as she watched my eyes drift downwards to her impressive tits with her large dark pink nipples.

My knees hit the edge of the bed and I fell backwards onto it, not even realising that I’d been backing away from her as she stepped closer.

“That made me feel comfortable choosing you,” she continued as she put a hand on my chest, easing me further up the bed, then joining me on it. “But I’ll explain more later. Right now, I don’t really want to talk. I want to fuck.”
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Debbie slid her body over mine. The warmth of her against me was intoxicating and I felt my penis stirring into life as she ground her pelvis against me. Her full breasts were pressed against my chest as her mouth found mine and she kissed me passionately. She tasted like red wine but that was the last thing on my mind as she broke off the kiss and slid downwards, trailing kisses down my chest until she reached my stomach.

“Let’s have a proper look at what I’m dealing with here,” she said softly, hooking her fingertips into the waistband of my shorts and easing them down.

By now I was fully erect, so my cock sprung out of my shorts, landing on my belly with a soft slap which made Debbie smile.

“Yes,” she said as she wrapped a hand around it, her red-painted fingernails shining in the dim light of the bedroom, “This will definitely do just fine.”

Then her lips - as red as her fingernails - enveloped the end of me, working down until she had swallowed my entire length in the wet warmth of her mouth.

I put one hand on her head, feeling the softness of her red curls in my fingers, enjoying the sensation of her as she sucked up and down my shaft expertly. I felt my balls tightening and took a deep breath, trying to stay cool and not let myself get over-aroused too quickly.

“Your turn,” Debbie said, continuing to stroke me with her hand as she moved, straddling me again but this time shuffling upwards so that her panties were in front of my face. She let go of my aching cock and pulled the black fabric to one side so that her bald pussy was exposed. I lifted my head and kissed the shaved smoothness of her mound, before flicking my tongue over her clit, enjoying the little moan she made and how she reached down to cup my head and pull my face harder against her.

I moved slightly, lowering my tongue so that it was between her pussy lips, finding the entrance to her and then flattening my tongue to slide it hard from there upwards over her swollen bud.

“Oh, yes,” she groaned as I let my hands roam up her body, finding her breasts and squeezing them as I continued to wind my tongue around her clitoris until she pulled away and bent over on the bed. “Please fuck me, Tim. I need you now.”

I didn’t need a second invitation. I needed her as much as she needed me. I got behind Debbie, guiding the end of my painfully-hard cock to the soft, wet entrance to her pussy and then I grabbed her hips and pushed forward, enjoying the feeling of her folds giving way and then the sweet heat inside her as I fully buried myself into my boss.

“You don’t have to be gentle,” Debbie said over her shoulder as I started to push in and out of her slowly. “Just fuck me. I don’t want to make love. I want fucking.”

“Okay,” I took her orders onboard, shoving myself into her more roughly and faster. In response, Debbie’s face fell into the pillow, stifling her moans as I banged my body against hers as hard as I could and she tipped her hips upwards and spread her thighs slightly further to give me better access.

A moment of reality hit me as I realised what I was doing - cheating on Fran with my female boss - but it was literally just for a moment. I felt something touch my balls and realised that Debbie’s hand was between her legs rubbing her clit as I fucked her - and the horniness of that act emptied my mind of any guilt.

“I’m cumming,” I heard her groan into the pillow and I felt a surge of triumph surge through me as she orgasmed, her hips bucking and pushing back onto me strongly as her thighs quivered. I held myself deep inside her until the orgasm subsided, then began to ram myself into her again, even harder and faster, knowing that I wasn’t going to last long now either.

“Cum inside me,” Debbie lifted her face from the pillow. “Don’t worry. I’m on the pill. I want to feel your cock spurt in me.”

I fucked her for all I was worth, feeling sweat trickle down my back and some drip from my brow until I eventually I gave her that one last thrust and felt my balls tighten and my cock go rigid and then my spunk jetted out of the end and into Debbie.

“That’s it,” she said in a soft tone, pushing back onto me again. “Give me your cum, Tim.”

I kept myself inside her for a moment until I was finished, then I laid down next to her, completely and utterly spent.

“Wow,” I gasped, fighting hard to get my breath back. “That was incredible.”

“It wasn’t bad,” Debbie grinned at me. She’d rolled onto her back next to me. “For the first time, at least. Now I know what you’re capable of, I’ll give you a bit longer next time. Give you a few pointers maybe. Maybe Fran at home will get the benefit of my training you up somewhat.”

As I watched, she slid a hand downwards between her thighs. “I’m all sticky with your cum,” she said, feeling herself. “I love that feeling.”

“There’s going to be a next time?” I asked, rolling onto one side to face her.

“I’d like there to be.” Debbie looked at me, tucking a strand of red curls behind her ear as she spoke. “But it’s up to you. I’m not going to hold you to ransom. I know I kind of demanded this tonight but I was horny and wanted it. Moving forward, it’s up to you. You have the lovely Fran at home.”

“I do have Fran at home,” I nodded. “I don’t like cheating on her but this was a lot of fun, I have to admit.”

“You don’t like cheating on her?” Debbie raised a finely shaped eyebrow at that. “Are you sure about that?”

What was that supposed to mean? I gave her a quizzical look.

“How are things with you and Fran?” Debbie asked. “You called in sick one time, saying you had problems at home. A few weeks ago, I think it was. I asked one of your colleagues if you were okay and he said that you and Fran fight a lot. Is everything okay?”

I felt a jolt of anger run through me that someone had been talking about me at work, but I suppressed it. “Who said that?”

“Does it matter?” Debbie replied. “I don’t want you running up to them tomorrow and getting into a fight. What matters is that you can talk to me. Whatever it is, I’m sure you can sort it out.”

“You’re my boss,” I pointed out. “And don’t take this the wrong way, but you can be intimidating. You’re not the obvious person I’d go to for a chat about my domestic problems.”

“I am your boss,” Debbie agreed. “But we’re in bed together. Naked. We just had sex. So, I happen to think we’re a bit closer than the typical employer-employee relationship now. I don’t want to give us a label. We’ve only done this once. But you can at least class me as a friend and talk to me if you want to.”

It was hard to argue with her. “Fran and me,” I sighed. “We’ve had our ups and downs, for sure. She’s got a bit of a temper. As you said, she was a bit of a ‘wild one’ when she was younger, but that was all before me.”

“Is she abusive to you?” Debbie asked gently.

“No,” I half-laughed. “When I say a temper, I mean she makes silly impulsive decisions sometimes. She’s moody. She can lash out, but only verbally. No, it’s nothing abusive.”

“So what is it?”

“Okay,” I sighed again, “I can’t believe I’m going to tell you this, but here goes. We’ve been together for nearly ten years. I’ve proposed to her twice in that time but she said no both times.”

“Why?” Debbie’s face was a mixture of empathy and curiosity.

“We’ve been trying for a child for a long time,” I explained. “But it never happened so we both went for tests and it seems that my sperm is basically useless. We’re going to try for IVF next, but I wanted her to commit to me first. To marry me. I don’t want to go through all of that just for her to leave me if it doesn’t work. Or even if it does. But she says she won’t marry me until we’ve got a child. It’s stupid, I know. Completely and utterly ridiculous. But that’s kind of the long and short of it. We argue about other things like all couples do, but it always ends up in her blaming me for us not being able to have kids or me blaming her for running out on me every time we face any adversity. She’s a commitment-phobe, I think. I don’t know. It’s all fucked up. All I know is that I love her and she must love me because every time we do fall out, she always comes back and everything is fine for a while until it happens again.”

“Just do it,” Debbie put her hand on my arm. “Give her what she wants. Go through the IVF treatment. See what happens. Give her the benefit of the doubt.”

“You think I should?” I scratched my head where it was thinning at the front. I was still sweaty from the energetic fuck we’d just had. “It just scares me.”

“I understand that,” Debbie got up and wrapped a fluffy white dressing gown around herself. “The thought of having kids makes me shudder. It’s why me and Brad never tried. He’d love to have a family, I know that, but he respects my decision and I love him for it. Luckily, we both have a big family. Lots of nieces and nephews to spoil instead.”

“All the tension between Fran and I seems to have gotten in the way of our love life too,” I continued. “We still do it, but nowhere near as often as we used to. Which is why I-”

I was about to tell her about my visits to the Black Cats Club and tell her that I’d love to do this again with her, as long as it was a discreet agreement but I was interrupted. Not by Debbie, but another voice. A very unexpected, very male voice, coming from downstairs.

“I’m back,” the man shouted and I looked at Debbie in alarm.

“Who’s that?” I asked, dread filling me.

“That,” Debbie said, a look of shock on her beautiful face. “Is my husband. That’s Brad. He’s home.”
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“Wait here,” Debbie said, wrapping her red hair in a bobble behind her head and tightening the dressing gown around herself tighter. “Let me talk to him.”

“I can climb out of the window,” I suggested, already out of bed and hopping around the bedroom trying to get dressed as quickly as I could.

“No need,” Debbie reassured me. “Get dressed but just wait here, okay? Trust me.”

She left before I could argue any further. I put my clothes on and stood in front of the dressing table mirror, straightening myself up the best I could. My hair wasn’t too ruffled - the upside to not having much left - and I didn’t look like I’d just had sex. But how would Debbie explain me being here? Or did she have a plan for sneaking me out somehow?

I walked over to the bedroom door and listened. I could hear voices, Debbie and Tim both, but too muffled to make out any of the words being said. They weren’t shouting or screaming, at least.

Then I heard someone coming upstairs. Fuck. I backed away and stood by the window, as far from the door as I could in case Brad came in swinging his fists.

It was Debbie. She was still wearing her dressing gown and had a reassuring smile on her face. “Come down. I want to introduce you to Brad.”

“Come down?” I questioned her. “What have you told him? How are you going to explain a strange man in your bedroom? Especially when you’re naked beneath that dressing gown.”

“I told him the truth,” Debbie shrugged. “It’s not the first time I’ve done this. He knows I’m highly sexed. It’s fine.”

“Really?” I stared at her but didn’t move.

“Trust me,” she repeated. “Come on. Brad’s a big guy but he’s also a big pussycat. He won’t bite, I promise.”

I let her take my hand and guide me down the stairs and I hoped she couldn’t detect how scared I was. I was sure my hand must be trembling but if it was, she didn’t say anything.

“Brad, this is Tim,” she said, pushing me through the door at the bottom of the stairs into their dining room.

Brad was sitting at the dinner table but stood up and offered me his hand to shake.

“Nice to meet you,” he smiled, not seeming angry or agitated at all.

I took his hand and shook it. “Likewise,” I replied, still wary in case his apparent friendly demeanour was some sort of trap.

Debbie had described Brad as a big guy and she wasn’t lying. He was well over six feet tall and solidly built. His dark hair was cut short, almost military-style and he had the square jaw and fine bone structure of a Hollywood actor.

“So, you just fucked my wife, did you?” he said, his piercing blue eyes examining me as he poured himself a glass of wine.

“I... um...” I looked at Debbie for help.

“Don’t tease him.” She walked over and punched her husband in the shoulder then she poured a glass of wine for herself and turned to me. “Ignore him. He’s being a dick. Like I told you upstairs, he’s fine with me having fun while he’s away.”

“That’s true but you should have told me,” Brad took hold of Debbie’s hand and pulled her down onto his lap, kissing her neck. “Then I would have given you an hour or two longer before coming home.”

“Brad wasn’t supposed to be home until next week at the earliest,” Debbie said, trying to ignore her husband as he pulled open the front of her dressing gown to kiss along her collarbone.

“I thought it’d be a nice surprise for you,” Brad replied. “I did text you several times to say I’d arrived in the country and was on my way home. You were just too distracted to read my texts. That’s not my fault.”

“Work was busy then yes, I got distracted.” Debbie smacked him on the back of his hand as he pulled her dressing gown a little too wide open so that her breasts nearly came into view. She tugged it closed again. “Tim was very lovely and I’d like to see him again if that’s okay with you?”

Brad nodded his assent, then turned to me. “So this is the first time you and Debbie have done this, right?”

“Yes,” I replied. “I’m sorry that I didn’t check with Debbie about you knowing. I’m new to all this kind of thing. I didn’t know of your arrangement or quite how it worked and-”

“Quit apologising,” Brad told me, rather sternly. “Debbie likes you. She says you’re a good guy and that we can trust you. That’s all I need to know. You don’t need to explain yourself or say sorry. I know how good Debbie is at seducing men. There aren’t many guys out there with the willpower to say no to her when she wants something.”

“Tim, shouldn’t you be going home soon?” Debbie said, wrestling herself out of Brad’s grasp and up from his knee.

I looked at the clock on the wall. I’d been here for an hour. I didn’t have to rush home but still, the situation here felt somewhat awkward despite Brad seeming like a good guy. I’d heard of couples that had open relationships before but I’d never actually talked to anyone or been involved with this sort of thing. Going home would be good.

“Yes,” I said with a fake sad smile. “Thanks for the glass of wine and... for the... um-”

“The sex?” Debbie laughed. “Go on. Get home to Fran. I’ll finish telling you about Brad and me and our arrangement tomorrow sometime. Okay?”

“Fran?” Brad gave me the raised eyebrow treatment. “Does she know about this?”

“I’ll tell him about Fran,” Debbie reassured me, ushering me towards the door and saving me from another awkward conversation. “Thanks for tonight. It was just what I needed. I’ll see you at work tomorrow.”

“Thanks, Debbie.” I made my way back to the car after she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek before going back into the house but I didn’t drive home straight away. I sat there for a moment, taking in everything that had just happened. The incredible sex with Debbie and her fantastic body. The way I’d opened up to her about Fran and our problems. The way she’d been so intimate with me, talking kindly and in an understanding fashion. Labelling us as friends, maybe more. Possibly regular lovers in the future. Then almost getting caught by Brad and how terrifying that situation had been for a while, followed by the unexpected revelation that he was fine with her having lovers when he worked away and finally, how friendly and cool a guy he seemed. What a bizarre day.

I headed home to find Fran sitting at the kitchen table, pouring over some forms with a pen in her hand.

“Just some information I have to fill in for the HR department at work,” she explained. I’d totally forgotten she was starting her new job. My mind had been so fixed on Debbie.

“I’m sorry I had to work late,” I said, leaning in and kissing her on the back of the head. I didn’t want to get too close in case I smelled of sex. “Did it go well? Your first day?”

“It was great,” Fran nodded with a smile, before sticking her tongue out of the corner of her mouth as she filled in the form. That was such a cute habit of hers.

“I’m going for a shower,” I said, eager to wash the sweat off that I’d worked up with Debbie and hopefully relax so that I didn’t give anything away. “You can tell me all about it when I come out.”

I showered and afterwards Fran told me all about her day as we ate but my mind was still stuck on Debbie and everything that had happened earlier. I felt bad and tried to concentrate on my gorgeous golden-haired girlfriend but it was difficult. Luckily, the excitement of her first day at work had caught up with her and she fell asleep on the couch not long after. I picked her up and carried her to bed, climbing in alongside her after she’d sleepily gotten undressed. She mumbled a thank you for bringing her to bed and snuggled into me like she sometimes did and again I felt a huge pang of guilt as I managed to say, ‘I love you,’ but she’d already fallen asleep.

The following day, I remembered to tell Fran that I hoped her second day was as good as her first and she wished me a good day at work too, something which again made me struggle with my guilt all the way to work. I’d felt guilty when I first started going to the Black Cats Club for my little erotic fix every week, but after a while, I managed to justify my actions to myself by blaming Fran for being so erratic in the bedroom department. I’d told myself that I had needs and if Fran wasn’t going to take care of them and was going to be a bitch about my low fertility at times, then I had to look after my needs myself.

The Black Cats Club was a safe way of doing that. I wasn’t cheating on Fran. I didn’t do anything sexually with anyone. I would just watch the pole dancers, enjoying their bodies, especially when they got naked and then I would let a few girls give me a lap dance. It wasn’t that expensive, so it wasn’t like I was wasting money I could spend on Fran and it definitely wasn’t cheating. I didn’t touch the girls. I wasn’t allowed. You had to keep your hands by your sides at all times as the girls got naked. And when they teased you by getting so close while dancing seductively. The Black Cats Club was my outlet. I’d get so turned on, especially as I now had a couple of girls who were my favourites and who knew me by name - they would occasionally give me a little extra something, like allowing their breasts to brush against my face, or they might grind their crotch into my thigh or sometimes my groin. Then when I came home, I’d try it on with Fran and if she wasn’t wanting sex, at least I could masturbate while thinking of the girls in the club.

However, now I’d taken it further than that. My harmless fun at the strip bar was something that I’d managed to justify to myself as being necessary and okay. What Fran didn’t know about wouldn’t hurt her. But now, I’d actually cheated on her. I’d had sex with another woman.

I was talking to Ryan on the phone at lunchtime and I still hadn’t managed to justify my latest actions by the time Debbie knocked on my office door so I had no idea what I was going to say to her if she asked to see me again. It was so tempting, but could I really live a double life like that? Keeping the Black Cats secret from Fran was easy because it was harmless. Keeping a secret like Debbie from her would be an altogether different proposition.

“Quick word?” Debbie said and I when I nodded, she closed the door behind her and sat down on the corner of my desk while waiting for me to finish on the phone.

“Okay, I’ll see you tonight. Are you driving this week or is it my turn?” I asked Ryan. We alternated driving so that at least one of us could have a drink.

“My turn,” Ryan replied. “I’ll pick you up at the usual time?”

“Seven o’clock,” I confirmed. “See you later.”

“Going out later?” Debbie asked when I put my phone down.

“Yeah, just a few drinks with a buddy of mine. He used to work here. A long time before you started,” I nodded. “Don’t worry. I won’t get pissed and have a hangover tomorrow. We go out most weeks. It’s just a guy thing.”

“Anywhere nice?”

“Just this bar we go to out of town,” I said vaguely. “Nowhere up to your standards, I’m sure.”

Debbie nodded, her eyes fixed on me but vacant as though her mind was working something out - or perhaps working out what to say.

“I just wanted to say thank you for last night,” she said after a long moment. “It was fun but I didn’t want you getting any ideas about where we go from here.”

“Okay,” I said, taking Debbie in and wondering as I did, how the hell I had gotten to sleep with someone like her. She looked stunning today. Her red hair was in a side-ponytail, flowing down over one shoulder and her makeup was more subtle than yesterday but somehow the more professional Debbie looked, the hotter she became.

“Brad is home for the next three weeks, so a repeat of last night is probably isn’t going to be required for a while although I do have some ideas.” Debbie was looking at her fingernails. She’d repainted them, I noticed. They’d been red last night but now they were a dark blue, matching the suit she was wearing today.

“Ideas?” I prompted her to tell me more but she didn’t. Debbie seemed to be deep in thought for a moment, then smiled at me.

“I should perhaps first fill you in properly on Brad and me,” she started slowly. “Ever since he took on the Middle East contract and started spending time out there, I’ve been seeing other men for sex while he was away. He knows I do it and as long as I tell him, he’s fine about it.”

“Does he sleep with other women?” I asked when she paused for a moment.

“He does,” Debbie nodded, “And I don’t mind either. I don’t quite get the same enjoyment he does from me sleeping with other men, but I don’t mind. If it makes him happy, then it makes me happy too.”

“He enjoys you sleeping with other men?” I asked, wondering if I’d misunderstood.

“He likes it,” Debbie nodded. “Last night, after you’d gone, he made me tell him everything. He even enjoyed making love with your cum still in me. He likes that I’m so highly sexed. It’s all a big turn on for him. His favourite thing is seeing me with another woman though. That drives him crazy-horny.”

“I bet it does,” I chuckled. “The thought of watching Fran with a girl turns me on. I think most men like the idea of a threesome with two women, don’t they?”

“Have you ever spoken to her about it?” Debbie did that thing with her hair that she always did, twiddling with a strand and then pushing it behind her ear.

“Of course I have,” I shrugged, “But she’s always said no. She says her days of liking girls are well behind her. You don’t know Fran, Debbie. She’s very set in her ways these days. She’s the most stubborn person you’ll ever meet. Hence us having the arguments I told you about, and oh - while I’m thinking about that - if you could keep that stuff between us, I’d appreciate it.”

“That goes without saying,” Debbie replied reassuringly. “We’re friends now, remember? Obviously, I hope you’ll treat our agreement with the same amount of confidentiality.”

“Absolutely.” I nodded.

“Great,” Debbie stood up. “So just to make things clear, I might not ask you for any fun for a few weeks but I don’t want you to think that means I didn’t enjoy last night or that I don’t want to spend any time with you again in future. As I said, I need company when Brad’s away and you’re an ideal fit for my needs.”

“Got it,” I said and with that, Debbie swept from my office and I felt a flood of relief run through me. If she didn’t want me to fuck her or lick her pussy or do anything sexual with her for three weeks, that gave me plenty of time to work my head out and decide whether or not I wanted to do it again. If I decided I couldn’t cheat on Fran, then I’d next have to work out how to tell Debbie without risking my job or our friendship but I’d cross that bridge when I came to it. At least, for now, I had some breathing room to think.
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“Ready to go?” Ryan asked me as I got in the car next to him. I’d gone home first after work and had a few minutes with Fran before getting changed, then met Ryan out front when he turned up. I hadn’t deliberately avoided spending much time with Fran, it was literally a limit on how much time I had, but I was grateful that it’d worked out that way. I was still feeling guilty and weird about yesterday, so it was probably for the best that I had some ‘me-time’ to clear my head and figure everything out.

“Let’s go,” I said and Ryan pulled away and set off towards the Black Cats Club and a much needed night out. We talked during the drive - the typical ‘man chat’ with Ryan telling me about a new girl he’d slept with last week while asking me if I’d been getting lucky much with Fran lately. As always, I lied, saying that we’d been at it like rabbits, and as always, I could tell he didn’t quite believe me.

“I might have a few drinks tonight,” I told him as we arrived at the club. My mind was still turning over and over with the whole Debbie and Brad thing and I felt like numbing it somewhat. “Work’s been manic. I need to relax.”

“As long as you don’t get so drunk that I have to carry you out of the club,” Ryan grinned. That had never happened to me but it had to Ryan once. He’d been on shots and got himself into such a state he could barely stand up. I’d had to give him a fireman’s lift out of the building and into my car after one of the bouncers had threatened to kick us out.

“Wow,” I said as we made our way past Annabel, the owner’s lovely oriental wife and into the club. “It’s busy here tonight.”

It was. Usually, on a midweek evening, the Black Cats Club had a chilled-out vibe, even with the booming bassline of the ambient dance music that filled the air, but tonight it was heaving with customers. Once past the brightly-lit entranceway, the venue opened out into the main bar, a dark and hazy square room with the bar central along one wall and seats lining the other three sides around the two spotlit podiums that the girls danced on. You nearly always had an easy choice of tables or booths but tonight we had to circle the room to find one, eventually settling on a corner booth close to the bar.

“I’ll get the drinks,” I said, letting Ryan sit down after his drive here. Checking which two girls were dancing tonight, I was disappointed to see that Foxy wasn’t one of them. She was my favourite; a tall, slim siren with long black hair all the way to her waist. Lara was walking around the room, offering dances, so that was something. Lara had obviously taken inspiration for her name from the eponymous character in Tomb Raider. She was athletic in build with dark brown hair, large dark eyes and an out-of-proportionally large bust for her waist size.

I ordered us both a beer. Ryan could have one but then he’d have to switch to soft drinks for the drive home. Then I added half-a-dozen pussycats, black cat-shaped tokens which you exchanged with the girls for a lap dance, either at your table or in a small private area at the opposite corner of the room to where we were seated.

In the V.I.P. room, there were more private areas, much more secluded and rumour had it that the girls were much more daring back there - as long as you had the tokens. They offered hand jobs and blow jobs and even more if the rumours were true. Added to that, there were also supposedly three ‘special’ rooms where they held events, orgies, bondage parties and more. I didn’t have access to the V.I.P. areas though. The annual cost was too high for me to justify it and you also needed a sponsor - someone who would vouch for you with the management.

As I returned with our drinks and tokens, I looked longingly at the doorway to the V.I.P. area - guarded as usual by one of the Black Cats’ burly bouncers. I wondered what fun there was to be had beyond him, before sitting down next to Ryan and handing him his beer.

“Thanks, Tim,” Ryan said, leaning his elbows on the table and gazing at the podium nearest to us. “She’s new. Cute too.” He tipped his bottle at the dancer but I was looking around for Lara. Sometimes the girls got busy and couldn’t fit you in, so the quicker you reserved a dance for yourself, the better. Plus, the girls on the floor would eventually switch places with the girls dancing around the poles on the podiums so it was possible to miss your chance for a lap dance, private or not.

“Here. I bought you a couple of tokens,” I slid two of the plastic pussycats across the tabletop towards him. “Ask the new cute girl for a dance once she’s done on the pole.”

“I’m definitely gonna,” Ryan smoothed his blonde hair back from his face with one hand. “She’s got a nice body.”

I looked in her direction, briefly taking in her lithe figure and modest breasts as she took her top off before spinning around the pole again, now topless.

“Hi, Tim.” Lara stepped in front of me, blocking my view. “I saw you come in. Not your usual night. I expected you yesterday and thought I’d missed you. Foxy was upset that her biggest fan wasn’t around.”

I sometimes had three or four dances from Foxy, so I suspect she was missing the money she made from me rather than she actually missed me as a person. Still, this sort of affection, even if it was probably fake, was one of the reasons I liked coming to the Black Cats Club.

“Something came up yesterday,” I smiled at her. Lara was wearing a small crop top which was threatening to burst open at the front from the strain of her oversized breasts. “But we’re here now, so how about a dance?”

“Here?” she looked over her shoulder towards the private corner. “Or....?”

“Tim?” came another voice from behind me, just as I was about to let Lara lead me away for a private dance. I froze, recognising that voice. It couldn’t be... Could it?

I turned slowly then blinked several times as I saw who was standing there.

“Debbie?” I looked my boss up and down. Was I hallucinating?

“I told you he’d be here,” Debbie said, turning to Brad who I just now noticed was standing next to her. He was wearing an expensively-tailored charcoal suit while my boss was dressed just as smartly in a wine-coloured cocktail dress with a plunging neckline and a diamond necklace around her neck that sparkled colourfully despite the dim light in the bar.

“Are you going to introduce me?” Ryan said, his attention diverted away from the new pole dancer. My friend was looking Debbie up and down, admiring her curvy figure and for some reason, I felt a pang of possessiveness towards her.

“This is Debbie,” I replied, still trying to absorb the fact that she was here, in the Black Cats Club. “Debbie, this is Ryan. He used to work with me, before you took over.”

“Ah, the ball-buster,” Ryan grinned, taking a pull from his beer.

“Is that how he describes me?” Debbie arched an eyebrow and smiled at Ryan in such a way that I suddenly felt jealous. What the fuck was up with me? She pushed a lock of red hair behind her ear - that habit of hers that liked - and sat down next to me. “More drinks, boys?”

I replied that I’d have another beer and Ryan ordered a coke, which Brad duly went to the bar to fetch for us.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, still reeling at this unexpected turn of events.

“I needed a word,” Debbie said quietly, “Brad called me this afternoon after you and I had that chat and things have changed slightly. Can I take you somewhere more private to talk?”

“Do you think it’s appropriate to bring Tim’s work into his leisure time?” Ryan butted in. “He’s here to relax because you’ve been working him so hard. Give the guy a break.”

“You’re feisty. I like it,” Debbie replied to him, her feathers not the least bit ruffled by my friend’s outburst. “But for your information, this is more of a personal matter than a professional one.”

“It’s fine.” I winked at Ryan, trying to hide my anxiety that this was going to escalate into something difficult. “Let me deal with it. It won’t ruin our night, don’t worry.”

“I was about to suggest that Brad and I take you gentlemen through to the V.I.P. area,” Debbie spoke almost over the top of me as Brad returned from the bar with a tray of drinks.

I saw Ryan’s face turn to look at me and when I nodded, he did the same. Neither of us had ever been into the infamous V.I.P. area and whatever this was about, I wasn’t going to waste the chance to do so now.

“You can’t just go into the V.I.P. room,” I pointed out. “You have to be a member and-”

“Tim,” Brad said to get my attention, “Debbie and I have been coming to the Black Cats for a long time. We know how it works. We always hang out in the V.I.P. area.”

“Just come with us,” Debbie put her hand on my arm. “I’ll explain properly once we’re sat down somewhere comfortable and with a little bit more privacy.”

“Sounds good to me,” Ryan stood up, not needing any more convincing. “Come on, Tim. The girls in there are supposed to be amazing.”

“Okay, cool. Whatever.” I grabbed the beer that Brad had bought and Ryan did the same, then we followed Debbie and Brad towards the small entranceway that led into the V.I.P. area, guarded by another of the Black Cats bouncers, this one the most menacing looking; dark-skinned with a single streak of dark hair running down the centre of his head, mohawk-style. 

“Hi, Dwayne,” Debbie said in a light and alluring tone. “We’re bringing two guests in tonight if that’s okay?”

The tall, broad slab of a man eyed Ryan first, then me. “Go ahead,” he grunted, seemingly satisfied and unclipping the velvet rope barricade so we could all head through and down a tight corridor into another area similar to the bar I was more accustomed to.

The V.I.P. area was dimmer than the main bar and different in that it was slightly more upmarket in its decor and furnishings. The bar was smaller but not as busy and there was only one podium here - much larger than the ones in the main bar - more of a stage than a podium.

The haze from a smoke machine hung in the air, through which vibrated more pulsating bass-heavy dance music. The atmosphere felt even more electric in here than it did in the main bar and that’s one of the things I enjoyed most about the Black Cats Club - the sexual tension that filled the place. It made me feel alive and just a little bit like I was living adventurously and on-the-edge.

“Our favourite table is free,” I heard Debbie point out to Brad and they led us in the direction of a circular table and chair arrangement near to a corner of the room which was so barely-lit that it was almost pitch-dark.

Once we were sat down - Ryan and I both twisting our heads around, taking everything in - Brad called over to one of the several scantily-clad ladies that were prowling the room.

“Here you go,” he pressed several pussycats into her hand as she reached our table, then he pointed to a surprised-looking Ryan. “My friend here would like you to show him the private booths.”

The dancer, a very pretty Arab-looking girl with a tight, athletic-looking body took Ryan’s hand and led him towards the dark corner that I’d noticed earlier. I was now close enough to see that it was separated from the rest of the V.I.P. area by a series of black partitions, one of which the sultry girl disappeared out of sight behind, taking Ryan with her.

“Okay. So do you want to explain what’s going on here?” I demanded, now I was alone with Debbie and her husband. “How did you know I was here? Did you follow me?”

Debbie and Brad exchanged a look. “Tim, I’m sorry I haven’t told you everything up to this point. I was holding a few things back, but it’s time for me to lay all of my cards on the table,” Debbie placed her hands flat on the table, just like they were playing cards. “You know by now that Brad and I like to play around. We have an open relationship of sorts and it works for us.”

“Debbie is bisexual.” Brad took over speaking for a moment. “I’ve always enjoyed coming to strip bars, so I thought I’d bring her one time and she loved it. We’ve been coming here ever since.”

“A few weeks ago, I was passing through the main bar and I saw you, Tim.” Debbie smiled at me. “I wasn’t sure it was you at first but I talked to one of the girls - I know a few of them by now - and she said your name was Tim, so that confirmed it. I told you that when I started working with you, I thought you seemed familiar. Probably because I’ve seen you here before.”

“She’s seen you a couple of times since then,” Brad added. “When I’m working away, Debbie comes here on her own or sometimes with one of her friends. I’m fine with that. She gets to have fun with the girls and I like hearing about it when she calls me and tells me all about it.”

“I’ve been looking for a new friend-with-benefits because the last guy I was seeing ended things a while ago,” Debbie told me. This was all a lot to take in but I let her speak. “When I saw you here at the club, I realised that you must be a bit of a naughty boy. Then Foxy told me that your partner doesn’t know and I thought if you’re coming to strip bars behind Fran’s back, I thought maybe you’d be open to a little fun with me.”

“That’s why you chose me,” I deduced.

“Plus, she has something she can hold over you,” Brad added, “If things turned sour.”

“That makes me sound devious,” Debbie narrowed her eyes at her husband. “It’s not quite like that.” Brad just shrugged, so she carried on. “Anyway, I heard you on the phone earlier, talking to your friend, saying you were going out and I guessed you might be here.”

“We weren’t planning to come here tonight,” Brad leaned forward, making eye contact with me. “But after you left us last night, Debbie and I had a chat about you and how things were going to go from here.”

“I wasn’t going to mention this just yet,” Debbie’s hand found mine atop the table and squeezed it. “But after we spoke at work earlier, I changed my mind. Brad has to go away on work again in three weeks and I want to include him in our next get-together.”

“Right,” I said, switching my gaze between the two of them, trying to wonder out why they’d decided to interrupt my night out to tell me this right now. “Couldn’t you have just told me this tomorrow at work or some other time? Why come here especially to talk tonight? What’s so urgent?”

“She’s got the chef’s table booked at Milan’s tomorrow night,” Brad explained. “Debbie was going with another couple of friends but they’ve cancelled.”

Milan’s was the best restaurant for miles around. In fact, with its five Michelin stars, it was one of the best in the entire country. Similar to the Black Cats Club, it was based out in the middle of the countryside, not that far from here actually, and its reputation was so good that reservations had to be booked weeks, sometimes months in advance. The chef’s table? Wow. I was impressed.

“Now that Brad’s home, he’s coming with me and I want you and Fran to join us,” Debbie squeezed my hand again. “We’ll pay for your food, drinks, everything.”

“Do you think that’s a good idea?” I almost choked on my beer. “With the greatest of respect, we had sex yesterday. If this is some sort of threat - to tell Fran - or some sort of game, I’m not playing.”

“It’s nothing like that,” Debbie didn’t seem offended by my reaction. “As I said, I’m going to just lay my cards on the table. I was going to work slowly towards this, but fuck it - you only live once, right?”

“Debbie says your girlfriend is beautiful,” Brad helped Debbie when she paused again. “She told me she saw her at a party you were at and was quite taken by her.”

“You said she used to be wild,” Debbie gave her husband a look as if to say, ‘stop interrupting me’ then carried on. “And that she had a thing for girls. So I want her. I want to fuck her. I did tell you this before.”

“And if she’s as hot as Debbie says, we could even make it a foursome,” Brad winked at me.

Were they being serious? I stared at the pair of them, aghast.

“Really?” I turned from Debbie to Brad, then back to his wife. “Fran wouldn’t - I mean, she’s not the kinky sort. Plus, this is weird as fuck. This entire thing. Even if I wanted to do it - and I’m not sure I do - I’m sure Fran wouldn’t go for it.”

“You admitted that you’d love to see Fran with another woman,” Debbie reminded me. “You said you’d even mentioned it to her but she said no because her days of liking girls are in the past.”

“I did,” I confirmed. “That’s right. So, you’re wasting your time.”

“Tim,” Debbie moved, sitting right next to me. “Let me be the judge of that. Let us wine and dine you tomorrow night. Give me one chance to seduce her. You never know. You might get the chance to see that little fantasy of yours become a reality.”

“What have you got to lose?” Brad said. “If it doesn’t work out, nothing bad will happen. If Fran rebuffs Debbie’s advances, like you seem confident she will, everything carries on as normal. We won’t mention the Black Cats Club. You’ve still got your promotion at work.”

Debbie’s hand was on my thigh below the table. It slid up, rubbing my groin. “You can still be my lover if you want and on top of all that, you’ll get the best meal and wine you’ve ever tasted. It’s the definition of a win-win.”

I couldn’t argue with that, as uncomfortable as I knew the situation would make me feel.

“Okay,” I sighed. Debbie was still rubbing my dick through my trousers. “I’ll talk to Fran when I get home. She’s not going to say no to a free meal at Milan’s, but I’m sure your little plan won’t work.”

Just then Ryan reappeared from behind the partitions with the biggest smile I’d ever seen on his face.

“This V.I.P. stuff is the nuts,” he beamed as he sat down. “I just got my dick stroked and almost came.”

My jaw dropped as Ryan began to tell me everything the girl had done to him in the private area. Brad laughed at my reaction but then when Ryan went to the bar to get fresh drinks, Brad leaned in close to me.

“Just so you know,” he said with a twinkle in his blue eyes. “I’ve never met a woman or man that my wife hasn’t been able to seduce.”

Debbie had stopped rubbing my cock when Ryan came back but her hand crept back along my thigh and started doing it again, making me hard.

“Tomorrow,” she purred into my ear, “Is going to be so much fun.”
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Brad and Debbie didn’t bring up tomorrow night for the rest of the evening while Ryan was around but I was constantly thinking about it. A night out at the famous Milan’s sounded fantastic but actually allowing my boss to attempt to seduce my girlfriend felt incredibly weird.

I couldn’t deny that the thought of Debbie and Fran having sex was a turn-on. What man wouldn’t love to see his partner with another woman? Surely, that was one of the most popular fantasies for any man - a threesome with two other women, but if so, why did I feel so uneasy?

Perhaps the fact that I’d already slept with Debbie and that in the heat of the moment - if there was a moment between Fran and Debbie - it would be easy for Debbie to accidentally let slip that something had happened between us.

It felt weird and risky but if I didn’t want it to happen, how did I stop it? How did I say no to my boss who had just promoted me at work and who I’d already slept with? I’d gotten myself into an extremely difficult situation and there was only one way out: to go ahead with the dinner and just hope that nothing happened. Ultimately, I reminded myself that Fran wasn’t the most sexual person in the world. Compared to Debbie, she was positively frigid.

“Aren’t you going to ask one of the girls for a dance?” Ryan nudged me, pulling me from my thoughts. “You’re miles away tonight.”

“Sorry,” I apologised for being quiet. Ryan had already taken two more girls for dances, one at our table and another in the private booth, although he didn’t have enough tokens for anything more than her getting completely naked and grinding on his crotch. “It’s just Debbie and Brad turning up like they did, it’s knocked me sideways a bit.”

“I can see that,” Ryan said, his eyes locked on a beautiful blonde gyrating on the stage in front of us. “What did she want to talk to you about anyway? While I was gone, I mean.”

“She wanted to know if Fran knows about me coming here,” I lied, thinking quickly. “I told her no and she told me off for keeping things from my girlfriend. Then she invited me and Fran to dinner tomorrow - at Milan’s, of all places - to celebrate my work promotion.”

“Milan’s?” Ryan whistled. “That’s one fancy restaurant. Wow.”

“It sure is,” Brad said from behind us as he and Debbie returned from the bar with yet more drinks. “Do you know Fran? I’ve never met her.”

“She’s great,” Ryan replied, glancing at me enviously. “Gorgeous. You’ll like her. I don’t know how Timmy boy here got a girl like her. She’s way too good for him.”

“Hey,” I said indignantly, then joked, “You know Fran’s the lucky one, getting a man like me. Not the other way around.”

“Fran is definitely a lucky girl,” Debbie smiled at me over the top of the fancy cocktail she was drinking.

Ryan cocked an eyebrow at that and looked at me but didn’t question the comment. “I was just telling Tim he should ask one of the girls for a dance. He’s usually always got a girl on his lap whenever we come here.”

“I want a dance too,” Debbie said, looking around. “My favourite girl is Suzy. She’s on stage now, so I’m waiting for her to finish.”

“Debbie loves blondes,” Brad told us, giving me a sly wink.

“You like... dances?” I stared at my boss. “As in proper dances? One on one? With the girls?”

“Why wouldn’t I?” Debbie shrugged, her red curls bouncing on her shoulders. “It’s so sensual. The girls here - in the V.I.P. - they’re always so beautiful. It’s erotic and sexy and I love it. Plus, Brad loves it too, don’t you?”

“I like having the girls dance for me,” Brad nodded, “But yeah, I like Debbie having dances too. Especially if they let me watch.”

“You guys are wild,” Ryan laughed out loud. “Can we get a toast to Debbie and Brad? Tonight has been great - you getting us into the V.I.P. then paying for me to have a dance, it’s been fantastic.”

He raised his beer and I joined Debbie and Brad in doing the same, thanking them for the experience.

“The night isn’t over yet,” Debbie said and I felt her foot touch mine. I daren’t look under the table for fear of drawing Ryan’s attention to what she was doing, but she must have kicked one of her high-heeled shoes off because I felt her bare foot slide up in the inside of my leg, then extend down my thigh into my groin.

“I think I’m going to ask one of the girls for a dance,” I said. trying to get Debbie’s attention to signal for her to stop, but she was talking quietly to her husband now, as though nothing out of the ordinary was happening under the table at all.

“We’ve had a nice idea,” Debbie announced, when she and Brad had finished discussing whatever it was they were whispering about. “I’m going to get Suzy, my favourite to give Tim a special private dance. As a thank you for working so hard. What do you think, Ryan? He deserves it, doesn’t he?”

“Definitely,” Ryan chuckled, patting me on the back. “Go for it, Timmy.”

“I’ll send her over to collect you,” Debbie smiled at me, her green eyes seeming to almost glow in the coloured lights that illuminated the hazy air as the stage show came to an end. The crowd were applauding the lovely Suzy as took a bow. “I’m going to the ladies’ room to pamper my nose once I’ve spoken to her.”

We watched Debbie as she made her way over to Suzy, who was refastening her bra, re-covering her sizable boobs. They talked for a moment by the stage, then I saw Suzy look our way and nod as Debbie placed something - presumably some pussycat tokens - into her hand. Then Debbie drifted away towards the ladies’ room while Suzy made her way over to us.

“Which one of you lovely gentlemen is Tim?” she asked as she reached the table where the three of us were sitting.

“That’s me,” I replied, suddenly feeling rather nervous. Suzy was stunning. She was only of average height and build but her breasts stood out so prominently in her silky black bra-top that I suspected they were surgically-enhanced. A pair of shiny black hot pants showed off her curvy hips and thighs and when my eyes eventually made their way northwards to her face, I saw that she was also naturally pretty. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was styled in such a way that along with the beauty-spot just above her top lip, she reminded me of Marilyn Monroe. Although, of course, you’d never see Marilyn wearing something like Suzy’s current attire. Perhaps a young Madonna would be a better comparison. Either way, I was all too happy to let her take me by the hand and lead me away from the table towards the darkened private area.

I cast a look back at the table to see Brad and Ryan both clapping and whooping, encouraging me to ‘go for it’ which made me grin, despite my nerves at not knowing quite what to expect.

What I certainly did not expect - once I was led around the black partition walls into a small private boxed-off area with a long chaise-longue type chair in the middle - was for Debbie to be there already, waiting for me.

She was sitting on the edge of the velvet-covered chaise-longue with a huge smile on her face. “Surprise!” she said, then laughed at the shocked expression on my face.

“What’s going on?” I asked, looking first at the lovely Suzy, then back to Debbie.

“I thought it’d be fun for us to have a dance together,” my boss said, patting the seat next to her. “Sit down.”

“Okay,” I replied, the nervousness probably evident in my voice.

“Enjoy,” Suzy grinned at us as the music restarted, amplified in the booth through small speakers in the ceiling above us. Then she started dancing, simply swaying her hips in time to the pulsating rhythm at first, then moving towards me and leaning in close, so her breasts were almost touching my face.

I managed to drag my eyes from the large tits in front of me to glance sideways at Debbie. She was watching me, the smile gone and an intense look in her green eyes and I saw one of her hands move upwards, cupping and squeezing her breast before I returned my attention to Suzy.

The black bra-top she was wearing was the first item to be discarded, her large, perfectly round breasts falling free. “You can touch,” Suzy breathed as she moved between my parted legs, dancing so close that I could smell the musky scent of her skin.

I reached up and cupped her tits in both hands. They felt firm and heavy and as I stroked my thumbs over her nipples, they both hardened at my touch so I dared to lean my head forward and when Suzy encouraged me by putting a hand to the back of my head, I took one nipple in my mouth and gently sucked it.

“You like that?” Suzy teased me softly, letting me play with and suck her breasts for a moment before stepping away to slip down her black hot pants. My eyes were drawn to her pussy, completely shaven and I noticed a small glint of something shiny - identifying it as she stepped closer as a silver clitoral piercing.

She turned around, her back facing me then bent forward at the waist, thrusting her ass towards me in time with the music and giving me a full view of her pussy slit from behind. It looked wet and inviting and I couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like if I were to slide a finger or my cock into it.

“When do I get my turn?” Debbie asked as Suzy stepped back again, now grinding her naked pussy against my hard-on which was straining against the inside of my trousers.

I watched as Suzy stepped over my outstretched leg and into Debbie’s waiting arms, who immediately pulled her so that Suzy’s breasts were crushed into her face. Suzy reached down, brushing Debbie’s curly red hair out of the way so that I could see my boss sucking her nipples as eagerly as I had a few minutes before.

“God, I’m so horny,” Debbie breathed as Suzy stepped away and then I watched in absolute shock as Suzy knelt down between Debbie’s thighs and pushed up the skirt of her wine-coloured cocktail dress.

No way. This wasn’t going to happen right here, was it?

Debbie helped the dancer by hitching her skirt higher as Suzy began to kiss up the inside of Debbie’s thigh and then when she reached my boss’s white panties, she eased a finger inside the hem and drew them to one side.

Debbie’s hand snaked across and I felt her pull at the button of my trousers, undoing it and then tugging the zipper down but I couldn’t take my eyes off what was happening. All I could see of Suzy’s head was her blonde hair as she buried her face and tongue into Debbie’s pussy.

My cock was out and Debbie’s hand was around it, stroking my shaft as she spread her thighs further, giving Suzy better access to her clit and allowing me to see the blonde dancer’s tongue flicking into her. I noticed that Debbie had pulled one of her breasts out of the deep-cut neck of her dress and was teasing her own nipple as Suzy went down on her.

“Lay down,” Debbie said suddenly, breaking the almost hypnotic trance I was in. Suzy stood up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as Debbie also stood up next to her. I realised Debbie was talking to me when she put her hands against my chest and eased me down so that I was laying atop the chaise-longue. Then my boss swung one long leg over me and lowered her pussy down onto my face. What the fuck was happening?

I felt a mouth - it must be Suzy’s - close over my dick as she tugged my trousers and underwear down to my knees and then Debbie began to grind her pussy into my face. My tongue found her clit, lapping against it - or trying to - it was hard to concentrate with Suzy sucking my length all the way into her mouth.

I’d closed my eyes, so lost in the moment but when Suzy stopped sucking me - sensing that I was close to cumming - I opened them. Debbie's ass was in front of me, her butt cheeks perfectly pale and smooth, but from the way she was leaning forward and the noises I could hear, I knew that she was kissing Suzy - as the dancer stroked my cock with her hand, fast and rhythmically.

That was it. I felt my dick spurt, one, two, three jets of hot cum, some going over Suzy’s hand, which didn’t stop moving, rubbing the cum into the skin of my cock like a lubricant. Then Debbie came too, pushing down hard onto my face and I felt her pussy gush, her juices dripping into my mouth and the rest of her wetness running down my chin.

“You squirted, I think,” I said, as she finally dismounted my face.

“That happens sometimes,” she said. Her face was flushed - her cheeks bright red and her green eyes twinking. “Especially when I cum hard like that.”

“Some tissues for you,” Suzy said, passing me a handful of wet wipes which I used to clean up the copious amount of cum that was all over my belly and groin.

“That was amazing, Suzy,” Debbie leaned in and kissed the blonde dancer again, a long lingering kiss. “I hope that I paid you enough?”

“You did,” Suzy said, looking at me and smiling. “I had fun. Maybe we could do this again sometime?”

As Debbie straightened her dress out, I tried to stand up but my legs were shaking, so I took a moment to regain my composure before trying again. As I finished fastening myself back up, I saw my gorgeous red-haired slut of a boss watching me.

“Are you okay? That was as hot as fuck,” she said, taking my hand and leading me back out of the partitioned-off private area towards our table where Ryan and Brad were sitting, happily and quietly watching the next dancer perform around the pole on the stage.

“I’ve never done anything like that before,” I said, dipping my head close to her ear so that she could hear me over the booming bass of the music. “It was incredible watching Suzy’s tongue work your clit while you wanked me off.”

“You did a pretty good job with your tongue too,” she pointed out.

“It was hard to focus on what I was doing,” I admitted, “With Suzy sucking my cock. Honestly, what an amazing experience. Thank you.”

“Well, if you liked doing all those things with me and a slut like Suzy,” Debbie said as we finally reached Ryan and Brad. “Just wait until we’re doing it with Fran tomorrow night.”
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“DID YOU HAVE A GOOD night?” Fran asked me when I got home that evening. I’d decided that going home drunk wouldn’t be a good idea so pulled back from having any more beers after the dance with Debbie and Suzy and luckily I felt fairly clear-headed.

“Had a few drinks, chilled out, caught up with Ryan, yeah - it was good,” I smiled. “I’m feeling kinda tired though, so I’m going to have a quick shower and get in bed.”

“It is late,” Fran’s bright blue eyes looked up at the clock in the kitchen where she was finishing tidying up. She was already in her pyjamas, a loose white top and baggy black bottoms. “It’s almost midnight. I’ll join you once I’ve finished down here.”

I got into the shower, enjoying the feeling of the hot water on my face, helping to sober me up further and working out if - and if so, how - to tell Fran that we’d been invited out tomorrow night. Fuck, this was complicated. What a mess I’d gotten myself into.

I looked down at my dick.

“You get me into some fucking trouble, you do,” I said out loud to it.

“Were you talking to someone in the bathroom?” Fran asked me when she joined me in the bedroom later. I felt clean, refreshed and relaxed as I made myself comfortable in bed.

“Talking to myself,” I replied, hoping she hadn’t heard exactly what I’d said as it’d be hard to explain. “I was telling myself off for having one too many beers. I thought I’d done well to stay sober but maybe that last drink caught up with me because I nearly fell over in the shower.”

“You seem okay now,” she said, snuggling up close to me. The warmth of her body through the thin pyjamas felt good. I felt my dick stir as she slid a hand over my chest, the memory of the threesome dance earlier still very much in my head.

“I am. Hey, I forgot to tell you earlier, my boss, Debbie has invited us out tomorrow night - to celebrate my promotion.” I looked at Fran. “You’ll never guess where?”

“Tell me.”

“Milan’s.”

“No way,” Fran sat up in bed, “We can’t afford that to go there. It’s a five-star restaurant.”

“Her husband, Brad is going too and said they’ll pay for everything for us. Their treat.”

“I’ve always wanted to go there,” Fran’s eyes lit up at the thought. “I’ll be a bit nervous meeting them. She’s your boss. What if I say or do the wrong thing?”

“You saw her that one time, at Mark’s leaving party,” I reminded her. “I think she said ‘hello’ to you and you said ‘hello’ back, so it’s not like you’ve never met.”

“You know what I mean.” Fran pushed her blonde hair out of her eyes. “I mean when you’re eating with someone, it’s different. You have conversations. I don’t want to bore them or whatever.”

“You won’t bore them, I promise. They’ll be the ones to make conversation, I’m sure. Debbie’s never short of something to say.” The thought of what Debbie and Brad would say to Fran was intriguing. How would Debbie try to seduce her?

“Do you know what’s kind of weird about this?” Fran asked, reaching out and touching my face - a moment of intimacy that was unusual for her. “Do you know why tomorrow is special?”

For some reason, the fact that she did that made something trigger in my mind. “The day we met,” I said, surprising myself. I wasn’t the best with anniversaries and birthdays. “It’ll be ten years tomorrow.”

“What better way to celebrate than a night out at a five-star restaurant?” Fran leaned forward and kissed me, then pulled her face back, her blue eyes searching my face. “It’s almost as if you planned it.”

Then she lifted the white top she was wearing, pulling it up over her head. Her breasts were large, slightly bigger than Debbie’s with beautiful pale-pink nipples. They hung a little lower than Debbie’s but I loved their teardrop shape as much as I enjoyed the shape of her curvy hips as she slid down her bottoms to reveal the small patch of fine, sparse pubic hair that covered her mound.

“Make love to me,” she said, tugging at the boxer shorts I’d put on after my shower.

Even though I’d cum once tonight, the sight of my naked girlfriend was enough to make my dick harden further than it already was from the still-fresh memory of licking Debbie’s pussy earlier. Fran’s body was curvier than Debbie’s, she wasn’t quite as slim around the waist, but she was slightly larger around the hips which along with her ample breasts gave her that sexy, curvy, fuller-figured kind of hotness. She could turn heads with her curves alone but her long blonde hair, attractive innocent-looking face and baby-blue eyes often got her admiring looks from men even when her figure didn’t.

I moved over her as she opened her legs for me and let my cock push its way inside her.

“I love you,” I said as a wave of guilt flooded through me, catching me off-guard.

“I love you too,” she replied, her hands wrapping around my back, urging me to make love to her. She smelled great. She must have put some perfume on before coming to bed, obviously wanting sex, which made a nice change even if the timing was weird.

I raised my body up while making love to her, looking down at her wet pussy, enjoying the sight of my cock going in and out and then I had a sudden mental image of what it’d look like with Debbie’s head replacing my cock, her tongue licking Fran’s pussy instead of me fucking her. I imagined Debbie making my girlfriend cum while Fran sucked me at the other end. Perhaps Brad could be nearby, watching while stroking his own cock. Or maybe he’d be behind Debbie, doing her doggy style while she went down on Fran.

“Oh. Yes. Don’t stop,” Fran moaned and I realised I was fucking her hard now, so turned on by the fantasy playing itself out in my head. “Cum inside me.”

I did just that, thrusting as hard as I could, arching my back and giving her my cum as deeply as I could, before settling down next to her with a million emotions running through me: Guilt. Arousal. Anxiety. Excitement. Angst. Trepidation. Anticipation. Love.

“Are you okay?” Fran said softly and I turned to gaze at her. I loved this woman. We’d been through so much. We’d had our ups and downs but through it all, I’d always loved her and I knew she loved me too.

“I’m good,” I replied, just as softly. “I’m sorry things haven’t been great lately.”

A mixture of tiredness and perhaps the effects of the alcohol were amplifying the sense of guilt and regret I felt right then.

“I know I’m difficult sometimes,” Fran replied, looping an arm around my shoulders and snuggling in close to me again. “It takes two to make a relationship work. Don’t be sorry. I needed that fuck. When we have sex it always makes me feel closer to you. Maybe this meal tomorrow will be good for us.”

“Maybe, yes,” I replied, struggling to get the words out because only I knew the real reason we were going out tomorrow.

I fell asleep but not before a great deal of thought about what would happen tomorrow and when the morning came around and I got ready and set off to work, those thoughts were still plaguing my brain.

“Tim,” Debbie called out in the team meeting I found myself in that morning. “Are you listening? You’re quiet. What’s wrong? Has the cat got your tongue?”

“Sorry, yes. Miles away. Carry on,” I said, sitting up straighter in my chair and ignoring the ‘cat got your tongue’ jibe. I’d been staring out of the window, completely distracted by the texts Fran had been sending me all morning. She was so excited that she’d asked her new job to let her leave a couple of hours early so she could get her hair done at the salon and spend some extra time getting ready.

Debbie concluded the meeting but told me to hang around for a quick word. Once everyone had left the meeting room, she closed the door and looked me in the eye.

“What’s wrong with you today?” she asked, looking genuinely concerned. “Is your mind still on last night? I’m sorry about the little joke: cat got your tongue. Did you get it?”

“I got it.” I shrugged. “I had a great time last night. It’s just... Fran. Tonight. I feel guilty and...”

“It’s a lot to take in,” Debbie walked towards me and took my hands in hers. She looked beautiful again today - any signs of the man-eater Debbie were gone - she was all professional Debbie right now, dressed in a pinstripe black suit and with her hair in a bun atop her head. “It’s all moved quickly. That’s my fault. I shouldn’t be pushing you so fast. I forget that not everyone is a nymphomaniac like me.”

She laughed then poked me in the chest when I didn’t reply straight away. “Come on,” she said. “Talk to me. Tell me what you’re thinking about.”

“Fran’s really excited about tonight.” I’d already told Debbie that we’d accepted her invitation to dinner later. “But I feel bad. It’s our anniversary - ten years since we first met - and she thinks I’ve planned it with you to celebrate that  along with my promotion.”

“But really, it’s so that I can try and have my wicked way with her.” Debbie nodded, understanding in her green eyes. “Tim, there’s no pressure for anything to happen tonight. It’ll be nice to get to know Fran better. Have you thought that maybe I feel guilty about things too? It’s fine with Brad that I’m having fun with you, but in a way, it’s my fault that I’m making you cheat on Fran.”

“I hadn’t thought about things that way,” I squinted at her, trying to figure out if she was telling the truth or not. “Do you really feel bad for her?”

“Yes, I do,” Debbie sighed. “I didn’t mention this last night but when I told you that Brad and I had been speaking, that’s what he said to me. He told me off - not for failing to tell him about you - but for playing with someone in a relationship without that person’s partner’s knowledge. He more or less insisted that we do this - try to get Fran involved - and that if she doesn’t want to, then I have to break it off with you before she gets hurt.”

That made sense. Brad seemed a very open-minded guy but also gave me the impression that he was a man who liked to do the right thing. He had that honest straightforwardness about him. It was exactly the sort of thing I could envision him saying to Debbie when I wasn’t around.

“I don’t want Fran to get hurt,” I agreed. “She’s innocent in all of this.”

“So, bring her to dinner tonight,” Debbie prodded me in the chest again. “Let me and Brad spoil her. Let me flirt with her and talk to her. I’ll soon know if there’s any chance of getting her onside with us being together. All of us.”

“I still think you’re barking up the wrong tree with Fran,” I warned her. “I can’t see her responding to you flirting with her.”

“Trust me,” Debbie said as we walked back to our respective offices before anyone turned up wondering why we were still in the meeting room, talking alone. “If I don’t get any positive vibes from her, I won’t try to force anything. Your secret - our secret - will stay just that; a secret. Your promotion is safe. We can just be friends. All four of us. Deal?”

“Deal,” I smiled at Debbie, feeling slightly better as I returned to my office but the rest of the day was still an ordeal for me, wrestling with my conscience and trying to deal with the anxiety of what tonight would hold.
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“How do I look?” Fran did a twirl for me after she walked into the bedroom where I was getting ready.

“You look amazing,” I said honestly. She did. Fran had been to the salon and her hair looked great. The stylist had curled it slightly so that it hung in golden ringlets cascading over her shoulder and the front was parted beautifully in bangs that swept down either side of her perfectly made-up face. She’d treated herself to a new dress, a pale green wrap-front affair which showed off her shape along with a fair amount of leg.

“Thanks,” she beamed at me. She was so excited but my heart was racing and a feeling of dread kept rising in my stomach every time I thought about what might lay ahead. Part of me wanted to tell Fran what tonight was really about, but it was our meeting-day anniversary and I didn’t want to spoil it for her.

On the way home, I’d called by the shops and bought her a bouquet of flowers and a gold necklace which she was wearing, the heart-shaped pendant resting in her just-visible cleavage. She’d bought me a new aftershave. Everything was good. Fran was happy. All of our problems - my fertility issues, her reluctance to marry me - were all forgotten. I just had to trust in Debbie and Brad and hope that tonight turned out to be enjoyable for Fran. She deserved it.

During the drive to Milan’s, Fran couldn’t stop talking - a sure sign of how excited she was. I couldn’t stop looking at her legs and her figure and hair - she looked stunning. Maybe too stunning - it’d only serve to make Debbie want her even more.

“We’re here,” she giggled in pure excitement as I turned in to the Milan’s car park. The restaurant was like a cottage from a fairy tale with its pale stone exterior and thatched roof. Inside, it was just as rustic-feeling. Black wooden beams adorned the painted-white ceiling and old-fashioned pillars broke up the room, making each ornamental table feel more private. A French-speaking waiter took our names as we waited at the small reception desk then led us over to our table - the chef’s table - which was in front of a huge open fireplace right next to the kitchen itself.

“We’re at the chef’s table?” Fran’s blue eyes nearly popped out of her head. I hadn’t mentioned that part.

“I told you, Debbie and Brad wanted to treat us,” I smiled as the waiter seated us and then just as we sat down, my boss and her husband appeared. I stood up again, introducing Fran. “Debbie. Brad. This is Fran.”

“Hi,” my girlfriend said. I could tell she was nervous and slightly embarrassed as her cheeks were pink. “It’s so nice to meet you. Thank you for inviting us. This place is amazing.”

I sat down as Debbie and Brad took their seats opposite us. “Yes, thank you,” I repeated the sentiment. “I’ve never been here and I have to say, it’s gorgeous.”

“Isn’t it just?” Debbie reached into her expensive-looking leather handbag and pulled out an envelope. “Here. I got you a happy anniversary card.”

“You didn’t have to do that,” Fran looked at me and smiled happily. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Debbie gave me the subtlest of winks before turning her attention back to Fran. “You look beautiful. Where did you get that dress? I love it.”

As the girls talked, Brad looked at me and smiled as if to say, ‘I told you so’ just as the waiter reappeared to take our drinks order. “Champagne, please,” Brad said, which made Fran’s head turn once more and when the waiter went away and then returned with a large bottle of bubbly in its accompanying ice-bucket, she started thanking Brad and Debbie yet again.

“Really, it’s fine.” Debbie reached over and touched the back of Fran’s hand. “It’s the least I can do. Tim has been such a help to me at work. He’s really turning things around.”

Fran looked at Debbie’s hand where it was resting over hers. “I’m proud of him.” She moved the hand after a moment to take mine and squeeze it, then she let go and instead held out her champagne flute for Brad to fill. Why had she looked at her hand as Debbie touched her? Was I imagining things already?

I let Brad fill my glass and had a sip. “Delicious,” I said just as Brad raised his glass.

“A toast to Tim and Fran,” he said, “Happy tenth anniversary.”

“Here’s to ten more,” I said as we touched our glasses, all four of us.

“This is wonderful,” Fran said, a little while later as we tucked into our main meal. Mine was a Porterhouse steak - I’d felt bad ordering something so expensive, but Brad had insisted. Fran had lobster and was having fun eating it now, after initially having to let Debbie help her open it up.

I’d been watching Debbie carefully. All night, she’d been taking every opportunity to touch Fran. Little touches. Just holding her wrist gently while showing her how to use the supplied knife to work open the lobster claws. Then a slight stroke of the arm afterwards as they ate. Then an ‘accidental’ touch of their feet beneath the table, which she immediately apologised for but I knew that it wasn’t an accident at all.

If I’d been worried at all about the direction of the conversation, I needn’t have wasted my energy. Debbie and Brad kept the tone light, talking about work very briefly, but then focusing on Fran, showing an interest in her new job and asking her stories about how we met and right now they were talking about her childhood and the reasons that neither woman had children.

“We’re going to try I.V.F. soon,” Fran said as we enjoyed our desserts, hers a creme brulee; mine a slice of luxurious rich gateaux. “When Tim feels ready.”

I wasn’t going to get dragged into this conversation. Fran had handled the topic of my infertility very tactfully, so I hadn’t needed to elaborate. I’d simply let her talk to Debbie about it. It was actually nice to listen to Fran talk like she was. She didn’t have too many close friends. Possibly the closest friend she had was Mel, the wife of John that I worked with. We hung around sometimes as a couple, sometimes they went out together or John and I would go out together. Fran had even babysat numerous times for their children.

“For me, it’s just a lifestyle thing,” Debbie explained. “Brad would have kids but I just don’t want to. I’m not the most motherly person in the world. I’ve never had that maternal desire to have kids and Brad respects that, which is why I love him so much.”

Debbie looked at Brad and smiled and I could see at that moment, that they truly were in love. No matter how strange their relationship might seem, they were very close. You could see that.

“So have you had the snip?” Fran asked Brad, then immediately blushed. “Oh, sorry. I shouldn’t have asked that. I think the champagne has gone to my head a little.”

“No,” Brad laughed. “It’s fine. Debbie is on the pill. That way, if she ever changes her mind, we can still try. You never know.”

“Maybe,” Debbie smiled. “But as of now, I don’t feel the need. I enjoy my career too much. Plus, I don’t want my body ruined. Keeping my waist slim has always been a fight for me. I put weight on so easily, so I might never get my figure back after getting pregnant. Plus, I have a nice tight vagina and I don’t want it getting ruined either.”

Fran just stared at her with an awkward smile. Was this Debbie making some sort of move? It was weird, if so.

“Sorry,” Debbie laughed, reaching over again and taking Fran’s hand in apology. “I think the champagne has gone to my head too.”

That made Fran laugh and the strangely tense moment passed but again I noticed that Fran did nothing to brush off Debbie’s touch for a moment, then she suddenly pulled her hand away to pick up the champagne bottle.

“Oh, it’s all gone,” she said with a mock-sad pout.

“I was thinking,” Brad said as Fran slid the empty bottle back into the steel bucket. “We’re done here, would you like to come back to our place afterwards? Tonight’s been great and I’m not ready to call it a night yet. We have another bottle of bubbly at home if that tempts you?”

“I’d love that,” Debbie said, her attention fully on Fran now. “I’ve really enjoyed getting to know you better. Of course, if you’ve got to get home, I understand that, but that champagne at home is just sitting there... waiting for someone to drink it... It’d be a shame if Brad and I had to drink it all on our own.”

“What do you think?” Fran asked me, her bright blue eyes looking slightly twinklier than usual, no doubt due to the drink. Her long dark lashes fluttered at me and I could tell she wanted me to say ‘yes.’

“Sure,” I shrugged. “It’s fine by me if it’s okay with you?”

“Let’s go,” Debbie said, with what looked like the smallest of smirks on her face as she told Brad to pay the bill.

Brad and I were the designated drivers for the night; it’d been the girls who had drunk most of the champagne after the first couple of glasses and I could tell that both Debbie and Fran were well under the influence of the pale gold fizz as we made our way to our cars.

I arranged to follow Brad, staying close behind him as we made our way to their house,  during which Fran didn’t stop talking, mostly about Fran and how lovely my boss was, but then also about Brad.

“He’s very good-looking, isn’t he?” she chatted away. “Debbie’s lovely though. Absolutely gorgeous, so you can see how she’d get a man like him.”

“She is gorgeous,” I agreed. “But not as gorgeous as you. You look wondrous tonight. Brad couldn’t keep his eyes off you.”

“Do you think?” Fran asked me, looking at herself in the overhead mirror and drawing a makeup compact out of her handbag to touch up her lipstick and mascara as I drove. “I don’t believe that. His wife is a real-life Jessica Rabbit. Why would he look twice at me?”

“Jessica Rabbit,” I chuckled. The comparison was a good one. “Fancy her, do you?”

“Tim,” Fran smacked me on the arm as we pulled up on Debbie’s driveway behind their car. “I don’t fancy her. Stop it. You’d like it if I said ‘yes,’ though, wouldn’t you?”

I didn’t answer that. I just gave her an amused smile as I got out of the car, Fran rather unsteadily doing the same.

“Come in,” Brad called over to me when I hesitated for a moment at the car door. Were we really doing this? It’d already gone a little further than I’d ever thought it would. I hadn’t thought Fran would get on with Debbie as well as she had, and the little touches and signals seemed to be working. What would happen once we were in their house?

I had no option but to follow Fran into the house because Debbie had already taken her hand and was guiding her through the front door.

“It’s so tidy!” Fran exclaimed as we took our coats and shoes off and followed Brad into their dining room. “Our house is always so messy. I’m not the domesticated type like you, Debbie.”

Debbie brought out the promised bottle of champagne from the same mahogany cabinet she’d pulled a bottle of red wine from when I’d been here last, and put it into a bucket that Brad produced from the kitchen with some ice, before he disappeared again, returning with four glasses.

“Have a drink,” he encouraged me. “If you don’t want to drive home, you can stay over. We have a guest bedroom.”

“Yes, don’t be rude,” Fran chastened me. “We’re guests. Have a drink. Let your hair down a little.”

“Your feet are so small,” Debbie said, pointing at Fran’s pink-painted toes as we sat down in their living room with our drinks. 

“I know.” Fran did have tiny feet. “They’re aching from wearing those new heels I bought today.”

“Let me,” Debbie said, sitting down on the floor next to Fran and taking one of her feet in her hands, she began to gently rub the underside of Fran’s foot with the tips of her fingers.

“Oh my god, that feels good,” sighed Fran, letting her head rest back on the sofa and closing her eyes. “Tim, why don’t you ever give me foot massages?”

I looked at Debbie who smiled and again gave me one of those winks of hers.

“You should give your wife massages,” she told me off. “Massages are very intimate and sensual. Especially foot massages. Fran, you’ve got lovely legs and feet, if you don’t mind me saying so.”

From where I was sitting, it appeared that Debbie was looking up my girlfriend’s skirt. I turned to see Brad watching quietly from an armchair next to me. Was this going to plan for them? Is this how they’d planned the evening to go?

“They’re only nice because I shaved them earlier,” Fran chuckled. “Tim will tell you they’re usually not quite as smooth as this.”

Debbie was stroking Fran’s calf, I noticed, then moved her hand slightly higher onto her thigh, before Fran eventually seemed to notice and put her leg down, pulling it from Debbie’s touch while reaching for the glass of champagne she’d left on the coffee table nearby.

“I agree with Debbie,” I heard Brad say just as some quiet music started to come from the speakers on the wall. I turned to see him adjusting the volume on a hi-fi unit built into the wall. “You’ve got a lovely body, Fran. Tim is a lucky guy.”

“Ha,” Fran laughed, blushing again. “You’re just saying that, but thank you. I’m chubby. I wish I could lose a few pounds. I’d love the stereotypical hour-glass figure like Debbie’s.”

“You’re not chubby at all,” Debbie replied immediately. “Your body is amazing. Women should have curves. I can’t stand stick-thin girls. I only ever go for curvy busty women, especially blondes.”

Fran’s head turned towards Debbie after glancing in my direction first for some reason. “What do you mean? Do you like girls?”

“I’m bisexual,” Debbie nodded casually. “I hope this doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable but Brad and I have an open relationship. He works away a lot and when he’s away he sometimes lets me find a lover to keep me occupied. Sometimes it’s a man, sometimes it’s a girl. I hope that doesn’t bother you or affect our friendship.”

“Really?” Fran looked at me again. She had an unreadable expression. I couldn’t tell if she was disturbed or cool with this sudden revelation. I could normally read Fran but tonight, she seemed different. Perhaps it was the champagne.

“Really what?” Debbie asked, moving and sitting next to Fran on the long sofa. “Am I really bisexual or are we really in an open relationship?”

“Um... both?” Fran said in a slightly high voice. She was blushing again. Why?

“Yes to both,” Brad spoke this time. “Debbie has a high sex drive. It wouldn’t be fair of me to leave her, sometimes for months on end without letting her have sex.”

“We tried - at the beginning of our marriage,” Debbie explained to Fran, who she was sitting close to now. “We tried having phone sex. I tried using sex toys to keep myself satisfied but nothing compares to the real thing for me. I need that intimacy. That skin-to-skin contact, you know? And girls are just as good as boys. We have fingers. And strap-ons. And tongues.”

“Did you know Debbie likes a little BDSM too?” Brad said, speaking to me now, again as though this was the most normal conversation in the world.

“I love Fifty Shades of Grey,” Fran announced, again turning red in the cheeks. “I’ve read those books so many times.”

“You have,” I pointed out, still reeling at the revelation that Debbie was into BDSM, “But that doesn’t make you into BDSM too. Thousands of women have read those books and liked them but that doesn’t mean they’re into it, as such.”

“Do you want to see my new racy underwear and BDSM toys?” Debbie stood up and before Fran could say ‘yes’ or ‘no’ she giggled and disappeared out of the room, Brad following her for some reason.

“I guess so,” Fran said quietly, watching her go before turning to me. “Can you pour me another glass of champagne? Your boss isn’t what I expected.”

“Are you okay?” I asked, giving her a chance to get out of a situation which I felt was in danger of escalating. “Do you want to go home yet?”

“No,” Fran frowned at me. “I’m having way too much fun. If Debbie comes down in some sort of bondage get-up, perhaps you should take a picture on your phone. Might come in handy one day if she ever tries to sack you.”

“Yeah, right,” I replied as she collapsed onto the sofa, laughing at her own joke.

“What do you think?” Debbie said from the doorway. I turned to look at her and felt myself stop breathing for a moment. She was wearing a black corset, low at the front, her breasts pushed up almost to spilling point. Below that were a pair of tiny black panties and some sheer stockings held up by a sexy suspender belt. In one hand was a realistic-looking huge black dildo and in the other was a black whip of some sort.

“Holy shit,” I heard Fran say. She stood up and walked towards Debbie, looking her up and down as Brad joined us in the room, luckily still wearing his shirt and trousers. “That is so sexy. I wish I could get away with wearing something like that.”

“I’d love to see you wear something like this,” Debbie said. “You should try it in bed. A corset gives you so much confidence.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Fran said shyly.

Debbie reached out with the hand holding the whip and pulled the front of Fran’s dress down slightly, exposing more of her cleavage. “And I can imagine those boobs of yours would look stunning pushed up like this.” She moved her hands below Fran’s breasts and pushed them up so that her cleavage protruded above the neckline of the wrap-front dress.

“You really like my body?” Fran asked her, then turned to Brad inviting either of them to answer.

“Yes,” Brad replied first, making Fran turn back to Debbie.

“I would love to get you in bed,” Debbie said in reply. “You’re beautiful.”

“I... um,” Fran seemed completely taken aback by that answer.

“When did you last fuck a girl?” Debbie was taking control of the conversation now.

Oh, fuck. This was crunch-time. This was it.

Fran took a moment to reply. “A long time ago,” she said, so quietly that I could barely hear her.

Then she leaned forward and kissed Debbie, full on the lips, before breaking off and staring at my boss, both of whom were now breathing heavily.

“Let’s go upstairs,” Debbie said.
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Chapter 9
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The minute Debbie and Fran got into the bedroom - the same room where I’d fucked Debbie just a few days earlier - they started kissing again, Debbie easing my girlfriend towards the bed.

“Are you all right?” Brad whispered in my ear as he pointed towards the chair next to the dressing table for me to sit down. I nodded as I took a seat and he grinned at me, staying by the bedroom door, leaning casually against the wall.

Was I all right? This was crazy. My boss - who I was having an affair with - was seducing my partner of ten years in front of me and her own husband. I didn’t know if I was ‘all right’ or not, but I couldn’t stop it now.

Debbie and Fran were on the bed, still passionately kissing while Debbie lifted Fran’s skirt and put her hand down the front of her panties. I could feel my cock growing hard as I watched Debbie’s hand moving underneath the thin fabric. She was clearly fingering her.

Then Fran moaned and lifted her hips from the bed so that Debbie could pull her panties down. As she did though, Fran suddenly looked at me, as though she’d forgotten I was there and had suddenly remembered.

“Are you okay with this?” she asked me with a look on her face that I hadn’t seen in years: a look of passion and longing. Of arousal and lust.

“He’s fine with it,” Debbie said as she tossed Fran’s panties on the floor and pushed her legs open but Fran kept looking at me, waiting for an answer, even when Debbie’s head went down between her thighs.

“I wouldn’t be sitting here watching if I wasn’t,” I replied softly, realising I was about to see something I’d often fantasized about: my girlfriend with another woman.

Fran’s eyes closed and she let out a soft groan as Debbie’s tongue found her clit. This was actually happening. I desperately wanted to take out my dick and stroke myself as I watched Debbie go down on her, but I didn’t. It looked so hot - especially when Debbie stopped for a moment, to help Fran take off her dress and bra so that she was now naked on the bed.

I looked over to Brad, suddenly realising that this man was getting to see my girlfriend nude too. It was only fair, I supposed. I’d seen - and fucked - his wife. Brad was enjoying the view obviously, because he had his trousers unbuttoned and pulled down far enough to play with his erect dick, which I saw was quite big, maybe slightly bigger than mine.

As Debbie went back to licking Fran’s pussy, Brad moved, striding forward and taking his wife by the hips. I saw him thrust his cock into her and Debbie paused for a second to grunt at his first penetration before going back to what she was doing, which was now making Fran moan loudly, the noises becoming more and more urgent.

Brad took his shirt off and expertly kicked off his trousers and underwear, making Debbie pause and at that moment, Fran looked up and saw that Brad was inside her. 

“Are you fucking?” she breathed. “Oh, my god. This is insane.”

Then her eyes closed again as Debbie’s tongue began working its magic again and just a few minutes later, Fran came, biting down on her lip while wrapping her legs around Debbie and shuddering violently.

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned as her orgasm subsided. “It’s been so long since a girl licked me out. Please let me lick you now.”

Brad was still fucking Debbie from behind. She hadn’t moved from that position, bent over the bed but he released her and she moved up onto the bed itself and slid down her panties, having to unclasp the suspenders to do so.

“Take off the corset,” Fran told her. “I want to see all of you.”

My jaw dropped. I’d never have expected to hear Fran talk like that. But she just had. Was this really happening?

Debbie sat up, unclasped the corset and threw it across the room, almost hitting me where I was still sitting, transfixed, on the chair. Then she put her hands to her own breasts, playing with her nipples, while my blonde girlfriend stood where Debbie had been - bending over the bed - and went down on her.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. I got up and walked over to where Brad was, right behind Fran, for a better view. I could see Fran’s fingers holding Debbie’s small pink labia open and her tongue sliding up and down the pink folds between them, making my boss moan just as she’d made my wife moan minutes before.

“I need fucking,” Debbie said suddenly, looking up at Brad. “Pass Fran that black dildo.”

Brad looked around and picked it up from the floor where Debbie had discarded it when we first got into the bedroom. He handed it to Fran, who opened her mouth and sucked it for a moment to get it wet, then slid it slowly into Debbie’s shaven pussy, stretching her wide.

“Does that feel good?” Fran asked softly. When Debbie just moaned in response, Fran started shoving it in harder and faster, then she turned and looked at me over her shoulder. “Tim, just fuck me already.” 

For some reason, I didn’t feel any shyness about stripping off in front of Brad. Everyone else was naked and I was so ridiculously horny that it just felt natural. Once I was naked, I took my rock-hard dick and slid it into my girlfriend’s soaking wet pussy from behind, immediately fucking her hard and fast. I didn’t care if I came straight away. Something just came over me. I’d lost it.

“I want a go at fucking her,” Debbie said, just as I came. I took a step back, withdrawing and a long string of white cum stretched between the tip of my cock and Fran’s pussy.

“I came,” I said, pointing out the obvious as more cum dribbled from Fran.

“I don’t care about that,” Debbie said. “I want to fuck her.” 

As I tried to recover from cumming, my legs wobbling and my head spinning, I wondered what she meant. Then I saw Brad pass her some sort of strappy item and I realised what it was - a strap-on harness - when I saw the long flesh-coloured dildo attached to it.

“Oh my god, yes,” Fran said, laying back down on the bed as Debbie attached the belt around her waist. Brad sat at the top of the bed, right next to Fran and watched from there as Debbie kneeled between Fran’s thighs and pointed the bulbous head of the rubber dildo at Fran’s pussy. She’d trimmed her pubic area but still had the slight fuzz of fine pubic hair in a neat triangle but if Debbie minded at all, she didn’t say so as she slid the dildo inside.

Fran groaned as Debbie laid down atop her, shoving the strap-on all the way in, inch by inch. Then they began to kiss as Debbie’s ass humped up and down, driving the rubber toy in and out. Brad was kneeling right next to Fran, wanking himself off and enjoying every moment but then an unexpected thing happened.

Fran saw him and reached out with one hand. Brad moved, offering her his cock and she took it in her hand, beginning to stroke him while Debbie fucked her. This wasn’t what we’d agreed on. Should I stop them?

Too late. Brad shifted closer and Fran opened her mouth so that he could put his dick into it. He positioned himself over my girlfriend’s face, slowly face-fucking her while Debbie continued to work the strap-on in and out of her pussy. I watched the threesome, totally taken aback and when Brad saw me, he stopped, instead laying down right next to the two women, who were now fucking frantically on the bed.

When Fran came again - her second orgasm - Debbie stopped and withdrew the long strap-on. Fran’s pussy looked pink and sore. Some of my cum was still oozing from her. Her face and upper chest were flushed pink and she was breathing heavily. Then Debbie lay next to her and both women turned onto their sides, facing each other and they began to kiss again.

Brad was laying on Debbie’s side of the bed, directly behind his wife and I saw him reach down and guide his dick back inside her from behind. Then Debbie did the same to Fran with the strap-on, facking her face-to-face while Brad fucked her from behind. The three of them moved slowly and tentatively, Debbie carefully keeping the rubber dildo inside Fran and Brad’s cock inside her own pussy as they fucked, both women now receiving pleasure until it was Debbie’s time to orgasm, breaking off the kiss with Fran so she could curse and scream as a huge ripple of pleasure flooded through her.

Debbie got up from the bed, leaving the space between Brad and Fran, winking at me as she climbed from the bed. She’d been right. I believed Brad now when he’d said that there wasn’t anyone Debbie couldn’t seduce.

“Come with me,” Debbie whispered in my ear as she walked past, around the bed and out of the room, saying she needed a drink. I followed her - I could use a drink too. I wanted my dick to get hard again so I could fuck her - or Fran - but I also felt in shock at what had just happened. My mind felt fuzzy and numb. The reality of it all was hitting home.

Debbie was in the kitchen, still completely naked and as I caught up with her, she leaned into me and kissed me on the lips. I wrapped my arms around her. I could taste Fran on her. Fuck, that was horny, tasting my girlfriend on another woman’s mouth.

“Brad is on his own with Fran now,” Debbie said, easing herself from my embrace. “If you don’t go upstairs and stop them, he’s going to fuck her. It’s up to you what you do. You can stay down here with me, let me suck your dick and get you hard, then let me ride you until you cum. Or you can go upstairs and stop them.”

I froze, stunned at what she’d just said. Brad was going to fuck Fran. Would she even let him? 

“I... should go upstairs,” I started but hesitated. I didn’t necessarily want Brad to fuck my girlfriend but my dick had just responded to the thought of Debbie sucking me again. “I don’t know.”

“There’s a third option,” Debbie said gently, taking my cock in her hand and beginning to rub it back to life. “We go upstairs and you can watch them fuck while I suck your dick. I’m pretty sure by this point, Fran’s given up caring what you do.”

I didn’t know what to do. I just stood there until Debbie took my lack of reply as an agreement to that third option. I dumbly let her take my hand and lead me upstairs.

When we walked into the bedroom, Brad was already fucking Fran. She was on all fours, her large tits swinging backwards and forwards underneath her as he screwed her hard from behind.

“Make room for us,” Debbie said quietly and the pair of them shuffled sideways a foot or so. Then she turned to me. “Lay down, Tim.”

I did as I was told, laying on my back and I turned my head to look at Fran. Her eyes were closed and she was biting on her bottom lip again as Brad rammed her deep and fast. Debbie’s mouth closed around my cock and I stopped watching Fran and just let myself enjoy it. This was the craziest thing I’d ever done. When I’d gone through the possible different outcomes in my head about what might happen tonight, a full-on foursome had never even entered my mind.

When Debbie had me fully hard and straddled my cock, beginning to ride me, Fran had rolled onto her back. Brad was on top of her now, fucking her missionary position and I felt her hand groping around for mine. I grasped it and turned my face to see her looking at me.

“I love you,” she murmured and smiled.

“I love you too,” I felt her squeeze my hand as I smiled back at her.

“Oh, fuck,” Fran then moaned, cumming for the third time, “I’m cumming, Brad. Don’t stop. Cum in me. I want your cum inside me.”

That made Debbie freeze on top of me for a moment. She looked down at me and we shared an unspoken question. Should Brad cum inside Fran? She was unprotected and fertile.

Neither of us said anything. What were we doing? Somehow - I don’t know how - but I knew Debbie and I were thinking the same thing. Brad would have liked kids. Fran was desperate to get pregnant. Should we do this? Could we handle it if the craziest thing imaginable happened and he knocked Fran up?

Too late.

Brad grunted, ramming his dick violently into Fran, his backside lifting up and slamming down hard into her, one, two, three times and then he stayed buried in her. The way his muscles were tensed up and the veins on his forehead were popping out, I knew he was cumming inside my girlfriend. Fran’s arms and legs were locked around him, refusing to let him go until every drop was pumped inside her.

Debbie relaxed and began to move on top of me again. Fuck this, I thought and I pulled her down on top of me, then rolled us both over until I was above her. I shoved my dick as roughly as I could inside her and fucked her for all I was worth. I felt Fran and Brad watching us but I didn’t care. He’d just taken and cum inside my girlfriend, possibly impregnating her. I was going to fuck his wife and cum inside her in front of him now too.

When I came, I held my dick inside her until I was fully spent, then rolled away, almost falling from the bed, which made both Fran, Debbie and Brad laugh.

“Well, that just happened,” Debbie said, after a moment to catch her breath.

“It did,” said Fran. I looked at my girlfriend and she climbed over Debbie, laying next to me. “Can you believe it?” she said, her large blue eyes searching my face as she always did when she was feeling insecure about something.

“No,” I smiled. “It’s crazy but it happened. You might be pregnant you know. Brad came inside you.”

“I know. We should talk about that,” Fran said, then turned to Debbie. “Can we stay over?”

“In the guest bedroom?” Debbie grinned. “Or in this bed with us?”

“Maybe we should all stay in the guest bed,” Brad chuckled. “This one is a bit wet and sticky.”

Debbie went downstairs and brought the champagne bottle up. We finished it before going to bed. In the guest bedroom.

All four of us.
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Epilogue
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The Black Cats Club was as busy as ever when Debbie and I visited a few weeks later. Since that wild night, I’d fucked her twice. Once in her office at lunchtime, over her desk and once in another foursome with Brad and Fran, this time at our house. She’d also sucked my cock in the car one morning after work and I’d made her cum with my tongue once also, directly before a meeting with the company C.E.O. The best thing though was what had happened just last night, the day after Brad had returned to the Middle-east, leaving Debbie at home all alone again for the next few months.

Fran had gone over to Debbie’s house - on her own, without me - and they’d spent the night together. When Fran got home this morning, she’d told me briefly what they’d done before I had to go to work, but Debbie had insisted on taking me out tonight to tell me properly.

We were in the V.I.P. area again, sitting at their - now our - favourite table, waiting for Suzy to finish on the podium, so we could have another threesome dance.

“She’s so good with her tongue,” Debbie said, talking about Fran. She’s even better than you - and you’re good.

“Thank you. I think that’s a compliment,” I chuckled. “But I’m not sure my girlfriend should be better at licking pussy than me.”

“Women are always better,” Debbie commented. “They know what feels good when it’s done to them. We have vaginas. We understand how the clit works and where it feels good and where it doesn't.”

“If you say so,” I rolled my eyes. “So you fucked four times? That’s gotta be some sort of record for Fran. I don’t think I’ve ever fucked her four times in one night.”

“Well, I fucked her twice and made her cum twice,” Debbie recalled, “And she fucked me twice. We slept a little in-between, so that counts as four times, right?”

“I guess so,” I scratched my head. “I still don’t know what counts as sex with two girls and what doesn’t.”

“Have you talked more about the pregnancy?” Debbie asked me, changing the subject.

“Not fully,” I looked at her. “She wants to keep it, obviously but we haven’t discussed how it’s all going to work. I guess it still hasn’t sunk in yet.”

“It’s only been a week since you found out,” Debbie nodded, pushing a lock of curly red hair behind her ear - that habit of hers. “It’ll take some time to sink in. You’ve wanted this for a long time.”

“Did you get a chance to talk to Brad before he left?” I asked. “How does he feel about it?”

“Only briefly,” Debbie smiled. “He’s really happy. I feel kind of jealous that Fran is going to give him something that’ll make him so happy, but it was always my decision not to have children, so I have to live with it. I’m sure we can find a way to make this work, between the four of us. Fran is getting what she wants; a baby. Brad is too.”

“What about you and me?” I asked. “What do we want?”

“I suppose we have to work that out,” Debbie said, then pointed across the room. “Hey, look. Suzy’s finished. Shall we have that dance?”

Debbie and I had grown quite close these past few weeks. In a way, the word ‘we’ meant more than just she and I. We were more than just lovers. There was something between us. I just didn’t quite know what that something was.

“Hell, yes,” I said to the dance. “I’ve been looking forward to doing this again for a-”

I froze. Had I just seen who I thought I’d just seen?

“What’s wrong?” Debbie asked me, putting her hand on my arm. “Tim?”

“That girl,” I pointed to the woman stepping up onto the stage to replace Suzy. “I know her.”

“You do?” Debbie shaded her eyes against the lights with one hand. “She’s lovely. I’ve seen her before. She’s been working here for a while. Have you never seen her in here?”

“This is only my second time in the V.I.P.” I reminded her. The woman now starting to dance around the pole as the music restarted was lovely, as Debbie said with her tanned skin, petite figure and long dark hair.

“So who is she?” Debbie asked again.

“You know John?” I turned to her and saw her green eyes flicker from me back to the girl. “From work? My friend that I hang around with sometimes? In fact, I went out last weekend with him.”

“Of course I know John,” Debbie nodded, then her eyes opened wide. “Are you saying...”

“Yes,” I said, grimly. “That’s John’s wife. That’s Mel.”

––––––––
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To be continued in...

A Tale of the Black Cats Club #3
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A Note to the Reader
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I just wanted to say thank you very much for purchasing my book, and reading it right to the end! At least I hope you did, and that you didn’t just skip forward!

By purchasing the book, you’re helping to support me in writing future novels - make sure you follow me on my social media channels and website or join my mailing list (you get a free book!) to stay updated about those future projects.

Finally, if you enjoyed the book and really want to help me - please go to the product page and leave a review. Even if it’s just a star-rating. Reviews really help my books get found by search engines, so if you could do that for me, it’d be great!

Thanks again, for buying and reading my books, it’s really appreciated!

Until next time,

Paul
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