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About This Book

“Just this once” transforms into a life of depravity

Cerise’s back is against the wall. Her college loans are overdue, bill collectors are stalking her, and she’s about to be evicted! And these are supposed to be the best years of her life? Exhausted and at the end of her rope she makes a calculated decision. 

Wearing not much more than her little black dress she appears at an elegant hotel with a plan. She promises herself it’s only a onetime thing. If some big shot businessman propositions her, she’ll ‘entertain’ him for enough money to keep her roof over her head. It’s really no big deal; it’s not like she’s a virgin. 

She’s not in the hotel bar long before she gets noticed. Not by one guy, but two. Dev and Nick are partners in business and pleasure. They’re happy to engage her for her ‘services’, they have a proposition of their own.

If she does what’s she’s told…

She’s seduced into the debauched world of Eros Inc., a very private and exclusive club where pleasure is the commodity and money is no object. Limits fall, barriers are obliterated by the overwhelming charms and ‘requests’ of Dev and Nick.

And then others. Her ‘one time thing’ gives way to a life consumed by aching desires and raw lusts as she willingly plunges into this vortex of fleshly pleasures.

But not everything is as it seems at Eros Inc. Every rose has its thorns; every pleasure does carry a price And the price can be high.

Odd little things begin to happen

That become menacing threats…

Eros Inc… raw, sensual, and dangerous…
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Chapter 1: A Proposition

 

Soft jazz music played in the dimly lit lounge at the Metro Convention Centre. I straightened the side slit of my skirt and entered. It was early in the evening, and only a handful of people were seated at the golden, oak bar. Two men in business suits, sitting there, turned and looked me up and down. And… Bonus. They weren’t bad looking, probably late twenties, I’d guess. Knowing they were watching me, I gave an extra roll to my hips as I walked to a table near the bar. When I sat down it was hard to resist the urge to pull my skirt hem down, closer to my knees.

A waiter in a red shirt and bow tie appeared and I asked for a glass of white wine. That had better be the last drink I’d buy tonight. There was only a twenty dollar bill in my purse and not much more in my bank account. I crossed my legs and returned the gaze of the men at the bar. My eyes flitted between them and I ran the tip of my tongue over my lower lip. One guy was dark haired with the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen—even from where I sat, they were striking. His cheekbones and firm jaw were so perfect they could have been sculpted from stone.

 When he turned to say something to his companion, I noticed the other guy. He was slightly shorter, with light brown hair, sun kissed blond at the top and near his tanned face. His smile gave way to laughter and his eyes kept glancing my way as he answered the dark haired man. He was cute and seemed full of fun, in sharp contrast to the darker haired man. They turned slightly in their seats, staring and smiling at me.

The butterflies in my stomach took flight, swooping and dive bombing. I took a deep breath, hoping they wouldn’t notice the slight tremor in my hand when I picked up the wine glass and sipped. It took all of my will power, born out of desperation to return their look and manage a small smile.

 If anyone had told me a month ago that I’d be sitting in a bar trying to pick up a man, wishing that he’d give me money for sex, I’d have told them they were doing cheap drugs. But back then, my job prospects had looked promising. I didn’t have to worry about paying my student loan, let alone the rent. 

Even though I’d always had fantasies of being an older guy’s little sex slut—they were just fantasies. I was always the proper, young lady. No one would ever guess the wicked thoughts that went through my head late at night in my bed. Now, desperation was forcing me to live them. Would the reality be anywhere near as hot? 

Oh God! The guys rose to their feet and were now walking to my table. My cheeks felt hot and my heart was in my throat. Act casual and sexy, Cerise. Just smile and look friendly. God knows, you’re showing enough leg and cleavage to get their attention. Don’t blow this.

“Hi. Mind if we join you?” It was tall, dark and blue eyes. His smile curled up at the corners and those eyes, as intense as the flame of a gas jet, locked with mine. He was gorgeous. His suit draped over full-back wide shoulders, down to a flat stomach and slim hips. The man must live at the gym.

“I was hoping you would.” Oh my God. Where did that come from? I sounded like I’d done this a million times. Guess those drama classes in high school were finally paying off.

They took a seat—dark and handsome next to me, while blond and cute pulled out a chair opposite.

“I’m Nick and this is my friend and business partner, Dev.” He raised his hand signaling to the waiter for another round. No rings on his fingers, just an expensive looking watch.

“I’m Cerise. A pleasure to meet you. Are you attending the engineering conference here?” I tilted my head and ran my fingers through my hair, pulling back a stray lock which had fallen to my cheek.

“Yeah. It’s over for the day, thank God.”  Nick leaned closer to me, his lips parted in a small smile, revealing perfect, white teeth. “You can’t be an attendee, Cerise. You look too young to be an engineer—not to mention too beautiful.” There was an end of the day shadow of beard in his swarthy complexion, accentuated by the white of his shirt collar.

For a moment, all I could do was stare, at a total loss for words. Nick could be a model for GQ magazine. All of the good looking guys I had ever dated paled in comparison to the man gazing at me. I guess that was the difference—the others were just boys, while this was a man. 

“You hardly look like you’re out of high school. How’d you even get in here?” Laugh lines extended from the corners of Dev’s eyes and his wide grin showed that he was teasing. He picked up the glass of whisky the waiter placed before him.  “Cheers. Here’s to meeting pretty young things after a day of boring presentations.”

I smiled at him and noticed the gold stud earring and the top of a bluish tattoo that crept over the collar of his shirt. 

“Thank you. But I’m actually a college grad, looking for a job.” I picked up my glass and finished the wine, ready for the next. The butterflies in my stomach had landed, and now only twitched their wings. I needed more liquid courage to go through with this.

“Oh, what was your major? Maybe we could help you find work. We’re always on the lookout for talent.” Nick’s eyes bored into mine. 

Was there a hint or proposition in that question?

“Physiotherapy. I can tell you about your muscles and tendons but not a thing about building structure, so I’m not sure you’d want to give me a job. Unless of course, you’d like a demo. I could probably help you with any aches or muscle tension.” I sipped my wine and looked from one to the other. Yeah, that had an effect. Dev shifted his body in the chair and leaned forward.

“I’m having some discomfort with a muscle right now. Think you could help me? I’ve been to chiropractors galore, gave them bundles of money. If you could fix me up, I’d sure appreciate it.” Dev’s hand drifted under the table and grazed my knee.

I gasped and my knee jerked for a second. Relax Cerise. Isn’t this why you came here? You could do far worse than a great looking guy like Dev.

Nick stood and extended his hand to me. “Would you like to dance, Cerise?”  Unlike Dev, the expression on his face was serious.

Wasn’t he interested in what I had just offered? Dev sure was. Maybe this was part of the pick-up game. Better to play along as see what happens. I smiled and took his hand feeling my own so small in his. He escorted me to the dance floor, his fingers on the small of my back, a familiar gesture that bordered on the intimate. 

“Cerise, you’re very young. I’m getting the impression you’re kind of inexperienced in this sort of thing.” His lips brushed my ear lobe as he held me close on the dance floor. 

A tingle vibrated down my spine and I shivered. Was that desire or fear? I didn’t know and I didn’t care.

“It’s that obvious?” I nuzzled into his neck, inhaling the sharp, clean smell of his cologne.

“If I wanted a full body massage, I could get that on any street corner. You need money, right?” He pulled his head back and I melted in the intensity of his eyes. My hand drifted lower on his back. I could feel the muscles even through his suit jacket.

“Yes. The bank is hounding me. I’ve always had a thing for older men and thought I could kill two birds with one stone.” I sighed, anticipating the brush off, after his comment about my age.

 What was I going to do, if this didn’t work? My throat tightened. I placed my head on his chest to hide my disappointment. He was turning me down. A small part of me was relieved, but that was overwhelmed by worry. The worry was overwhelmed by disappointment, being passed over by a guy. Damn.

My breath hitched when his groin brushed against my stomach. He was hard. My eyes were wide when I looked up at him.

His smile was somewhere between a smirk and a full-fledged grin. “Hey, I’m only in my thirties—not an old man, like your fantasy!” He drew me in closer, pushing his stiffness against my belly. “I wasn’t saying I didn’t want to be with you. You’re beautiful and young, who wouldn’t want you?”

I breathed a sigh of relief. And resignation. I was almost a hooker, now.

In the middle of the song he led me from the dance floor, put his hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes. “If I’m going to pay you to be with me, you need to be able to take direction. Do you know what I’m saying?” His knee pressed between mine as we stood there.

I shifted my leg to the side, opening myself to him and he pressed his knee in tighter. It felt kind of dirty and hot, doing that and now with his leg between mine, a small thrill went through me. His eyes seared into me. “Good girl,” he said and relaxed his knee. For a second I tilted my hips to it and he smiled mischievously.

“What do you mean by direction?” I asked.

“Good girls do what they’re told—because that pleases a man. Will you do what you’re told?”

I looked away to collect my thoughts. I wasn’t going to get fucked up the ass. No way—I’d never done it. And if he thought I’d get my freak on with a German Shepherd, forget it. I needed the money but not that bad. 

I turned back and looked up at him.“I have limitations,”

 “Good. That shows some inner strength.” Again, that mischievous grin. “Character, maybe.” He put his finger under my chin, tilting my face higher. “How about for our first time, if I ask you to do something you don’t like, you just say ‘red’?”

“Really?” My eyebrows pulled together and I stared at him with narrow eyes. That was hard to believe. “You’ll just stop?”

His smile faded and he nodded. “Yes.” He took my hand in his, pulling me close once more. “Look, Cerise, I’m a businessman. And every transaction always works out better if there’s respect. Even though you don’t know me, I’m a pretty decent guy.” He smiled and rubbed against me again.

He must have known that I went all in, at that moment. 

My body sure did. Oh my God, I could feel the narrow strip of lace between my legs dampen and a fullness pulsed in my pussy. He was going to give me direction? I’d never had a boyfriend ‘give direction’. I’d been asked, pleaded with and begged, yes. But now to be told? Why did that arouse me so much? How much longer until we could leave? 

I put my arms over his shoulders, fingers toying with the hair on the nape of his neck. “Just tell me what you want.” I whispered, melting into his body.

“Good girl.”





Chapter 2: Training

 

I sat at the table with Dev waiting for Cerise to return from the ladies room. When the waiter arrived to take our drink order, I threw a fifty on the table and declined. Dev of course, ordered another.

“She’s gorgeous and built like a brick shit house. You lucky dog. I wish it was my turn to have her first.” Dev raised his fist and gave me a playful punch on the arm.

“Horn dog. It’s just an hour. I’ll have her all warmed up for you. Yeah, she’s a looker. The innocence turns me on.” I laughed. “A virgin hooker!”

“And if she really is a college grad, she’s got some smarts. Might be just the one we’re looking for.” Dev’s eyes leveled with mine. Maybe. 

“Shush, here she comes.” I rose to my feet and intercepted her before she reached the table. Her hand was tiny and warm in mine as I led her from the bar to the elevator. 

She glanced from my eyes to the floor numbers above the stainless doors. When she smiled at me, the corners of her mouth quivered a bit, betraying her nerves. I liked the nervousness. To take someone like this, a little scared, and turn her into a creaming slut… 

I put my arm around her shoulders. If she was the one, she’d find desires she’d never thought about. She didn’t have a clue how depraved she could become.

I watched her ass when we got off the elevator. The red dress clung to her curvy hips and hugged the spot just under the cheeks. God, my hands twitched at the thought of squeezing those sweet little orbs till she cried out. She wouldn’t know if it was pain or pleasure. I’ve always loved that, when it happened to girls like her.

She turned and stopped, waiting for me to catch up. I slipped my arm around her waist pulling her close. There was no excess flesh under my hand, just a soft firmness. Her perfume was spice in my nostrils.

I slid the card through the slot and pushed the door open for her to enter. With short steps, hips swaying, she walked to the bed and turned to face me. There was an odd smile on her lips, Her eyes were wide, but her mouth was wanton, the tip of her pinkie finger resting between candy apple red, lips. With chin lowered, eyes looking up at me in a Lady Di kind of way, it was evident she knew the effect she was having on me. Okay little girl, there’s a lot you don’t know--time to take you to school.

My lips were a firm line as I raised my hand and gestured with my finger for her to approach. For just the briefest of moments, her eyebrows pulled together, but then she smiled once more. She raised her own hand and with a saucy tilt of her head, returned my gesture.

Good. Now we can start.

I raised my hand and repeated the gesture. “Come here.”

With a flip of her hair, she stepped the four paces to me, taking her time, chin up, looking me straight in the eyes.

Oh, this was going to be so much fun, establishing the ground rules. “You’re a sexy little thing, aren’t you?” My voice was soft, barely a whisper while I stroked her hair.

“I’m glad you think so.” Her face dropped slightly and she looked back up at me in a cute, little girl way.

When I didn’t react, she stepped closer to me, her arms raised, about to place them on my shoulders.

I placed my hand on her breastbone stopping her. 

 “In the bar, I established parameters for our night together. Do you remember what they were?” I edged forward so that my face was close to hers.

“Y…you wanted me to take direction. But you haven’t asked me to do anything.”

I pointed my finger at her. “I do not ‘ask’. I ‘direct’. Is that clear?”

She nodded.

“Many of my directions may be non verbal. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” Now her voice had that unsure, little girl lilt. And it was no act. Very good.

I took my hand from her chest. “Return to where you were standing.” Her eyes had a hint of fear. Perfect. She walked back and turned around facing me.

I crooked my finger at her again. Just once.

Her hands were together, fingers knotted, as she walked to me. Perfectly. 

I smiled. “Much better.” 

There was a small, tentative smile and her eyes were wide and uncertain.

Time to calm her down a bit. “Cerise, I’m not going to hurt you, okay? But you are a woman who requires direction. Especially in my presence.” I watched her eyes. “How does that make you feel?”

Her eyes shifted. “A little…” she looked back up. “Slammed?”

I smiled. “Denigrated?”

“Yes.”

“Have I called you names?” She shook her head. “Have I struck you?” Again a small shake of her head from side to side. “What did I do?”

“You crooked your finger at me like I was some kind of servant.”

“No. I told you what I wanted you to do.” I let the silence hang as she digested that. She was expecting some kind of apology for my attitude right now. She stared at me, shifting her weight between her feet, waiting for it. 

I sighed. “And you disappointed me.”

Her eyes flared for a moment. You gotta’ love backbone.  Her lips pulled to the sides and a sigh of confusion escaped. “I did?” 

I nodded. “But—” I held up a finger, watching her expression transform to one of hopefulness. 

“Will you try to do better, or shall we end this now?” I took my billfold from my pocket and began to count out fifties.

 “I’ll try to do better.” I looked up from my billfold and arched an eyebrow. Her fingers twisted together, still holding her hands in front of tummy. 

“I’m sorry,” she barely whispered.

I finished counting out three hundred dollars and held it out. Her eyes were wide as she took it, but her gaze fell immediately after. “Thank you. So I have to go anyway?”

I burst out laughing. “No, silly! Oh God, you’re new at this.” I stepped close to her. “No, Cerise, in your business, you must always, always get your payment in advance, that’s all.”

Her eyes brightened a bit. She fumbled for her purse, opened it and tucked away the cash. Snapping the hasp she looked back up at me. “Thank you,” she said. 

I couldn’t stop the grin that spread on my mouth. “For what? For the money, or for being allowed to stay?”

Her chin dropped and her small teeth pressed into her lower lip. “For both.”  It came out as a whisper. 

My hand rose to cradle the side of her face and she nuzzled into it, closing her eyes for a beat or two.

I felt my chest become lighter as I watched her acquiesce. “Now, bring me a glass of wine.” 

She stepped to the bar fridge, squatting down to open it and retrieve a bottle, instead of bending over. I nodded. That was good--graceful and demure. 

Her eyes met mine, “Red or white?”

“Try saying that a little nicer, Cerise.”

She cocked her head to the side for a second and smiled before asking, “Would you prefer red or white?”

I nodded my approval and commented, “Excellent.” noting how she brightened at the praise. “White, please.” 

She struggled a bit unscrewing the cap, and the tip of her tongue peeked out as she tried to force it. She stopped and examined the bottle and with a smile she ripped off the plastic tab, and opened it easily. Her hand shook slightly as she poured a glass and brought it over to me.

 “Thank you Cerise.” I took a sip. “Would you care for some yourself?”

“No, I’m good.” She glanced up. “Umm... no thank you, perhaps later.” I smiled again, and so did she. 

“One more ground rule, and we can begin. When you address me tonight, you will call me Sir. Do you understand, Cerise?” 

“Yes Sir.” She stood now with hands clasped in front, head bowed. 

I walked to the table next to the window and sat down in the chair next to it. “Now remove your clothes.”

There was a fleeting look of curiosity in her eyes when she glanced up for a second. Her hands went behind her back and lowered as she opened the zipper of her dress. She shrugged first one shoulder, then the other letting the top slide down her arms. Her breasts spilled over the cups of the lacy red bra, the top of a dark nipple just peeking out.

My eyes lowered to the taut stomach that showed when she pushed the dress down. Red lace panties covered her round hips above the bare flesh of her thighs. Next, the dark thigh high stockings in firm legs were revealed. She was exquisite. 

I sat back in the chair and placed my ankle on the knee of my other leg. She wouldn’t be able to see what she was doing to me.

She kicked the dress to the side and raised her hands once more to undo her bra. When the straps slid down her arms, she tossed it next to her dress. The globes of her alabaster breasts topped with dark, button-like nipples jiggled with her movements.

My breath stopped when her fingers slid the panties over her hips and down her thighs. Her pussy was trimmed Brazilian style to just a thin landing strip.

Oh God. My cock was rock hard. I squirmed a bit, knowing pre-come was already oozing. “Turn around.”

She turned slowly; her luscious ass was oh, so spankable. Now to press her. “Bend over and spread your cheeks. Show me your asshole.”

Her head spun over her shoulder at me. Her face went slack and her mouth made a small ‘o’. I waited. Give her a chance to catch up, Nick. She turned her head back and bent at the waist. Her hands rose from her legs to those sweet cheeks and she separated them. I made her hold that position for a few moments. She was showing me, a total stranger, her most private area.

“That’s fine. You may stand straight now. Turn around. I want you to touch yourself but you can’t come.” 

She straightened up and turned around with a fluidness I hadn’t seen before. There was no defiance in the set of her mouth. And no fear in her eyes. I studied her for a moment. Yes—acceptance. Very good. 

“Yes, Sir.” 

Very, very good. Most promising. I allowed myself to be cautiously optimistic as I watched her. 

Her hand was filled, spilling over with the flesh of her tit while her thumb and finger pinched the dark nipple. Her other hand slipped between her legs, running her index finger between her folds. With eyes fluttered shut, her body jerked when her finger rolled over her clit. I tensed with her.

This was good. She had already been aroused. This girl had even more promise than Janice at this stage. And she was years younger than Janice had been.

I rose and slipped my jacket off, laying it on the back of the chair. Her eyes opened and her tongue licked her lips slowly. I held my hands at my side as I stood in front of her.

“Undress me.”

She stepped towards me and began. She hid her clumsiness as best she could. Her fingers fumbled just a bit when she loosened the knot on my tie. Her tongue peeked out the corner of her mouth as she figured it out. Undoing it, she slid it through my collar. She started to unbutton my shirt and her tongue peeked out a little more.

“Take your time, Cerise. You’ll get better at this.”

She glanced up. “Thanks—oh! Thank you Sir, I’m doing my best.”

My fingers rose to caress her face. “I know,” I said softly. She glanced up, her tongue disappearing into her smile and returned to her task. 

I took a deep breath, inhaling her perfume now mixed with the scent of her arousal, while her fingers undid my belt buckle and lowered the zipper of my pants. She watched her hands as she pushed my pants and shorts down, struggling to get past my cock, which was almost ready to burst.

There was a sharp intake of breath when she saw me standing at attention. I was so conscious of her gaze on my cock.

“Would you like to kiss it?” Despite the raging lust that powered through my body, I managed to sound casual, matter of fact even.

Her dark eyes flashed up at mine and she nodded slowly.

“Say it and say please.” I could sense the drip of excitement on the tip of my meat.

“Please Sir, may I kiss it?” Her hand brushed across my stomach and softly caressed along the length of my shaft.

“Yes, now.”My voice was a hiss even to my own ears.

She lowered until she knelt before me. The tip of my cock left a shiny wetness on her cheek when she turned her head. I stifled a moan when her mouth opened and her tiny pink tongue touched me. Her fingers grasped my cock at the base and guided it deeper into her mouth. Oh the hot wetness of her mouth and her fingers pulling below, swept waves of ecstasy down its length.

She pulled back and her eyes were watering as she looked up at me.“I don’t think I can take all of you in my mouth. It’s so long, I’ll choke.” 

As if to compensate she began licking the base to the tip, running hot wet circles over it.

Oh fuck, the sight of her lips and tongue on my cock was getting to me. I wanted more. “Relax your throat.” It came out as a low growl.

I held her head while she opened her mouth and took me in. She looked as eager for this as I felt.

With deliberate care I pushed deeper into her— stopping when it was halfway in her mouth. Tears formed at the corners of her eyes but she nodded for me to ease farther in. Her mouth and even her throat looked full. It was in all the way now and she was sucking. I wanted to fuck her mouth hard but it would be too much for her. For now.

“Stop.”

She risked a furtive glance at me with her mascara smudged eyes. Her hand and mouth became still before she drew back releasing my cock.

“Get on the bed and spread your legs.”





Chapter 3 – Two in One

 

Oh God, I panted as I rose to my feet and obeyed him. Watching his body from the bed, my clit throbbed with longing. Could I touch it? Would he allow me? This whole ‘Sir’ thing, telling me what to do, even spreading my ass for him to see my hole had me so turned on. He’d never know how my knees turned to jelly when he crooked his finger at me the second time. I’d never tell him. He was better than even my fantasies.  

He sat on the edge of the bed to finish removing his pants and shoes. The muscles on his wide back were taut as he bent over.  Each leg showed hard muscle as he lifted his feet removing his socks. 

Oh God, what a cock…so long and thick, like a polish sausage. What would it feel like to have it deep inside me? ‘Sir’s cock. 

There was a knock at the door and I jumped. My eyes were wide staring at Sir Nick as he walked to answer it. Was it room service? Had he ordered more wine?

My jaw fell open when Dev followed him into the room. What was going on? I thought I was only going to be with Nick. Dev and he stood smiling at the foot of the bed their eyes roaming over my naked flesh. Normally, even the thought of being naked in front of strangers would be enough to turn my cheeks red.  But right now, I was being admired, beautiful in their eyes.

My pussy throbbed with lust and desire. Would Dev be fucking me as well? Is this what Sir wanted? Oh yes, please. Was Dev’s cock as big as Sir’s? I was going to soon find out, watching him rip his clothes off.

Sir Nick got on the bed and rolled on top of me. His cock pressed into my mons and there was a drizzle of pre-cum on the inside of my upper thigh. I had never been with a guy so… juicy. I opened my legs wider, my pussy aching for that throbbing meat. Please fuck me hard while Dev watches.

“Ahhh” He drove his cock into me up to the hilt. It brushed my cervix and even hurt a little. He pulled back and pressed into me again. His fingers dug into my hips, pulling my ass up, tilting my pussy so he could grind harder into me.

There was a rustle of movement and I turned my head. Dev was standing naked beside the bed, near my head. A golden sheen of hair covered his muscular chest down to firm abs.  His eyes were half closed in lust as he watched Nick fucking me and his hand slowly caressed his cock. He wasn’t as long as Nick but he was thicker. The tip of his cock glistened before his hand rubbed the slickness over his hard shaft.

Sir Nick was pumping into me faster. The bristle of his groin rubbed against my clit, driving me wild. I wanted more and I didn’t want this to stop.

Dev slid his hand between Nick and me and groped my breast. When he squeezed my nipple I thought I’d go insane. I licked my lips gazing at the thick mauve helmet of his shaft, the curve and thickness, pulsing veins and turgid columns of flesh, that he held so close to my face.

“Suck him, Cerise.” Nick’s voice was a growl in my ear.

I opened my mouth and tasted Dev on my tongue. He was salty and so thick I couldn’t take more than the head of his cock in me.

Nick raised his upper body, resting on his elbows, slowly moving inside me, watching me suck his friend’s cock.

It was all getting to be too much--the hard cock moving slowly, filling my cunt, the stroking my clit was getting and the thick cock in my mouth. Oh God, this was better than any fantasy. I moaned in lust having two hot and horny businessmen fucking my mouth and my cunt. It was a wet dream come true. My mind screamed for them to use me, fuck me harder. Waves of bliss rolled over me and my body arched upward releasing Dev’s cock when I moaned.

“Please Sir, harder, fuck me HARD!” I begged.

I could feel the pulsing of Nick’s cock spurting into me. His body stiffened, diving deep into my core. My hand raked across his back, clawing, my body lost in lust. It went on and on, wave after wave of hot searing pleasure. 

I gasped and panting, heart pounding in my chest. Beside me, Dev smiled down at me, his hand still slowly stroking himself.

“May I?” He glanced at Nick.

Nick was still out of breath and could only manage a nod as he withdrew from me. I watched the length of his shaft, glistening with my juice and his. A dribble of come still leaked out of the tip. I sat forward for a second, smeared my fingers with it and lay back licking them clean. We tasted so sexy.

Dev’s knee press down on the bed beside me and his other leg swung over my legs. His cock was rock hard hugging his firm stomach when he lowered onto me. His hand guided the tip to my opening. Oh yes! I could feel it sliding into my slipperiness. He was half way in when he withdrew and wet his fingers with his mouth. He rubbed my cunt with his hand to make me even wetter. Again he pushed into me, deeper and deeper. Oh my God, the stretching sensation was deliciously painful.

Dev pumped into me faster and faster. The full sensation, his cock a piston pounding into was getting to me. I was wet and horny again but Dev was built different from Nick. I missed the stubble he had that grazed my clit. I slid my hand down and stroked my clit faster and faster. There was no way I was having this horse cock inside me without having an orgasm again.

Sir’s hand caressed my hair and he leaned over to kiss me. His tongue thrust into my mouth mimicking what Dev’s cock was doing to my other lips.

Dev pushed deep inside me and held his body still. He groaned and jerked deeper a few times setting my orgasm off once more. I lay back gasping for breath, my heart thumping hard in my chest. My pussy throbbed and ached with pleasure at the rough handling of the two men. 

Nick smiled and stood up. His fingers stroked my cheek and he walked across the room.  My eyes riveted to his tight ass with that delightful hollow in the side that athletic men have. His legs were long and muscular. 

“That was great baby.” Dev whispered. He kissed and nibbled playfully at my nipples for a few moments.  “You can start work for me any time.”

Nick returned carrying two glasses. His deep blue eyes met mine and once more my knees turned to jelly. I sat up and took the glass he offered.

“Easy Dev. We agreed that I would be the one speaking to her about this. Sorry Buddy, you’ve got to get your own drink.” Sir Nick sat down on the bed next to me and his fingers tucked a lock of hair behind my ear.

When Dev left the room, I turned to him. “What are you saying, Sir?”  

“We’re offering you a job. We own an adult club and we’ve just lost the manager. She got married and quit. I’m the senior partner, so you’ll report to me.” His fingers touched under my chin and he pulled up for me to look into his eyes. “There are many things you must learn and I’m looking forward to teaching you Cerise. Why don’t you try it for six months? If at the end of that time, either of us aren’t happy, we can part ways.”

A job? My breath hitched in my throat gazing into his steady eyes. “But I don’t know anything about managing a club. I’m a physiotherapist. What exactly happens at this adult club? It’s not a brothel is it? You know, this is my first time hooking and I only did that because I’m desperate.” If he was expecting that I’d be a Madam, then he was asking the wrong girl. Tonight had been beyond my wildest dreams and well…I’d like to do this again with Sir Nick and Dev. They were both hot and I’d liked the whole Sir thing.

“You will be making one hundred thousand dollars a year plus expenses. Do you think it’s worth giving it the old college try?” His eyes crinkled above a wide smile.

Dev returned and sat on my other side, his knees tucked and bent before him, Indian yoga style. “So Cerise. What do you say?”

“It’s an incredible offer. I’d be a fool not to accept.” I reached to the side and shook Dev’s hand before turning to kiss Sir Nick’s lips.

“Well buddy, it looks like we have our new social director for the club.” Dev and Nick exchanged a look that I wasn’t able to read. What was I getting myself into?

 

***

 

It was late when I floated from the taxi to the door of my building. I didn’t know if I was a little drunk from one glass of champagne too many, or if it was the fact that I would be making an enormous amount of money in the next six months. Who knew that when I started this evening, broke and desperate, embarking on the shady path of hooking, that I would meet two gorgeous knights in shining armor?  As I opened the dark wooden door, I glanced around. Was there a fairy godmother flitting over my shoulder?

I tiptoed up the old wooden stairs to the apartment I shared with Maddy. Argh. She had left the apartment unlocked again. How many times had I told her that we were living in a big city now? When we lived in Picton, it hadn’t mattered. The worst crime that had ever happened there were kids after a dance, carousing and vandalizing. The apartment was dark and I inched my way down the hall to my room. 

“Shit!” the next thing I knew I was grabbing for something to hold on to and BOOM I was spread eagled on the wooden floor, rubbing my elbow which had taken most of the brunt of my fall. I heard a door open, lights flash in my eyes and Maddie’s round freckled face appeared near me.

“Are you alright Cerise? “ Her voice was full of concern as she reached under my arm to help me up. This wasn’t an easy thing for her as she was waif-like. A puff of wind could blow her away.

“Do I look alright? “ A hamper of clothes was upturned beside me, obviously what had tripped me. I shook my head as I got up. “Ditz. I’d give you hell if I wasn’t so deliriously happy.” I grabbed her thin shoulders and pulled her to me, planting a wet kiss on her cheek.

“Are you drunk? And what’s with the clothes? Tell me you didn’t go out looking like that.” Maddy’s grey eyes were wide as she pushed me back. Her golden hair hung in a disheveled mess, a curly wisp threatening to enter her pale full lips.

“Maddy, all my money problems are solved. I was offered a job tonight that pays a hundred thousand a year! My student loan will be history in six months and I’ll live the life I was born for. I still think our bassinettes were mixed up at the hospital.” I wagged my finger in her confused face before hiccupping my way into the kitchen. It was a bitch walking in these stiletto shoes. I lifted each foot and tossed the irritating shoes aside. That was better. Now I needed water, lots of it, maybe a few aspirin.

“Cerise, where were you tonight? And what were you doing? I can’t believe you. You warn me about being careful living in the city and you go out looking like a hooker—and to top it off you’re drunk.” Maddy followed me into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator door.

I sat down in a chair at the small table and looked around. The room was barely big enough for the table, had practically no counter space, a faucet that dripped perpetually despite out attempts to get the landlord to fix it, and the stove was only a temperamental two burner. Yeah, typical ghetto type student rental. But that would all end soon. It wouldn’t matter to Maddy. She was leaving at the end of the month to go home and work in her father’s dental office.

“Maddy, you’ve been my best friend since grade school. You know all of my secrets and I trust you like a sister. You better take a seat honey, ‘cause what I’m about to tell you may come as a shock. I’m wearing this outfit because tonight I tried my hand at being a hooker. I--”

“Cerise! No. You’re joking right? Trying to shock me.” Her head dropped, leaning towards me, mouth open. Unconsciously her hand flew to the sides of her pink bathrobe pulling them closer together and tight to her throat.

“Look I needed the money, plain and simple. And the two guys I met were really nice. They run a successful engineering firm. They own another business venture and offered me a job running it.” There was no way, even as tipsy as I was, that I could tell her it was an ‘adult club’. She’d have a stroke.

“Why can’t you take the money I’ve offered you? It would buy you a couple of months to find a job and you could afford to stay here. Who knows who these guys really are? You could be sold into some kind of sex slave ring.” She reached across the table and placed her hand on top of mine.

“You know I can’t take money from you. I would hate myself.” I shook my head and set my mouth, my fingers tightening on the glass. She meant well but just couldn’t bear the thought of being a charity case.

“But running a club? What kind of club? You’re a physiotherapist. And you’ll make a damned fine one if you give yourself the time to find that job. What do you know about business?” She took a sip of juice from the glass she had poured, and rolled her eyes at me.

“I’m smart. I can learn. And it turns out they want someone inexperienced who can’t come to them with set ideas. They want it ran a certain way and they’ll teach me. Honest, they’re really nice guys and I have their business cards.” I cupped two aspirin in my hand and washed them down gulping all of the water in the glass. Pray God, it would help. I was supposed to be having lunch with Nick tomorrow at his office.

“I’m not sure I really want an answer to this… You had sex with them, right?” Her lips were pulled tight and her eyes looked up under drawn eyebrows at me.

“Awesome sex.” I grinned at her. The thought of Nick’s cock deep inside me, while he commanded me to suck Dev made me tingle. I shivered and set the glass on the table.

“Tell me they used protection.” Her words were clipped and her eyes flashed.

“Of course.” I lied. The dripping tap caught my attention. Should I have another glass of water?

“I’m not judging you. Have sex with twenty men for all I care. Just be careful. Do a search on these guys in the morning to see if they’re legitimate. Maybe now that they’ve offered you a job, you’ll never need to do what you did tonight—picking up strangers for money. Although I do think they’ll have expectations of a repeat performance as part of that job offer.” She rose and put the carton of orange juice back into the refrigerator.

“I can only hope.” I giggled. Yes, another glass of water was in order. I rose and turned the tap on.

Her hand went around my shoulder pulling me closer and planting a kiss on my temple. “I love you and worry about you. The offer of a loan of money still stands. Promise me you’ll be careful.”

I set the glass down and turned to hug her close. “I’ve always tried to be like you, y’know. Study hard, dress nice, be sweet and ladylike. I’m gonna’ miss you when you leave.” Was it the champagne that was making me maudlin? A tear rolled down my cheek. We weren’t students anymore. We were entering the real world taking different paths.





Chapter 4: Nick, at his office

 

It was ten minutes before noon. Cerise would be here soon. I looked around my office wondering what she would think of it. It was a big corner office with a fabulous view of the city and the bay in the distance. I straightened the architectural plans on my desk and rose to stretch my legs. I missed being onsite, in the fresh air, watching my plans become concrete and steel before my eyes. Dev hadn’t been to the site in a week and had asked to supervise there for a few days. Actually, that would work out. As fun as it had been last night sharing Cerise with him, it would be good to get to know her better, alone. 

I straightened the leather chairs set next to the low table in the conversation pit of the room.  But she wouldn’t be sitting in a chair. No. I smiled as a picture of her long legs, crossed seductively while she reclined on the sofa, flitted across my mind’s eye.

The telephone buzzed and I walked to the large walnut desk and punched a button on it.

“Cerise Morgan is here for your twelve o’clock.” It was Annie’s voice, my personal assistant.

“Please show her in.” I eased around to sit on the corner of my desk waiting for her.

A moment later Annie, wearing her usual navy suit appeared at the door, standing back slightly to allow Cerise to walk by her. The green knit dress, accentuated her olive complexion and brown eyes. But where were the flowing dark locks, which had tickled my skin last night? When she turned to thank Annie for showing her in, I noticed that she had pulled her hair up, pinned in a French roll at the back.  Well, that would never do. One of the things that had attracted me in the first place had been her flowing mane of hair.

“Hello Cerise.” I gave a quick glance at Annie. “Please bring our lunch in now and hold any calls.”

Cerise walked over to where I sat, her hands clasped together, and looked at the floor between her feet.  “Hello Sir.” I glanced over her shoulder. Good. Annie had closed the door and hadn’t heard.

“Cerise, you may call me Nick when we’re in public or in my office. When we’re alone together, like last night, I am Sir.” The poor kid looked so uncomfortable, her fingers playing with a hangnail on her thumb. But calling him Sir, without any prodding,that showed promise for later.

Annie returned wheeling a small service and placed two plates topped with a stainless covers on the small table in the pit.

“Will there be anything else you require Mr. Wyndham?” She stood next to the door, a closed lipped smile on her face.

“That will be all, thanks. Please ensure we aren’t disturbed. I will be leaving the office for a couple of hours after lunch.” 

When the door snicked closed, I took Cerise in my arms. She felt so tiny and warm, cuddling into me, and her perfume, fresh and floral wafted into my nostrils. Her head fell back and dark chocolate eyes looked into mine, her lips parted slightly. I kissed her tenderly, tasting the sweet red lip gloss as she pressed into me, fingers fisting my suit coat and opening her lips wider. Our breath became faster as I kissed her lips hard, my tongue lightly touching hers. My mouth trailed kisses to the side of her mouth to her chin and lower…to the soft skin of her throat. Her sensuality, tilting her head back, giving herself over to me and the soft moan, made me want her even more.

Alternating between kisses and soft love bites I kissed the intoxicating silkiness until I reached the curve of her neck and shoulder. My mouth pressed into this spot, became more insistent when she moaned once more and slid her leg between mine.

My hands drifted down to squeeze the mounds of that delectable ass, pulling her tight and rubbing my swollen cock against her. Holding the underside of her thighs I lifted her, spurring her legs to circle my hips. I turned and set her ass on the desk. Her skirt had risen to her hips, revealing a triangle of satin fabric between her legs. She leaned back on the desk, resting on her elbows watching me as I loosened my belt and trousers. The tip of my cock drizzled against the fabric of my shorts as I pulled it free.

My fingers clawed into the fabric of her panties pulling it to the side while my other hand guided my shaft between her swollen, dark pussy lips. She was wet and slippery already. I ached to drive it deep within her but instead ran the tip of my meat over her clit, in slow circles.

“Ahhh…you’ve got me so wet. Please Sir, put it inside. I need it inside.” Her hips rolled upward so that her opening was close to the tip of my cock.

My hand left her panties and slid up her stomach to the voluptuous breast encased in the wool dress. I thrust my hand inside the scooped neck line, past the confining lace bra and pinched her nipple hard.

Her hooded eyes, almost closed in her yearning lust, opened wide at the bolt of pain. Her hips bucked against me trying to capture my cock inside her velvet hole.

“Cerise, you may not come until I allow you. I know you’re almost there. But, I’m going to tease you a little. It’s part of your training. Your body is mine and will do as I command. Do you understand?” 

She wasn’t the only one undergoing sweet torture. My cock was drizzling. If I didn’t keep teasing her to allow myself to cool down a bit I would explode inside her at the first deep thrust.

In answer to my direction, she laid flat on the desk, one arm over her eyes, moaning. She was spread out like a banquet before me. I lifted her ass and slid the panties over her legs and feet. I bunched them up and slid them into the pocket of my coat.

I spread her legs wider and looked at her pussy. The lips were like the petals of a flower, folds of glistening burgundy flesh, parted just enough to reveal the bud of her little clit. I lifted her and pushed her farther up on the desk. Bending, I kissed the spot on her inner thigh where her leg and pussy met. My lips trailed softly over her until my mouth was just above that small firm bud. She arched upward, seeking my kiss on her womanhood. Instead I blew softly on it.

“Please Sir.” Her voice was a whimper.

I lowered my mouth and touched her softly with just the tip of my tongue. Her body jerked at the hot, wet touch and pushed upward, wanting more. Her scent was musk and the perfume of soap combining in a heady mix. I sucked her clit into my lips and licked it with my tongue. Her hips jerked upward, thrusting her cunt onto my face and her hands gripped the back of my head. She was close. 

I pulled away and stepped closer guiding my cock between her wet folds. Slowly I inched into her, savoring the sensation, prolonging my release. Her breathing was faster as she rolled her hips, striving for all of it. Again with deliberate control, I pulled all of the way out of her until just the tip of my meat was in her. When I pushed forward, her muscles locked on my cock forcing me to thrust harder. God, the little vixen was tight.

My finger slid between her slippery lips and rubbed her clit once more. Her writhing and moaning along with the pressure she was applying to my cock was exquisite. Last night had been great, but seeing her like this was too much. My thrusts became hard and fast. She wanted my cock; well I was going to give it to her. Her head rolled from side to side and her tits bounced from the pounding I was giving her. She was so hot. I groaned as my cock drove deep, spilling myself in her. She cried out and her legs gripped me tight, pulling me in a vise as she strained in her orgasm.

My breath was a fast pant, looking down at her.  Even though I had just came, my cock stirred weakly once more. Smiling, I pulled her up into a sitting position. There was business I needed to speak with her about now.

More play time with this kitten would have to wait





Chapter 5: Welcome to Eros Inc.

 

His hands gripped mine and pulled me into a sitting position on his desk. My arms and legs were trembling, weak from the mind blowing orgasm. A lock of damp hair rested on Nick’s forehead as he looked at me with eyes that were half closed, his lips curling up at the corners in a small smile. I lowered my chin, looking up at him, returning his smile. His arms went around me lifting me from the desk and he carried me across the room to a sofa. I was tiny in his embrace, snuggling into his neck once more, inhaling his spicy cologne mixed with his own body chemistry. I could lie in is arms like this for hours.

His fingers pulled my chin up and his lips were on mine kissing me softly while his other hand stroked my hair. He pulled back and his smile was broad. Such perfect white teeth.

“Much as I’d love to stay like this for the rest of the afternoon, I’m afraid we have things to do.” He lifted me higher and set me beside him on the sofa. I tugged at the hem of my dress and looked toward his desk. Where were my panties?

“Looking for these?” His hand held my white satin panties and he smiled mischievously.

“Oh. Thanks.” I reached for them but he raised his arm quickly, holding them high above my reach. 

“No. I like the thought of you being naked under that dress. Besides, I want to keep them as a souvenir.” He held them to his face and inhaled deeply, closing his eyes. His hand bunched them and slipped them into his pocket, before leaning forward to lift the silver tops from the plates.

My stomach clenched into a kot. I was incredibly wet from our episode on the desk and he expected me to be panty-less! “May I use your washroom before we eat?” When I stood up, I felt a soft tickling sensation of our combined pleasure oozing down the inside of my thigh.

“Certainly. He pointed to a closed door next to the entrance to his office.” As I crossed the room I noticed many certificates of accreditation hanging on the walls, and the sun shining through a floor to ceiling window behind his desk. To have an office downtown, with that kind of view and a private washroom—Nick was doing pretty well. It confirmed the Google search results I had found that morning.

My eyes opened wide when I entered the washroom. Instead of a two piece powder room, the room was equipped with a shower as well. I plucked a personal wipe from a box on the marble countertop and cleaned and dried my still swollen pussy. I rinsed my hands under the brushed silver faucet, conscious of the coolness between my legs. A chill ran down my spine and there was a pleasant tingle in my stomach. I had never gone out in public without panties. 

When I returned to his office, I noticed a glass of white wine sitting next to a plate of salad topped with slices of chicken. My stomach growled in response.

“That looks yummy. I’m starving. So far, the fringe benefits of this job exceed anything I could’ve ever imagined. ” I took a seat next to him on the sofa.

“I’m going to bring you with me to the club and show you around--introduce you to the staff working there today. The top floor of the building is a self contained two bedroom apartment where you will live.” He took a bite of his salad.

I could feel my jaw dropping and my eyes widen. Wow. With Maddy leaving to go back home I had planned on finding another place to live. Now, not only a job but an apartment had just landed in my lap. “Where is this club?”

He wiped his mouth with the linen napkin before speaking. “It’s on the outskirts of the city, on an acre of land. The setting is quite lovely. The building is old but Dev and I have modernized the facilities inside while maintaining the historic charm. I’m confident that you’ll like your accommodations.” His blue eyes sparkled in the natural sunlight streaming into the room.  

He looked like a Greek Adonis in that moment. I could hardly stop myself from throwing my arms around him and kissing those sweet lips. He was the answer to not only my prayers, but my secret fantasies.  

“What’s the name of this club? I wonder if I’ve ever heard of it?” I took a bite of chicken. It melted in my mouth, so tender, with just the right amount of Cajun spice.

“I doubt you’ve heard of it. It’s way above most students’ budget. The clientele by and large are people who have made it, with a healthy amount of disposable income. It’s called Eros Inc.”

 

***

 

An hour later we were seated in a black, chauffeur driven limousine speeding along the expressway. Nick’s hand rested casually on my thigh as he stared straight ahead. From the corner of my eye I glanced at his profile, the strong jaw line and full lips that had thrilled me earlier. I couldn’t wait to see my new apartment and this sex club I would be managing. 

How would I oversee a staff and environment where sex parties, swinging and darker BDSM activities took place? This was light years away from anything I had ever experienced before. I had emphasized that fact to Nick, but, if he thought I could learn this and even like it, I’d have to accept his better judgment.  At this point, financially I needed to. And… so far the evening with him and Dev and the episode on his desk earlier had been way beyond fun. Picturing it in my mind, my nipples hardened and the sweet spot between my legs tingled. I shifted in the plush leather seat. My breath hitched hoping that his hand would slide up my thigh under my skirt. Oh God. What was happening to me? That handsome god beside me was turning me into some kind of nymphomaniac. Enough Cerise. Focus on this job opportunity.

The car slowed and turned off the highway, winding its way through tree lined streets. I edged forward in my seat when we turned in a driveway, past wrought iron gates.  The building was large, three stories tall and built of brick. A tower with large glass windows was perched on top of the copper mansard roof. Over each window was a stained glass transom, each one glinting in the afternoon sunshine. Four wide granite stone steps led up to a golden oak door framed by white, sculpted woodwork.

When the car stopped Nick got out and opened the door for me. I could hardly breathe taking in the stately mansion. Oh my God. I would be running this place! Living in this castle? This must be how Cinderella felt when she went to the ball.

We walked up the stairs and Nick rang the bell. Why couldn’t he just walk in? He owned the place.

He must have sensed my curiosity about this because he turned to face me. “The building is kept locked at all times, security is tight. We have client information in what will be your new office. Confidentiality and our clients’ privacy are valued above anything else. A big part of your job will be to ensure that this is strictly enforced with the staff.” He turned and smiled when the door was opened by a pretty Asian woman.

I followed him inside and watched as he scooped her up, hugging her fondly. Her eyes were closed when she planted a lingering kiss on his mouth. My lips were a tight line as I watched the display of affection. Who was this woman and what was she to Nick? Had she been treated to a fuck on his desk as well? My face was warm and a vein pulsed in my temple. I decided that I hated her.

He released her and still with his arm around her narrow shoulders he turned her to face me.

“This is Cerise Morgan. She will be the new manager of Eros Inc. Cerise, this is Lotus who has been the acting manager up until now.”

I watched as the welcoming smile faded from her face. For just a second there was a flash of anger in her dark eyes before she composed herself and stepped forward to shake my hand. I managed a smile, while noticing the short brocade dress, the bare skin above her breasts topped with a fabric collar. Yeah, she had great legs in the stiletto heels but a little flat in the chest. Not nearly as endowed as me, which made me feel a little smug.

“Pleased to meet you, Cerise. But you seem so young to have experience in managing a club like this. You must have an excellent business background and credentials.” Her smile was sweet despite the icy malice of her words.

She was about five years older than me. I could tell she resented the hell out of me coming in, a newbie, no experience and her new boss. “My major wasn’t in business. However I graduated Magna Cum Laude. I’m sure I’ll be able to learn the operations quickly with your help, of course.”

“I am going to leave Cerise’s orientation to you Lotus. I want to show her the apartment. You’ve had housekeeping freshen it up, I presume?” Nick placed his hand on the small of my back and guided me out of the wide marble entranceway, past a set of curved oak stair to the far wall where I noticed the doors of an elevator.

While we waited for it to descend I turned slowly taking in the high ceilings, the sparkling crystal chandelier and gleaming woodwork. This place was a palace.

There was a ding as the elevator arrived and we entered. No sooner were we inside than Nick’s arms were around me pushing me against the mirrored wall. His hand ran up my thigh pushing my dress up, curving in to cup my pussy. He slipped a finger between my cleft. I gasped when it circled my clit and moaned with pleasure when he pushed two fingers deep inside me. I opened my legs and raised my leg pulling him into me. His cock was hard again, rubbing the softness of my inner thigh. His lips were hot on mine, tongue rough thrusting into my mouth.

The elevator door opened and we slowly separated. Did my eyes show the disappointment and lust that his did? We stepped out onto deep burgundy plush carpeting of the hallway. Directly across from us was a dark wooden door. I watched Nick fish in his pocket for something and then slide a key into the lock. He pushed the door open and raised his arm to stop me from entering.

A giggle escaped my mouth when his arms scooped under my thighs and back, lifting me in the air, holding me tight to his body. He walked into the room carrying me and slammed the door shut behind him. I glanced around as he carried me across the room through another doorway. Ahhh…a king sized bed with a rose colored satin spread.

He set my feet down on the floor and his hands grasped the hem of my dress pulling it up and over my head. I shivered standing before him wearing only a bra and stay up stockings. His fingers reached behind me and unhooked the bra. He ripped it from my arms.

“Bend over the bed.” His voice was a growl.

Granite eyes bored through me before I turned and did as he asked. Oh God, that commanding look, and the stern tone of his voice, made my knees turn to jelly. My fingers clutched the cool satin in my fists, elbows resting on the bed, as I wiggled my exposed and naked ass, waiting for him. I longed for that beautiful cock inside me. Hurry I pleaded in my head. 

There was a whisking sound like a leather belt being drawn from the loops holding it at the waist. A snick of a zipper being lowered and the swish of cloth.

“When we are in this apartment together you are mine. Do you understand Cerise?” His voice was soft like smooth chocolate melting in your mouth.

“Yes.” I whispered.

“Oow!” I jumped at the bee sting that had landed on my bare ass. Again on the other cheek. Oh my God, that hurt. I started to turn my head to look at him.

“Yes, what?” I could feel his fingers digging hard into the flesh of my ass.

“Yes Sir.” Yes. We were doing that whole ‘Sir’ thing again. A jolt of pleasure tingled in my pussy and I arched my ass higher, longing for more. Why did his dominant behavior make me so hot? I didn’t know or care. I just wanted more.

I gasped at the pain deep inside when he thrust his cock into me. He was so long, pressing the barrier of my depth. It was so good--the combination of pain and pleasure. Slowly, ever so slowly his cock withdrew, leaving me empty and craving more. He slammed it hard, in to the hilt once more and my eyes widened. Oh God, I had never felt so helpless before. This handsome god was using me, punishing me with his big cock and I loved it. His thrusts became faster and his finger drifted to my sweetly aching, clit, stroking over the surface faster and faster.

“Oh  Sir…Sir…please fuck me hard. I love your big cock in my cunt.” My muscles squeezed him. There was only his huge cock pumping into me, filling me, using me. My body jerked upward as the first orgasm hit me. He pumped fast and furious into me and my clit hurt a little—sensitive now to his touch. My hand moved to take his away from the spot.

“No. You’re going to come for me again. Relax and ride it out.” His voice was a breathless hiss.

He was exerting total control over my body, continuing to tease my clit as his lusty rod filled me. I slumped into the bed, helpless to his power. I breathed harder as my muscles once more spasmed, contracting on him, feeling the pressure of his orgasm spurting into me.

My heart pounded in my chest when he slumped over on top of me. His hand slid up, and he held my breast. We stayed like that for a few minutes. Even though it was hard to breath, the feel of his body on mine was nice.  I raised my arm and angled it back to run my fingers through his hair. It was like silk gliding through my fingers. I felt him stir and my body became light as he rose to his feet.

I rolled over and looked up, watching him do his zipper and pants up. His belt was next to me and I handed it to him. 

“Sir, when you said I was yours when we’re inside this apartment… I’m not sure what you meant. And the fact that Dev was with us last night? Does he have the same rights over me as you do?” Much as Dev was attractive and funny, I wouldn’t mind being exclusive with Nick. Was I starting to fall for him?

For a fleeting second, there was a look of pain in his eyes before he took a deep breath and smiled. “I am the senior partner both at the firm and here at the club. If I want you on a particular evening, you will drop everything else and serve my pleasure. But on other evenings, Dev and any other man is free to visit you. There may be times when I ask you to offer yourself to another man or woman for that matter.”

My mouth dropped open in shock and he eased onto the bed beside me. His fingers stroked my cheek and his gaze was soft, wandering over my lips and to my eyes. “Don’t worry, my pet. When I ask that of you, you’ll want it, to please me. There is plenty of training that will need to be done before then. I’ve asked Ginger to guide you. You’ll meet her later when Lotus gives you the tour. For now, make yourself at home, have a shower and get ready for Fetnight. You’ll find the closet and armoire are full of clothes in your size.” He rose to his feet and straightened his tie.

“What? I mean, I don’t understand Sir. How did you know my size? Who bought clothes for me? What about the clothes and personal stuff in my apartment?” I sat up and stared at him. Who was this man?

“Details you don’t need to know about. Tomorrow morning you may ask the driver to take you to your old apartment to pick up any items of sentimentality and visit your room mate.  Oh…I will need a blank check so we can start depositing your pay into your account. I will ensure that you are given a healthy advance.” He leaned over and kissed my cheek and strode from the room.

I flopped back on the bed and stared at the ceiling, a wide grin on my face. This was all too good to be true!

 

The End of Book 1





Training: Book 2
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Chapter 1  - Spicy Ginger

 

When I heard the door shut, I rose from the bed. My legs were still a little wobbly from the pleasure Sir had given me. He was gone now, probably going back to his office tower. I opened the top drawer of the armoire. My eyes lit up as my fingers danced through dozens of pairs of silky panties and lacy bras in various colors--all matching! The second drawer revealed dozens of pairs of stay-up stocking and garter belts. The third drawer contained sheer nightgowns, while the fourth was just socks.

I flew to open a walk-in closet. Clothes hung on each side with a floor length mirror.  There was an assortment of casual dresses, evening gowns, pants, suits and… What the hell? There were black leather corsets, red lacy ones, white, even leopard skinned. Next to them were sheer body suits lacking crotches.  On the floor beside every color of stiletto shoe were leather boots, some to the knee, some very long. On a shelf above the dresses I noticed exotic masks with glitter and feathers. Well, these weren’t your everyday going grocery shopping outfits. I couldn’t wait to try the outfits on! I spotted a white terrycloth robe and slipped it over my shoulders.

I had barely got a glimpse of the room that Sir had carried me across. Oh, that was becoming natural. “Sir.” I whispered. I opened the bedroom door and hurried to the living room. Oh my God, the view of the property was amazing. A large overstuffed leather sofa sat against one wall, close to a matching chair. A glass coffee table was set within easy distance from the sofa with glass topped end tables at each side. I squatted down to feel the area rug under the furniture. It WAS a real sheepskin area rug. 

I got up and noticed an odd looking lounge chair in the corner, next to the fireplace. It had smooth curved lines rising high in the back, scooped in the middle with a raised foot area.  Considering it was in the apartment of the manager of a sex club, there was no way it was for lounging in, while watching a movie and eating popcorn. 

I walked past a glass topped dining room table with seating for six people, and then on into the kitchen. The appliances were all stainless. I ran my fingers along the smooth dark granite counter to the deep sink, also granite. I lifted the lever to turn on the water and let it run for a few minutes. There had to be glasses and everything else I needed somewhere in these cupboards. I found a set of crystal glasses in the cupboard next to the sink and poured some water into it. As I drank I looked around. This kitchen had everything and then some. Many items, I’m sure I would never need.

I walked past the bedroom door along the hallway and opened a closed door. The guest bedroom was decorated in deep burgundy, also with a king sized bed and armoire. I walked into it and noticed the mirror on the ceiling as well as every other wall except the window wall. I peeked out at the view of the driveway and front of the property. 

When I turned I noticed another closed door. I opened it, my hand fumbling on the wall to find the light switch. When the light came on I could see a bath, toilet and sink, again with the granite counter top. I couldn’t help giggling in the headiness of this opulence. Of course, doesn’t everyone have granite counter tops?

At the end of the hall was another door, this one slightly ajar. I opened it and flicked the light switch. My hands flew to my face covering my mouth as I stared wide-eyed. The room was HUGE. There was a sunken Jacuzzi tub that glowed golden from the lighting inside it. My God, it wasn’t a tub; it was a small swimming pool! Next to the tub was a shower stall unlike anything I had ever seen before. It was wide, tiled from floor to ceiling with two showerheads.  A rack stood next to it with plush cotton towels. Of course, there was a toilet, but next to it was a bidet. A bidet for God’s sake! I wandered past the sink to the other door in the room. What other treasure I would find? But it was the almost familiar master bedroom where I’d already been.

There was a small tap at the door. Oh my, I’d been so busy exploring that I was probably late for the tour with Lotus. How to deal with that haughty bitch…Hmmm. I walked down the hall and opened the door. A gorgeous, young, red haired woman stood before me. Her skin was fair, with dark blue, almost violet eyes and lips that were full and red.

“Miss Morgan? Hi, I’m Ginger. Lotus sent me to fetch you for the tour of the facilities.” Her voice lilted with a faint accent. English? Australian?

“Please call me Cerise. Come in. Sir…  I mean Nick told me I would be meeting you during the tour. I guess you’re going to give me lessons?” I stepped back and watched her enter the apartment. She wore a blue silk dress that clung to her narrow waist and round bottom. And yes, she was my equal in bra size. 

“Yes, I’m to teach you the etiquette of a submissive around her Master. I’ll also help you become oriented to the equipment used in BDSM.  Don’t worry; I won’t hurt you too badly.” She grinned at me and her eyes glinted playfully.

“Good, I think. Help me pick out something to wear will you? And why did Lotus send you to fetch me? Why didn’t she come herself? Was she too busy?” I walked into the bedroom and heard her following me.

“Well… She was working in the office on something. You know she’s been running things around here for the past couple of months, since Janice left.” She stepped into the closet and began rifling through the dresses hanging there.

“Yes, she told me that when I met her. I got the impression she wasn’t too happy to see a new Manager show up.” I looked at the dress she had selected. It was a red knit dress with a scooped neckline.

“This is a good dress for you to wear for your tour with Lotus. Red is a power color.” Her eyebrows rose up and her grin was mischievous. I liked her immediately.

“Can you give me a few minutes to take a shower before I dress? There should be wine or something to drink in the cupboard. God knows there’s every other thing here.” I smiled and turned to go back into my bathroom.

“Okay boss.” Her voice trailed over her shoulder already on her way to the kitchen. 

I hung the robe on a hook and slipped what little clothing I was wearing, off. The water pressure was great as I rinsed myself. I applied soap between my legs and my thoughts were on Sir. I felt a stirring once more picturing the head of that magnificent cock. Stop. You have a job to do.

I dried myself and draped the towel over my body. In just a few minutes, I was dressed and slipping on red matching high heels. I touched up my makeup, and tried a new scent. Ginger was sitting on the sofa sipping a glass of white wine when I walked into the room.

“Well, what do you think?” I struck a pose; hand on hip, arched back.

“Fabulous.  A great first impression for the staff.” She rose to her feet and walked to the kitchen to place the wine glass in the dishwasher.

On my way down the hallway, I noticed an envelope with my name handwritten on it, laid on the small table set there. There was something heavy inside and my fingers felt a small metal object. I tore it open and read the note.

Cerise,

Enjoy your tour and first day on the job. This is a master key to the whole building, including your apartment. Dev, you and I are the only ones with a master, so take care of it. See you at the party later.

Sir

I grinned and slipped the key inside the cup of my bra. Ginger was looking at me with a lopsided grin, curiosity in her eyes.

“Okay. Let’s go.” I followed her out the door and turned to lock it.

 





Chapter 2: The Tour

 

Lotus continued typing for a few minutes while I stood before the desk in what was now, my office. I took a deep breath and forced a smile on my face. Patience Cerise. Learn the ropes and then establish the pecking order. Be nice. For now. 

I walked around the spacious office taking in the details. There was a large window overlooking some sort of courtyard, surrounded by well manicured lawns. The walls were painted a ghastly shade of pink with a flowered paper border near the ceiling. Well, that would have to go. A small table with two upholstered chairs matched the paint color. Color that gone, as well. The desk was L shaped and golden oak. I could live with it.  

I stood in front of the desk and cleared my throat. “I’m ready for the tour of the building.”  I glanced at my watch with an exaggerated movement.

“Yes. Of course. But before we go there are a couple of documents which I will need you to sign.” She glanced at me with that ‘butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth’ smile, and opened one of the desk drawers.

She plucked out two documents and slid them across the table. “The first is a Confidentiality Agreement to protect the clients we serve. The second outlines the Terms of your Employment with Eros Inc, salary, the probationary period of six months, signing authority limits, etc. take a few minutes and read through them.” She turned back to her computer and resumed typing.

I shook my head and exhaled through my clenched teeth. Could she not have given me these when I first entered the office? The documents were straightforward and I scratched my signature at the bottom, sliding them back at her.

She rose to her feet. “I hope you don’t mind, if I continue using your office for another week. There are some loose ends I’d like to tie up.” She led the way through the doorway and turned to lock the door before continuing down the hall.

“Certainly. As long as you don’t mind working around the painters.” I returned the sweet smile.

She turned and looked at me dropping her head to the side, eyebrows furrowed.

“It’s a horrible color. Oops, I hope you didn’t pick it. That will have to be changed. What are these rooms we’re passing?” There were four wooden doors all closed.

“These are the guest rooms for private bookings.” She stopped and opened one. 

I stepped into an opulent bedroom. There was a heavy four poster bed with a scarlet satin coverlet accentuated by many throw pillows in complimentary colors. A fireplace with an ornately carved wooden mantle surrounded it. A wing back chair and one of those odd curving chairs were placed nearby. I opened a door inside the room and saw an oversized bathtub and shower, along with toilet, bidet and sink. My eyebrows were high as my eyes widened looking around.

“Yes, it’s quite lovely isn’t it? All of the rooms are similarly furnished. The cost for a guest to book a room for the evening is seven hundred dollars. For non-members it’s one thousand.”

She continued along the hallway and started down the stairs.  My hand glided along the polished wooden handrail as I once again admired the décor of the entranceway. At the bottom of the stairs she turned left and led me to a huge room with a bar that ran the entire length.

“This is the Great Room where our guests can enjoy a variety of play. It’s a fully equipped dungeon with a St. Andrew’s Cross, suspension bars, a medical table, a couple of spanking benches, a simian machine and of course a couple of swings.” She wandered around the room slowly gesturing to the various items that she had rhymed off like a grocery list.

My eyes felt like they might be riding on my cheekbones now, they were so huge. I followed her to the bar where two young men were working. Wow. Was it a hiring requirement that everyone who worked here had to be gorgeous or a total hunk?

“Eric, this is Cerise Morgan, the new manager. Cerise, Eric the head bartender and manager of the kitchen.” She stopped and smiled (genuinely this time) at Eric. 

He reached his dark hand across the bar to shake mine. “Pleased to meet you Miss Morgan. Welcome aboard.”

I grasped his warm hand in both of mine and held it, looking him straight in the eye. “First of all, please call me Cerise. And thank you Eric. I look forward to getting to know you better.” I continued looking into his dark eyes, catching the broad shoulders in my peripheral vision. He continued smiling and then glanced at our hands.

Oops. It was hard to let go, mesmerized as I was by that smile and laughing crinkled eyes. Lotus gave me a dark look and led me farther down the bar to the other man.

“Cerise, this is Mason. He’s only been with us a few months and is working out well.” Lotus cleared her throat and Mason looked up from the rack of glasses he was setting out.

“Pleased to meet you, Ma’am.” His shirt sleeves were rolled up above his elbows and I couldn’t help but notice all the decorative tattoos on his forearm. His eyes were blue, set in a gaunt face. He pulled his lips back in a quick smile while his eyes roamed slowly over my face and chest. 

It was my turn for my hand to be held a few moments more than necessary. I tugged gently and he winked at me. My eyes opened wide while Lotus touched my elbow guiding me away for the next part of the tour. That was one bad boy I’d keep an eye on.

“I would take you to the kitchen but I’m afraid they’re all too busy right now preparing tonight’s dinner. We’ll do introductions later. Right now I’m going to bring you to our uni-sex dressing room where our cast of characters are preparing for the evening. Ginger oversees this part of the operation.” She opened a door and we walked a couple of steps into a large dressing room. There was a counter running the length of the far wall, with chairs set out before it. Mirrors ran the length of it. A few women and two men were sitting in the chairs preparing their faces with make-up.  Standing in front of lockers were women and men in various stages of undress. A couple of women must have arrived early because they were fully dressed in leather corsets that barely covered half of their ass. Their breasts, constrained in the tight fabric spilled over the cups at the top. 

“You said cast of characters… Are they actors and actresses?” I looked from Lotus’s haughty face to the people preparing for the evening.

“Yes, there’s a dinner theatre and some of them will perform. But they will also circulate when the party begins, making themselves available to any client who wishes to engage their services.” Again that sickening smile.

“They’re prostitutes?” My voice was barely audible. I was one to cast judgment wasn’t I, after last night.

“No, of course not. They’re on salary here. And they’re not forced to be with anyone they don’t wish to be with. But, I think you’ll find when our clientele start arriving, that they’re very attractive and charming. I can only think of a couple of instances in the three years I’ve been here, that a staff member turned a client down. And that actually was because the client had too much to drink. In this kind of play there’s an element of danger. You need a clear head.”

“Hi again.” I felt a warm hand on my shoulder before I saw Ginger’s face.

“Hi.  So, you run this part of it?” I couldn’t help almost laughing out loud it was so good to see a friendly face after spending time with Lotus.

“Actually it kind of runs itself. Wait now. I shouldn’t have said that to the new boss. I might want a raise at some point.” She raised her finger and bit down playfully on it.

“Ginger, you should take Cerise upstairs and help her into her outfit for the evening. I would suggest the black one.” She turned and left the room.

“Well, I bet that was fun.” Ginger’s eyebrows were high, a broad grin on her face.

“Yeah, just like swimming with an eel would be fun. C’mon. I can’t wait to see my outfit for tonight”

She held up a finger and turned to face the men and women in the room. “Hey! Listen up Unicorns. This is the new manager, Cerise Morgan.” She turned and her arm drew me forward to face the crowd who became silent.

Ooo, I wasn’t prepared for all of the eyes watching me. My face was warm and I gulped raising a hand that had suddenly gone sweaty. I smiled in what I hoped was an endearing one and fluttered my fingers.

“Don’t worry, she’s cool.” Ginger bent her arm, pulling me close to her.

Some of the men and women said hi and all were smiling at me. It was obvious that they liked and trusted Ginger. If I was okay in her view, then they were fine with that. Whatever tension and office politics Nick and Dev had hinted were going on at Eros Inc., Ginger and her staff, weren’t part of it.

We left the room and crossed the foyer to wait for the elevator. I looked at her as she pushed the button summoning the lift. “Thanks Ginger for the warm welcome with your staff and the vote of confidence.”

She tucked a stray fiery lock of hair behind her ear and turned her head to look at me. “I meant it. I’m a pretty good judge of character. You may be young and inexperienced in running a club like this, but you’ll learn fast. I trust Nick and Dev’s judgment. You’re a breath of fresh air. Just what this club needs.”    

The elevator arrived and we stepped inside. “Thanks. With your help, I think I’ll get up to speed. You called your staff ‘Unicorns’. Is that their acting name?”

“Yes and no. It refers more to their role once the party gets underway—joining anyone who would like another partner. We fulfill fantasies here, both at the parties and in private bookings. You and I will be working closely to organize the private play.” She stood still waiting for me to leave first when we arrived at the floor.

“That sounds like fun, setting up fantasies and such.” I slipped my finger into my bra and removed the key tucked there, to unlock the door to my apartment. “I’m a little nervous about tonight. I’ve read about BDSM of course, but I’ve never experienced it.” I stepped into the apartment and went into the kitchen. This was going to take some liquid courage.





Chapter 3: Lesson Two –Womanly Charms 

 

I opened the fridge and just as I’d hoped, there was a bottle of white wine tucked in among an abundance of food. Did they think they were feeding a lumberjack? “Would you like a glass?” I opened the cupboard and got two glasses down.

“Just half for me thanks. I’m working and I’ll be the one escorting you tonight.”

I stopped, and lifted the bottle top high, before the second glass was full. I thought that Nick would be escorting me. He said he’d see me tonight. I turned and handed Ginger the glass, forcing a smile to hide my disappointment. I must not have done a very good job.

“Hey, I’m a great date you know. Very sexy and attentive. And I won’t get fresh unless you want me to.” Her fingers brushed along the top of my hand as she took the glass from me.

My eyes darted to hers. Was she coming on to me? Her gaze dropped to my lips and back to my eyes as her lips parted slightly. I stopped breathing as a bolt of excitement shot straight from my stomach to my clit.    

“I’ve never been with a woman. I’m not gay.” I looked into her eyes wondering what it would be like. I liked her and she was really pretty.

“I’m not gay either. Being with a woman is totally different.” Her hand rose and she ran the back of her fingers down the side of my cheek, continuing down my throat to the edge of my dress.

My eyes were wide as she leaned forward and kissed me. Her mouth was soft, the kiss like the touch of a butterfly on a flower. Her tiny tongue teased the inside of my parted lips. I was conscious of other lips in my body, wondering what that mouth would feel like there.

I gasped as her hand slid inside my dress, past my bra and rubbed my nipple. Her thumbnail scratched lightly across the surface, teasing. I moaned as a thrill of pleasure tingled in my pussy.  Her head drew back a little leaving me breathless, wanting more of her.

“Come. You may be my boss, but right now, I’m your teacher. You’re ready to lose your girl cherry.” She held my hand and led me to the bedroom. 

Her hand was soft like my own. I had always wondered what it would be like making love to a woman. Eros Inc. was a whole new world to me. A world, where my most forbidden fantasies were coming to life.

 I stood beside the bed facing her, wondering what she would do next, my heart beating hard in my chest. Her hands laced through my hair and cupped my head. I closed my eyes when her lips once more met mine. This time her kiss was more urgent, her tongue tempting and teasing mine. With a shudder, any reticence I had felt, melted. My hands brushed against the fabric of her dress reaching for her breasts.  They were soft, yet the nipples were hard nuggets in my palm. Her breath hitched and she broke the kiss.

Her hands were on the hem of my dress lifting it up past my stomach and then over my head. I stood before her my chest heaving in the lacy demi bra, panties and stockings. Her fingers reached around and unhooked the bra as her mouth trailed soft kisses along my neck, pausing to tongue the curve of my neck and shoulder. My head fell back allowing her mouth access to the spot that drove me wild. Oh God, her mouth was hot…so soft.

Her fingers rubbed and toyed with my nipples. New threads of pleasure raced through me, as her fingernails scrapped the tips. The sensation was indescribable, making me so wet and longing for more. 

Yes.  Her hands slid my panties past my hips and over my thighs. I arched when her fingers touched my clit, slipping teasingly soft, over the hood. I pressed into her, urged her for more. She smiled and her breath was filled with lust as her fingers slid up to my chest, and pressed me down onto the bed. I stepped out of my panties and laid down on the cool, satin surface, watching her.

She lifted her dress over her head and tossed it with mine. What a body-- incredibly smooth flat stomach, slender hips and long shapely legs. When she unhooked her bra and tossed it aside, my eyes were riveted to her breasts. They were high and large, topped with dark, button nipples. What would it be like to take those nipples in my mouth and suck them? I couldn’t wait. 

Her hand lowered the lacy thong she was wearing and she shimmied out of it, again making those amazing breasts jiggle and tempt me. She slipped her heels off and placed her knee on the bed beside me opening her legs wide for a second. Her pussy was shaven clean with a ring in one of her labia lips. 

She lay beside me and kissed me long and deep, her fingers running from my throat to my nipple. She pinched it hard and I moaned, opening my legs wider. Her fingers slowly traced the line between my ribs, across my stomach and lower until she touched my clit. She rolled the ball of her finger over it for a few seconds.

“Oh God, that’s nice…” I sighed into her ear. My hips rocked up, tilting and opening myself for more of her touch. She was driving me wild.

I slipped my hand under her arm, reaching for her breasts, filling my hand with her soft flesh and kneading it. My hand slid down her side and waist and in between her slightly parted legs. This was the first time I had ever touched a woman’s body. Her skin was like velvet. My fingers were now on her pussy, seeking to part her lips and explore. Her clit was hard, protruding above the silky, wet skin. I drew my finger slowly up stimulating the soft underside to the tiny top, and heard her sigh of pleasure.

“That’s right. Soft and slow for now.” She whispered in my ear.

We touched each other’s clits, teasing softly. I arched up eager for more. Her fingers slid into me, pumping softly, cupping forward. It was a sensation I’d never felt before. She must be touching my G spot. And I had thought that was a myth invented by men. My body writhed under her expert touch.

She sat up and shifted on the bed moving lower, kissing my thighs. I bent my knees spreading myself open to her.  It was torture when she kissed the inside of my thighs making her way to the spot where I wanted her to feel her mouth.

“Ahhh….”  I arched up as her hot mouth kissed and licked my clit. Her fingers once more entered me, touching my G spot while she licked my clit. I cried out, pressing her head to me harder. I fisted her hair, pumping upward for more of her fingers to enter me, crushing my clit against her tongue. Oh God! The orgasm went on and on, spreading through my whole body.

I gasped and flopped back onto the bed, releasing her head. My God. She had taken everything out of me. If that was what it was like having a woman pleasure me, I’ve been missing half the fun! Bring it on.

She rose and kissed me softly. My juices were on her tongue and lips. I tasted and smelled myself on her and met her tongue eagerly. She leaned back on the bed, waiting. Her eyes were half closed and she slowly spread her legs, watching me. Would I be able to give her an orgasm even half as good as she had given me?

I rose and took one of her breasts in my hand, pulling it upward, kneading, teasing the nipple with my fingernail. Leaning over, I ran my tongue over the hard surface, playing with her breasts for a few minutes not only enjoying the feel, the taste and the spicy scent of her skin but also to tease her a bit—make her want it more.

I ran my tongue down her stomach ending at her mound before moving my body to kneel between her legs. With the tip of my tongue, I touched her firm bud of pleasure and heard her gasp. Her smell was musky, while her taste was sweet. I wanted more. I circled her clit softly with my tongue, then licked it lovingly. My fingers slid in her wetness to her opening. I eased all of my fingers in, cupping upward as she had done to me. 

Her hips rolled as I finger fucked her, sucking her nub. I could hear her breathing quicken even as her hips rolled faster. My head moved with her, sucking and licking. My fingers strained upward, I slipped my thumb in as well. Her muscles contracted on my hand and her wet juice flowed.

Her body bucked and her legs cupped my back. Her head rolled from side to side moaning softly.

Her torso strained up off the bed and she placed her hands on both sides of my face. “Stop. No more. You made me come.  I’m too sensitive now.”

I smiled and rose to lie beside her. Her arm went around me and she pulled me close. “I’m going to enjoy teaching you. For a first time being with a woman, I’d give you an A plus.” She kissed my lips and then drew my bottom lip in between her teeth biting it softly.

We both startled at the knock on the apartment door.

“You stay here. I know what this is. Be right back.” She kissed my forehead and climbed past me to the floor.

When she turned, I watched her ass as she walked from the room. It was the first time I had actually seen it despite being so close. Her cheeks were perfect orbs, pert, with just a quiver in her flesh as she walked.

Now what or who could that be? Nick? Maybe Dev. I hadn’t seen him since last night.

Ginger appeared carrying two large boxes. She set them on the bed and handed me an envelope with my name handwritten on it. I looked at her and shrugged my shoulders as she sat on the end of the bed. 

My fingers tore the envelope open and I held the note.

Cerise,

I would like you to wear this outfit tonight. I’ve also sent one to Ginger which compliments yours, as she will be your Escort/teacher tonight. 

I hope you enjoyed your first lesson with her.

Sir

My eyes rose quickly to look at her. “You two had this planned?”

“Of course. Welcome to Eros Inc. C’mon. Time to get ready.” She grinned and grabbed my hand, pulling me to my feet.

I opened the box and my heart floated upward. There on the top of the tissue wrapped outfit was a single red rose.

“Be right back.” I raced to the kitchen, holding the rose to my nose, inhaling the sweet scent. I rummaged through the cupboards and found a slender, high vase.  The rose would look just right on the dining room table. If Nick visited later, he would see it right away.

 





Chapter 4: Fet Night

 

The Great Room was filled with people laughing and enjoying cocktails when Ginger and I appeared in the doorway. The room seemed to sparkle from the crystal chandeliers, to the jewelry and silver studded outfits that clients, both men and women wore. 

Waiters in bow ties, bare muscled chests above black tight leather pants circulated carrying trays of drinks. Many of the clients were in black fetwear. Corsets barely covered breasts and asses while men for the most part wore tight leather pants, with or without any sort of top, although leather bands crisscrossing their chests seemed pretty popular. There were women in long elegant evening gowns, short, dark cocktail dresses, men in tuxedos. Anything seemed to go.

I wondered about my own outfit. I had never been in a corset, let alone a red one, laced up the front and back, barely covering my breasts that threatened to spill over the top. Even the back of it, left little to the imagination. The bottom edge of the corset stopped at the half-way mark of my ass cheeks, and only a strip of thong hinted at covering the rest . I resisted the urge to check if the back garter on my left leg was still fastened. It had been tricky even for Ginger’s experienced hands.

Glancing sideways at Ginger, I noticed her warm smile. The outfit she wore was an exact replica of mine only in green, which complimented her long red hair. If I looked as hot as she did, heads would turn when we entered the room. I felt her hand slide around mine.

“Look, there’s Nick.” She pulled me along after her, darting through the crowd, smiling and saying hello as she weaved her way.

I strained to see where she was heading, noticing the men and women eyeing me with curiosity and yes… I knew that look. Lust.

We came to a stop and my breath hitched in my throat. Nick had transformed into something dark and dangerous. The muscles on his arms and chest seemed to bulge in the low lighting. The leather vest he wore was open at the front revealing six pack abs, above tight pants, especially at the crotch. Oh my…he looked like he was semi erect filling it out quite nicely. 

Thick studded bands of leather covered his wrists. His eyes seemed to smolder as they bore into me, and there was a small smirk on his lips. I lowered my face as I had been instructed, hiding the flush of heat that flared in my cheeks. Desire for him once more infused my body.

“Hello Cerise. Ginger. You both look ravishing.” His voice was balm to my racing heart.

“Actually, I think they give the room kind of a Christmas touch—the red and green. I thought I told you to select the black outfit, Ginger.” Lotus’s voice was harsh when she joined us.

My eyes flitted to where she stood, her hand touching Nick’s arm, her mouth and eyes casually cruel, glancing at Ginger. She wore a corset, yet even the best the engineering and design of the push up bra and bone, wasn’t helping. She barely filled the cup of the bra and when she turned, her ass was a little on the flat side.

“I picked the outfits, Lotus. If you think it’s too much like Christmas, you’re the only one who does, judging by the looks Cerise and Ginger were getting walking over here. You will scene with me tonight, Lotus.” Nick smiled down at her and removed her hand from his arm.

Her eyes glinted at me and a narrow smile crossed her lips before dropping her look to the floor next to his feet.

That bitch. She’d manipulated this meeting so she could be with Nick tonight. Couldn’t he see that?  True, I was here as an observer, Ginger’s student, but the thought of Nick with Lotus made my stomach fall. Damn.

A bell rang and people began moving out of the room.

“It’s time for the dinner theatre. You’ll love this.” Ginger again tugged at my hand, moving with the crowd. I risked a look at Nick before I followed her. His face had softened. Was he regretting choosing Lotus? I hoped so.

We filed into a large dinner theatre, lit with recessed wall sconces. There were platforms of dining areas, white linen clad tables, fresh flowers and candles.  Ginger and I took a seat at a table off to the side.

 A bright spotlight appeared on the stage, centered on a man wearing a black tuxedo.

“Ladies and Gentlemen – Doms and Subs – I welcome you to Eros Inc. In case you don’t know me, I am Dev, one of the owners of the club.”

My eyes were wide and I risked a glance at Ginger before turning back to the stage. Dev looked very sophisticated and handsome in the dark tuxedo.    

“Our entertainment is in three acts, the first two for your enjoyment as you dine, and the last for your pleasure. If a player calls for volunteers, you may participate in the scene. The performers you see here on the stage will be available after the show to continue the scene or any sort of play you may wish. Other members of our Staff will also be available. And now, let us dine!”

“Attendants!” He called. 

A line of women and men entered from a side door of the stage. They wore short, white togas, one shoulder bare and flat sandals. Their faces were partially concealed by simple white masks just covering their eyes. 

When was the last time I had eaten? I was suddenly ravenous smelling the delicious aromas. A waiter approached and placed two dishes before us. One held a selection of escargot, shrimp, scallops and slivers of crusty bread with butter, garlic and cheese. The second dish held a small green salad with a ginger and sesame vinaigrette. A second server appeared carrying a bottle of red and white wine.

“White,nplease.” Ginger smiled at her and nudged me once more to watch the stage.

A harem dancer in a gauzy skirt, bra and scarf began to dance. Her sequins flashed and bangles clanged to a sultry, mid eastern melody as she moved in a sensuous, suggestive manner.

 “That’s Jody. Not that you’ll remember. She sometimes opens the performance.” Ginger took a sip of her wine. “We try to mix it up so the clients don’t get bored.”

I turned from the scene on stage to eat my salad, which was a good thing. The act was barely over before the waiter again appeared, carrying our main course. The food was delicious. I would have to compliment the manager of food and beverages, later.

Deep musical notes pulsed throughout the room. I looked around at the other people eating and chatting. This was odd dinner music. Oh. Nick and Lotus were sitting at the table on the platform higher and just behind us. Despite whatever Lotus was saying to him, his attention was on me, his eyes dark. I turned quickly, looking at my plate once more. 

Ginger took a break from her meal. “The music is a prelude to the next act, where the show takes a turn more in line with BDSM.”

I felt her hand caress my thigh softly, edging upward. “Ask me about anything that you don’t understand. If I don’t explain it very well, then I guess I’ll just have to give you a demonstration.”

I sucked in air as her fingers trailed along the satin of the thong panties. Her eyes were sparkling at me, teasing. I leaned closer to her and kissed her softly on the lips, tasting the sweetness of the wine. It was a kiss as much for my benefit as for Nick’s eyes, which I could feel on my skin. 

On stage, the curtain rose once more revealing a red illuminated silk screen. The silhouetted forms of two men and women appeared behind it. This was definitely more BDSM. One of the men grasped the wrists of one woman, lifting her arms, fastening her hands to a suspended hook. He began lashing her with a short whip. 

It was the other man’s turn. He placed the other woman on a bench that could have been a pommel horse. When she was straddled over its surface he used a longer whip, cracking it across her back.

My body was still as I watched, transfixed by the performance before me. What would that be like to lay exposed, being beaten like that?  I tried to picture Nick doing that to me and felt my blood rush, pounding in my ears—much like the pulsing beat.  The performance on stage was a dance of sorts--the theatre, filled with the sound of throbbing music, counterpointed by the low cries of the bound and beaten women.  The strokes of the lashes, the writhing of the willing victims, were done in rhythm to the musical piece playing. And it was real. There was a loud crack every time leather snapped against flesh. The controlled violence and sensual music filled my senses, making me squirm in my seat. 

Ginger leaned close and whispered. “How do you like the show?”

“It’s incredible! You coordinated all of this? I’m impressed.” I squeezed her hand. The dining and theatre was beyond anything I could have imagined. Eros Inc. was full of surprises. 

 “You haven’t seen anything yet. Wait ‘till you see the main act.” She grinned at me.

“There’s more? And it’s even better? I have to look at your salary, make sure you don’t get swooped away by another club or theatre group.” She was a woman of many talents. I could see that she would become invaluable to me in running this place.

“No worries. I’m paid very well. And considering all of the perks working here, I never want to leave. Well maybe not for a few years anyway. At some point I plan on going back to New Zealand, open my own business.” She continued eating her meal; her eyes had a faraway look.

“I wondered about your accent. As long as you don’t leave before I’ve got this all figured out. I gather that Lotus looks after the financial end of things here. Some sort of comptroller?” 

I held up my hand declining, when the waiter appeared about to set a plate of sinful chocolate dessert before me. If I kept eating like this, my corset would pop.

“Yeah. To be truthful, after Janice left everyone thought she’d step in to be the GM. God knows, she sidles up to Nick and Dev enough. And then there was Eric vying for the job as well. He’s  capable enough. Janice kept a tight rein on those two. She and Nick were an item for many years.” She took a sip of wine and reached forward to pat my back as I choked and coughed.

Finally with eyes watering, I managed to speak. “What? They told me she left to get married. Kind of left them high and dry. Nick never said anything about her being his girlfriend.” 

“She and I were friends. She told me that she had given Nick kind of an ultimatum. I guess he didn’t really love her, so she left. That part about her leaving to get married… I’m not sure about that. She never mentioned anyone to me. Shh. The next act is starting.”

I turned to see the curtain rise revealing a dark dungeon setting, replete with manacles hanging on the walls. The focal point, in the centre of the stage, was a St. Andrews cross, but there was also a table that kind of looked like the one in my gynecologist’s office. It even had stirrups. 

My eyes were caught by the movement of a muscular, black man wearing leather chaps and a vest striding onto the stage. Holding a chain attached to the collar of a shorter, blond man, the black man directed him to the manacles. He raised the smaller man’s arms and attached him, so that he faced the wall. Gently, he kicked the man’s inner calf indicating he wanted his legs spread. The black man then started hitting him repeatedly with a bamboo cane.

My eyes opened even wider as a swarthy man wearing the hood of an Executioner entered. He was naked except for the hood and laced knee high sandals. Walking to the medical table, he gave a short whistle. A young nude woman, with long, dark hair appeared. With eyes cast downward, hands clasped together in front of her, she approached. The Executioner grabbed her by the hair thrusting her on the table. He strapped her hands to restraints on each side and placed thick leather straps over each ankle. He began to gently whip her with a leather flogger, striking her stomach and breasts, trailing the ends across her flesh after each stroke. She writhed in pain but her hips were gyrating as well. Yeah, I got that, as I squirmed in my seat. 

A tall, dark haired, woman wearing a birdlike mask and feathered headpiece stepped on to the stage. There was a cape fastened to her shoulders which draped over her back to the floor. Her breasts were naked above a leather midriff corset, a garter belt and black stockings. The heels on her boots had to be six inches high. How could she even walk?

The tall woman tugged on the chain which she held in her hand. Emerging from the side curtain was a delicately pretty, blond haired woman, also topless. She wore a studded collar, short leather skirt and thigh high, black leather boots. The tall woman pulled the blond girl to her, ordering her down to her knees and elbows. She raised her right spiked heel and placed it on the prostrated girl’s back while flicking a whip with metal tipped ends across the girl’s ass. Red angry welts started to appear on the young woman’s ass. 

The Executioner and the black man joined the tall woman. She removed her foot from the young girl’s back and gestured for the black man to secure the girl to the cross facing outward. 

Turning to face the audience, she said. “There are three Subs on stage, ready for you. We have James, our naughty boy tied to the wall. He needs to be punished. James will show his gratitude to a male Dom who whips him well.” 

“We have Chloe on the medical bench. She likes a soft beating. Rebecca on the St. Andrew’s cross, is a pain slut. Do I have any volunteers who will Use these Subs?” asked the woman. 

I turned and scanned the room wondering if anyone would volunteer. Three people left their tables and approach the stage – two men and one woman. Judging by what they were wearing and the way they confidently walked, they were looking forward to beating these people on stage. 

The first man to reach the stage approached James. In contrast to James’ lean muscled body, the ‘Dom’ was heavily muscled, like a weightlifter. He wore the leather crisscrossing bands across a chest that was bare and gleamed in the light. He picked up the cane and laid into James, lightly at first but picking up speed quickly.

The other, a man who appeared to be in his early thirties, approached the medical table. He wore a Scottish soldier’s attire, replete with plaid kilt. Taking the doe skin flogger in his hand, he beat Chloe’s back, legs and buttocks, while walking around her on the table, changing up the angle of each blow. Standing next to her waist he softly trailed the ends of the flogger between her legs, watching her squirm. I narrowed my eyes to check out the kilt. Was he tented? 

My eyes flitted to the St. Andrew’s cross, where a woman, wearing a red corset and thigh high boots was caning Rebecca’s breasts and thighs. 

Ginger leaned close and whispered. “The cane hurts the most of any object being used.”

“No kidding. Look at the red welts on her breasts. I’m sure I would never find that arousing—that much pain.” I took another sip of the wine. Had Nick and Janice done that?

“Never say never, darling. The lines of pain and pleasure are blurred. Oh, I’m going to have so much fun training you.” Her shoulders rose as she grinned and closed her eyes. 

I shook my head and smiled at her before turning once more to the scene on stage. The back of James’s body was a collection of welts crisscrossing, pink stripes, his flesh coated with a sheen of sweat. Satisfied with his handiwork, the muscular Dom placed his flogger on a nearby table and released James from the manacles. He dropped to the floor and crawled to the Dom clutching at the master’s thighs, rubbing his head into the Dom’s legs. 

Chloe was obviously stimulated by the light beating, and the soft ends of the flogger trailing over her body. She was sitting up, clutching the Dom who had joined her. As her arms held him close, he caressed her hair and down along her back. 

On the cross Rebecca hung limply. It was no wonder. She had received the worst beating. The Domme knelt to undo the feet bindings and then raised herself to release Rebecca’s hands. She held her as together they eased to the floor. The lights on stage dimmed and the curtain fell, ending the performance. Loud applause filled the air as the audience demonstrated their appreciation. Each volunteer Dom slipped through the curtain and took a bow, before returning to their tables.

“Wow.”  I wiped my mouth with the napkin and risked a glance behind me. Nick and Lotus were leaving their table. “What did she look like?”

“Who?”  Her eyebrows were raised and she turned to finish her dessert.

“Janice. Do you still hear from her?”

“No. Maybe she went home to New York. She was the total opposite of you in looks. Fair skin, blond, a bit taller as well. And a few years older.” She smiled at me and placed her napkin on the table. “Ready for the next part?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” I tried to mirror her excitement but a ball of fear had settled in my stomach. I wasn’t worried about seeing people whipping each other. I had already seen that on stage. No, it was the prospect of watching Nick and Lotus. 

Again, Ginger held my hand while she guided me back to the great Room. It had been transformed during the dinner theatre. The equipment had been set up, and was scattered about the room. Already people were gathering in circles around these stations.

“Let’s start with suspension, shall we?” Her smile was sweet. It was almost like she was asking if we’d start with soup or salad.

I followed her to the group standing nearby. We eased our way to the front and watched as a blond man with a lean swimmer’s body secured a woman’s wrists to each end of a wide metal bar. The woman was naked except for the wide leather collar around her neck. There was a fine chain that connected her breasts, each side piercing her nipples.

I took a glass of wine from one of the roving waiters and watched the man secure her ankles to each end of a wide metal bar. The woman was now spread eagled but he wasn’t done with her yet. He stepped around to the back and slipped a blindfold over her eyes.

“The blindfold adds to her pleasure. Being totally restrained, safe in his control, she’s free to abandon herself sexually. A lot of the time, he shares her with other people here. They’re married and get off on that.” Ginger’s lips brushed my ear as she whispered this to me.

I watched as the man pressed a switch and the woman became elevated, swinging a little in the air.  He picked up a whip and flicked it repeatedly across her ass and thighs. As loud as it sounded, it wasn’t causing welts, just a general pinkness in her flesh. Next he picked up some sort of object the size of a flashlight. He held it close to her breasts and a pinkish electrical jolt sparked. She jerked away each time it touched her, whether from pain or surprise, I didn’t know.

He stepped back and took a sip from a bottle of Perrier water, watching her. Her body trembled a bit, swaying on the bars. They were quite a good looking couple and it wasn’t surprising that other people joined them. Her hair was long and golden, falling from a head which had fallen back to face the ceiling. Her breasts were pulled high with rouged nipples above a slender stomach and round hips. 

A tattoo of a dragon covered the entire back and shoulders of the man. Despite the tats, his face was cute, boyish almost.

He pushed another button and one of the chains secured to the foot bar rolled upward pulling her feet to the same level as her arms. She was bent at the waist, her bare ass and pussy fully exposed for all to see. Like Ginger, one of her labia lips was also pierced. The man flicked the short whip across her back repeatedly. Each time she flinched, twisting at the waist to swing away from it.

He looked up and nodded to a red haired man standing next to me. There must have been some sort of arrangement they’d made earlier. He handed the whip to his accomplice while he stepped around to stand in front of his wife’s exposed ass. The new man was naked except for a leather G string and combat boots. His muscular chest and arms glistened as if he had oiled them.

The red haired man’s hand flicked and the whip landed in the centre of the woman’s back. Her husband was holding her steady, his hand on the side of her hip. His other hand stroked her pussy. Each time she received a lash, he ran his finger between her labia lips.

I squeezed Ginger’s hand and leaned close to her ear. “Now THAT I could get into. The pain combined with sex.”

“And, the element of exhibitionism. That’s hot too. C’mon. There’s more.” She was already easing out of the group which had gathered.

I returned the smile of a woman dressed in a short, vinyl, black dress. Her heavily made up blue eyes dropped to my breasts and she turned to the man standing next to her. He was about her height, bare chest except for a leather harness that crossed broad shoulders. He smiled and nodded to her before he gave me a quick once over. 

What was that all about? I had only meant to apologize with a smile, the fact that I was interrupting their viewing of the scene on the swing, brushing by them. I didn’t have time to give it more thought as I followed Ginger to the group gathered around a St. Andrew’s cross.

Oh no. My heart fell. Lotus was strung up nude, facing the large wooden cross. Behind her Nick was raising his arm holding a long whip. There was a crack when the end of it landed in the centre of her bare back.  I strained to the side between two people to see his face. He turned after snapping the whip on her body. For the briefest of moments our eyes met.

It was if an electric spark flew between us. The hardness of his face, lips drawn in a firm line softened when his eyes opened wider for a second. And then it was gone as he turned and approached Lotus. His hands stroked softly down her back and then down to tenderly cup her tiny buttocks. 

This was the last thing I had wanted to see. I tugged at Ginger’s hand and she turned to face me. Just as I was about to suggest we move to one of the other stations, I felt a warm hand on my back.

I startled and spun around to see who had stepped close to me.

 





 

Chapter 5: Adventures with Dev and Ginger

 

Dev. His green eyes were hooded, looking at me. Unlike the last time I had seen him, his face was somber. 

“Come Cerise. I think your lessons here are done for the night. Ginger.” He motioned with his head for her to follow us and held my elbow guiding me through the crowd. People nearby stepped back, gave a small smile, recognizing him from the dinner show.

Finally, we were out of the Great Room and walking across the foyer to the elevators. I took a deep breath and smiled at Dev as we waited. Ginger’s fingers squeezed my hand. At the moment Dev seemed like a knight in shining armor, rescuing me from having to watch Nick with Lotus.

But why did I feel this way? It had only been a day since I’d met him. This was crazy. He could do what he wanted and I shouldn’t give a damn. Just as I could do as I pleased. He had even said so. I was free to have any man or woman in my apartment as long as HE didn’t require me. And from the looks of things, he was having a damned fine time with Lotus.    

“Do you like your apartment Cerise? Is everything there that you require?” He placed his hand on the small of my back and guided me into the elevator that opened before us.

“Yes, it’s wonderful. And Ginger has been a great teacher. So far, so good.” I lied. Yes, everything was good except for the scene I had just witnessed.

He glanced over to Ginger and smiled. His fingers trailed from my cheek, over my lips to my throat, reminding me of the evening before, when I had been with him and Nick. That thought, plus the touch of his hand was electrical, sparking that spot between my legs which had been the recipient of so much attention in the last forty-eight hours. What sort of nymphomaniac was Eros Inc. making me become?

***

 

Dev used his key to open the door and led the way down the hallway to the spare bedroom.

“Make yourselves comfortable ladies. I’ll get some wine and be right back.” 

When he left the room I sat on the bed and turned to Ginger. She was lying on the dark coverlet looking up at the mirrored ceiling. That evil smile was on her lips and in her green eyes when she rolled over on her side, head propped up on her bent arm. She crooked her forefinger, gesturing for me to come closer.

I swung my legs up on the bed and knee walked so that I was just above her. Her tongue slowly licked along her lips and her hands reached for me. She pulled me to her and kissed me deep while she pushed the top of my bra cup down. My breast was free, available to her fingers pinching and rolling my nipple. I sighed against her lips when she freed the other breast. My hands flew to her chest, pulling the cups down, breaking off our kiss to lower my face to kiss and suck her nipples.

At the tinkle of glasses, I opened my eyes and glanced to the side. Dev stood beside the bed holding a bottle of wine and three glasses. The fabric of his pants at the crotch was straining with a huge erection. Sucking on her nipples, seeing his arousal sent a thrill through me.

“Carry on. I like that you’ve already started.” He set the wine glasses down and I closed my eyes once more feeling Ginger’s hands running through my hair. There was the sound of the wine being poured before I felt his hand on my back.

“Remove your clothes and then mine.”

I looked up and saw him take a sip of the wine, his green eyes glinting over the rim. He stepped back closer to the door to allow us to get off the bed.

Ginger turned me around to face Dev and her fingers undid the laces of my corset. His eyes never wavered from my bare breasts as I stood there. The corset slipped from my body to land on the floor at the foot of the bed. Her fingers hooked into the strap of the thong and lowered it over my thighs. Watching Dev’s eyes roam over my body, seeing the effect I was having on him gave me a sense of power. I stepped out of the panties and turned to face Ginger. I could almost feel his lingering gaze on my ass.

She stepped to the side so that Dev would be able to see her as I undid the laces of her corset. My fingers were trembling slightly in my anxiousness for this to begin. The threesome with Dev and Nick had been great. What would a threesome with another woman be like? Especially one as hot as Ginger?

Her corset was finally undone and I tossed it to the side. My hand cupped her breast and kneaded it before floating downward to remove her panties. Dev sipped his wine while his other hand stroked over the fabric of his crotch.

“My turn.” He stepped forward, and stood before us. 

I turned and my fingers started to loosen the tie and buttons of his shirt. Ginger was kneeling on the carpet working at his cummerbund and the button of his pants. His eyes were half closed watching me as I worked. I unbuttoned the cuffs of his shirt and slid the shirt over his broad muscular shoulders and down his arms. He switched hands holding the glass as I freed first one hand then the other. My breath was coming faster watching the corners of his lips turn up in a smirk. He knew what I wanted, yet he didn’t touch me.

I placed my hands on his chest, playing with the soft hair between his pecs before leaning forward and taking one of his nipples between my teeth. My hand drifted lower to his now freed cock, so erect it brushed against the down on his stomach. Ahh… He was so big and juicy. My fingers played at the tip and along the length. My hand was brushed aside and I felt Ginger’s hair. I looked down and saw her licking his cock and then she took it into her mouth. Dev’s hand pushed downward on my shoulder, till I was on my knees next to her.

Ginger took his cock deep into her mouth and throat, while I played with her breast, rolling and squeezing the nipple. She pulled her head back and a small smile curled her lips, regarding me with soft lustful eyes. It was my turn now.

How had she managed to deep throat such a thick cock? I opened my mouth and again it was barely wide enough to take the head inside. I breathed deeply through my nose, willing my mouth to open more. I closed my eyes and relaxed as much as possible, pushing forward on that thick cock. My eyes watered but I continued.

Ginger’s fingers had slipped down my stomach and were now probing in my pussy lips, stroking my clit, slowly. “Ohh..” A moan in my throat… pushing harder to take all of him in my mouth. Her finger was driving me crazy as I filled my throat with his cock. My hips rolled against her hand.

“That’s enough.” Dev pulled back from my mouth and walked to the bed. He set the wine glass on the bedside table and lay down, facing the ceiling. I glanced up and saw his dark cock, thick and firm as a python poised high, while Ginger and I rose to join him.

“Get on top of me facing away.” His eyes looked at me.

I knelt on the bed and lifted my leg over his hips so that I straddled him. His hand held his thick cock against my pussy lips and he began stroking my clit with it. The drizzle from the end of it, combined with my own wetness, allowed it to slide easily. My breath was a fast pant and I moaned at the sensation of his hotness against mine. He moved it to my opening and his hands now pulled my hips downward.

I bent forward pushing down, eager to have all of him inside. Ginger played with my nipple, scraping the hard surface with her thumbnail, watching Dev enter me. His fingers separated the cheeks of my ass and I tightened when he touched my asshole. He pushed and rubbed along it as he thrust upward with his hips, impaling me on that thick cock. My ass swayed and rolled, feeling the fullness deep inside plus the new sensation of his finger playing with my asshole. I pushed backward and his finger entered me. It burned and hurt a little. My God, the eroticism of it! 

His hand left my ass and grasped my breasts, squeezing them tight as he pulled me backward to lie against his hard chest.

“Look up.” His breath was hot on my ear.

I looked up into the mirror above the bed and the sight caused my breath to catch in my throat. I was spread, filled with his meat as his hands played with my tits. To see the sight while at the same time feeling it almost put me over the edge.

“Lick her Ginger.”

I watched as Ginger bent down and took my clit inside her mouth, licking and sucking it. His hands on my hips rolled me up and down on his cock. My pussy was stretched tight filled with him while Ginger sucked my clit.

“Ahhhh… Fuck me hard.” His hips thrust upward, banging me as Ginger’s mouth stayed onto my clit, as experienced as a rodeo rider riding a bronco, following his movements.

My body contracted and I screamed my release. Lust and pleasure flooded my body in waves of ecstasy. Beneath me, Dev stiffened, the fullness of his cock spurting into me. Another orgasm swept through me.

My God. I collapsed against him, totally spent. Ginger withdrew and she gave my clit a soft kiss before settling herself on the bed beside me. I could feel her shift and heard wine pouring. She turned and handed me a glass while Dev, now limp, slipped out of me. I twisted off of him and rose to take the glass that she extended. Dev got up and left the room. I could hear the door of the bathroom open and the sound of water, running.

Never could I have imagined the hotness of being sucked by a woman’s soft mouth as a humongous cock filled me. Feeling spread out, open and vulnerable to another’s hands and mouth, while filled to bursting with cock.

Ginger shifted so that she lay in the centre of the bed and spread her legs. Her pussy lips were swollen, the hard pink nub of her clit just barely peeking through. She lifted her glass and dribbled a few drops of wine between her legs.

Dev re-entered the room. “Clean her up Cerise.”

I looked up at him. He was smiling as he approached; his cock still big even though it was no longer hard.

I shifted to kneel between her outstretched legs, bending over to place my face close to her. My mouth was at her opening and I licked along one lip, tasting wine and her arousal on my tongue. She tasted and smelt wonderful. Next, her other lip. Slowly I circled her firm bud and took it into my mouth licking softly. Her body arched upward into my mouth, her hands on the back of my head. As I continued suck her, teasing with my tongue, her breath became fast.  I could sense the urgency of her arousal.

Dev took my hand and placed it on his cock. He was hard once more. I stroked him while licking her clit.

He pulled away and eased over on the bed so that he was behind me. His fingers dug into my hips lifting me upward. My ass was now high in the air as my face was buried in Ginger’s pussy.

I let go of her clit for a second when he pushed his cock into me. Ginger’s hands guided me and held me close to her, thrusting upward. 

“Suck her. Make her come. I want to see if you learned your lesson today.” He pumped harder into me, his finger was on my clit rubbing furiously. Oh, God, again.  My arousal of being filled by this hard thick cock while sucking a woman’s clit,..Oh God…It was so hot.

I sucked her clit like my life depended on it. I couldn’t get enough. My fingers slipped into her wetness and I finger fucked her, cupping upward to find her G spot. I could picture us in my mind’s eye. The decadence of the scene made me wet and wanting more. I touched her asshole with my thumb, pushing upward as Dev had done to me earlier. It slipped inside easily in the wetness of her lust. I felt her body stiffen, her hands crushing my mouth to her pussy as she arched upward caught in her orgasm.

Dev’s cock spurt into me. I felt my muscles contract on him as I joined them in ecstasy. The orgasm seemed to go on forever as I bucked back onto him. He leaned forward over me, one hand holding his chest up. I slumped downward totally spent, my hand and mouth leaving Ginger.

A few minutes later Dev laid between us on the bed, Ginger and I draping arms and legs over him, cuddling close.

“Now, that’s a pretty sight.” His chin nodded upward to the ceiling above.

We both looked up and smiled, fully satisfied.

***

 

I can’t remember what time it was when Dev and Ginger left. I didn’t wake up until close to eleven. I got up, feeling a trifle sore between my legs, and walked into the kitchen. Had Nick ended up fucking Lotus last night? I took a deep breath as I rummaged in the cupboard to find coffee. It didn’t matter about Nick. I’m sure he never gave me a second thought. I had fun with Dev and Ginger, so there.

I found the coffee and spooned the grains into the basket of the coffee maker. I waited for it to drip through wandering into the dining room. Sunlight poured like honey into the large windows of the adjoining living room. It was a glorious day. I’d planned to go to my old apartment to pick up some items. I’d have to let Ginger know so that she could schedule whatever lesson around that. If it was half as good as yesterday’s…

The smile dropped from my face when I saw the rose on the table. It was broken near the flower hanging limply over the rim of the glass. Deep red petals, curled and dry at the edges lay near the base. The head of the flower must have been too heavy for the slender stem to support.

Nick had given me the rose and it meant something to me. Hopefully it was more than a casual welcome gesture to him. I would stop at a florist and replace the broken rose. He’d see it when he next visited.

That was my first mistake.  I should have left it for him to see.       

To Be Continued In Book 3
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Chapter 1: Nick

 

The evening with Lotus was everything I had expected it to be-dull. She’d done a good job in managing the club in the last couple of months, but as a sexual partner, she was too predictable. If it hadn’t been for her catty little remark about Cerise and Ginger’s outfits, I wouldn’t have bothered. Lotus could be a bitch and she needed to be put in her place.

For other men, Lotus would be a Dom’s dream. A beautiful, exotic Asian woman strapped to the St. Andrew’s cross wanting to be punished-the harder the better. It’s how she got off. Sometimes I think she tried to push my buttons so I’d put her there and punish her. Yeah, topping from the bottom. She’s such a manipulative bitch, it’s no wonder the other staff dislike her. But she wasn’t going to get away with that shit with Cerise. 

Dev and I had chosen Cerise exactly because she was innocent and open. There were no hidden agendas. She needed money, was willingly to do what she needed to get it and more importantly, didn’t seem to have a notion of how appealing she really was. With her deep brown eyes set in a flawless olive complexion and long dark hair, she could be a model. Well, maybe not, her boobs and ass are too big. No, models by and large are long and lean, almost boyish in their emaciation and lack of curves.

I watched and felt the cotton bedspread rise at my hips. ‘Sunday Mornings Coming Down’ for me, were usually Sunday mornings rising up, especially after a night at Eros Inc.  Thoughts of my new manager, Cerise were definitely having an effect.  Picturing her in the red corset, her leaving with Dev and Ginger and what probably happened after was causing me to ooze a little.

Enough of this. I glanced at the clock next to the bed. It was almost noon. I had some paperwork to do for work and besides Cerise would be busy this afternoon. She had said she wanted to get some things from her old apartment and there would be further lessons with Ginger. But tonight, I would pursue my earlier train of thought. I sat up in bed and took my cell phone from the night table to send her a text message.

Cerise,

I will be at your apartment at seven tonight for dinner and entertainment. The kitchen staff know my favorite dishes, for you to serve me. Ask Ginger for advice on an appropriate outfit for a Submissive to wear while serving her Master.

Sir

I hit send and paused before leaving the bed. Was I going down the same path as I had with Janice? She’d captivated my imagination in the same way as Cerise. And that hadn’t worked out too well, had it? She had totally misread my intentions—falling in love, with designs of becoming my wife and business partner. As a business partner, she’d been great. But as a wife… Sure she was smart and beautiful and anticipated my every need. But there had been something about her that hadn’t rung true.

Maybe it was that night coming home from the theatre. I should never have given in to her insistence on driving us home. That family of raccoons crossing the road. She could have braked the car but she’d swerved and sped up deliberately, to hit them. The look in her eyes afterward was repulsive. Killing defenseless animals on purpose and actually giggling about it. No, that was not the kind of woman to plan a future with.

Did she really have a high school sweetheart she was going to marry or was that just a story to save face? When I had answered her questions about our future together, she had cried and carried on. No, the high school guy was probably a lie. But where was she now? It was strange that she hadn’t even sent me a note or photo, even to try to hurt me or make me jealous.

Oh well. I wasn’t ready for marriage anyway. Not for a few more years at least. And the woman I would marry would be kind, not just beautiful and smart. She would be my equal everywhere but in the bedroom. 

 





Chapter 2: Mason

 

I was on the phone with Ginger when the text message came through. She had agreed to get together with me for a few hours in the afternoon when I returned from my errand. I hung up and my breath caught in my throat when I read Nick’s message. The tone of his message, so matter of fact and commanding, shot a thrill of pleasure down my stomach to my clit. Sir would be paying me a visit and I would serve him. And he’d mentioned entertainment, so it wasn’t just going to be dinner I would be serving. The thought made my body tingle.

So the thing with Lotus must not have meant that much to him, an encounter as casual as having lunch. Lotus was probably hoping for more but that was her tough luck. Serves the bitch right for the snotty remark about the corsets Nick had sent to me and Ginger.

My feet barely hit the floor as I floated into the bathroom to shower and dress. There were only a couple of hours to get downtown, get my things from the apartment and visit the florists to replace the broken rose before I would meet with Ginger. 

I put lipstick on and dashed out the door of the apartment, almost forgetting to lock it in my excitement. I hummed a song in the elevator on my way to the second floor and my office. My office, yes, even though Lotus would still be using it for a couple of weeks. I unlocked the door and went inside, scowling once more at the dreadful color on the walls.  There had to be a staff listing somewhere, so I could call for the driver to take me downtown. Aha. Tucked under the telephone.

I dialed the number and asked for a car to be ready in five minutes to pick me up at the front.  Sitting in the black upholstered chair behind the desk, I tested it for comfort before looking down at the wooden drawers on each side. The corner of a red file folder peeked out above the top of the largest drawer as if whoever had placed it in the cabinet had been in a hurry. I pushed on it to slide it down into the drawer but it wouldn’t budge. When I pulled it however it slid upward enough to see the label on it. Cerise Morgan.

My eyes narrowed looking at it. This was fast to have personnel file already created about me and if confidentiality was so important why would part of it be exposed like this? True, the only other people with a master key were the owners but what if there was a break in? I shook my head. Maybe I was looking for anything negative I could find against Lotus. Of course, it made sense that she would have created a personnel file right away. 

I slipped my key into the lock and opened the drawer. It was my file after all and I was entitled to see what was in it--probably just a copy of the Agreements I had signed. I opened it and laid it down on the desk.  My head dropped closer to the papers and my mouth opened looking at the top document. It was a letter from Dev, on Northern Dynamics letterhead, addressed to Lotus, marked ‘Confidential’. One paragraph in particular caught my attention.

‘Please advise me personally, when you have completed the background investigation on Cerise Morgan. In light of the incidents that occurred when Janice was Manager, we wish to avoid the same situation. I fear that my partner’s judgment in selecting the new Manager candidate may have been compromised, once again.  The one positive element in the Administration of the club is the fact that you have elected to remain as Comptroller and can quickly learn if funds are being squandered or misappropriated.’

Of course it stood to reason that a credit check would be done, but a more extensive background check? I didn’t remember authorizing that. How deep into my history would they dig? Sure I was an honors student in college but high school had been another matter. I had been a handful for my straight-laced, religious mother to deal with. And of course, Juvie records were sealed.

There was a knock at the door and I tensed, quickly putting the file back, closing and locking the drawer again.

“Yes?” I rose from the chair and walked to the door.

When I opened it I breathed an inner sigh of relief seeing Eric, the Food and Beverage Manager.

“Sorry Cerise, but Mason’s got the car out front and is waiting for you. He’s covering for the regular driver.” Eric was wearing tight, frayed blue jeans, one hand behind him in the back pocket. The muscles in his chest and arms pressed against the white cotton shirt open at the collar revealing a gold chain around his neck.

“That’s okay. I was just on my way down anyway. What are you doing in here? It’s Sunday.” I turned and locked the door before following him to the stairs. The view from the back was as appealing as the front one with the tight jeans hugging a firm ass and slim hips.

“I just popped in for an hour to check the bar stock against the receipts. Just an audit I do every so often. Did you enjoy yourself last night?” He turned to face me, a broad smile on his dark face.

“Yes and that reminds me, I wanted to compliment you on the dinner and wine. Everything was wonderful.”  We stopped at the bottom of the stairs.

“Thanks. I’m lucky to have a great chef and staff in the kitchen. Glad you enjoyed it. And at the risk of being out of line with the new boss, you looked hot last night.” His eyes had become serious, staring into mine.

I looked away and bit my lower lip. God, he was handsome. Those soft, chocolate eyes and full upturned lips were an invitation for delicious trouble, fulfilling another fantasy—doing it with a black man. My cheeks became hot, feeling his eyes on me.

“Thanks. Wearing a corset was new for me. I’d better get going, Mason’s waiting.” I smiled at him and hurried to the front door. I turned as I opened it and … not surprising, he was still watching me. If I hadn’t met Nick first, I may have taken him up on what he was obviously offering.

The fresh air was exhilarating and I hurried down the front steps. With all the attention and admiration I’d received since coming to Eros Inc., I’d never felt so alive and sexual. 

Mason was sitting in a dark Lincoln Town Car and appeared to be reading. I crossed in front of the car and surprised him when I opened the car door across from him. His eyes widened for a moment before he put what looked like a textbook, on the seat next to him.

I couldn’t help noticing the tattoos on his bare arm as he reached forward to start the engine. “You should be in the backseat, y’know.” His eyebrows were pulled together when he shot a look at me, his lips lifted at one side in a smartass smirk.

“Why? Because I’m the Manager and you’re my driver? Is that the protocol?” I returned his smirk, shaking my head. Riding in the back seat like the Lady of the Manor would be pretentious. That was not who I was and it was important that people realized it upfront.

“Suit yourself.” He pulled out of the driveway onto the main street.

We drove for a few blocks in a silence that morphed into a presence sitting between us. I turned my head ostensibly to look at the street, and could see the muscle in his jaw clenched tight, his eyes staring straight ahead. His back was ramrod stiff pressed against the seat, arms straight and hands gripping the steering wheel.

“What book are you reading?” I picked up the heavy textbook laying on the seat beside him. It was a Pilot’s Manual- Volume One. “You’re studying to be a pilot?”

He scowled and turned to take the book from my hand. “Yeah.”

“Hey, don’t get all pissy. I was just trying to strike up a conversation—get to know you better.” What was with this guy? He’d seemed friendly enough when I met him and now he was giving me the cold shoulder?

“Look, I work for you and I do a good job when I’m there, despite whatever you may have heard. I have no dreams of ever advancing at Eros Inc. I’m not a lifer there. My private life is my own business.” He glanced in the rear view mirror and slowed down. “Shit.”

A short, sharp bleep sounded and he pulled the car over to the curb. I glanced behind me and saw the flashing top light of a white police car behind us.

Mason hit a button and his window slid down when the officer approached.

“May I see your driver’s license and ownership?” The officer bent slightly and scrutinized Mason and then me.

I watched as Mason leaned to the side reaching into the back pocket of his jeans. “The ownership’s in the glove box, Cerise. Would you get it out?”

I handed it to him. Why did he look so nervous? Maybe he’d been going a little fast but it would just mean a ticket. What was the big deal?

“You were going ninety in a sixty zone. Stay here. I’ll be right back.” The police officer took the two documents and left.

“Look, if you get a ticket, the club will pay for it. It’s probably my fault that you were speeding. I distracted you while you were driving. It’s no problem.” I reached across to pat his arm and his eyes left the rear view mirror, shooting daggers at me.  What was his problem? Sure, it’s annoying to get stopped by the cops and get a speeding ticket but his reaction was way beyond annoyed.

“You don’t understand.” He raised his hand and rubbed his forehead before turning to look out his window.

Well, I guess that was that. No more conversation required or wanted.  When the police officer returned with the ownership and license he also handed Mason a traffic ticket with the admonition to slow down. 

As Mason handed me the ownership I snatched the traffic ticket from his hand as well and slipped it into my purse. I’d had enough of his surly manner. We were getting close to the downtown and I gave him the address. That was all he was getting from me, conversation wise. 

He’d said that he was a good employee no matter what I had heard. But Lotus had given me the impression that he was working out well and given her disposition, that would be rare praise. Did his mood have anything to do with Eric doing an audit on the stock?  

 





 Chapter 3: Sir, My Every Wish

 

Ginger selected a white lace corset with matching stockings and impossibly high stilettos for my evening with Nick. The kitchen had sent up veal Marcela with fettuccini in clam sauce and a bottle of Cabernet Merlot wine. I had set the table and lit a candle. Now there was nothing to do but wait for Sir’s arrival. 

My ass was tender from Ginger’s lessons in the afternoon and I sat forward on the sofa to take some pressure off. I gazed into the flames of the fireplace recalling how she had secured me to the spanking bench. She had given me a taste of every type of flogger; she was right about the cane. It had stung the worst. I’m not sure if I would have liked the beating on its own, but she had interspersed the beating with sexual stimulation—training me to couple pain with pleasure. Now sitting here, with my sore ass, reminding me, I couldn’t wait for Sir to arrive.

The apartment door opened and soft footsteps interrupted my thoughts. My eyes flew open wide and I hurried to my feet, but remembered Ginger’s instructions just in time, to slow my gait as I walked to the entrance. My stomach tightened when I gazed at him and then I lowering my chin and looked at the floor.

Oh my God. He was a dark Adonis in the black blazer over a grey crewneck shirt. His eyes were intense as he stood staring at me, a small smile on his lips. I focused on his leather loafers below the hem of his black pants. My legs quivered as he walked to me, waiting for his touch, knowing I was vulnerable to him. I wanted him even more because of that.

His thumb pressed gently under my chin lifting my face up to look into his eyes. “Very good, Cerise. You may take my jacket. The eagle has landed.” 

I took the coat, hung it up in the hall closet and turned to face him once more, waiting for his next direction.

My eyes closed and I breathed a sigh when he took me in his arms and kissed my lips softly. My hands pressed into his back, roaming the length of him, feeling his smooth muscles. Next to Nick, every other man paled in comparison. This was the man who could make my heart race with just a look.

“I’m pleased with you, Cerise. It seems you have learned your lessons well or is it that Ginger is an excellent teacher? You may speak freely. For now, I’m just Nick, your friend. After dinner I will be Sir once more. Now, tell me your impressions of Eros Inc.” He slipped his arm over my shoulder and walked beside me into the living room.

The man was full of surprises. I had prepared to be his submissive and now he was treating me as an equal.  “Would you like a glass of wine before I answer your question?” I knew I needed one to calm my nerves, changing gears so quickly.

“Yes, please. Dinner smells wonderful by the way.” He took a seat on the sofa and I left the room to get the wine.

“Thanks. But as you know, I can’t take credit.” I poured the wine and returned handing him a glass before I sat beside him.

“Eros Inc. kind of blows my mind. Last night seeing everyone dressed in their fetwear, the dinner and theatre, I felt like I was in a movie set. It was all so fantastic. And don’t get me started on the lessons. I’m so glad you picked Ginger as my instructor and not Lotus, especially for the first lesson.” My face became warm talking about this and remembering the first G spot orgasm I’d ever had.

“So you like your teacher? Tell me what it was like making love with a woman. It was your first time, right?” His hand absently stroked my thigh as his eyes studied my face.

“Yes, my first, although I had fantasized about it. Her hands were so soft on my body and when she went down on me, again it was different from anything I’d ever experienced with a man. She knew exactly how to touch me. But as nice as it was, there was something missing that only a man can give me.” I turned to face him, my own hand now stroking his thigh, high to the bulge in his crotch. Nice to see I wasn’t the only one getting aroused.

“And what about after… when Dev came upstairs with the two of you? Tell me what you thought of that.” His eyes were hooded in his arousal and his hand rose higher between my legs.

“Again, another first and one of my fantasies—a threesome with another woman. Dev laid me out on top of him facing the ceiling and ordered Ginger to lick me while he fucked me. My legs were spread and I was a toy for them both to enjoy. And when Dev fucked Ginger with that thick cock, I couldn’t wait to suck her clit. She tastes sweet, like dessert.” His cock strained at the fabric. I could feel a wet spot from his arousal.

My hips pressed forward, eager for more of his fingers stroking the satin of my panties. I twisted to the side, hoping he would slide his fingers under the cloth and touch me directly, shove his hand into me.

Abruptly, he stopped and pulled his hand away to take a sip of wine. He was killing me. I wanted him inside me so much. My chest heaved a trembling sigh and I clutched the back of his neck pulling us together.

“Later my pet. Now tell me anything you’ve observed about the business operations.” His hand pushed my shoulder away from him.

He could be so maddening—getting me hot, wanting him and leaving me until he was ready. But his taking control was one of the things that made me hotter still, and he knew it. Dammit. I took a deep breath to regain my composure.

“You mean aside from Lotus resenting the hell out of me for being chosen as the new manager, a position she thought should be hers or is it the rivalry between her and Eric for that position? And then there’s Eric’s smooth way, coming on to me earlier today before he did his audit of the bar. Or maybe it’s some hidden secret that one of the bartenders is carrying? At this point, the only one who seems happy in their job is Ginger. What you see is what you get.” No, I wouldn’t mention the letter that Dev had written to Lotus questioning Nick’s judgment in the last two managers to be hired. I’d wait until I had a better handle on their relationship.  

“And Eric…  How did you feel about his advances? Were you interested?”  He tucked a stray lock of hair that had fallen on my cheek behind my ear.

I looked away for a second. How was I supposed to answer that question? Judging by his reaction to the scene I’d described between Dev, Ginger and me, it probably wouldn’t upset him to hear the truth.

“He’s an incredibly handsome man and the idea of being with him turned me on. I’ve always been curious to know what it would be like to be with a black man.” I turned to face him; my lips parted watching his reaction.

He laughed and replied, “Is it like the old saying, once you go black you never go back? Would you like to test that theory?” His hand stroked my hair.

Was he offering Eric up to me? Giving me his blessing to sleep with Eric? One part of me was excited at the prospect while another part fell to my lap. If he cared for me, would he be willing to see me with other men? What was I thinking? I was his employee, not his mistress. For a powerful man like Nick, sex was fun and games. Love had nothing to do with it. I had better get my heart off my sleeve before I got hurt.

“What are you proposing, Nick? Would you like me to sleep with Eric?” My hand was still on his thigh and I waited for his reply.

“Only, if I’m in the room as well. Dev is one thing. He’s my partner but Eric is an employee and more importantly a man with ambition. I’ll call him to join us after dinner.” He held his wine glass up for a refill.

I gulped the rest of my drink and rose to get more wine for us. My knees were a bit wobbly as I walked into the kitchen.  As easily as that, Nick could fulfill my every desire and he seemed happy to do so. My head spun, stepping into this environment where anything goes. I leaned against the counter, trying to make sense of it. But Eric’s eyes flashed in my mind, and once more I pictured his tight jeans—especially tight in the crotch. What the hell, if Nick wanted this then so did I.





Chapter 4: Oreo

 

I startled when his hands went around my waist and slid up to cup my breasts, his mouth nibbling at the back of my neck. His fingers reached inside my bra cup tugging the nipple out to squeeze and roll it, while his other hand pulled my ass into his crotch.

“It’s done. Eric will be here in an hour. Let’s eat. I’m starving and not just for dinner.” His words were a low growl in my ear.

A shiver went down my spine feeling his hardness press between my buttocks while his finger teased my nipple. I wanted to bend over and take him inside me. To hell with dinner.

He pulled away and delivered a resounding slap to my ass. Far from deterring me, it only served to make me want more.

He spun me around and kissed me hard, pulling me tight into his arms.

“I think it’s time for me to become Sir again or else, I’m going to starve to death. Feed me wench.”  He whispered in my ear and turned to leave the kitchen.

From the corner of my eye I saw him take a seat at the head of the table and spread a napkin across his lap. Okay, back to the lessons that Ginger had taught me this afternoon. I got the two salad bowls from the refrigerator and placed one in front of him. Next, topping up his wine.

“You may take a seat and eat Cerise.” 

I sat beside him with my eyes cast down on the salad in front of me, waiting for him to begin. When he had taken the first bite I picked up my fork to join him in the appetizer. After a few minutes I noticed that he was finished. 

“May I serve you the main course, Sir?” I glanced up briefly, noting the small smile that played on his lips.

“Please.”

Despite the fact that my own salad was only half gone, I rose, picked up the salad plates and went into the kitchen. I dished up two plates from the aluminum pans that the chef in the kitchen had prepared. It smelled wonderful. I took the two plates into the dining room and once more set one before him.

“Please sit and eat.”

Once more I sat beside him and waited for him to begin. When he did, I tasted the chicken Marcella. The chef of Eros Inc. really knew his stuff. Before I knew it I had finished all of it and was stuffed.

“You must eat some linguine Cerise. I don’t want you to lose weight, just eating protein. Your brain needs carbohydrates as well to function.” He held his fork above his plate as he admonished me.

I picked up my fork and forced myself to eat a couple of bites, trying to avoid the clams. I had never likes seafood and was more a meat and potatoes girl, than pasta.

When Sir finished I rose to clear the table. “Would you care for dessert, Sir? The Chef sent up Cherry Cobbler.”

“I’ll be having dessert when Eric arrives and the only cherry I want to see is yours being broken with your first black man.” He took a seat once more on the sofa holding his glass of wine.

There was a soft tap at the apartment door.

“Speaking of which… Get the door Cerise. Othello is here.”

My heart was in my mouth as I left the kitchen to answer the door. Sir wanted me to have sex with a man I barely knew. True, I’d been attracted this afternoon but would never have pursued it. It made me feel a little like a whore to be willing to have sex with a man to please my Master. I hesitated in front of the door, relishing the bolt of excitement that was making the area between my legs even wetter.

I opened the door and looked into Eric’s eyes. His face was solemn and his eyes were closed slightly, roaming slowly over my body. 

“Please come in.” I stood to the side to allow him past. His body brushed against mine as he stepped into the hallway. I could feel his eyes watching my ass and legs in the high heels, following me into the living room.

“Get Eric a glass of wine Cerise and you can top me up as well. Eric, I hear you were admiring Cerise earlier today. You’ve got good taste. And working on a Sunday? That kind of work ethic should be rewarded, don’t you think?” Nick eased back further into the sofa.

I hurried from the room my cheeks flaming.  Eric would think I was telling tales out of school. And was Nick really being serious or was he somehow making fun of Eric and me? I poured a glass of wine for myself and drank it down before pouring Eric’s and bringing it, with the bottle into the living room.

I handed Eric the glass and moved to the sofa to pour more into Nick’s empty glass. When my eyes rose to meet his, he winked at me. He was enjoying this.

“Cerise, kiss Eric. Undress him while you kiss him.” Nick’s voice was low and soft.

“Yes Sir.” I moved close to Eric and looked into his eyes before placing my lips on his. He didn’t look shocked or uncomfortable--only arousal showed on his face. His full lips parted and his tongue slowly entered my mouth, teasing me. My hands went to the front of his shirt, unbuttoning it to allow my hands to run over his muscular chest and hard abdomen. I pushed the shirt from his shoulders and down his arms, flinging it to the side. 

I broke our kiss trailing my tongue down his neck and to his nipple, to lick and suckle on it. His hand cupped my head, massaging his fingers through my hair. When my fingers dropped to his belt and the snap of his jeans, his breathing became quicker and deeper. I could feel his stomach muscles tighten and withdraw from the waistband of his tight pants, allowing my fingers more room.

There was the jingle of his belt buckle when it let go and my fingers were now frantic trying to unsnap the pants. His zipper just about popped open; his cock was so hard pressing against the constraint.  With one hand I pushed the cloth lower and my other slipped inside his pants. Oh my God, he was slick and my fingers could hardly go around him. How could he have fit that sweet package in those tight pants?

His hands helped me push the pants lower, his breath ragged in my ear, leaning close to kiss me. My hand rubbed up and down his cock, my fingers reaching to cup his balls. It was a thick black pipe in my hands, smooth and slippery as silk.

“Suck him, Cerise. Make sure you take all of him into your mouth like I taught you.” Nick rose from the sofa and stood near, watching us.

I kissed along Eric’s abdomen, the fingers of my free hand caressing each ridge of muscle. Finally, I was on my knees before him, his cock grazing my cheek. I looked into his eyes and licked the thick, satin smooth knob, rolling my tongue over it and into the slit. His cock tasted salty and his smell was musk as I pushed my mouth deep onto it. My eyes watered but I focused on relaxing, breathing through my nose.

I risked a glance at Sir. How was he taking this? Me, sucking another man’s cock right in front of him while he was still completely clothed? From the bulge in his trousers I could tell he didn’t mind that fact at all.

I slid forward on Eric’s cock until it was fully inside me. Tears ran freely down my cheeks. He breathed faster and his hands pulled my head even closer. His hips moved slowly, gently fucking my mouth. I tried to keep in sync with his movements and it wasn’t until his thrusts quickened that I became still and just let him fuck my mouth. 

“Fuck, yes…” He drove deep almost gagging me with the force of his cum spurting into my throat.

I slowly released him, licking the last drop from the end of that glorious, dark meat. Sir had undone his pants and stood next to my thigh. His cock was hard, pressing up, against his stomach.

“Suck me.”  His hand was in my hair, pulling me toward his turgid cock. I leaned into him and took him into my mouth, once more almost gagging as his passion mounted and he pumped his cock quickly into my mouth. My tongue rolled over the veins and head of his pulsing meat. He moaned loudly and pulled my mouth down hard on him, thrusting hard. Again, there was fullness when he came in my throat.  My jaw muscles were stretched and aching from the two men. Worse yet, those two big cocks had me squirming and pressing my thighs together. I couldn’t wait to get mine.

Sir reached down and handed me the glass of wine he had set on the table. I gulped the sweet liquid wondering what he would ask me to do next.

“Remove your clothes, Cerise. You too, Eric. We’re not done with my little sex kitten yet. Feel like an oreo?” Nick lifted his arms and pulled his shirt off.

I pushed the lacy corset down my body and over my legs, hesitating before removing my thigh highs and high heels. Both men were completely nude and beginning to get hard once more as they looked at my naked body.  I had an inkling of what an oreo was. How much would it hurt?

Nick took my hand and led me to the red, oddly rounded chaise lounge. “Eric, lie down and Cerise, you get on top of him.”

I watched Eric straddle the chair and place his back in the lowest curve, while his ass rested on the upper one. What a sight, with his erection now straining up just waiting for me. My pussy was dripping wet, so turned on from all of this. I swung my leg over him and felt his cock against my slit, just barely a feather touch on my clit. 

I rose on my tiptoes and placed his cock at my opening. I fell onto it, impaling myself, squeezing my muscles on his thick shaft. His finger slid up my leg to rest on my clit, stroking it with soft circles. 

“Oh yeah, just like that…” My head lolled to the side and my eyes closed. I didn’t know how much of this I could take before I’d explode in an orgasm.

Eric removed his finger just in time. He pulled my chest down towards his causing my ass to rise. This position made me conscious of the tightness in my pussy, his cock pressing against the front, on my G spot.

I jumped when Nick’s finger touched my asshole. He slid it forward to the side of my cunt stretched full with Eric’s cock. His finger, now slick with my juices, stroked my asshole and pressed inward. There was a burning sensation for a few seconds before it cooled down and relaxed. Again the hotness as his finger slid deeper into me. I closed my eyes again, becoming only a full pussy being invaded everywhere. I sensed his finger was up to the knuckle inside my asshole. I was ready for more.

His finger withdrew and once again my asshole was pushed inward. This time I really needed to relax, to allow his cock inside. Ever so slowly, he eased forward, wetting his shaft with spittle. Oh my God. I thought I had been full with his finger and Eric’s cock. I was totally stretched now with two big cocks in me.

Eric pumped upward while Nick withdrew a bit. The sensation was erotic and full. I thought of their cocks rubbing against each other, separated by the thinnest of membranes. That had to be hot for them. They continued this for a few minutes with Eric increasing in the speed of his thrusts. Thank God, Nick was being deliberately slow. If they were both pumping hard into me I’m sure they’d have torn me apart.

Nick’s finger rubbed my clit as Eric bucked up like a bronco inside me. I squeezed my muscles hard on both of them and screamed with pleasure. Oh God, the orgasm flooded through me to my fingertips in wave after wave. Eric groaned and arched upward digging deeper into me with his orgasm. Nick’s hands now clutched my hips holding me tight onto him, pushing into me. Again, a tsunami of pleasure swept through me feeling him tense and spurt into me.

We stayed like that for a few minutes catching our breath. Nicks hands drifted upward to cup my breasts, his lips were on my neck kissing me. I reached up and behind to hold his head, stroking my fingers through his damp hair. Eric slipped out of me as I arched back into Nick. Oh God, my pussy ached from being stretched. Nick pulled away and a few moments later the bathroom door closed.

I leaned over and kissed Eric’s full lips, darting my tongue into his mouth. His lips tightened and I drew back looking into his laughing dark eyes and broad smile.

“Hey boss lady, I like the raises you give your staff.” His eyes twinkled, teasing me.

“When staff give me firm support, it’s the least I can do.” Smiling, I swung my leg over and stood up, just as Nick reappeared beside us.

“What are you two giggling at?” He looked from Eric to me, a puzzled look on his face.

“Nothing, just some silly thing. My turn in the bathroom, if I can walk that far.” My legs were like rubber walking to the bathroom. My ass was tender inside and out. A hot shower would be just the thing to help that.

When I turned off the shower, Nick called out to me.

“In here babe. It’s just us now.”

I dried off and went into the bedroom. Nick held the covers back to welcome me in beside him. I snuggled into his body, smelling his spicy aftershave and relishing the warmth of him holding me.

 





Chapter 5: The Meeting

 

A knock on the door woke me from a deep sleep and sexy dream. I opened my eyes and closed them again trying to capture the dream sequence. Nick had me secured to the spanking bench and was fucking me while Eric used a soft flogger on my back, his cock in my mouth.

Another knock, this time more insistent.

It was no use; I’d have to get up. I plucked my terry robe from the back of the door and padded down the hall.

“Hey sleeping beauty. Time to get up. There’s a staff meeting of managers that Lotus has called for eleven. Maybe she wants to give you a proper welcome.” Ginger stood before me looking bright eyed and chipper in a green skirt and white tailored blouse.

“Come in. The only welcome I’d expect from Lotus wouldn’t be nice. More like a bucket of ice water falling on my head. When we enter the room, you’re going first Suzy Sunshine.” I turned and went back down the hall. My bed looked so inviting through the half open bedroom door.

I turned my head when her hands grasped my shoulders and spun me around to face the bathroom.

“You shower. I’ll make you coffee and some breakfast. Hurry, you’ve only got forty minutes.”

I continued walking down the hall to the large ensuite.  Water in the kitchen hissed from the tap and there was a banging as Ginger started working.

Ginger was a great gal pal, not to mention lover and teacher. She was becoming my girl Friday. I slipped the robe off and turned the shower on. Why hadn’t Lotus let me know about the meeting before this? I hated having to hurry. It was just like her to do this, keep me a little off balance. Her time was coming.

Thirty-five minutes later, Ginger and I walked into a boardroom on the second floor. Lotus made it clear she would be chairing, sitting at the head of the long table. And to underscore that point she was wearing a red tailored power suit. I hated to admit it, but she looked attractive and professional. I had followed Ginger’s lead and was also dressed in a blouse and skirt. Thank God I had slipped the blazer on at the last minute.

We took a seat to the left of Lotus expecting that Eric would soon arrive for the meeting to begin.

“Good morning Cerise, Ginger. I’m afraid I have bad news regarding Eric. His services with Eros Inc. have been terminated. Dev has recommended a replacement and we’re to interview him so that he can start immediately.”

Eric gone? My mouth dropped open and I stared at her for a second. “On whose authority was he let go? Why wasn’t I consulted?” I leaned toward Lotus, noticing her draw back when I did.

“The orders came from a higher authority than yours, Cerise. Nick advised me this morning to give him notice immediately and the normal severance package. We’re just lucky Dev had a candidate in waiting. His name is Samuel Devereau, a graduate in Hospitality Services and more importantly, hand-picked and vetted by one of the owners. Our interview is just a formality.” She looked at Ginger and I with a triumphant smile on her face, her eyes glittering.

What the hell was going on? Nick had shared me with Eric last night. He had even suggested it. Why would he fire Eric just like that? Had he been jealous, even though it had never showed? Poor Eric. I hoped the severance package had been generous. I felt responsible for him losing his job.

My eyes rose from gazing at the surface of the table to look at Lotus. Yeah, she looked happy. From what Ginger had told me, there had been some rivalry between them. Ginger looked as puzzled by this news as me.

Lotus rose to her feet and walked across the room to open the door. “You may come in now Mr. Devereau. We’re ready.”

She held the door and a dark haired young man entered. His eyes darted from me to Ginger and a shy grin appeared on his lips. Well, he made the grade in the looks department. A stray lock of hair fell onto his forehead and he brushed it back with his fingers, standing waiting for Lotus.

“Cerise Morgan, our General Manager, this is Sam Devereau. And this is Ginger Evans our Entertainment Manager.” I felt his firm grip on my hand and watched as he shook Ginger’s hand.

Lotus waved her hand indicating for him to sit next to Ginger. 

He had certainly dressed to impress, in a navy suit, crisp white shirt and red tie and pocket scarf.  Clearing his throat, he pulled his chair in closer to the table, displaying arm and shoulder muscles stretching the wool of his suit. 

“Thank you ladies for agreeing to interview me. Dev told me so much about you, that I feel like I know you already.” His voice was smooth and confident.

This interview was a farce and he knew it—just a kiss and blessing for a decision that Dev had already made. This is how Lotus must have felt when they hired me. We were just operations facilitators with really no say in the hiring and firing.

“Well, you come highly recommended by Dev. You graduated the top of your class?” Lotus was giving him the same phony smile she had given me when I met her.

“Do you have any experience in managing a bar and kitchen?” Immediately I blushed, remembering too late that I had been hired without experience.

“Yes and no. I worked during college at a resort in the summer. I assisted the Manager and ran things when he was away on vacation. So yes, I guess I’ve had some hands on experience in this.” His lips parted in a small smile, while his dark eyes appraised me.

It made me wonder who was really being interviewed.  Before I had a chance for a follow-up question to establish any sort of authority, Ginger spoke up.

“Well, it seems as if the job is all yours Sam. In addition to overseeing the bar and kitchen you will be working with me arranging the catering needs when private sessions are booked.”  Her face was hard to read. 

Lotus stood up ending the interview. “Welcome aboard Sam. I will give you a tour of the kitchen and bar and introduce you to any staff here.” She was about to leave but stopped when I spoke.

“Sam, for the first few months, during your probationary period, you will meet with me once a week. We will review the accounts and I can answer any questions you may have. If you see opportunities to increase the efficiency or customer satisfaction, please let me know. Lotus, please set these meetings up in my calendar.” I stood up and extended my hand to him. “Welcome to Eros Inc.”

Lotus shot me a look that could peel paint before once more resuming her masklike smile and escorting Sam out of the room.

When they were gone, I turned to Ginger. “Why did Nick let Eric go? I can’t understand this. Eric was with Nick and me last night. Everything seemed fine between them.” My eyes were wide staring at her.

“It was probably you between them you slut, and I use that term in the most envious way. Tell me more. Torture me, I beg you.” Her eyes were as bright as the smile she flashed at me.

“You crazy woman. Maybe I should discipline you, calling me a slut.  But seriously… I had mentioned to Nick that Eric had kind of come on to me yesterday afternoon and that I’d never been with a black man. He arranged for Eric to come up and yeah… I was definitely between them.”

“The oreo sandwich? I’m surprised you can sit in that chair.” She stifled a giggle putting her hand over her mouth.

“Believe me, I’m still tender. But would Nick have been jealous? He didn’t show it but it’s the only reasonable explanation of why he fired him.” Again my stomach fell and my shoulders sagged, thinking of Eric being fired because of me.

“That doesn’t sound like Nick. If anything, he gets off on threesomes. And he’s a fair minded man. Unless you’re actually getting to him. Who knows? I’ll miss Eric. He and I shared many a joke at Lotus’s expense.” She rose to her feet. “I’ve got some work to do for the performance this week. It’s Swingers Night. There’s also a booking for a private engagement that I’d like to go over with you after lunch.”

“Sure. How does two o’clock sound? Then maybe at four we can do another lesson?” I stood up and walked out of the room and down the stairs with her.

The doorbell rang and we watched as one of the serving staff in casual dress answered it. Oh my. A long box tied in a red ribbon. Had Nick sent me another rose? I rushed forward and took the box from the server. My fingers flew pulling the ribbon and then the box open. I held my breath, gazing at the deepest red roses I had ever seen.





Chapter 6: Deja Vu

 

I held the box close to me and scrambled to read the card.

Hey Spice Girl,

Just wanted you to know I was thinking of you.  Red roses, beautiful and sweet smelling with the power to prick the finger if handled roughly. You are like that, my love. Only YOU have the power to hurt me or bring your Bumblebeezer to ecstasy within your petals.

Your Bald Eagle

 

What the heck? Bumblebeezer? Bald Eagle? Well he had said the ‘Eagle has landed’ when he got to the apartment last night. This was a really weird love note. But it was touching that he had thought of me today.

“Hey, who’re the roses from?” Ginger was at my side bending over to sniff the fragrance.

“Nick… I think. But he called himself a Bumblebeezer and the Bald Eagle. I have no idea what he’s talking about.” My eyebrows were drawn together as I looked at the card once more. 

“Oh my God. He didn’t write Bumblebeezer, did he?” Her hands flew to her cheeks as she stared at me wide eyed.

“Yeah. What’s Bumblebeezer?”

“Oh my God. It’s like the hardest aspect of BDSM. I better get the fish hooks and plunger out for you.” She was shaking her head in disbelief.

“FISH HOOKS AND A PLUNGER! What the hell do you do with those things?”  Suddenly, I wasn’t sure I wanted any part of the roses.

She doubled over in laughter, wiping the tears that rolled down her cheeks.

“What?” I wasn’t finding the idea of fish hooks funny in the slightest.

She crossed her arms around her stomach still giggling. “Got you. Those flowers are for me, you know. You’re not the only one here with admirers, Ms. Egocentric.” She was off again laughing, barely able to catch her breath.

My face was warm when I handed the box to her. “Okay Smartass, who’s your admirer? How come you never mentioned anyone to me?”

“It’s Gus Capno. He’s the CFO of Nick’s engineering firm. We’ve been an item for about a year now. Gus’s wife left him three years ago and he carried the torch for a long time. Nick talked him into visiting Eros and that’s how we met. I was expecting him to visit me this morning but something must have come up.”

The doorbell rang once more and the server opened the door.

“Gus! Thanks so much for the roses! I’m so glad you could make it.” Ginger thrust the roses into my hands and ran to the door, throwing her arms around a tall, athletic man who was indeed quite bald.

“My Spicy Snookums!” He lifted her up and swung her around in a circle.

The corners of my mouth drew up in a wide smile seeing the two of them so crazy about each other.  This guy was a CFO for Nick and Dev? He was older than them, maybe in his mid to late thirties. And for a financial officer, he certainly was spontaneous and happy, not the kind of cold numbers guy I would have pictured in that position.

“Come in Gus. I want you to meet my new boss, Cerise. She’s a wonderful person even if she tried to steal my roses.” She led him by the arm to where I stood holding the flowers.

My face had heated up once more as I extended my hand to shake his. Oof. My breath was knocked out of me when he threw his arms around me in a big hug.

He stood back, still holding my shoulders in his huge hands. “Handshakes are for men. When I meet a woman as gorgeous as you, who Ginger likes, only a hug will do. Now I wish I’d sent you roses too.” There were deep lines spreading out from the corners of his blue eyes.

This was a man who liked to laugh and often. I liked him immediately and was happy for Ginger.

“It’s almost lunchtime. Why don’t you join Gus and me in the dining room for lunch, Cerise? We may have to push our meetings back a couple of hours today. Is that okay?”  She stepped forward grabbing onto his arm again, grinning like a hyena.

“Of course. I’d love to have lunch with you. Thanks.” Who could resist? Their happiness was infectious.

Gus pulled my hand under his arm and the three of us walked to the dining room.

“A thorn between two roses.” He kissed Ginger’s cheek and surprised me when he did the same to me.

“Ask Cerise about her experience last night being a rose between two thorns. Did those thorns prick you Cerise?” She bent forward looking at me with an evil glint in her eye, grinning.

My eyes opened wide in shock that she would bring this up in front of her boyfriend and a complete stranger to me.

“Hmmm. This sounds interesting. You’re whetting my appetite and not just for lunch. Tell all and don’t leave out any details. Don’t bother telling me names; I want the down and dirty.” He pulled out a chair at a table overlooking the garden. Ginger sat down and then he held a chair for me on his other side.

“You want me to tell your guy all of that, Ginger? I’m a little embarrassed in case you didn’t notice.” I was grasping at straws, delaying getting into all of this with Gus.

“Nonsense Cerise. Gus and I have a wild hour ahead of us after lunch. You’ll just be warming him up for me. There’s nothing he likes better than a sexy story. And you glossed over the details with me earlier. I want to hear it as well.” She was still smiling but I could tell she was serious. 

Oh well, it was part of their kink I guess. The server, a petite blond in a short black skirt and white blouse appeared at the linen draped table. She took our orders and disappeared.

“So about your evening…” Gus turned to gaze at me, rubbing his hands together like a small boy about to have cake.

I glanced around the dining room. There was no one sitting nearby and only a handful of people on the other side of the room. “I was with the most handsome and domineering man. I served him dinner and mentioned another man who had made a pass at me earlier in the day. He asked if I wanted to pursue a sexual encounter with that man.” My eyes swept to Ginger, who smiled and nodded at me.

I had better make this titillating for my friend and teacher.

“Well, I had never experienced sex with a black man and couldn’t wait to see if the rumors were true, so I said yes.” I leaned closer to Gus and Ginger.

“What were you wearing?” There was a glint in his eyes as they roamed down my face, resting on the hint of cleavage the blouse revealed.

“I was wearing a very tight, white lace corset. It could hardly contain my tits.” I slid my hand up and unbuttoned the top button of my blouse, pulling it apart a little. Gus’s eyes were riveted to my breasts. Re-living last night, feeling his eyes on me and his breath become faster was having an effect on me as well. I startled, feeling his hand on my thigh. 

How would Ginger feel if she knew her guy was groping me? My eyes flitted to hers. She was still as she nodded her head. She knows he’s touching me and she’s okay with that. All right. In for a penny, in for a pound as they say.

I shifted in my seat, turning my knees to him while opening my legs to give his hand free rein.

“I had on white thigh highs that ended just under the crease of my ass, with stiletto heels. When the man arrived, my friend ordered me to kiss him while I took the man’s clothes off. Then my friend told me to suck the man’s cock.” My hand touched Gus’s thigh and rose higher towards his crotch. Ginger’s hand was already there and had his cock out, stroking it. 

I grinned at Ginger before my mouth dropped. She left her chair and got down on her knees next to the table, and crawled underneath. I grasped Gus’s cock in my hand and stroked it softly, rubbing his pre come over the tip. He became larger in my hand and I pictured Ginger riding that. His hand had risen under my skirt and his fingers slid along my panties.

“His cock was so big and black. I licked and sucked it, taking it all into my mouth. I wanted him to fuck my mouth. He pushed in and out of me, holding my head, driving my mouth down onto him. I almost choked when he shot his load into me.”

The server appeared once more and set sandwiches down in front of us. She looked at me and nodded towards Ginger’s empty chair.

“It’s okay. Just leave hers. She’ll be right back.” I smiled sweetly at her and she left.

Ginger’s tongue brushed along the side of my hand pushing it away from Gus’s cock. Her cheek was taut against my fingers as she took his cock into her mouth. Gus was really breathing hard now. His eyes were half closed looking at me.

“I had no sooner sucked him off, when my friend shoved his cock down my throat. He was really horny and fucked my mouth hard before he got off. But the thing that Ginger mentioned—the rose between two thorns—was about to begin. My friend ordered me to undress while he and the other man also undressed. I guess the sight of my big tits and pussy lips must have got to them because they got hard again, real fast.”

My eyes closed and I sucked in air when Gus’s fingers crept into my panties and touched my clit. I spread my legs even farther and pushed my crotch forward seeking more.

I took a breath and continued, my voice now a little unsteady in my arousal.

“My friend asked the man to lay on the sex couch, cock high in the air for me to ride. I climbed on and slid my hot pussy down on that huge, black stallion cock. God, he pumped me and filled me up while his finger played with my clit.” Under the table, Ginger moaned and there was a bump as her head hit the table’s underside.

From the looks of Gus, his eyes mere slits, lips parted, I wasn’t sure if I’d get to finish my story.

“The man pulled my chest forward, while his cock stayed buried deep inside me. Now my sweet ass was sticking up in the air. My friend started playing with my asshole, sticking his finger slowly inside. It stung a bit at first but I liked it. I wanted more than his finger. I wanted his thick cock up my ass. And do you know what he did?” My fingers were still stroking his leg, near Ginger’s mouth.

“Wh… what did he do?” Gus was almost panting now and his hips were pushing forward rhythmically.

“He shoved that big hot cock in my ass while the other man’s cock pumped into my cunt. I was stretched and fucked really good. They pumped into me while playing with my tits and clit. I came like thunder when they shot their loads into me.”

Gus’s eyes closed and his lips were tight together. I saw his head jerk at the same time as his hips thrust forward. In a few seconds his eyes opened and he smiled at me. His fingers were still inside my panties stroking my clit. Another set of fingers joined his, probing to find my opening. When her fingers went inside, pumping slowly my muscles tensed, hips pushing forward with spread legs. God, I was having an orgasm right here in the dining room. It was difficult to look composed when under the table my wetness was almost spurting, I was coming so hard.

“Would you care for something to drink?” My eyes opened slowly and I gasped.

Mason’s eyes bore right through me, his mouth set in a smirk, standing at the table, holding a tray. Just as I was in the middle of an orgasm, craving a thick cock inside me he appears. I glanced down at his crotch. There was a bulge there. He must have seen what had been happening at our table and wanted to embarrass me. I sat up straight and heard Ginger’s head bump once more against the table. Mason looked at the table and then back at me.

“May I have a word with you at the bar, Cerise?” Mason turned and strode over to the bar, looking once over his shoulder at me.

 

To Be Continued in Book 4: Swingers Night!
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Chapter 1: Sam

 

What could Mason want to talk to me about? I watched him walk to the bar carrying a tray before him. In the crisp white shirt, the cuffs casually rolled up revealing the tattoos on his forearms and the tight fit of his dark pants at the hip, I hated to admit it, but he exuded pure, male sexuality. No wonder Eros Inc. had hired him. He was definitely eye candy for the clients.

When he turned his head to look back at me, a lock of hair had fallen across his forehead. His dark eyes seemed to blaze at me, the almost perpetual scowl on his mouth. Considering that I’m his boss, you’d think that he would try to be nicer. I took a deep breath, rose to my feet and followed him. From the corner of my eye, I saw Ginger ease out from under the table to take a seat next to Gus.

Mason stood behind the bar waiting for me. “What do you want—“ I started to ask.

“Not here.” His eyes flitted to the end of the bar where the new manager, Sam, stood talking to one of the bartenders. He turned to face me and nodded his head to the side before leaving the bar. I followed him to a door and into a small room where cases of liquor and wine were stacked along shelves.

He closed the door softly and turned to face me. We were only inches apart; I could smell his woodsy cologne, feel the power of his presence as I looked into his brown eyes. I wanted to brush the lock of hair back, run my fingers along his forehead but I knew better than to try that. He’d probably swat my hand away.

“Why’d you fire Eric? And what’s with this new guy, Sam? That was pretty fast. Is he some friend of yours?”   His eyes were narrow under tight drawn eyebrows.

Of all the nerve. He lures me into a stockroom and grills me! “First of all, I didn’t fire Eric or hire the new guy. And if I did, it would be none of your business. I’m the GM here and you work for me. Got that?” My teeth were clenched together as I leaned forward into his face.

“Oh yeah, I got it all right. Sorry I bothered you, boss. I took a chance that you weren’t like Janice or Lotus. That you’d see staffers as people, not drones to manipulate.” He started to turn away.

My fingers dug into the muscles in his arm and I pulled him back. “Wait a minute. I have no idea what you’re talking about, with this drone and people shit. Okay, I get what you say about Lotus. She’s ambitious and is only concerned with herself. I can’t speak for Janice; I’ve never met her.”

“She was a piece of work, let me tell you.” His lips were a thin line.

“Well, I’m not her. Give me a break, will ya? I’m learning the ropes. They hired me because I wasn’t like Janice. There’s tension here and I’m going to find out why and get rid of it. So guess what, Mason? That means I do see the staff as people. I want to get to know them better, even you.”   His face softened a little, the scowl dropping from his face.

“I don’t trust that new guy, Sam. I’m glad it wasn’t you who hired him.” His chin dropped and his dark eyes looked directly into mine.

“Well for what it’s worth, it wasn’t Lotus either. Dev hired him.”

That familiar smirk reappeared on his face. “That figures.”

We both startled as the door to the storeroom opened. Sam’s head was cocked to the side as he looked from Mason to me.

Did we look as guilty as I felt? “Mason was showing me the storeroom. I’m new here like you, Sam and exploring all the nooks and crannies, getting a better feel for operations. Thanks Mason.” I brushed by Mason, smiling brightly at Sam.

“Yeah, I caught some of the exploration going on at your table at lunch.” Sam’s voice was low, almost a mutter.

The blood rose to my cheeks. What the hell. This man had been employed here for less than three hours and was making snide remarks to his boss. And in front of another staff member!

“Sam, you are aware of the nature of Eros Inc., aren’t you? Did you do any research about it before Dev hired you? In case you failed to do your research, let me enlighten you. It’s a sex club. And if your boss—that’s me, by the way—and the Manager of Entertainment wish to favor a client with our sexual attention, then you will accept that without comment. Have I made myself clear?” My voice was soft and sweet, despite the fact that my hands were resting on my hips and I was mere inches from his face.

As I turned to wind my way back to the table with Ginger and Gus, I noticed Mason looking at the floor, a grin on his mouth. Well, that was something. Apparently a smile didn’t shatter his stony face. As for Sam, how long would it take for him to report this to Dev?

Adrenaline still raced through me as I strode back to my table. My anger must have been pretty apparent.

“Hey, what’s up? Did Mason say anything to upset you?” Ginger leaned over the table towards me as I took my seat next to Gus.

“No, not him. Our new employee Sam had something to say about our earlier activities, when I was telling Gus about my evening.” I picked up the sandwich and took a small bite.

“Ah, he’s just jealous. You can tell me bedtime stories anytime, Cerise.” Gus’s hand patted my leg under the table. His smile was so open and warm that I couldn’t stop myself from smiling in return.

“Gus is right. All the same, we’d probably be wise to keep an eye on Sam.” Ginger was looking at the bar, where Sam stood frowning at us.





Chapter 2: Strap On

 

I was scanning the staff listing on the monitor when Ginger tapped on the door frame of my office. I was just about done anyway, so logged out. “So, are you ready to do the planning for the private party now? Gus has left?”

Her green eyes sparkled and her cheeks were rosy and glowing. She put one hand on her heart, the other on her forehead and flopped into the chair in front of the desk.

“That man. I swear after a romp with him, working will be a relief. Have you ever done it while balancing on a swing, holding your feet next to your head as you’re spinning around on a hard cock?”

“No, can’t say that I have…but it sounds like fun.” The mental picture of this caused a spark of excitement between my legs. Would Nick like to try this? “Where’s this swing? I don’t remember seeing one in the Great Room.”

“No, it’s in the playroom on the second floor. The guys are setting up equipment for the Swinger’s night. Gus and I thought we’d take it for a test drive. Oh my God, it was awesome.” She sat up straight in the chair and leaned forward across the desk. “I’ll show you after we’ve got the party details squared away.” Her eyebrows wiggled at me above a lewd smile.

“You’re incorrigible and I love it. Lotus asked to use my office this afternoon, finishing up some report. Then that’s it. She’s back to her cubbyhole on the first floor. Hey, what do you think of this color?” I reached for the paint chips I had picked up yesterday, to show her.

“I like that one. It would be an easy color to live with.”

I grinned. It was the same shade of light taupe that I had picked. “Great. The painters are coming tomorrow. That’s my new office color. Lotus hates it.”

 I got up and we left the office. “So what fantasy has our client requested?” We walked down the stairs instead of taking the elevator.

“There are two clients actually—a rich banker and his trophy wife. She’s always wanted to be a naughty young cowgirl. Y’know, very short denim skirt, gingham blouse tied just under her breasts, even pigtails. She’s supposed to be cleaning out the horse stalls but she’s naughty and horny. Instead of cleaning, she’s lying in the hay mound and playing with herself. Three, handsome and horny ranch-hands find her. And you can guess the rest—gangbang. One of the guys is her husband. Her birthday’s coming up and this is one of his presents.” She smiled at me before opening the door to her office.

It was even smaller than Lotus’s. Her fingers trailed across the roses on her desk as she walked by. From the warm look on her face, she was thinking of Gus. She sat down and reached for a file in the cabinet beside her.

“So do we create the hay mound upstairs? That sounds pretty messy.” I took a seat across from her.

“No, no. It’s got to be authentic. I’ve contacted a farmer about an hour outside of the city. He’s renting his barn to us for a couple of hours, and has agreed to vacate the property. We have to ensure our clients’ privacy. This is an easy one—no catering requirements. But we have to film it for them. I’ve taken photography classes so that’ll be my job. I’d like you to come along to get a feel for these bookings.” She opened the file and pushed it towards me.

Wow. The fees for this were expensive. This guy must really love his wife.

“Yeah, for sure. Count me in. When is it?” I looked up from the accounting sheet.

“Tomorrow afternoon at two. We’ll have to be there an hour early in order to set up the cameras and check that there’s no one at the ranch. It was the only time that the farmer would agree to.”

“I can hardly believe what they’re paying for this. The guy must be loaded.” I watched as Ginger put the file back in the cabinet and opened a box behind her. She scooped out a large red velvet pouch and stood up.

“Yes, the clients are very upscale. But you know, with their clothes off, they’re just like anybody else. Nudity is a great social equalizer. And speaking of which… I promised to show you the swing. Ready?”

Oh, the little devil. I could tell by the look in her eyes that she was going to give me a full demonstration. My panties were wet at the thought. “Ever ready, just like the battery.” I giggled and followed her out.

We raced each other up the stairs and down the hall, laughing like schoolgirls. She reached the door first and flung it open. There it was, the infamous swing, hanging about a foot above the king sized bed. She closed the door and began to remove her clothes. A shiver went through me when her fingers opened her blouse. Her breasts were pushing over the top of her lacy white bra. As I undid my own blouse, I watched her unhook the bra, letting the straps drift down her arms.

I couldn’t resist. Before I knew it, my hands were holding her warm globes, scraping my fingernails over her nipples. Her mouth met mine and we kissed long and sensuously, our tongues exploring each other’s mouths.  She pushed my blouse down my arms and I reluctantly let my hands leave her breasts for the sleeves to slip by them. I kneaded and pulled at her tits as she undid my bra. Now her hands were pulling my breasts. Her fingers tweaking the nipples.

She unbuttoned my skirt and pushed it down, catching my panties in the bunch of the fabric. Her hands were on my thighs. My breath was hot and ragged hoping she would touch my clit.

She broke off the kiss. Her breath was hot in my ear. “Get on the swing. I have a surprise for you.”

I stepped out of the skirt and slipped the high heels off. My knee was now on the bed and I pulled on the rope of the swing, easing up to sit on it. How had Ginger managed to lift her legs so that her feet were close to her head? She must be a gymnast in addition to everything else.

Oh my God. My mouth dropped open when I saw her walk to the bed. She was wearing a strap on black dildo that vibrated. She climbed on the bed and lay down so that the dildo was against my pussy. Reaching down she separated my lips and pressed it against my clit. Oh fuck, the sensation was incredible. I spread my legs farther apart, grinding into it, closing my eyes.

Moaning softly, I leaned back, allowing her to do whatever she wanted to my dripping pussy. Just don’t stop was the only thought in my head.

I felt her slip it deep inside me, arching her hips upward. The swing was now moving, turning slowly. I lifted my legs to free the movement. I slowly spun on the vibrating cock inside me. Facing sideways, it was huge, grinding softly. Oh God. I moved my hips wanting more. 

Ginger’s eyes were mere slits, lips parted as she thrust upward into me. She moaned, her head twisting from side to side.

 My body convulsed as a hot wet orgasm flooded through me. I squeezed the hard vibrator she was fucking me with and cried out. My body slumped and I was hardly able to hold onto the rope of the swing. She turned me so that I was facing her. Her red lips smiled, the green eyes barely open in the smooth face, and lustrous red hair flowing over the pillow took my breath away. “You’re gorgeous. Anyone ever tell you that?”

She grinned and removed the dildo from inside me. “You just like my hot cock, you slut. And look who’s talking. The Greek goddess.”

I slipped off the swing and straddled her waist before bending over to kiss her. Her arms went around my neck and she eased me to the side to lie next to her. I snuggled my lips into the soft perfumed warmth of her neck, holding her breast.

“You’re crazy about Gus, aren’t you?” My fingers played with her nipple feeling the hard tip roll at my touch.

“You could tell, eh?” Her hand stroked my hair.

“I can tell he’s nuts about you, too. But how does he handle you working here? He knows you have sex with other people. Doesn’t he get jealous? Or is that his kink?”

“We have an open relationship. We both love each other exclusively and sex with other people is just recreation, kind of like having a game of badminton or something. He had a tough time before I met him. His wife left him for another guy and hurt him pretty bad. Now, with me he’s happy again. If I was ever to get married and have kids, it’d be with him. But for now, we’re in a place that we both like.”

There was a comfortable silence for a few minutes before she asked. “What about you? Are you starting to fall for Nick?”

“Um… I don’t know. Maybe.”

She placed her hand on mine and turned to face me, her expression seemed sad or worried?

“Nick is a confirmed bachelor. I watched Janice fall for him and then get hurt. I don’t want you to make the same mistake.” Her lips closed and her eyes bored into me for a few seconds. “And there’s something else. I wouldn’t tell you this if I didn’t like you and you have to promise you won’t repeat this to anyone.”

I nodded my head. This sounded serious.

“There’re problems at the engineering firm. I don’t know all the details but there’s money missing. Gus is doing an audit to find what happened and will be reporting to their Board of Directors in two weeks. The only other people with signing authority are Nick and Dev. So try to not get emotionally involved with either of them. Somebody will probably be going to jail.”

I sat up and stared at her. “But Nick is the senior partner. It wouldn’t be him.” This was incredible. Nick wouldn’t do anything to hurt his company, would he? And if he did, why? No. The more obvious person would be Dev. But even that didn’t make sense. He was a partner.

“Remember, you didn’t hear this from me. Gus would kill me if he knew I had said anything. Enough pillow talk. We’d better get up.” She scooted by me and started to get dressed.

“No worries. I won’t say a word.” I rose and picked up my panties and skirt.

Ten minutes later we left the room and parted for the evening. Ginger was going home and I was going to my apartment upstairs. It had been a few days since I’d cooked a meal for myself. And a soak in the hot tub, with a glass of wine and good book sounded exactly right—a welcome break from the intrigue of Nick, Dev, Lotus and Eros Inc.





Chapter 3: Roll in the Hay

 

I wore a jean skirt, boots and denim jacket over a tank top as I walked the grounds of the property. I was a little early for the engagement with Ginger and felt like some fresh air. There wouldn’t be that many days of summer left to do that. Although June was my favorite month because of the flowers and lushness of the grass, late summer, with autumn around the corner was nice. My fingers touched the bloom of an early Chrysanthemum and I plucked a flower that had wilted.

“So, you’ve got a green thumb, in addition to your other talents?”

I jumped and spun around to see Mason’s familiar smirk. Just like him to sneak up and scare me like that.

“I grew up in a small town. My mother always had a flower garden, so yes, I’ve got some talent. What’s your excuse for being out here? Shouldn’t you be at the bar?” But he was wearing tight jeans and a dark T shirt, a bit too casual for tending bar.

“Not today. Ginger has recruited me to drive the van to some farm in the country. The regular driver called in sick.” He bent over and pulled a weed from the flower bed.

Great. The last time I had driven with Mason had been a barrel of laughs. Thank God, there’d be Ginger and other people to talk to. But what about when we got there? Would he be standing next to Ginger and I while she filmed? Suddenly, a cloud descended on my day.

“I’m going as well. Try not to get a ticket this time.” I glanced at him, expecting some sort of smartass remark. Oh my. He was actually quite good looking when he smiled.

“Promise me you’ll sit in the back and we should be okay. It was your fault and you know it. C’mon. We’d better get moving.” Even his eyes seemed to smile at me as his hand swept downward in a courtly gesture. He should keep taking whatever happy pills he’d taken this morning. It was a drastic improvement.

“So, how are things going with the new manager?” I glanced to the side, at him. He had a nice profile when he smiled.

“He asks a lot of questions that I’d have thought he’d already know. I’m not sure I buy that he’s had lots of experience. And, I don’t think he’s any fan of yours, the way you put him in his place yesterday. You’d better watch your back. He’s been pretty chummy with Lotus as well.” He stopped and looked at me.

“I’m still trying to figure you out. What’s a nice girl like you doing in a place like this? I know it’s corny, but it’s honest.” His face had become serious as he stared into my eyes.

It was almost as if he knew me, like we’d been friends for years. That he knew I had no experience in running a place like Eros Inc. It was a little disconcerting.

“I could ask you the same thing y’know.” I looked over his shoulder at Ginger who had just arrived. “Hi.”

“Hey Cowgirl. Ready for a roll in the hay? Would you get the van Mason, please.” Her smile flashed at Mason for a second then landed on me.

Good. She was wearing jeans and a tank top as well.

Two men, I recognized as part of her Unicorn troupe were walking down the stairs towards us.

“Hey Tex, Buck. How y’all doin’?” She turned and grinned at them.

“Hi Ginger, Cerise. Look at me, all cowboy’d up. You’d never guess that I once wanted to be the lead singer at the Metropolitan Opera. I’m Tony by the way and this is Steve, not Tex and Buck…yet.”

He extended his hand to shake mine. Tony was dark, almost Greek or Italian looking. His white teeth gleamed at me from a classically, handsome face. I could almost picture him in a tuxedo, singing opera but he was also doing justice to the tailored cowboy shirt and tight jeans.

Steve took the cowboy hat from his blond head and held it to his chest, bowing low. “Pleased to meet you Ma’am. You’re purd-yer than a glob of butter meltin’ on a stack of wheat cakes.”

“And you’re slicker than a harpooned hippo. Nice to meet both of you.” I couldn’t help laughing, getting into the spirit of this. It was hard to believe we were going to be part of a couple’s erotic fantasy.

The van pulled up and Mason rolled down the window. “C’mon, we’re off like a herd of turtles.”

Ginger got in the front next to Mason while I piled in between Tony and Steve. As we drove to the farm, we each tried to out red-neck the other, laughing our heads off.

 

***

 

The farm was indeed deserted and was every bit a working farm. I held my nose as I stepped from the van, looking at the green pasture and the culprits causing the smell.

Ginger had the back door open and was handing the equipment to the guys to carry to the barn. She handed me a lamp with metal tripod legs and swung a large bag over her shoulder. We trudged about twenty feet to the barn door, being careful to watch where we stepped. A gaggle of geese honked at us, flapping their wings.

“Guard geese. Be careful Cerise, they bite.” Her head swiveled over her shoulder, shooting me a smile.

“Will you stop! My sides are sore from laughing.” My eyes opened wide and I made a dash for the door as a big gander rushed at me, honking and flapping.

“Told you.” She rushed ahead of me through the door.

The barn was dim, lit only by the high windows in the loft. I looked up to see dust particles dancing in the rays of sunshine and followed Ginger through a doorway.

I could see why she had selected this farm. There was a large area stacked at least eight feet high with loose hay. A wooden ladder was attached to the floor above, overlooking the ground floor hay mow. Bales of hay were stacked high but there was a space between the columns where Ginger could put her camera to film, unobtrusively. I climbed the ladder slowly after her, balancing the lamp under my arm.

She kicked hay aside and picked up an extension cord. Her camera ran on batteries but the lamps were another matter. I wandered between the bales of hay looking above me at the ceiling. I had been in plenty of barns growing up, but this one was huge.

The lights clicked on, shining down on the ground floor below us.

“Okay sound check. Say something Tony.” Ginger had the camera on, testing the lighting and sound.

“I’m hornier than a half fucked fox in a forest fire.” Tony looked up at us, both hands rubbing his crotch.

“Ginger, how the hell are they going to perform when all they do is joke around?” I shook my head at her, wondering how she would pull this off.

“You’ll see. They’re pros.” She pressed a button on the camera and ran the film she had just shot, watching the screen.

She was so involved with setting the camera and lighting that I was almost glad to see Mason climbing the stairs to join us. He grinned at Ginger and asked, “Will those two fellers need a hand with the filly when she gets here? If they do, then I’m yer huckleberry, Miss Ginger.”

I shook my head and laughed at the corny accent despite the fact that my stomach had just dropped. The thought of Mason ‘servicing’ the hot and horny cowgirl was not appealing. Yet I was looking forward to seeing Tony and Steve do just that. What the hell was that all about? It was probably because in my mind, Mason was a bartender. Not some stud performing on demand like they do in porn flicks. Yeah. That had to be it.

“Guys. Take your places. I hear a car.” Ginger called down to them.

They hurried out the door to another area of the barn, just in time it seemed. The door opened and Daisy Duke’s double walked in. She was all legs and curves in the tiny denim shorts and blue shirt fastened under her bouncing breasts, scampering to the pile of hay. There, she wasted no time in undoing the knot of the blouse and lying in the hay. Her hands cupped her breasts, rolling them and tweaking her hard, top hat nipples. 

Her head rolled from side to side as she bit her lower lip playing with her tits. Now her hands slid down to the snap of her jean shorts and zipper. She lifted her ass and wiggled out of them, tossing them to the side. Her knees were bent, spread wide apart as her fingers separated her pussy lips and rubbed her clit.

A tall, dark haired man appeared in the doorway. He wore a leather vest over his bare chest and only brown chaps covered his legs. His penis was almost fully erect, standing straight out, pointing the way to the woman’s spread legs. “Hey boys. Look what we got here. She’s supposed to be cleaning the stalls and instead of that, she’s playin’ with herself. I think we should teach her a lesson.”

Tony and Steve stood on either side of the man. They grinned and undid their belt buckles, snaps and zippers and sauntered to where the woman lay. The men stood over her, their hard cocks now pulled from their jeans.

She got up on her knees and looked up at her husband before reaching for Steve’s cock and stroking it. Her mouth opened and she filled it with his hard meat, while her hand drifted to Tony’s thigh and up to hold his cock in her hand. Her husband watched his wife suck Steve and stroke Tony’s cock, while his own hand rubbed along his own stiff shaft.

Tony took a step closer to Steve so the two men’s cocks were almost touching. She smiled up at them and began alternately sucking and stroking both of them. Her husband stepped behind her and knelt down, spreading her cheeks with his fingers. As if on cue, Tony lowered his body so that he was now kneeling in front of her, her mouth still around his cock. Steve stood to the side watching as he removed his shirt and pants.

I stood on tiptoes to see over Ginger’s shoulder. She was getting all of this on tape, even the moans of the woman as her husband started to fuck her. I lost my footing when I lowered myself and stumbled back against Mason’s chest. His hands grabbed my arms to steady me while I tried to catch my balance. My ass brushed against the crotch of his jeans and he sighed. The scene in the hay was having an effect on him as well.

Steve was entirely naked when he knelt next to the woman and played with her tits. She turned and took his cock in her mouth, bobbing up and down on him while her husband pounded into her. Tony shifted his body to lie under her chest and spread knees. Her husband pulled away and allowed Tony to shove his cock up inside her, his hands holding her hips and rolling them. The husband was now fingering her asshole, wetting it and pressing his cock against it. Oh yeah, my pussy was hot watching this, remembering Nick’s cock in my ass while Eric fucked my cunt. And there was a hot cock just inches behind me, straining against the heavy cotton of the jeans.

My heart beat hard in my chest as I tried to control my breathing. The scene below was getting to me and for some reason; I didn’t want Mason to know that.

 The woman cried out in her lust, being penetrated by Tony and her husband while sucking and kissing Steve’s cock. The movements below became faster as they neared orgasm. Her eyes were closed tight and Steve’s cock dropped from her mouth when she came. Her husband pumped her like a steam engine. He drove deep and stiffened, his head thrown back as he arched back and forth, up to the hilt inside her.

Neither Steve nor Tony had come, just the couple. Wouldn’t they be expected to orgasm as well? The husband pulled out of his wife’s ass, his cock soft and come still dripping from the tip.

“She’s all yours boys. Fuck the little slut some more.” The husband sat in the hay watching Tony thrust into her while Steve took his position at her ass. He smiled watching his wife fulfill her fantasy as he placed his finger on her clit, stroking it quickly.

“C’mon baby, come for me again.” His words and finger coaxed her. Her chest heaved as she bounced on Tony and Steve’s cocks.

“Yes, yes… fuck me hard with your thick cocks. Fill me…” Her screams filled the air as she succumbed to another orgasm. This time, it looked like our guys were getting theirs as well. I could feel the fabric of my panties damp, against my swollen pussy, wishing I was the woman in the hay. Lucky bitch. And the hot guy standing behind me wasn’t helping. I pictured myself bent over a bale of hay, skirt up to my waist as Mason fucked me. 

Stop Cerise. This is a private booking. Try to compose yourself and act professional—like Ginger. She’s quietly filming this, concentrating on capturing a memory for this couple.  Steve and Tony rose to their feet and picked up their clothing before leaving the hayloft. The man and his wife snuggled close together, laying on the hay and kissing. They stayed that way for another fifteen minutes or so and then they got up, dressed and left the barn, arm in arm.

“Okay, that’s a wrap.” Ginger turned the camera off and turned to face me. From the look in her eyes and the flush on her cheeks, it looked like professional or not, the scene had made her hot as well.





Chapter 4: Nick—Business and Pleasure

 

I looked down at my plate and suddenly lost my appetite. I pushed it away. “Half a million, Gus?”

“Yes Nick. Five hundred and eight thousand to be exact.” He hadn’t touched a bite either. 

We met for dinner in a private alcove at Eros Inc. to go over the audit results. So much for dinner, these numbers were huge.

I shook my head. “How could that much money just disappear without someone noticing before this?”

“Believe me, I’ve gone over the records with a fine toothed comb. It’s gone. Aside from you and I, there’s only one other person with the authority to move that kind of money.” Gus sat back and stared at me before taking a sip of his bourbon.

“I can’t believe Dev would do this. Hell, we’ve been together for years, brought this company from a two man operation to a multi-million dollar outfit employing five hundred people. When you present your report at the next Board meeting, they’re going to want his head on a platter.” Why would Dev need half a million dollars? What was he up to?

“Fuck that. He’s looking at jail time. It’s your head and mine they’re going to be after. How this happened under our noses. Somehow he managed to sidestep the safeguards that prevent this sort of thing happening.” Gus’s normally happy expression was gone. 

I glanced around the room we were in. “You know, after Lotus got suspicious about Eric, we found that he was skimming the till on a pretty regular basis.”

“So that’s why you fired him.”

I nodded. “It was the day after he introduced Cerise into big black cock sex. Lotus showed me all the paperwork, and when I confronted him on it, he admitted right away.” I held up my hand. “But you know, he said that he wasn’t the only one ripping off Eros. He clammed up after that. But now Lotus is going over the books here.” I shook my head. “Man, when it rains it pours, huh?”

Gus nodded. “I’d give Lotus a hand, Nick, but right now…” he held up his hands.

“No. You stick with the problems at Northern Dynamics. Eros Inc. will look after itself.” As much as I love this place, the money that goes through the club is small potatoes compared to the revenues at Northern Dynamics. Hell, I could underwrite the club for a year from my six month bonus from Northern Dynamics.

Gus was still unsettled, and I couldn’t blame him. As the Chief Financial Officer, the embezzlement at Northern Dynamics was on his watch. He’s taking it hard. Time for a little truth telling, I think.

“Gus, I’m glad you’re on the team, man.”

He stared into his wine glass. “Yeah… I’ve done a hell of a job.”

“Whoa. Hold it right there. Let’s make sure of a couple of things, okay?”

“Like you need a new CFO… yeah, I understand.”

“No way, man!” He looked up. “Listen, as soon as you found a problem, what did you do?”

“Brought it up with you—you’re the senior partner.”

“Did you try to hide it? Sweep it under a rug to cover your own ass?”

“Hell no. That would be wrong, Nick.”

“Look, somebody outfoxed us, Gus. Someone we trusted. Yeah, it’s shaping up to look like Dev, but whoever it turns out to be is the crook here. Not me.” I pointed to myself. “And not you.” I pointed back to him. “You’re someone I trust more now as a result of this shit than I did before, man. I know that you’ll give it to me straight, even if you think it makes you look bad.” I sat back. “Put a price on that, Gus.”

He saw my point. He put his glass on the table. “I got some ideas on how to get to the bottom of this, Nick.”

“Shoot.”

“I’m going to bring in a consulting company for a forensic audit. They do it very quietly; they’re experts at this stuff.”

“Alright. Do it.”

“Well, I want you to know that they’re first recommendation when they sort this all out is to can me.”

“Scapegoat for the Board, right?”

He nodded. But he also held my eyes. “I did drop the ball, Nick.”

“Well, I’m senior partner and major shareholder, so that’s not going to happen. Period.” I looked back at him, holding his gaze. “Do you understand?”

He set his mouth and nodded. 

We discussed consultant fees and a tentative resolution timetable. Now that we were onto this mess, it was going to get cleaned up pretty quickly. I still had a hard time believing it was Dev, but the truth would come out. One thing I learned a long time ago was numbers don’t lie. 

Gus was getting his mojo back. He looked a lot better than the stressed out executive that sat down with me an hour earlier. We both pulled our plates back in front of us and finished our dinners talking about football. And sex.

As if on cue, Cerise walked into our alcove.

She was a vision of beauty in the ivory dress, slit up the side almost to her waist. The color highlighted her almond flesh, especially so at the neckline. It barely contained her breasts. The only thing her bare neck needed was my leather collar.

I had purposely stayed away the last couple of nights. There was no way she was going to start falling for me, not if I could help it. But then why was I thinking of collaring her? That might give her the wrong idea. No, that could wait, at least until I got this mess that Dev had created straightened out.

She spoke with one of the serving staff and laughed. Her whole face transformed when she did that. From a sophisticated goddess to a beautiful, warm woman. The slit of her dress opened when she bent over to say something more to the young server, revealing long shapely legs and the top of her ivory stay-up stocking. Maybe I’d pay her a visit later tonight.

“Cerise!” Gus called out, waving his hand to get her attention.

“How do you know Cerise? She hasn’t been working here that long.” I stared at Gus enjoying the fact that his face was once again smiling and happy.

“She’s a great gal. She and Ginger really had me going the other day. Cerise told me a naughty tale while Ginger gave me head under the table. Every businessman’s fantasy. But then again, would you expect anything different at Eros?” He rose and pulled Cerise into his arms, kissing her on the mouth.

I was now on my feet as well, reaching for her and planting a chaste kiss on her cheek. I pulled out the chair for her to sit close to me. “You look lovely tonight, Cerise. Gus tells me you’re quite the story teller.”

Her cheeks became pink and her eyes flitted at Gus. “Ginger is around here somewhere. Does she know you’re here?”

“No. I was just having dinner with Nick, talking a little shop. I kind of hoped she’d be here to have a drink or… something with me.”   His gray eyes sparkled when he said ‘something’.

I wouldn’t mind a little ‘something’ myself. “Well speak of the Devil.”

Ginger appeared behind Gus, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing the top of his bald dome. Once more I was on my feet, giving her a quick kiss and pulling a chair out for her next to Gus.

“Have you ladies eaten? The salmon is great tonight—very fresh.” I looked into Cerise’s dark eyes and wondered what she’d think of a foursome. My cock pressed against my trousers, now awake and ready at the thought of it.

“I was sampling in the kitchen earlier. Just a glass of wine for me.” Cerise glanced at the bar for a second and swallowed.

“Just wine for me as well.” Ginger gazed into Gus’s eyes as her hand moved along his leg.

I raised my hand and gestured for the waiter. A swarthy guy in a white shirt, tattoos up his arms instantly appeared. I looked at Cerise surprised when she said hello and the guy’s name-Mason.

“Two white wines please, Mason.” Her face had gone a deeper red. It looked like she was taking the ‘getting to know staff’ to a new level. What was it about her and bartenders? 

“How’re things going Cerise? Getting to know the staff and operations?” I smiled at her before taking a sip of vodka and soda.

“Yes, I’m getting to know every one’s name and a bit about them. My office is now painted and oh yeah… I attended one of the private fantasy bookings with Ginger.” She smiled at the waiter who set the glass before her, before dropping her eyes to the table cloth.

Gus raised his hands in front of him and rubbed them together. “Another bedtime story Cerise? I’m all ears.”

“Nope. That’s confidential. Besides, wouldn’t you rather do it than hear about it?” Ginger’s trailed the back of her fingers along Gus’s cheek, moving her head close to his.

“Well, since you brought that up Ginger… how would you and Gus like to join Cerise and me upstairs? There’s an eight person hot tub that could be fun.” Cerise had her hand on my leg stroking the inside of my thigh, higher and higher. 

She sipped her wine and met my eyes above the rim of her glass. I could tell the idea appealed to her.

“Let’s go. We can have a nightcap up there.” Gus was already getting to his feet, tugging on Ginger’s arm.

I rose and took Cerise’s hand and rested it in the crook of my arm as we followed Gus and Ginger out of the dining room. Ginger’s body was every bit as luscious as Cerise’s in the tight black dress. We followed them across the foyer to the elevator and I watched as Gus’s hand slipped down to squeeze Ginger’s tight round ass cheek.

The elevator arrived and ten minutes later we were in the large mirrored bathroom, sipping wine, sitting in the hot tub. This was my first time playing with Ginger and Gus. From the looks of his package Cerise wouldn’t be disappointed to have that inside her, nor Ginger with mine.

“How about we start with a little girl on girl, what do you say Gus?” I picked up the wine and sipped looking from Cerise to Ginger.

“Yeah.” The top of Gus’s head gleamed and a trickle of perspiration rolled down his head. But I had the feeling it wasn’t the water that was making him hot.

Ginger moved closer to Cerise and wrapped her arms around her, pulling her up and towards her face. They stood, kissing and holding each other’s breast in one hand, playing with the nipples. Ginger moved to sit on the floor beside the sunken tub smiling up at her. She nudged Cerise to lay down and kissed her lips once more, pulling back to show their tongue touching- a little prelude to what would come later, when tongues would explore their other lips. She ran her tongue down Cerise’s throat and down her chest stopping when she came to the hard, dark nipple. Her tongue flicked over it rapidly before she sucked it into her mouth.

I glanced at Gus. His eyes were half closed and his arm was moving rhythmically moving through the water stroking himself. My own cock was almost bursting. I didn’t dare touch it, I was so horny.

Ginger continued moving her mouth downward, over Cerise’s flat stomach and now to her neatly trimmed mound. Her chest heaved as she spread her legs wide, thrusting her pussy up close to Ginger’s mouth. With tantalizing, deliberate slowness, Ginger’s finger stroked along the full pussy lips.

Gus shifted, straining forward to see Cerise’s pussy being teased.

Her head lowered and the tip of her tongue extended to stroke Cerise’s clit. Her fingers slid inside Cerise’s glistening, wet cunt. She licked and sucked at her clit while pumping the fingers of her hand.  Cerise breathed hard and thrust up into Ginger’s mouth and fingers. Her legs trembled as she held her ass off the floor, arching forward in an orgasm.

Ginger’s mouth left Cerise’s pussy. Her tongue licked the results of Cerise’s orgasm from her lips as she rose to kiss Cerise once more. They lay quietly kissing for a minute before Cerise rose and Ginger lay back onto the floor. This time, Cerise straddled Ginger facing Ginger’s legs, bending over to open them and lick her pussy. Cerise’s ass was just above Ginger’s face. She licked along Ginger’s slit and then pulled back giving me a full view of Ginger’s pussy lips. Her eyes rose to meet mine in an invitation for me to join them.

Gus rose from the tub and edging up behind Cerise, holding his dark cock in his hand, aimed it to her slick opening. Beneath him, Ginger raised her head to lick his balls. I climbed up and knelt before Cerise’s head, her mouth open waiting for me. God, it was hot thrusting into her mouth, filling her throat, knowing that when I finished, there was a hot cunt underneath just waiting to be filled.

Cerise released my cock and shifted to the side, allowing me to now focus on Ginger. I rubbed my cock between her pussy lips and down into her opening, pulling her legs up around my waist. Cerise’s tits  bounced back and forth as Gus pumped into her. She smiled and wet her fingers between her lips before placing them on Ginger’s clit, stroking it fast as I fucked her. Ginger’s muscles were clamped hard on my cock as she creamed onto me in her orgasm.

Cerise’s eyes were now half closed, meeting Gus’s thrusts, straining back for more. Ginger continued licking Gus balls as her fingers played with Cerise’s clit. Oh my God, my balls tightened as I fucked Ginger’s hot pussy. I groaned as cum drove deep into her tight warmth, again and again.

Gus’s eyes were closed, fingers digging into Cerise’s ass, banging into her. He thrust hard and jerked ever upward, straining and trembling as his orgasm pulsed deep inside her. He slumped forward, smiling and his hands caressed her ass. My own cock slipped from Ginger’s slippery wetness and I sat back on my haunches.

Cerise lowered and laid on her side, her dark eyes half closed in bliss gazing at me. I wished I had a camera to capture her expression. She was wanton and sexually satiated but still inviting. Just that look caused my cock to wake once more.

Gus sat back and then slipped into the hot tub again with Ginger soon joining him. They snuggled close together, laughing and sipping wine. I reached forward and stroked Cerise’s dark hair, pulling it back from her face. She rose and knee walked to me, throwing her arms around my neck and kissing me deeply. This was what Eros Inc. was all about—unbridled sex with friends.

There was no way I was going to stand by and let Dev wreck this.





Chapter 5: Swingers Night

 

It was almost nine on Friday evening, the night of the Swingers party. Lotus and I were stationed near the door greeting clients. There was a steady stream of people in sexy club wear and outrageous outfits, anxious to get inside and begin playing. The mood of the evening was completely different from the BDSM Fetnight and it seemed that this was an entirely different set of clients, happier, party animals.

An attractive mustached man, wearing a dark sports coat and slacks shook my hand. Next to him, his partner or wife beamed a pearly white smile at me. It was difficult for even me, to focus on her face with the plunging neckline and micro-mini dress she was wearing. They left us, walking quickly to the Great room where the beat of a popular song could be heard.

“That was Bernie and Samantha Deerfield of Deerfield Construction. They never miss a Swinger night.” Lotus whispered to me, watching them walk away. She turned to face the couple who had just arrived. “Sophie, Tom! So glad you could make it tonight.”

I watched the couple give Lotus a hug and turn to face me. She had blond hair and the bluest eyes set in a classically beautiful face. Her dress was a simple black little number and I do mean little, barely covering her breasts or bottom. He wore a beige sports jacket over a black shirt, openly appraising me with his eyes, right in front of his wife.

“This is Cerise, the new General Manager of Eros Inc.”

Tom’s hand lingered on mine when he shook my hand. “I hope we’ll see you at the party.”

Sophie also eyed me, smiling invitingly.

“Yes, I’ll be there. I can’t wait. Have fun.” I looked from one to the other before they walked away. Sophie turned her head to once more smile back at me before they disappeared into the room.

“They own a number of restaurant franchises. And yes, she is bi and definitely interested in you.” Lotus smiled at me.

For the last couple of days, she had seemed to be getting used to the idea that I would be around for awhile. Tonight she was being syrupy sweet, sucking up. It was hard not to gag but at least I didn’t have to be on the defensive so much.

When the number of guests arriving trickled off, I glanced at my watch and excused myself to mingle and be a presence at the party. After a long day holed up in the office looking at accounts it was a welcome break. It was just after ten and the party was well underway. Many women were nude or wearing only G strings and pasties, doing pole dances or dancing seductively with partners. 

The Disc Jockey announced that it was time for body shots and the crowd went wild. What was that all about? Steve wandered through the people on the dance floor asking for volunteers. Behind him, Tony was wheeling a gurney bed, the mattress covered in black vinyl. A petite brunette, wearing only a G string volunteered and hopped up onto the bed, quickly laying back. Steve held a bottle of liqueur high over her and drizzled the liquid on her breasts, abdomen and thighs. A line-up of men and women formed beside him, chanting ‘body shot, body shot.’.

“Okay, the first four people.” He grinned at the line-up.

Three men and one woman rushed forward to descend on the brunette with their tongues, licking the liqueur off her body.  Now there was louder chanting from the on-lookers and people lined up. “Shots, shots, shots, shots” On and on it went. I laughed, watching the lively crowd and the fun they were having.

Another woman and a man volunteered to have the liqueur poured on their bare skin after the brunette was finished.

“Aren’t you going to volunteer Cerise?” 

I turned quickly to face Dev’s twinkling green eyes and grin. I threw my arms around his neck and gave him a kiss. I hadn’t seen him in almost a week and had wondered about him.

“Have you checked out the theatre and the upstairs rooms?” His eyes left me for a second to watch the body shots. 

He looked more casual than he had at the Fet Night, wearing dark trousers and a white shirt open at the collar to reveal a small tuft of hair on his muscular chest.

“Not yet. I’ve been caught up in the crazy fun here.”

“C’mon. Let me show you.” He grabbed my hand pulling me along behind him. In the high heels, it was a struggle to keep up with him. Ginger had helped me pick out the outfit for tonight. I noticed men and women checking out the short leather skirt above my bare legs.

He led me into the dining theatre and pulled out a chair from the table on the centre platform, directly in front of the stage. Holy cow. A live sex show, actually an orgy, was being played out.  

The muscled back and arms of a black man, kneeling behind a woman’s ass, pumping rhythmically into her, was the focal point. Her head stretched to the side, kissing another woman, legs spread while a blond haired man fucked her.  Her hand pumped into a woman who was sucking a man who had an abundance of hair on his chest and abdomen, not to mention tattoos.

Dev lifted his hand to signal to one of the servers for drinks and I looked around. There were about twenty couples scattered at tables throughout the theatre, quietly watching the show, kissing and fondling each other. The drinks arrived and Dev handed me mine, holding his up in front of him.

“To Swinger night and orgies.” He took a sip and our eyes met over the rim of the glasses. Was he talking about the rooms upstairs? A number of the people on stage looked familiar to me, part of Ginger’s troupe of players.

I turned back to watch the stage. Many of the actors were in the midst of changing positions and partners.  “There are lots of bi-sexual women at the club but I never see bi or even completely gay men. That seems odd to me.” I turned to look into his handsome face. The first time I had been with him and Nick, I had wondered if they had bi tendencies.

“Maybe.  Guys get pretty turned on watching two women make out. I think there are women who would like to see their guy giving or getting head with another guy.  Perhaps we could set aside one night a week for guys only, where they’d have the freedom to try out their gay tendencies. Just a thought.” 

Dev pulled his head back and looked into my eyes as if seeing me for the first time. Why did the bi-sexual male play never register on men’s radar, only the thought of bi women. 

I turned back to the stage where things were really heating up. The slap of flesh meeting flesh when the fucking became fast, coupled with the kissing and stroking was erotic. I tensed for a second when Dev’s fingers touched my bare leg.

“Ready?” He downed the rest of his glass. Following his cue I took another large swallow and stood up next to him.

He took my arm and led me to the wide staircase and then up to the second floor. The four doors that were normally closed were open. We wandered into the first room. The lights were low and it was quiet despite the fact that the king sized beds and sex couch were occupied. I watched four naked people on one of the beds. One of the men was fucking a woman while another was getting a blow job. The woman sucking the man was rubbing the other woman’s breast, while his hand stroked her head. It was not only sexy to watch but the affection between the four people was touching.

Dev’s arm about my shoulder pulled me to the other bed. There was a man and woman who looked to be in their thirties, lying on their sides kissing. Another woman, in her mid twenties I’d guess knelt between their feet. She used her hands to play with the older woman’s pussy and the man’s cock.

“Ah, the elusive Unicorn. Lucky them.”

“What do you mean?” Ginger’s troupe was named Unicorn but here was a threesome.

“The younger woman is a Unicorn who gets off on joining a married couple. People generally come to Swinger’s events as a couple. Sure there are always single men around but for a single woman to show; that’s rarer and more appreciated. She pretty well has carte blanche.”

 We moved along to the centre of the room where an athletic man and woman were having sex on a round padded platform.  She squatted over him taking his large cock inside her, riding up and down on it and rolling her hips, demonstrating the strength of her legs. It was mesmerizing to watch—quite graceful.

Dev steered me out of the room to enter another. This was more like the scene on the stage. There was a large vinyl mat on the floor and couples were entwined in all kinds of positions, fucking and sucking each other. There were a few stray people not involved with the direct action who circulated stroking people who were involved.

The woman, Sophie, and her husband Tom were part of this group. She prodded his back while he was fucking a dark haired lady and pointed at me. Her face and blue eyes could barely be seen above the shoulder of the man who was buried deep between her legs.

Tom left the woman he had been with and approached Dev and me. “Are you guys joining in?” He looked from Dev to me, a small hopeful smile on his boyishly, cute face. But that was the only thing boyish about him. Muscles bulged in his arms, chest and legs. Even semi-erect he looked big.

Dev looked at me, a question in his eyes. After viewing the sexual scenes of the evening, I was wet and stimulated; I nodded yes quickly.

I pulled my top over my head and unhooked my bra. Sophie was eyeing my breasts, running her tongue over her lower lip. I turned my head and watched Dev before removing my skirt and heels. The soft lighting accentuated the muscles on his chest and back as he slipped down to the mat waiting for me to join him.

My skirt and shoes off, I was about to kneel down to join Dev and the others when I felt Tom behind me. His erection pointed north between the cheeks of my ass. I rolled my head to the side when his lips kissed the place where my shoulders met my neck. I could feel my pussy getting wetter and hotter.

When I slid to my knees with him, Dev kissed Sophie, their hands roaming wantonly over each other’s bodies. They broke the kiss and she turned to kiss me. Her face was like a porcelain doll’s—big blue eyes, fair skin and ruby full lips.  The kiss was soft at first but became more urgent as she rolled my breasts in her hands. She urged me down next to her and pushed my legs apart, placing her hand there.  My hand found her clit and teased it while our tongues explored each other’s mouths.

There was movement behind me and a hand was placed on my breast, teasing the nipple. Someone else stroked my ass softly, pulled my cheeks apart, pressed against my asshole and lower to my opening. Sophie turned and her mouth opened taking in someone’s cock. Before I had the chance to look up to see who it was, a man kissed me, his hand squeezing my breast hard.

My eyes opened and I turned my head when one of the men groaned. Tom knelt, watching Sophie and me while Dev deep throated Tom’s cock. Oh my God, he was doing that because I had expressed an interest in seeing it. Sophie watched her husband get head from a man. It obviously excited her from the creaming all over my hand.

She shifted her body to sit close to Tom and kiss him, breaking off from the man she had been sucking to watch.

I moved close to Dev’s ass and took his throbbing cock in my hand rubbing and twirling my hand on it. He groaned at my touch and sucked Tom’s cock faster, as if he couldn’t get enough. With my other hand I reached up to stroke Sophie’s clit once more. I could hear Tom and Sophie’s breathing quicken at Dev’s and my touch.

Abruptly, Dev released Tom’s cock and he slid between Sophie’s legs. She eased down on the vinyl surface to meet him, spreading her legs wide, her knees at chest level. A woman was holding her thighs pressing them to open further before her finger stroked Sophie’s clit.

Tom looked at me and leaned forward to kiss me, easing my back down onto the floor. I was like a doll in his muscular arms. I spread my legs reaching for his thick cock, still wet from Dev’s mouth. Oh God, it was like I was being torn in two when his cock entered me. His finger expertly played with my clit as he pumped into me. His cock, the moans from Dev and Sophie right next to us as well as the other people who were fucking and sucking was driving me wild. When Sophie’s fingers rubbed my nipple it was all I could do to stop from screaming.

 There was slapping of flesh and moans, so sensual and erotic. My breath was raspy as I arched forward, clawing at Tom’s back, orgasms flooding through me at the same time as Sophie’s must have consumed her.

I felt Tom stiffen and the fullness of his cum spurting into me. Dev still pumped into Sophie like a mad piston. He groaned and from the corner of my eye I saw him collapse on top of her. Tom held me quietly for a few minutes before his cock slipped out. He kissed me and rose to join Sophie, kissing her deeply. 

Dev put his arms around me and sat behind me, legs straddling me. He kissed my neck and we watched the other people on the mat continue their play. My body was almost limp from all the stimulation and pounding it had received.

After ten minutes or so, Dev rose and took my hand, helping me to my feet.  He handed his white shirt to me and I slipped it on, while he slid his pants on. He scooped up the rest of the clothes and our shoes and put his arm around me walking me from the room.

“I’m going to tuck you in bed now Cerise.” His voice was gentle, pulling me tighter to him, his hand stroking my arm.

I lifted my head to gaze into his soft green eyes as we waited for the elevator. He kissed my forehead, before tilting my chin up for our lips to meet in a feathery kiss.

“It was a long day that ended well—my first orgy.” I was still reeling from the eroticism of that.

“And not your last I hope. You were wanton and lovely at the same time. I’ve heard lots of compliments from clients and staff about you. But what about you? How do you like working here?” He held me close while I rested my head against his broad chest.

“I love it, are you kidding? Sure, going over the accounts, becoming more familiar with the operations is tough but the perks outweigh that by far. I’ve never felt so sensual and sexual.  I’ve discovered a whole new side of me.” I looked into his eyes and returned his smile. 

 This was the first time we had actually been alone together. He was tender, almost loving to me. What a contrast to Nick who insisted on dominating me when we were alone.

He used his key to let us into the apartment and held my hand leading me to the bedroom. His fingers were gentle removing the shirt. Cupping my face with his hands, he kissed me again.

“You’ve come a long way from the impoverished student who propositioned Nick and me in the bar that night. I’m glad you’re happy. You probably know that Lotus was vying for the GM position. She’s good in an operational way but she lacks your warmth. Clients and staff are drawn to you. That’s more important.” He pulled the coverlet on the bed back and tapped the mattress with his hand, an invitation for me to get in.

I lay down on the bed and moved to the center when I saw him bend to join me, still wearing his trousers. He reached for me and held me, my head resting in the crook of his arm. This was a tender side of Dev that I hadn’t experienced yet. It was comfortable being with him. 

 

To Be Continued in Book 5: Love and Lust
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Chapter 1

 

The sun was high, showering golden rays of light into my bedroom when I finally woke. My hand swept across the smooth cotton surface—the only hint that Dev had slept there was the faint scent of his musky cologne. What a night it had been. I stretched my legs and my hand fdrifted to my pussy as my mind relived the orgy.

It had been an erotic tangle of naked bodies on the mat, hands caressing my breasts and ass while Tom fucked me hard. And his wife Sophie had loved watching us, while Dev fucked her. Actually she had seemed more entranced by Dev giving her husband head, as had I. No wonder men liked watching girl on girl so much. Maybe it had something to do with the fact, that a member of your own sex, just KNOWS, how to touch you right.

I was still wet from all of the sex last night. My finger slid easily over my clit picturing Dev’s cock. It was thicker than Nick’s but shorter. A different sensation of being completely stretched but without the yummy ‘ow’ feeling when Nick’s pressed against my cervix. It was hard to say which was better. I’d just have to keep sampling and doing a taste test.

Oh my God, what was happening to me? Sure, it was Sunday and it didn’t really matter what time I got up or even if I stayed in bed the whole day. As delightful as my fingers felt rubbing my clit, I was missing something and I knew what it was. Mason had been pretty hard when I brushed against him at the booking yesterday. Who wouldn’t be, seeing a hot blonde getting off with three guys, fucked up the ass and pussy while giving head? Talk about being filled up with delicious cocks. 

Would Mason be working today, like last Sunday? And if I called downstairs to see and maybe ask him up, would that be sexual harassment?  He was hard to figure out, a bit moody. As much as I was tempted my better angels cautioned to leave that one alone…for now.

I got out of bed and went into my walk-in closet. There were all kinds of sexy outfits hanging there. Surely, if Nick had outfitted me so well, he might have thought of sexual toys for my needs, when he wasn’t around to service my pussy. There was a bureau tucked under the corsets hanging. I opened the top drawer and could have kissed Nick. There were massage lotions, balls on a string and best of all for my mood right now, a large black vibrator with little flaps of silicone just above the phallus part. I pushed a button and watched the cock rotate while the flaps buzzed at its base.

I took it into the spare room where all of the mirrors were, and laid on my back on the bed’s cool surface. Above me in the reflection, I watched my legs spread and my hand holding the tip of the rotating cock against my opening. My breasts looked huge with the nipples dark and hard.  I pushed my hand upward, sliding the black cock in and out of myself. The vibrating flaps touched my clit sending fresh spikes of pleasure through me. How long could I lay here teasing myself, delaying the orgasm?

The sensation of the rolling cock, buried to the hilt was of being stretched and full, especially when I tilted it upward to find my G spot. Now, it felt like I needed to pee but I’d learned from Ginger that this was proof that I had hit my mark with the dildo. The pressure was building as the vibrator part flicked across my clit. My breath was fast, heart beating hard in my chest when I pulled the vibrator from my clit, before the orgasm overcame me.

The fingers of my other hand left my breast and wandered lower than where the cock filled my cunt. I pressed against my asshole and slid a couple of fingers inside.  The sensation was hot making me want more. I slipped another finger in and began to pump them in and out. Oh my God. I couldn’t withstand all the stimulation much longer as I pictured Nick and Erik sandwiching me. I pressed my clit onto the vibrator while fucking myself with the cock and with my fingers in my ass.

“Ahhh….” I screamed overcome by wave after wave of bliss. The muscles of my ass tightened on my fingers as I thrust forward, arching upward. Above me I saw my face, eyes half closed, lips parted as I experienced the pleasure. I looked sensual and sexy. Why, if I was a man, I’d want to fuck me. I collapsed on the bed and withdrew my fingers and the big black cock. 

Ginger had orgasmed when she wore the strap on fucking me. There must have been a vibrator in it teasing her clit giving her the closest sensation of what a man must feel like when he fucks a woman. Maybe I would borrow it and fuck her with it, to see what that was like.

I closed my eyes for a few minutes lounging in the aftermath of pleasure. What would I do today? Nothing from Nick or Dev at this point so the day was my own to enjoy. 

It had been a while since I’d gone running in the fresh air.

I got up and went into the bathroom to shower and clean the vibrator. After five minutes of nearly scalding water pummeling my head and body, I emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a fluffy white towel. My feet padded into the kitchen to make coffee and grab an apple from the refrigerator.

As I dressed in a sports bra, T shirt and spandex shorts I munched on the juicy apple. Since I’d arrived at Eros Inc., I’d taken many bites of forbidden fruit. How many more were there?

 I slipped my feet into runners, tied them tightly and went back into the kitchen to gulp down a coffee. With my hair tied in a ponytail high on my head, no make-up, dressed in running wear, I could be the girl next door. No one would ever guess what kind of a nymphomaniac I was becoming.

I filled a water bottle and flew out the door, locking it then doing leg stretches in the hallway before racing down the stairs.

The only person I saw was one of the cleaning staff, a woman whose name I had learned from her employee file and photo. “Buenos dias Juanita. Como es?”

“Muey bien.Que tengas un buen día.” Her dark eyes opened wide above a smile as broad as her face.

I waved, went out the door, my feet flying down the stone steps. It was a glorious day for a run. I’d almost forgotten the simple pleasure I’d always felt when running outside along the streets.

As I ran, I was conscious of the fresh air, trees and old mansions I passed along the way, no traffic to interrupt the silence. After a few minutes I rolled my eyes when the throb of a motorcycle became gradually louder. I could sense it slowing down, following me. What the hell. C’mon, get going. This was unwelcome and annoying.

I turned my head, mouth scowling to see who it was, about to wave my arm for them to go by. Mason’s white teeth grinned out from a face that showed a dark shadow of whiskers.

“Hey! Want a ride? It’s faster than running.” He pulled up alongside me where I stood bending at the waist, hands on my thighs catching my breath.  

“Hey yourself. I didn’t know you were a biker.” I gulped air looking at the shining chrome and black machine between his legs. I turned my head away to hide a chuckle when the thought popped into my head—I wasn’t the only person with a black machine between my legs that Sunday morning.

“Okay. So you think I look funny on this hog.” The familiar scowl was now on his face as he cut the engine.

“Not funny actually. Sorry I wasn’t laughing at you. In fact the bike suits you. Kind of mysterious, even dangerous.” I straightened, standing over him.

“Ever been on a bike?” He swung a blue jeaned leg over the back of the motorcycle getting off .

“I went out with a guy in high school who had Honda motorcycle. It was fun.” I watched him grin and shake his head, putting his hands on his hips. The muscles on his tanned arms gleamed below the sleeves of the black T shirt. There was a frayed hole in the thigh of his pants just below his crotch that I tried not to think about.

“That’s not a bike. That’s a sewing machine on wheels. The only company that makes real bikes is HD. That’s Harley Davidson for you neophytes.” His lips closed while his eyes smiled, daring me.

“Is that so? I’ll be sure to let my high school friend know, if I ever run into him. Are we going for a ride or are you just talk?” The words were already out of my mouth when the double entendre hit me.

He openly smiled at me. Evidently, he was fast on the uptake; the sexual meaning hadn’t escaped his attention. “I’ll give you a ride that you’ll never forget. The question is, do you think you can handle this muscular machine pulsing between your thighs?”

I looked down at the sidewalk and shook my head, my lips a tight grin. Okay, two can play this game Mason. I looked up at him and walked close to the bike, stroking my fingers softly along the leather seat. “It’s so smooth and big and it’s all yours. But it doesn’t have grab bars for my hands. Now what can I hold onto with my hands? My legs will be spread too wide to grip your ‘muscular, pulsing machine’.”

“Stop. You win. I’m going to have a, ahem, difficult time swinging my leg over the bike to get on again.” He opened a compartment at the back of the bike and took out a helmet for me.

As he placed it on my head, his fingers moving to snap the strap closed, I looked up into his eyes and whispered. “I hope I don’t get your seat wet, with my, ahem, sweat.”

He closed his eyes for a second and his fingers were still as he held the strap against the underside of my chin. “Cerise…this is becoming painful. You want my full attention on the road, don’t you? It’s going to be hard…I mean difficult, to drive with your hot crotch touching my ass. And I swear, if your hands wander from my waist we may have an accident. Promise me you’ll be good.”      

“I thought guys who drove Harleys were tough as nails and could deal with anything, even when girls grip the wrong handle.” This was fun to flirt and torture Mason who’d given me such a hard time in the limo last week.

“Look honey, you wouldn’t be the first girl to give me a hand job riding behind me. You’d just be the prettiest. Besides which, you’re my boss. Behave.”

He snapped the helmet shut and stood back when I lifted my leg over the seat, climbing on. He swung his leg in front of me and was soon settled, pulling the bike to center it and start the engine. I slid my hands around his waist, feeling his taut, muscular torso. A clean soapy smell filled my nostril when I eased my head close to his back.

Like a waking lion, the engine let out a growl before roaring down the deserted street. I had forgotten the one aspect of riding a motorcycle that I’d always liked—the vibration of the machine against my pussy. Now it would be difficult for me to keep my hands off his crotch, as heated up as I was getting.

I gripped his waist tighter and laid my face against his back, closing my eyes and enjoying the ride and being with him.

We had driven for almost a half hour and were now out of the city turning into a small airport. I recalled the Flight lesson book he had been reading last Sunday when I joined him in the car.

We rolled into a parking spot next to the small building and he turned his head to ask. “Trust me?”

“Sure, you didn’t kill me on the way out here. Why?”  I watched him get off the bike and remove his helmet.

“I have ten hours left of flying to do before I can upgrade my pilot’s license. Want to go up with me for an hour?” He held his hand out to help me off the bike. My legs still trembled from the vibration of the ride.

“I’ve never been in a small plane before. Big planes scare me. Are you sure you know how to fly one of those?” I turned and looked at the silver planes on the wide tarmac. My stomach was tight as my eyes widened. Was he serious? Me, get into the cockpit of one of those mosquitoes?

“You can wait down here, or run home. It’s up to you, but this is a story you can tell your grandchildren. Believe me, you’ll love it and yes, I do know how to fly.” He was smiling at me, daring me once more.

“Okay. But no stunts, please. True, I only had an apple to eat today but you’ll be wearing it if you try anything stupid.” I removed my helmet and handed it to him.

“In that case, I’m buying you lunch after the flight. So what did you think of the Harley? Better than that sewing machine in high school, right?” He started to walk to the door of the building and placed his hand on my arm for me to walk with him.

“Yeah. I can see why Harley is the dream ride. I think I had two orgasms on the way here.”

His head swiveled to look me in the eye, to see if I was joking. “Only two? I’ll have to hit more potholes on the ride back.”

I laughed as he held the door for me to enter the building. There was a large room with floor to ceiling windows overlooking the tarmac. On the other side of the building a man sat behind a counter, reading a magazine.

“Hey Scully! Which tin can am I taking up today?” Mason grinned and walked to the counter. “I have a passenger today.”

Scully put the magazine down and flashed a warm smile at Mason and me. He reached behind him and grabbed a key from the rack behind him. “ Here y’go Mason. Number three is all gassed up and has just been checked out. I’ll need you to sign this release Ma’am, if you’re foolish enough to go up with this cowboy.” He pulled a sheet of paper from under the counter and placed it before me. 

My eyes shot from Mason to Scully and back again. What was I getting myself into this time?

“It’s just a formality to protect the flight school. Honest lady, you’re in good hands with Mason.” He smiled at me and placed a pen on the paper.

I scanned through it and scratched my signature on the bottom, swallowing hard in a throat that was suddenly dry. 

Mason took the key and gave a small salute to Scully before taking me by the arm and hurrying me out the door. He looked at the planes parked. “There it is.”

The planes were all the same--four seaters with a Cirrus logo at the front under the pilot’s station.  My earlier comparison seemed accurate seeing them up close--they did look like giant mosquitoes. I took a deep breath and followed Mason who had broken into a trot.

He stood at the bottom of a small set of stairs leading up into the plane waiting for me. As I passed him, I made the sign of the cross muttering “Our Father, who art in heaven...”

He laughed and gave my ass a playful swat as I climbed the steps. “Smart ass.”

I took a few steps and was now in the cockpit. There were two small screens, buttons, levers, two handles of a steering column and a panel filled with small round gauges which I assumed was the temperature, speed, altitude etc. I eased by the panel and took a seat next to the pilot’s. It was pretty comfortable. Great. If I went down in flames, at least I’d have a comfortable ride.

Mason squeezed my shoulder on the way by and sat in the pilot’s chair. He began flipping levers, checking the instrument panel and started the engine. God. There was only one propeller on this plane. What if it failed? Try not to think of airplane disaster movies, Cerise. Be calm.

There was a man waving a red flag, pointing out to a long runway and we started moving forward. I looked at Mason, noticing the serious concentration in his dark eyes and closed lips. This was it. We accelerated, speeding along to the end of the runway. Just as I thought we were going to end up in the grass at the end of it, the plane lifted. We continued climbing and I finally got up enough nerve to look out the window at the earth below. Cars and trucks were transforming into tinker toys as the patchwork of different colored fields evolved.

He was right. This was amazing, seeing the world from up here, free as a bird. I turned and placed my hand on his arm. “Thanks for talking me into this.”

My knees went weak at the smile on his face when he turned to look at me. Maybe it was because he was a pilot, with my fate in his hands, but right now he’d never looked better. The smooth jaw line with the hint of stubble, his full sensuous lips, dark eyes and the way he filled out the T shirt and jeans—was having an effect on me.

“Do you take all the girls you pick up on your Harley up for a plane ride?” For a guy this hot to not have a girlfriend was unthinkable. I had to find out.

“Just the boss lady ones.” Again that smile.

“Seriously, I don’t know much about you. Do you have a girlfriend, family, even a dog?” My fingers still rested on his arm.

“I’m more a cat type person. You have to work for their respect and affection.”

“Really? I thought all you had to do was open a can and they’d come running. The only affection a cat has is for its own well being. I’m more the loyal dog type. They’re always happy to see you, no matter what. But you dodged my question. Nice try.”

His face was serious now, when he looked at me. Uh oh, had I touched a nerve? Was the scowling Mason going to show up?

“No girlfriend at the moment. There was a girl for a few months until she learned that I work at a sex club. She wouldn’t believe that all I do there is tend bar. And that’s going to end as soon as I get my license to fly.” He turned away to check some gauge and I could feel the plane climbing higher, see the wisps of cloud vapor flit by the window.

My stomach was still in the lower altitude, or had it fallen when he said he would be leaving Eros. My eyes shifted down to gaze at my knees. I should be happy for him to get a better job where he’d be making a lot more money.

The rest of the ride was spent silently as I looked out the window enjoying the view of the fluffy white clouds below me and then again the patchwork of fields when we descended. The ground was approaching faster and my body stiffened. From all I’d read about airplanes the take off and landings were the most dangerous times. My body jostled as the wheels of the plane touched the surface of the tarmac and bounced before we came to a full landing. I exhaled slowly, only now aware that I’d been holding my breath.

“I don’t know about you, but I’m starving. And I did promise to buy you lunch.” He glanced at me, smiling once more.

His mood had lightened and was again casual and friendly. I should try to do the same, pretend that the prospect of his leaving Eros didn’t bother me. Hell, if he was leaving maybe I’d make a pass at him; act as if sex with him would be casual and meaningless.

“Yes. I’m starving too. You know, the kitchen staff at Eros can make anything you want. We can order and have dinner in my apartment. I’ve also got a great hot tub if your muscles need massaging. Not to mention, I’m a trained physiotherapist.” There was a muscle of his that would be getting my attention on the ride home.

His face transformed before my eyes, lighting up at the prospect, and he leaned forward to kiss me. There was a tingle between my legs when our lips met. His kiss was soft, lightly brushing mine, his mouth open and his breath hot against my skin. I pressed into him wanting more and my hand moved to hold his neck and pull him closer. His tongue darted between my lips, meeting mine, softly caressing. His breathing deepened, kissing me harder, his arms reaching to hold me close.

The soft chime of my cell phone rang as it vibrated in its holder on my arm. My eyes opened and I pulled away. I wanted to tear the damned phone off my arm and stomp on it. Of all the times to interrupt…Damn.

“I’d better take this.’ I unsnapped the holder and scooped it out. There was a text message from Nick.

Cerise,

I’ll be at the apartment at eight o’clock. Please order from the kitchen. Your choice tonight.

Sir

I clicked the screen off quickly after reading it. If Sir knew my choice right now, he wouldn’t like it.

“I’m sorry. Can we take a rain check and do the dinner thing tomorrow? I’ve got to go home now.”  

He turned his head away and started to get up. “That’s okay Cerise. Fraternizing with the boss probably isn’t my best idea. We should just keep this on a friendship level. After all, in a few more weeks, you won’t be my employer. Perhaps then…”

Yes…maybe. I undid my seatbelt and followed him down the steps that had been wheeled to the plane while we were kissing. 

I waited near the bike while Mason returned the key to the flight school attendant. Before the ride with Mason, and that kiss when we landed, I would have been drooling at the prospect of being with Nick that evening. And I hadn’t seen him for a few days.

The afternoon with Mason had been fun and I should be like him and just leave it at that. Ginger was right about one thing. Protect my heart around Nick, Dev and now Mason. I had a job to do at Eros Inc. for at least six months, which would get me out of debt. That was why I’d accepted the job and that would have to be my priority…for now.





Chapter 2

 

It was time to get my head on straight before Nick arrived. When Mason dropped me off, I had gone through the motions, showering, applying make-up and selecting an outfit for the evening with Nick. My mind kept slipping back to the time with Mason and the inference that we’d continue to see each other—but AFTER he left Eros.

The doorbell rang and I took a deep breath before walking down the hall to answer it. When I opened it and saw Nick standing there, my stomach did a somersault. Why did he have to be so damned attractive with the deep blue eyes and crooked smile! I lowered my gaze to the toes of my high heels, feeling a pleasant shudder pass through my body, waiting for his touch.

His large hands cupped my face, his thumb under my chin raising it to await the soft brush of his lips on mine. My hands went around his neck as he pulled me into him, kissing me deeply, exploring my mouth with his tongue. It was nice but seemed to fall short of the way Mason’s kiss had made me feel. A small part of me even felt guilty for thinking this. I had so much to be grateful to Nick for.

He broke off the kiss and lifted me off my feet, hugging me hard. The breath caught in my throat but it wasn’t from the bear hug.

Lotus was standing behind him, her chin held high, almond eyes darkly gleaming above a smile that oozed smugness. What was she doing here? Sure she had started to become slightly courteous, almost friendly, but that didn’t mean I wanted to have sex with her.

I pulled back and looked into Nick’s face, my eyes wide and questioning.

“I asked Lotus to join us tonight. I hope you don’t mind.” He stepped around me and walked toward the living room, followed closely by Lotus who trailed a scarlet fingernail across my cheek as she passed me.

The muscle in my jaw tensed, gritting my teeth together. If he expected anything sexual between Lotus and me, he was sadly mistaken. It was hard enough working with her let alone doing anything intimate.

When I calmed down enough to enter the living room, they were already seated, her legs tucked under her, body leaning into his. The slit in her dress started at her hip and had separated when she sat down. Now, with her leg exposed, his hand carelessly stroked her thigh.

It was hard to read his face when he looked at me. “Would you mind getting wine for Lotus and me? White, please.”

I spun on my heels and strode into the kitchen, jerking the refrigerator door open. There was a full bottle of icy white wine that had been delivered a half hour ago, along with covered platters of food. I plopped the wine bottle on the counter and scrambled in the drawer for the cork screw. 

He was treating me like I was the hired help, here to serve him and Lotus, not even suggesting that I get a glass to join them. Fine. If that was what he wanted, I’ll serve their wine and then their dinner.

The cork slid out of the bottle top and I sloshed wine into three glasses. I held two in front of me and returned to the living room, handing one first to Lotus and then to Nick.  She managed to extract her arm from around his shoulder to take the glass from me.

I handed him a glass while smiling sweetly into his eyes. When I got back to the kitchen, I downed the third glass in one gulp and poured another. Holding it before me, I returned to the living room to sit in the chair across from them.

“Lotus is here to update you on a financial investigation she has been conducting for the past few days. You are probably not aware of it, but there’s been a theft of money at Eros.” Nick’s eyes were cold as he looked at me. “A considerable amount.”

“Who would do this? Are you sure that there’s not an accounting error?” I looked from Lotus to Nick, feeling like a bug under a microscope. Surely, they couldn’t think I had anything to do with this.

“I’ll know tomorrow who it is. There will be a staff meeting on Tuesday morning where we’ll let everyone know. Of course the thief will be fired, which should serve as a warning to everyone else.” Lotus punctuated her announcement by taking a swallow of wine with eyes regarding me above the rim.

I returned her stare for a few moments and looked at Nick. “I hope Lotus is successful. If there’s anything I can do to help, just let me know.” Dammit, I was innocent and I wanted to get that across.

“Do you mind if I take a pass on dinner Cerise? I’ve lost my appetite and there’re a few things I’d like to speak to Lotus about. We’ll just finish our wine and go.” Again, his face was an unreadable mask.

“You hired me as the GM and this is the first I hear of an investigation or theft. Now, you want to speak to Lotus privately? What the hell is going on Nick?” I wasn’t about to be brushed aside so easily, especially since there’d been no assurance that I wasn’t a suspect.

“This doesn’t concern you at this point. It’s better you not know.” Lotus set her glass on the table in front of her and stood up, peering down her nose at me.

“She’s right.” Nick stood, signaling the end of the evening. Evening? Hah. This was a meeting, nothing more. 

I took a sip of wine and watched him follow Lotus out the door. What the hell was going on?





Chapter 3

 

I went for a long run the next day to clear my head. Dreams of being fired and railroaded off to jail caused me to toss and turn all night and I was out of sorts. 

It was Monday and Eros was closed so I had the day to myself. When I left the building I saw the door to Lotus’ office was closed but a light peeked out from under the door letting me know she was in there. Probably finding some way to frame me and get the job of GM that she’d been bucking for. Good luck. I was innocent and could prove it.

Running along a quiet, tree lined street in the middle of the afternoon, I was able to leave Eros and thoughts of Nick, Dev and Lotus behind. Rays of sunlight through the thick leaves of the trees sparkled down on me like confetti. Life was good and soon when my student loans were paid off, with a nest egg in the bank, I’d be free to pursue whatever dream I wanted.

My reverie was broken by the low rumble and thud of a car behind me. What the hell! It had jumped the sidewalk and was speeding up, coming right at me. With a leap I landed in the grassy hollow bordering the sidewalk, rolling over onto my stomach in time to see a dark sedan squeal past. Oh my God! Were they crazy or drunk! The license plate was a blur but I saw that one mud flap was missing. 

I sat up still shaking and brushing the grass off my arms. It wouldn’t do any good to call the police; all I knew was that it was a dark sedan missing a mud flap. There must be quite a few of them and besides it would be long gone.

So much for a nice run on a peaceful summer day…

***

When I hobbled into the club a half hour later, my hip bruised and aching with each step, I stopped dead in my tracks.  Ginger lay in a heap on the marble floor ,crying inconsolably. Mason was down on one knee, his arm around her, trying to lift her. Puzzlement and concern were on his face when he heard me enter and looked up.

In a flash I rushed forward to kneel beside her. “What’s wrong?” Her body shuddered under my hand on her shoulder.

She twirled around at my voice and threw her arms around my shoulders, burying her face in my neck.

“Her boyfriend was murdered. The police just left. Apparently he had left her name in his wallet as an emergency contact.” Mason whispered. He stroked the back of Ginger’s head.

“Help me get her upstairs to my apartment.” Oh my God! Poor Ginger. I didn’t even know if she had family nearby to take care of her.

Mason stood up and between the two of us we managed to get Ginger to her feet. She was broken in her grief and about to collapse again when Mason tucked his arms under her knees and arms, lifting her like a rag doll.

I rushed to the elevator and pushed the button fighting tears, picturing Gus, Ginger and I the other night. He was such a friendly, likeable guy, who would want to kill him? Tears rolled down my cheeks, seeing Ginger so helpless, sobbing into Mason’s neck as he held her.

“What’s going on?” Lotus appeared suddenly next to Mason, her eyes flitting from Ginger to mine.

I stepped away from the elevator and motioned for her to join me.

“Her boyfriend Gus has been murdered. Call Nick and Dev and let them know, if they don’t already. Can you check to see if Ginger has family nearby?”

“But there must be some— ”

The elevator arrived and I raced in after Mason ignoring Lotus’ question and the stunned look on her face.

Ginger raised her head and looked at me, her eyes red and swollen from crying. “Where are we going? I’ve got to see Gus.” Her hand pushed against Mason’s chest trying to get down from his arms, but he tightened his grip.

“Ginger, we’re going to my place. I’m going to take care of you.” I rubbed her shoulder and looked at Mason, hoping he would stay to help me.

“Gus…” She clutched Mason’s neck crying loudly.

Finally we were on my floor and I scurried out to unlock the door and hold it for Mason and Ginger.

“Sit with her on the sofa. Damn. I wish I had some sleeping pills or sedatives but a stiff drink will have to do.” My hands flew to the cupboard for the whisky bottle and glasses. I threw some cubes in and hurried out to the living room.

Ginger was beside Mason, her arms folded and tucked across her midriff as she rocked back and forth crying.

I filled a glass with the amber liquid and handed it to her. Her shaking hand inched forward to take it and she looked up at me. My chest was tight and my lip quivered seeing the pain in her eyes. How could this have happened? Was it random or had someone planned to kill him?

Ginger was about to set the drink on the coffee table but I reached out to stop her. “Drain the glass. You need it. Do you want to tell me what happened? What the police said?” I took a seat across from her, glad that Mason was there with his arm around her shoulders.

Her breath hitched and her hand flew to her mouth when she emptied the glass. After a few moments, she began to speak.

“The police said they found his body in a restaurant parking lot just before noon today. I was listed as next of kin but they contacted Northern Dynamics for identification of the body. I don’t know if Nick or Dev went to do that.” A fresh round of tears followed where she was unable to continue.

There was a soft tap at the door and I excused myself to leave and open it. Lotus’ face was blanched with worry, hands clasped and wringing each other as she stood there. “I spoke with Nick. He identified the body. But I can’t reach Dev. Ginger has an older sister who is on the way to pick her up. I’ll go back down and wait for her.”

“Thanks Lotus. Did Nick say he was going to come over?” I asked her retreating back.

“No. We’ll see him at the meeting tomorrow.”





Chapter 4

 

The Management staff was sitting around the boardroom table when I walked into the room the following day. With one glaring absence. How was Ginger doing today? My heart was heavy walking to the head of the table, when a hand on my arm stopped me.

“Cerise. How’s Ginger?” Nick’s dark blue eyes were wide under eyebrows bunched with concern. There were dark circles under his eyes and it looked like he hadn’t even shaved. He must have had a rough night as well.

“I don’t know yet. I’m going to see her later.” I wasn’t looking forward to that. I was drained by this as well and didn’t know how much support I’d be able to give her.

“Shit! I forgot my briefcase in the car. I have to speak with Lotus before the meeting starts. Would you mind going out to my car to get it? It’s the black sedan right in front.” Without waiting for my answer, he tossed me the keys and headed towards the side of the room where Lotus waited.

I was beginning to feel like a gopher, there to help but not really essential. Lotus seemed to be the one in control of whatever was going on around here. My face flushed thinking of Gus and Ginger. Really, my issue with Nick and Lotus was nothing compared to that.

I walked out of the building and there it was as he’d said, his black sedan. I opened the passenger door and searched the car with my gaze – no briefcase. The button to open the trunk was probably in the glove box and I gasped when I opened it. A revolver was tucked under a paper! Why would Nick carry a gun in his car?

I pushed the button for the trunk and closed the passenger door. I walked slowly along the car on my way to the trunk, looking closely at the dark color, a scowl on my face. Impulsively I bent to check behind the rear tires. Oh my God. One of the mud flaps was missing! THIS was the car that almost ran me down yesterday! And what was with the gun in the glove box!

My heart thudded in my ears and I stood in a daze. Should I call the police now or wait and call them later? If Nick suspected I knew about the gun and that it was he who had tried to run me over, what would he do? I pulled the briefcase from the trunk and leaned against the car.

My jaw fell when two police cars pulled in behind Nick’s car. Did they already know? Three officers bounded from the cars and a fourth approached me.

“Who are you and why are you here?” The officer walking towards me was older, a seasoned veteran with a commanding voice.

“I’m Cerise Morgan, the Manager of the club. Why are you here?” I tried to keep my voice on an even level but it still sounded squeaky, even to my own ears.

“Come with me.”

His hand under my elbow propelling me up the stairs and into the club left no room for debate.

Inside, the three officers surrounded Nick, citing his rights while they arrested him for the murder of Gus Marker. Lotus was standing just outside the door to the Boardroom, her hands covering her open mouth, eyes wide with shock.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I didn’t kill Gus! Why would I do that! He’s a friend as well as my CFO.” Nick’s face was flushed and eyes that were mere slits flashed at the uniformed man putting cuffs on him.

I turned my face up to the officer holding my arm. “His car is parked outside with a gun in the glove box. That same car tried to run me over yesterday.”

He nodded to one of the other cops who then left the group to go outside.  

 





Chapter 5

 

We stood in the doorway, watching the police put Nick into the back of the police car and drive away.

“He killed Gus and almost got me as well.” My voice was shallow, almost a whisper as I realized how close to dying I’d been.

“Don’t be ridiculous! Nick didn’t do either of those things. I don’t know who did but he’s been set up.”

My head swiveled around at the harsh words Lotus had hissed.

“Do you know about the money missing at Northern Dynamics? That Gus was doing an audit? Nick must have known that Gus was going to find out it was him.” I scowled back at her. She probably was unaware as this had been told to me by Ginger in confidence.

“The person they should be looking at is Dev. Funny, that he’s dropped off the map during all of this, don’t you think? And Sam didn’t show up for the meeting today either. Sam, who Dev hired. What’s more, all of the operating funds for Eros are gone as of this morning, yet the police arrested Nick.”  She started to turn away, to go into the boardroom when I grabbed her arm to stop her.

“If that’s true, we’ve got to let the police know so they can find Dev. Why would he do this to Nick and Eros? We’ve got to find him.”

She snatched her arm away from my fingers and spittle hit my cheeks when she spoke.

“This is your fault. If you hadn’t told them about the gun and the car almost running you down, he might not have been arrested. He and I were going to find Dev and have him charged. Now, what chance do I have? You’ve successfully ended Eros.” Her heels then clacked across the floor to enter the boardroom.

I stood still looking after her. Had I ruined everything? Was she right? What if Nick was innocent and convicted because of me? The policeman had asked that I go to the police station to file a report on the near miss yesterday, but I knew I couldn’t do that.

“Hi Cerise. How are you today?”

I turned to see Mason peering down at me a slight smile on his lips. I’d almost forgotten that he was going to go with me to see Ginger and was here to pick me up. After the total mess of the morning and the accusations that Lotus had made, it was a relief to see a friendly face--so open and honest, after the intrigue of Eros.

“They’ve arrested Nick for Gus’s murder. C’mon let’s get out of here. I’ll tell you about it in the car.” I took his arm and dragged him after me to the front door.

***

Mason drove in silence after I told him about the morning. I felt better getting everything off my chest but still, what could we do to find Dev? That was the only way to clear Nick and maybe get the money back. Maybe Gus had said more to Ginger that would help us.

“I think Janice has something to do with this. You know what they say…hell hath more fury than a woman scorned. If Lotus is right, that someone framed Nick, then my money’s on her.” Mason glanced at me a few times as he said this.

“But Dev was the only other person aside from Nick and Gus with the authority to move money in the engineering company. It has to be Dev.” I shook my head but wondered if there was a connection. Ginger knew Janice. Maybe she could shed some light on this.

“I never liked Janice even though she was a real knock out. There was always something about her that didn’t ring true for me—she got my spidey sense going. When she left, I didn’t miss her.” He looked at me and placed his hand over mine. “I like the new GM a lot better and she’s twice as pretty in my eyes.”

My face was warm when I smiled at him. He could be nice when he wanted to be.

We parked the car a block from Ginger’s and walked side by side to the door of the townhouse. It was well maintained with freshly painted trim in a working class section of town. Mason rapped on the door and squeezed my hand for reassurance. This wasn’t going to be easy. Should I tell Ginger that Nick had been arrested?

A shorter version of Ginger, with red curls and green eyes answered the door, looking quizzically from Mason to me.

I extended my hand. “Hi. I’m Cerise and this is Mason. We’re friends of Ginger’s. Can we see her?”

“Yes, come in. I’ve just heard on the radio that they’ve arrested someone for Gus’s murder.” She stepped to the side and we slid past her.

As Mason commented on the sister’s remark I glanced around. Ginger’s home was a true reflection of her personality from the flamboyant bright color she had chosen in wall color to the off-beat, primitive prints on the walls.

“Follow me. Ginger’s in bed resting. She had a rough night but I’m sure she’ll be glad to see friends.” 

I followed up the carpeted stairs to a dimly lit, spacious room. With the shades pulled all the way down over the two windows, it was hard to see her, lying in a fetal position on the enormous bed. When I moved closer, she gazed at a photo clasped in her hand. Gus.

I gritted my teeth and took a deep breath at the devastation in Ginger’s life. Whoever was responsible would pay for this. I eased down onto the bed next to her and stroked her beautiful curls.

“How are you doing, honey?”

She turned to face me, a shadow of her former self, almost unrecognizable with the puffy face and red rimmed eyes.

“Nick killed Gus.” Her voice was flat, a statement not a question.

“He was arrested for it but we’re not sure he did it. Lotus thinks that Dev is guilty. The money’s gone and so is he. Did Gus tell you anything more about his audit of Northern Dynamics? Anything that pointed to Dev?”

Ginger put her hands on the mattress and pushed herself into a sitting position. “The night after we did the foursome, he stayed at my place. We messed around a little more but he couldn’t sleep. I brought him a brandy and he started talking about the audit. He was all keyed up about it, blaming himself for not catching it earlier. He said that Nick didn’t blame him, that Nick was a real friend.” Her eyes welled up with tears once more.

I handed her a tissue from the box on the night table and looked at Mason.

“Have you ever seen Janice since she left Eros? I think Dev has something to do with this but maybe Janice is involved?” Mason stood looking down at Ginger. With his hands in his pocket, stretching the jeans even tighter and the broad shoulders, again I was struck by how attractive he was. Now, seeing how gently he spoke to Ginger, I wondered how I could ever have thought he was cold.

Ginger blew her nose and then looked up at him. “There was one time that I thought I saw her. And funny thing, Dev was there too. It was my birthday and Gus took me to Maison Yvette for dinner. While we were waiting in the foyer, looking into the dining room I saw her. If it wasn’t her, it could have been her twin sister, I swear. She turned her head and almost ran to the ladies room. And that was it. Gus and I were seated and Dev waved at us as he was leaving.” 

“Did he leave right after the woman disappeared? Was he with a woman when he left? I thought he had a fiancée.” I leaned over the bed and touched Ginger’s thigh.

“Oh God, it’s hard to recall.” She was silent looking at the tissue in her hand for a few moments. “Wait, I remember Gus remarking that it was odd to see Dev alone. He knew Dev’s fiancé from the times she’d visited the office.”

Mason shot a look at me. It was obvious he was thinking the same thing. It was Janice who Ginger had seen and Dev clearly didn’t want her or Gus to know they’d been together.

“You were friends with Janice. Does she have any relatives? How about a picture of her?” Mason sat on the bed, near Ginger’s feet.

My heart leapt at the prospect of seeing a picture of my predecessor—not just from curiosity but in the event it would help us locate her.

“Do you see that white box on my dresser? I think I DO have a picture of her. Someone snapped it during the Valentine’s fete last year.” Ginger sat up straighter pointing to the box.

Mason got up and then handed it to Ginger, watching her thumb through pictures.

“Here it is!” She held the photo out for me to see. Ginger was easily recognizable wearing a corset with a heart bodice and next to her was a beautiful blonde woman hamming it up for the camera. 

I looked at Mason. “We’ve got to go to the police and tell them what we know. With this picture, they may be able to find Janice and then Dev. Poor Nick, there’s not a minute to lose.” I stood up and stroked Ginger’s hair. “I’ll be back later to see how you’re doing and let you know what we find out. Rest and try to get some sleep.”

***

It was early evening by the time Mason and I arrived back at Eros. The place was like a ghost ship, dark and quiet. Lotus must have let the staff go home and cancelled any bookings since we were broke.

I turned on the lights in the foyer and looked around. It was hard to believe that only a few nights ago the place was bustling with people having sensual adventures.

I jumped when a hand touched my shoulder.

“I’m not leaving. With everything that’s gone on and the place empty, staying alone is not an option.” His dark eyes bored into mine with a depth I’d only seen once before, when we kissed in the airplane. 

His lips were parted and his face so close to mine that I leaned forward to kiss him, grateful for his offer. His arms went around me, holding me close while his lips pressed against mine. I had only dreamed of a moment like this with him and to have it happen now, somehow didn’t seem right. I wanted to tear his shirt from his body and rake my nails down his back while he made love to me but this wasn’t the time.

A loud bang made both of us startle and swivel to face the entrance where the noise originated.

Framed in the light, Dev pointed a gun at us. At his side was a blonde woman I recognized from the picture Ginger had shown me. The knuckles of her hand were white, gripping a large can of gasoline.

“Cerise, what are you doing here? I thought you’d still be at the police station trying to spring Nick. But I see you’ve got other…ahem…things on your mind. And with the staff no less. Tsk. Tsk.” Dev’s eyes were slits above lips curled up in a sneer.

Janice set the can down with a thud and strode over to where Mason and I stood.

“So I finally get to meet my replacement. What! He’s starting to like them young? Young and stupid no doubt. But I’ll give you credit for one thing—you’re quick on your feet. I almost got you when you were running.” Her grey eyes were cold even though the smile she affected was sweet and warm.

“You tried to kill Cerise?” Mason took a step towards her, hands raised to grab her shoulders.

“Easy cowboy. Get away from her! We’re going to take a little hike to the walk-in refrigerator now. That’ll cool your ardor.” He chuckled as he walked towards us, still brandishing the weapon.

Mason turned to look at me and then around the room as if searching for something. It was no good. There was no one or anything around to save us. We’d be locked in the cold room while they burned the place down. They probably had some scheme to collect the insurance money.

I started to turn away when a movement behind Dev caught my eye. Lotus appeared holding a gun in one hand and a cell phone in the other, at her ear. Much as I disliked the woman, I could have kissed her in that moment.

“Drop the gun Dev. The police are on their way.” Her clipped voice rang through the empty foyer.

“YOU drop the gun or your friends are history. It’s a Mexican standoff, though you wouldn’t know what that means, you being Chinese.” He lifted his other hand to steady the gun and point it at my head.

Great. Knowing how Lotus felt about me, I was as good as dead.

“Confucius say, the cautious seldom err.”  She punctuated this remark with the click of the gun’s hammer being pulled back.

I jerked to the side, pulled by Mason’s hand. He yelled ‘shoot’ and then his body covered mine on the floor.

Three deafening cracks followed.

“Police! Everyone drop your weapon and don’t move!”

I peeked out from under Mason’s arm to see Dev crumpled, lying in a pool of blood, Janice cried kneeling next to him. Lotus looked dumbstruck and pale standing with the gun at her feet.

“Are you alright? I hope I didn’t hurt you.” Mason sat up and touched my cheek with his finger.

Oh my God. Twice in a couple of days I’d almost been killed. And I had Mason and Lotus to thank for being alive.





Chapter 6

 

It was almost 2 in the morning when Mason and I left the police station. We had given our statements and with Lotus’s added, it was enough for them to release Nick.

“You sure you want to come home with me?” Mason glanced sideways at me, his cheekbones and strong jaw line highlighted in the lights of the oncoming car. “I can drive you to Nick’s if you want.” 

“I made my choice. You’re the one I want to be with. Money isn’t everything.” I looked out the passenger window and couldn’t help seeing Nick’s face in my mind’s eye. When he appeared in the main entrance of the police station he looked like a man haunted and lost. When he’d seen me, his face broke out in a wide smile, sure that I was there to take him home.

I’d stood up and he’d put his arm around me and steer me with him to the door. The puzzlement on his face before it transformed into sadness broke my heart. I almost went with him, just for the night. I wouldn’t have sex with him again, I was beyond that with him.

Now, sitting close to Mason, I reached over and stroked his thigh. “There’s no more Eros for us. I’m not your boss anymore.” My hand drifted higher on his thigh.

“Yeah, look at us, unemployed, with nothing to do.” He grinned and pulled up to a small apartment building.

My hand curled around the bulge in his crotch and I leaned over, my lips brushing his. “I can think of a few things.”





Chapter 7

 

Mason locked his apartment door and turned around to face me.

“Give me your cell phone.”  His eyes and the tone of his voice made it clear that saying no, wasn’t an option, not that I objected.

I fished the phone from my purse and handed it to him. He turned it off and tossed it onto a chair in the small living room. Silently, he stepped towards me and scooped me up into his arms.

“No interruptions. There’s just you and me and tonight you’re mine.” His eyes bored into the very depths of me igniting a fire deep in my belly.

My arms hugged his neck and I rested my head on his muscular chest, closing my eyes. I felt him move a few steps and then the sensation of being lowered to a soft surface. I opened my eyes to see him standing above me, his eyes locked with mine.

His hands unbuttoned the white shirt he was wearing and he slipped in over his muscular tattooed arms. His firm pectorals were separated with a fine dark coat of dark hair which trailed in a soft line along a taut abdomen to his navel and down. His belt and snap of his jeans were next to be opened and then pushed down over his ropy thighs as he slipped out of his shoes.

Naked, in all of his masculine glory, standing above me, made me wet, especially the sight of his hard cock brushing against his navel. Not waiting for his command, I kicked my shoes off and sat up to remove the cotton sweater and wiggle out of my jeans. 

He bent and his fingers released the clasps on my bra and threw it to one side, before climbing onto the bed next to me. When I rolled into him, his mouth was on mine, kissing me with a passion that matched my own. Our tongues explored each other’s mouths as our bodies embraced held tight together.

When his hand clutched my breast, rolling it and pulling it, my head fell back breaking the kiss. 

“Cerise…Cerise” He murmured my name kissing my neck and shoulders. When he took my nipple inside a jolt of pleasure shot straight to my clit. God, I wanted him so bad. I reached to touch his cock but his hips jerked away.

“No, not yet.” His voice was a raspy whisper, low and rough from his arousal.

He trailed kisses down my abdomen, over my tummy and down to my mons. He sat up and moved to kneel between my legs, gazing down at my pussy as his fingers traced along the folds, separating them. His hands slid under my knees, lifting them and pushing them out and towards my chest, till my pussy was tilted up and open for him.

His eyes met mine briefly with a look of longing before his face dropped and his tongue was on my clit. Oh God, it was so good laying on his bed, spread wide open for his mouth on me. He sucked the firm nub of my clit between his lips and flicked his tongue over it quickly.

“Please fuck me, Mason. I need your cock.” My hand flew to my mouth and I turned my face to the side, lost in the pleasure and longing his tongue was causing.

His fingers slid inside me pumping hard while his tongue was sweet torture. My heart beat hard in my chest and I whimpered, begging him to fuck me.

Instead he shifted his legs and ass closer to my face, his hard cock oozing pre-cum that I wanted to lick. I rolled my upper body and lowered my leg to get his cock in my mouth. He tasted wonderful on the tip of my tongue. My mouth lowered on him slowly, tongue circling his knob, wanting him deep inside.

His mouth and finger fucking my cunt was getting me close. I wanted so much for us to come at the same time. I sucked his gorgeous cock like my life depended on it, my head bobbing on it to his pubic bone, wanting to please him.

Oh God, his mouth drove me wild and the fingers of his other hand were pressing against my asshole. My stomach muscles clenched driving my pussy hard onto his mouth as the first wave of an incredible orgasm flooded through me. His finger was in my ass while his other hand seemed to be completely inside me, it was so tight. 

He stiffened, thrusting deep inside my mouth, his cock pulsing, shooting cum down my throat as another orgasm rolled through me again. He pulled his cock back a little and I licked the tip of it, tasting his cum. I wanted to drain him, lick every drop out.

The stimulation of his tongue became too much after the powerful orgasm he’d given me. My hands cupped his face, lifting him off my pussy. At the same time his cock softened and slipped from my mouth. We were both satiated and drained.

He shifted on the bed to lie next to me and pulled me into his arms. My cheek brushed against his face, still wet from my arousal as I arched up to kiss him.

“Do you know how long I’ve wanted to do that?” His hand stroked my face, tucking a stray lock of my hair behind my ear.

“I thought you didn’t like me at first. When did you change?” I looked into his eyes; he was even more handsome when his face was relaxed and open.

“I think it was the day I found you in the garden, before we went to the cowgirl fantasy. You were so fresh and pretty I had a hard time keeping my hands off you in the loft.” My insides melted when he smiled at me.

“You were standing behind me and all I wanted was for you to tear my clothes off and fuck me. I brushed against your crotch on purpose. It drove me crazy knowing you were hard and ready. I wish I’d known.”

He arched his pelvis forward, pressing his thick cock into my thigh. “I’m glad you didn’t, that the first time we made love was here, at my place. And notice I said ‘made love’ not fuck.” He rolled on top of me, propping his chest up with his arms.

“I like that—making love. Eros and fucking was fun but I think I’m ready for a guy to make love to me.”

He grinned, his eyes twinkling above me. “Oh so that’s all I am is just some guy?”

I couldn’t return his grin because in that moment I realized he wasn’t just any guy. He was Mason and I was beginning to fall for him.

“I think you may possibly be ‘the guy’—my guy. I really like you and want to be with you, that’s all know.”

The grin fell from his face and he leaned down to kiss me, long and with soft passion.

“Cerise, liking each other is a great start to a relationship.”

The End
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