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   Book 1: Max's Lingerie Parties, Ltd.
 
   Chapter 1 - A Friend in Need
 
    
 
   Your wife's old college pal Jenny and her husband Max are having dinner at your house one night. Max's most recent business has failed and he is pitching his latest harebrained scheme.
 
    
 
   “So the bankruptcy of my clothing boutique was finalized this week,” says Max casually taking a bite of steak.
 
    
 
   Your wife furrows her brow in sympathy. “Oh, I'm sorry Max. That must be very discouraging.”
 
    
 
   “Don't humor him, Erin,” laughs his wife, Jenny. “He's got plenty more where that came from.”
 
    
 
   Max smiles at his wife and pats her hand condescendingly. “You knew I was a serial entrepreneur when you married me,” he says. “Nothing ventured, nothing gained.”
 
    
 
   “Well what does the great Rockefeller have in store for the world next?” you ask teasingly. It's hard to take Max seriously. Every one of his businesses has failed within two years. Luckily his wife Jenny has a good career as the CFO of a medical supply company, so they live comfortably.
 
    
 
   “Two words: lingerie parties!” says Max with a smug smile. “See I tucked away a shipping container of various designer lingerie before the boutique went tits up as it were," He pauses to let the women groan at the crude joke. “I don't have enough, uh, spare capital to sign a retail lease, so I thought,why not sell the stuff at private gatherings in people's homes?” He sits back as though expecting us to break out in applause.
 
    
 
   “You mean like Tupperware parties for lingerie?” asks your wife with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “That's what he means,” confirms Jenny with a smirk.
 
    
 
   “OK, but what is your competitive advantage?” you ask trying to suppress a smile. Max is always going on about his “competitive advantages”.
 
    
 
   “I thought you would never ask,” he says amicably. “Most of these parties are for women, right? But men buy lingerie too. For their wives and girlfriends, you know. What if we had a lingerie party and invited men. I mean, we would have to hire models of course. But I think a lot of guys would attend just to get an eyeful, if you know what I mean.”
 
    
 
   Jenny rolls her eyes and Erin laughs lightly as they start clearing the table.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, uh, great angle there, Max,” you say, shaking your head and heading out to the living room to start mixing up the drinks.
 
    
 
   “No, it's not some earth shaking idea, but I've got the stock and that seems like the best way to move it,” he admits. “But, ah, Jenny won't loan me any seed money.”
 
    
 
   “I know, she cut you off a long time ago,” you laugh. “Don't look at me. Erin would kill me if I got involved in another of your schemes.”
 
    
 
   “No, that's not what I mean...”  he says,trailing off.   Then he waits as your wives join you and take their drinks.
 
    
 
   “Oh no, you aren't really going through with this pitch are you?” asks Jenny giving him an exasperated look.
 
    
 
   “He doesn't want money does he?” asks your wife uncertainly.
 
    
 
   “Worse,” says Jenny with a humorless grin. “He wants you and I to be his lingerie models.”
 
    
 
   You and your wife break out laughing at the thought, but Jenny looks grim and Max just grins sheepishly.
 
    
 
   “You can't be serious? Max? Tell me this is a joke,” you say with amazement.
 
    
 
   He's clearly nervous and sweat starts beading up on his forehead. “Look, just hear me out. I know I have a poor track record here. I don't expect anyone to hand me cash. And I am not too proud to admit I need a hand here. I just don't have money to hire good looking models right now. If the girls agree to model the first few parties, I am sure that I will make enough to hire proper models and then I can move the rest of this stock. If I do well enough, I can get another container and see where it goes from there," He holds his hands out plaintively and looks at you and your wife.
 
    
 
   “Oh boy,” you say and take a gulp of your drink.
 
    
 
   “Have you agreed to this, Jenny?” asks Erin skeptically, looking at her old friend with raised eyebrows.
 
    
 
   Jenny wriggles uncomfortably under her gaze. “Come on Erin, you know how he is. These ideas of his are what he lives for. It was hard enough to deny him funding...”
 
    
 
   Erin put her hand to her mouth in bemused shock. “You are seriously considering this?”
 
    
 
   Jenny averts her gaze and says softly, “I said I would do it if you would.”
 
    
 
   You and Erin exchange a look of surprise that quickly dissolves into resignation. These are two of your oldest and dearest friends. There is very little that you would refuse to do for these two.
 
    
 
   “Uh, what kind of lingerie are we talking about here?” you ask. “Is this R rated stuff or triple-X.”
 
    
 
   Max pulls at his collar awkwardly. “I won't lie to you, it's pretty revealing stuff. A lot of lacey, basically transparent material. It doesn't leave much to the imagination.”
 
    
 
   “But we would be wearing regular underwear underneath, right?” asks your wife.
 
    
 
   Max comes and sits on the couch where your wives are seated and takes Erin's hand gingerly. “Well I was hoping that you wouldn't actually. I mean, that's part of the appeal for the guys you know. To uh, get a show as it were," He is blushing furiously as he looks earnestly into your wife's eyes.
 
    
 
   Erin laughs nervously. “Really Max, this is asking quite a bit, isn't it? I mean, to parade around half naked in front of a bunch of strange men?  It's not really my bag.  I’m a scientist for Christ’s sake.”
 
    
 
   “Well you do have the body for it,” you say with a chuckle. You can feel the booze sinking in and you are surprised to discover that the idea of your wife modeling lingerie for other men is starting to get you aroused.
 
    
 
   “It’s true, you will fill the the merchandise out in all the right places... better than I will,” sighs Jenny ruefully eyeing your wife's chest. Jenny is slim, with small breasts and narrow hips while your wife has an hourglass figure with nice wide hips, big round boobs and a perfectly shaped ass.
 
    
 
   Erin blushes now, “Well garsh!” she jokes. “You are making me blush.”
 
    
 
   “Max, aren't you basically trying to prostitute our wives so you can make a quick buck here?” you say, only half-jokingly. “I mean, can't you just take a consulting gig for a few months and save up money for professional lingerie models?”
 
    
 
   Max throw up his hands in exasperation. “Come on Ted, it's hardly prostitution to just model some nightgowns. And besides, these are recent fashions, next season all new stuff comes out. So it has a relatively short shelf life.”
 
    
 
   “He just never wants to put his nose to the grindstone and gather up cash like a responsible adult before embarking on these business ventures,” sighs Jenny, looking at Max affectionately.
 
    
 
   “I'm not a wage slave. I have vision,” says Max looking uncertainly at his wife. You kind of feel bad for him at that moment. He is really clinging to this entrepreneurial identity, but even he must see how ridiculous that looks after all these years of failure. You and your wife exchange a knowing glance and you can tell she is thinking the same thing.
 
    
 
   Erin pats Max on the knee. “Alright Maxwell. I will do it if my husband agrees. Heck, it might actually be fun in a kinky sort of way,” she winks at you flirtatiously. “Maybe Ted will pay a little more attention to me when he sees all these strange men ogling my body in a skimpy negligee.”
 
    
 
   She and Jenny cackle with excited laughter at the idea and your cock does start to stiffen at the thought.
 
    
 
   Max smiles sickly at this comment and laughs along weakly. “Yeah, sure,” he says.
 
    
 
   “Well old man, I will agree to this based on certain conditions,” you say, adjusting yourself in your chair to hide your erection. “First of all, Erin gets to wear regular, modest underwear under the lingerie. Secondly, I want to be there to make sure no one gets touchy feely with my wife.”
 
    
 
   “Now hold on, Ted,” complains Max quickly. “The angle here is that the guys will be expecting a show. The point of this is that these guys will be buying sexy stuff to take home to their wives and girlfriends to spice up their love life. Frankly they need to get turned on by the model so they can picture how exciting it will be when their own woman wears the stuff," He is puffing with indignation. “And furthermore, if they know that the model's husband is sitting right there, it will put a damper on everything.”
 
    
 
   Your wife chirps up. “Oh Max, I would need to have Ted there to really feel safe. I've never taken my clothes off in front of roomful of strange men before.”
 
    
 
   “Well not since college, anyway,” says Jenny sarcastically and Erin slaps her shoulder playfully as everyone breaks out laughing.
 
    
 
   Max puts his hand out palm down and tilts his head to the side. “Look Erin, you won't be actually undressing in front of anyone,” he says patiently. “You and Jenny will change the in bedroom or something. Secondly, if Ted is going to be there, we need to pretend that you aren't married. He will act like just another guest. I will be doing the same with Jenny.”
 
    
 
   You just shake your head in disbelief and take a drink. “I can't believe you Max. Aren't you bothered by the idea of your own wife slinking around in front of these guys, trying to get them aroused so they buy your product.”
 
    
 
   Max looks lovingly at his wife for a moment. “Yes, of course. I love my wife. I am incredibly lucky to have such a good woman. She has stuck by me all these years through thick and thin. And now she agreeing to do this too...”  he pauses for a second as he gets choked up. “And then I think about these other guys looking her over like a... sex object. And it makes my blood boil, sure. But you know, when we talked it over, Jenny actually thought it sounded sort of fun. She's been this upper-middle-class, button-down wife all these years. Maybe she misses all the attention she used to get from guys when she was single...”  He gazes thoughtfully at Jenny and she blushes slightly.
 
    
 
   “Single and younger!” she blurts out in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Yep, you turned a lot of heads back at school,” says Erin patting her hand consolingly. “I'm sure it's been a long time since anyone looked at me as a sexual object. The idea of letting other men take a gander at my stuff is sort of titillating.”
 
    
 
   “I know!” says Jenny excitedly. “Then I think, well, what if the guys aren't really getting into it? Will we have to really get naughty to heat things up?”
 
    
 
   “Omigod! What are you thinking?” asks Erin in delight, grasping Jenny's hand. Jenny whispers in her ear and they both breaking out laughing. “I dare you to try that in front of your husband!” she shrieks.
 
    
 
   “I'm afraid to ask,” you say but your erection has grown stiffer and stiffer as the idea develops more. You are really starting to get into it. “What are you getting us into here, Max?” you ask, afraid to reveal how much you like the idea.
 
    
 
   “I don't know, my friend,” he admits, looking at the two conspiring wives skeptically. “This is really just a business deal that I need some help with. I'm not trying to reinvent our sex lives or anything,” he says, clearly uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   “But I think it will help re-ignite our love life, Ted,” says your wife, getting serious for a moment. “Don't you?”
 
    
 
   “Well, yeah, maybe," you say looking at her helplessly.  “But, what are the repercussions going to be?  I mean, I was never a particularly jealous person, but having your show off your body for these other men might bring that out.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe you take your wife too much for granted after all these years, honey,” interjects Jenny gently, looking at you with compassion.  “Maybe it would be a good reminder for you to see that other men still find her attractive.”
 
    
 
   “Wow,” you say, and you know that it’s true.  You have a sick feeling of excitement and fear.
 
    
 
   “Ok, great,” says Max hopefully. “So we are agreed? An uh, no modest underwear underneath, ok?”
 
    
 
   “Jeez, Max!” says your wife. “Given an inch, you take a mile," She looks over at you but you just shrug. You don't want to reveal that you would actually prefer her not to wear underwear. Also, you are starting to picture what it will be like to see Jenny's body revealed and you look her body over unconsciously. Your wife notices you looking at Jenny and sighs. “Alright. Whatever you say. If we do this, we do it all the way.”
 
    
 
   “Outstanding!” exclaims Max happily. “This idea is really going to take off, I can feel it.”
 
    
 
   Chapter 2 - The Wives Bare it All
 
    
 
   Max arranged the to throw the first party at his house and created a guest list based on the customer records of his failed boutique. He sent the list over to make sure neither you nor your wife knew any of the guests, because having an acquaintance show up to the party would be mortifying for everyone.  You do recognize the name of one very wealthy business owner on the list.
 
    
 
   “Wow, Max, how did you get Witherspoon to come? Isn’t he a billionaire?” you ask him when you see the list.
 
    
 
   “I don't know how I pulled that off.  He must really like lingerie.  The records show several thousands of dollars in sales to his account.   When I sent invitations out to our top customers, I got a response from Witherspoon’s assistant asking for pictures of the models. So I just sent that picture of Jenny and Erin in their bikinis that we took at the beach last year.  And the assistant confirmed that Witherspoon would be attending and that we should have good scotch  on hand. It’s a really lucky break,” he says happily. “He might even take an interest in this endeavor and provide some backing.”
 
    
 
   “Ha, don't get your hopes up. Just be happy if he buys a dozen corsets or something,” your wife laughs.
 
    
 
   On the day of the party, you and your wife arrive at Max and Jenny's place an hour early.
 
    
 
   “I can't believe I am going through with this,” says Erin with a forced laugh as Max and Jenny usher you in. “I've had butterflies in my stomach all day thinking about it.”
 
    
 
   “I know, dear,” agrees Jenny sympathetically. “I've got terrible stage fright, myself. Feel how sweaty my palms are right now," She holds out her hand and Erin takes it eagerly.
 
    
 
   “Oh you poor thing, your hands are hot little clams,” says your wife.
 
    
 
   “Look, you two. I have an idea,” says Max. “We will do this casually. You won't be doing any formal presentation or anything. We will all have drinks, and you two can just mingle and chat with the guests. You can tell the fellas what brand and model of outfit you are wearing and just slip away discretely to change once you've made the rounds in each get-up.”
 
    
 
   “Oh sure, it'll just be a casual cocktail party where I will be walking around in my knickers,” says Jenny ruefully.
 
    
 
   “Just have a drink and relax,” says Max handing her a martini with pursed lips.
 
    
 
   You and Erin help yourself to drinks as well, and pretty soon you are all starting to loosen up.
 
    
 
   “You know, I have been tense with anticipation all day myself,” you laugh self-consciously as you pour your second drink.
 
    
 
   “You aren't the one who has got to let it all hang out tonight,” snorts your wife. But you can tell the alcohol is starting to affect her and there is no bitterness in her voice. You and she exchange a tender glance and you squeeze her hand affectionately.
 
    
 
   “Well I guess you two should go and get changed...”  says Max looking at his watch. “You want to be properly attired when the guests start arriving.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, ok,” says Erin hesitantly. She and Jenny exchange a long look and then Jenny sighs with resignation. “Come along my dear, let's go don the slutwear. I have everything laid out in the guest bedroom. And it's pretty hot stuff!” Jenny takes Erin by the hand and they troop off to get changed.
 
    
 
   You and Max are chatting for a while when you notice that it's taking them a long time to get changed. “They must have cold feet,” you remark looking at you own watch. It's almost time for the guest to start arriving.
 
    
 
   Finally Jenny and Erin return to the living room and you and Max stare in admiration at how good they look. Erin is wearing a red satin lace-up corset with a red g-string. Your wife has on a transparent nightgown over a lace bra and panties. Both women are wearing thigh-high black stockings and heels. You feel your penis swelling at the sight of them.
 
    
 
   “Hubba hubba,” says Max weakly.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” you say simply. “We should party like this more often.”
 
    
 
   Jenny does a twirl to show the back and you enjoy the sight of her tight little ass cheeks, fully exposed by her g-string. The corset also helps accentuate her slim figure and add more of an hourglass shape.
 
    
 
   “Ted, don't look at Jenny that way,” teases your wife, cocking her hip suggestively. “You are making me jealous.”
 
    
 
   “Why not?” you ask, feeling the liquor now. “Max is looking you over pretty well.”
 
    
 
   Max shoots you a guilty smile. “Well she does look good. I must say, I didn't realize that Erin had such a shapely figure.”
 
    
 
   “Easy, there trigger,” chuckles Erin merrily. He cheeks are flushed with excitement.
 
    
 
   “Erin, would you mind doing a little spin?” asks Max hesitantly.
 
    
 
   Your wife complies and you notice Max checking out her shapely legs. Her panties are fairly skimpy and her ass cheeks are hanging out the bottom. The nightgown only goes barely past her crotch which adds to the effect. It obscures and then reveals her bottom as she shifts position.
 
    
 
   “Look at this rear,” says Jenny impulsively slapping your wife's ass. “That's a perfect ass if ever I saw one.”
 
    
 
   She and your wife cackle with laughter as your wife blushes furiously. Max just gulps and gives you a strange look.
 
    
 
   The doorbell rings and Erin says. “Come on, dear, let's go greet our guests!”
 
    
 
   “Wow, Jenny, your inhibitions are down now. I better drink faster. I need to catch up. I still feel a little self-conscious,” says your wife with a smile as she links arms with Jenny and they head off to greet the first guests.
 
    
 
   “I hope you know what you are doing,” you say to Max as you and he gaze at both wives' asses as they head off.
 
    
 
   “You know I don't. I'm just winging it as usual,” he laughs half-heartedly.
 
    
 
   As the guests arrive and the drinks get poured, you notice your wife loosening up. The conversations are starting to flow more smoothly as well.
 
    
 
   The sight of your wife showing these strange men her body is incredibly arousing. They don't bother trying to hid the fact that they are looking at her body and even remark on it.
 
    
 
   “Wow, this nightgown is very flattering,” says one guy running his eyes up and down Erin's body as you join the small group of men that has gathered around your wife.
 
    
 
   “Just let me know if you are interested, and I can take your order down on my phone,” says Max casually.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I think my wife would look good in this,” says the guys keeping his eyes on your wife. “Would you mind turning around, dear,” he asks her gently.
 
    
 
   “Not at all,” she says, turning around and bending over slightly to present her ass to him flirtatiously. “How's this?” she asks glancing back at him over her shoulder and batting her eyelashes.
 
    
 
   “Hmm, yes, quite,” says a gentleman in the group, boldly looking her up and down. He looks familiar and you realize that he’s the real estate mogul, Witherspoon. “But can we see the nightgown without the bra and panties?” he asks casually. He is perfectly polite, but it sounds more like an order than a request. He uses the tone of a man used to getting what he wants.
 
    
 
   This request takes your wife by surprise and her coquettish air falters slightly. Your wife glances at you involuntarily and then catches herself. The men look on with interest as Erin nervously  rubs the tops of her sweet, milky white thighs as she considers her options.  After a moment, she gulps and forces a smile. “Um... Ok... I mean, sure, why not? I will be right back, gentlemen.”  She shoots you a quick glance of concern and then departs to go remove her under garments.
 
    
 
   Your stomach flips uncomfortably at this turn of events and you take another drink to steady yourself.  You understood that that your wife would be revealing her assets,  and you knew that would be hard to watch.   But you didn’t realize that she would be forced to comply with requests like this in order to demonstrate the merchandise. 
 
    
 
   “That's a fine looking model you found there, Max. What agency did you use?” Witherspoon asks as he enjoys his single-malt scotch.
 
    
 
   “Trade secret, my good man, trade secret. That's for me and my partners to know,” Max responds smoothly.
 
    
 
   “Heh-heh. That's a good one,” laughs Witherspoon with a twinkle in his eye. “Are you looking for more partners, then?”
 
    
 
   “We are always open to talking to people who might be interested in taking a capital stake in this venture,” responds Max judiciously.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon just snorts condescendingly in response, “Oh, I'm sure you are.”
 
    
 
   Conversation ceases as your wife haltingly returns to the group. She is wearing the same transparent nightgown, but has removed her bra and panties, and her confidence seems to have gone along with them. She vacillates between crossing her arms over her chest to hide her nipples and crossing her hands to cover her crotch.
 
    
 
   “Why don't be nervous, darling,” says Witherspoon with a familiar tone that annoys you. “You look simply marvelous.”
 
    
 
   “Why, thank you,” says your wife meekly, putting her arms to her sides. “Do... do you like this piece?” she asks bashfully.
 
    
 
   “I do,” he says rubbing his hands together as he runs his eyes up and down your wife's body.
 
    
 
   Her nipples are discernible through the thin translucent material of the nightgown and they are clearly erect. You can also make out the dark patch of her pubic hair, which is just barely covered by the nightgown. Your cock grow painfully stiff as you notice the men around you gazing hungrily at your wife's body. You are surprised to see Max's mouth hanging open as he checks her out as well.
 
    
 
   “I like how the hem just barely covers her crotch,” says one fellow, licking his lips unconsciously. “That's very provocative.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, would you mind lifting your arms above your head, dear?” commands Witherspoon gazing at your woman's bush expectantly.
 
    
 
   “Um...but that...”  she stammers, as Witherspoon just waits patiently with raised eyebrows.  She can’t match his stare and finally concedes.  “Well, ok,” she mumbles, cheeks flushed with embarrassment.   She touches her lovely, bare thighs again unconsciously, realizing that all the men are gazing at her pelvis in anticipation.  She shoots you just the briefest glances of discomfort and then raises her arms reluctantly so that the hem of her gown rises to fully expose her dark full bush.
 
    
 
   “Peek-a-boo,” laughs one of the guys in the group, and you have to restrain the urge to strike him.
 
    
 
   Your wife chuckles and lowers her arms quickly, her cheeks flushed a charming pink.
 
    
 
   “That's a nice effect, do it again,” says the first fellow, adjusting his hard-on unselfconsciously.  You aren’t sure how much more of this you can take. You consider walking away for a moment, but you can’t bring yourself to do it.
 
    
 
   “Ugh... well, you boys, like that huh?” asks your wife with resignation, looking at you helplessly. “You see, your wife or girlfriend can reveal as much or as little as she wants just by shrugging her shoulders," She demonstrates by raising her shoulders slowly which raises the hem of her nightgown inch by inch to reveal her bush. She repeats this a couple of times to various “oohs” and “ahhs” from the group. Her eyes are bright with excitement now and you can tell that she is moving beyond embarrassment into arousal. “Peek-a-boo,” she says jokingly as she shows and then covers her crotch.  The sexual desire of the men around you watching this is palpable, and your heart is racing.
 
    
 
   Sudden Jenny strides into the group wearing nothing but an open-cup shelf bra, completely transparent panties, and her stockings. All the men gather around in one group now and all eyes are on Jenny's slim, sexy body. Her bra pushes up her modest bosom, making it seem bigger and more pert. Her erect nipples are fully exposed and you gaze at them in fascination. They really are nice, pink and still well formed after all these years.
 
    
 
   “I got jealous that you were getting all the attention, so I upped my game, dear,” says Jenny to Erin with a devious smile.
 
    
 
   “Wow, you sure did,” says your wife gazing at Jenny's chest in amazement. “Your boobs are exploding!” She reaches out and cups them in her hands briefly and both women break out giggling like school girls.  Jenny’s nipples stiffen further in response to being handled by your wife.
 
    
 
   This little show really gets the men going and you notice several guys rearranging their jocks.
 
    
 
   Max gapes at his wife's exposed chest and tries to regain his composure. “So, yeah,” he croaks. “You see that this open cup, shelf-bra, helps to, uh, maximize the... impact of slightly less busty ladies," He smiles sickly at the group of men as they consume his wife with their eyes.
 
    
 
   “Quite,” says Witherspoon, his eyes lit up with interest as he looks Max's wife's body over. “The panties are self-explanatory and leave nothing to the imagination,” he says.
 
    
 
   “They are nylon,” says Jenny, snapping the waistband playfully. This draws everyone's attention down to her crotch and you see that she trimmed her bush a lot more closely than your wife had.
 
    
 
   “What about those stockings? There is some sort of elastic to hold them up?” asks Witherspoon, turning his attention to Jenny's long shapely legs.
 
    
 
   “Yep,” she says matter of factly. “No suspenders required," She snaps the band at the top of her stockings for good measure and your own stomach churns with arousal at how casually she is showing off her body. You always realized that she was a good looking woman, but now you feel yourself really lusting after her. You look at your wife guiltily and,  sure enough, she notices you eyeballing her girlfriend. She reads the naked desire on your face and arches her brow laconically as though to say “We will have a chat about this late, mister.”
 
    
 
   “Pardon me, dear, Jenny is it?” asks Witherspoon confidently. “May I feel that elastic band at the tops of those stockings?”
 
    
 
   You watch Max turn white as a ghost as his wife shrugs nonchalantly and readily approaches Witherspoon. She extends her leg lasciviously, offering her thigh to him for examination.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon boldly grasps her thigh, holding her leg up with one hand while he delicately slips a finger of his other hand under the elastic band at the top of her stockings. Jenny gasps softly in spite of herself and you notice that his wrist is brushing up against her crotch as he does this.
 
    
 
   The men gathered around are provoked by the sight of this and start muttering excited comments to one another.
 
    
 
   “Yes, this is good.   Nice and tight,” says Witherspoon looking into Jenny's eyes.
 
    
 
   She gulps in response and gamely responds. “Well it keeps them up, that's for sure.”
 
    
 
   Everyone laughs raucously at this sexual innuendo.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon releases Max's wife's leg reluctantly and she falls back into Erin's arms dramatically.
 
    
 
   “Well boys, if you excuse us, I need to go cool down a little,” says Jenny, her voice thick with lust. You notice her making eye contact with Witherspoon and they exchange a smoldering glance for a moment before she and Erin depart. All eyes are glued to their asses as they go, but you catch Witherspoon discretely wiping the back of his hand with a handkerchief out of the corner of your eye. You blanche when you realize that he must be wiping Jenny's juices off his hand. Her crotch must have been sopping wet. This makes you harder yet and you are forced to adjust yourself, but you hope Max didn't notice.
 
    
 
   “Wow, yes, that was getting pretty hot,” gulps Max.  “Let’s cool off ourselves, shall we, gentlemen?” he says, leading the group back over to the bar to have another round.
 
    
 
   “If anyone would care to place an order, just let me know,” he says.
 
    
 
   The men are all in high spirits now and and you and Max hear many crude remarks about what the various guests would like to do to your wives.  Max can see that this is making you angry, so he discretely motions to you to go check on the women.
 
    
 
   You stride away, struggling to control your emotions and go tap on the guest bedroom door which your wife and Jenny are using as a dressing room.
 
    
 
   “Go away!” laughs your wife through the door.  “We aren’t decent.”
 
    
 
   “It’s me,” you hiss.
 
    
 
   Erin unlocks the door and you slip into the room.  Jenny is sprawled out on the bed wearing a modest bra and panties and fanning herself with an old-fashioned hand fan.  You notice that your wife has changed into a corset with lace panties and stockings with suspenders.
 
    
 
   “What the hell was that all about?” you demand angrily, turning to confront Erin.  “Playing peekaboo with your cooch?  Really?”
 
    
 
   She stares you down boldly and her voice is thick with drink.  “I didn’t know what to do!” she says with exasperation.  “I didn’t think they would ask me to... do things like that,” she says.  Her eyes are bright with exhilaration and her color is up.
 
    
 
   “Oh you loved it,” says Jenny languidly from the bed as she fans herself.
 
    
 
   “And you!” you say pointing at Jenny in accusation but unable to suppress a smile.  “You practically gave your husband a heart attack.  I thought we agreed that there will be no touching!”
 
    
 
   “That is Reginald Witherspoon out there,” says Jenny simply.  “Max scored a huge coup just getting him to attend this little soiree.  I felt like I had no choice but to play along.”
 
   You shake your head in disbelief but find yourself checking out her pale gorgeous body as she lays stretched out before you.  She is showing a lot of skin and it’s hard not to notice.
 
    
 
   “Alright, Ted, take a break from inspecting Jenny’s figure and go rejoin the group,” says your wife teasingly.  “We are almost ready to come back out for another round.”
 
    
 
   “But what are you going to do about these indecent requests from the guests?” you say.  You are annoyed that it comes out sounding petulant and you try to square your shoulders to appear more confident.
 
    
 
   “We have decided to stick together and help each other out more,” says your wife with a sigh.  “This is going to be tougher than we thought, but we will just have to work together to get through this.”  She gives you a devilish grin and you can tell that she is actually enjoying herself immensely.  “Now out!” she commands jovially.
 
    
 
   You return to the living room rubbing your head in confusion.  On the one hand you are enjoying the perverse insanity of this situation, but on the other hand you find it deeply disturbing that your wife is enjoying it too.  You sigh realizing that this isn’t fair so you steel your nerves and go grab another drink.
 
    
 
   Max is busy taking orders from a cluster of guests standing around him but he shoots you a questioning glance.  You give him a thumbs up and he nods briefly before returning his attention to his customers.
 
    
 
   “So what was your favorite part so far?” you hear one fellow asking another as the guests mill around waiting for the women to return.
 
    
 
   “Oh man, I don’t know.  I liked the game of peekaboo, that was amazing.  And watching that guy feel up the skinny one’s legs was pretty good.  But the best part was probably when the busty one grabbed the boobs of the skinny one.  That was outstanding,” responds the other, face flushed with drink and sexual stimulation.
 
    
 
   You just grit your teeth and walk away.  It annoys you to hear these guys discussing your wife so flippantly.  But then you try to put yourself in their shoes.  These fellows don’t know that these are your wives they are looking at.  You take another drink and wander off by yourself to wait for the women.
 
    
 
   Presently Erin and Jenny re-emerge arm in arm from the dressing room and join the group.  Some men actually break out in applause as they return and they bow modestly.
 
    
 
   “Shouldn’t you be describing the garments that the ladies are wearing?” prompts Witherspoon, turning to Max with an arrogantly arched eyebrow.
 
    
 
   “Uh, well, we were hoping to keep this more informal, but sure, I can give you a rundown of these items,” says Max nervously.
 
    
 
   “So, Erin is wearing a black corset with matching lace panties and black nylon stockings with suspenders,” says Max looking her over approvingly.  “As you can see this corset accentuates her hourglass figure.  It can also help slim a woman who has a bit of a belly, not that Erin needs that,” he says with an oily smile.
 
    
 
   There are various murmurs of appreciation as Erin runs her hands up and down her sides, outlining her hourglass with an ironic smirk.  She’s acting quite jaunty, practically mocking Max with her expressions as he describes the outfit.
 
    
 
   “Now Jenny is just wearing a simple matching bra and panty set in light blue lace,” says Max, visibly relieved that his wife opted for a more conservative piece to show.  “So this is the sort of thing your wife might like to wear on a day to day basis, just to feel more pretty.  Some women 
 
   feel more confident when they wear attractive underwear to work for example.  It’s their little secret.” 
 
    
 
   “Also, you never know when you might get an unexpected chance to show it off,” says Jenny, winking deliberately at Witherspoon.
 
    
 
   Everyone has a nice laugh at that except Max who can barely keep up a smile.   You can tell that Witherspoon’s chest is puffing up with the attention from Max’s wife.  He has a smug little smile on his face as he looks the women over.
 
    
 
   “I say, isn’t that corset terribly difficult to unfasten?” asks Witherspoon with a furrowed brow, pursing his lips in mock concern.
 
    
 
   You look over at Max and he rolls his eyes as though to say,  “Here we go again.”
 
    
 
   Jenny smiles unctuously at Witherspoon and says.   “You bring up a valid concern, sir.  Of course the whole point of woman putting an outfit like this on is to encourage her man to take it off of her.  And if that were a cumbersome process, well, it would just spoil the mood wouldn’t it?”  she says wrinkling her nose cutely.
 
    
 
   The group responds with a chuckle and Erin looks at Jenny with a bemused smile, surprised at how smoothly she responded.
 
    
 
   “But that’s already been accounted for and this corset unsnaps quite easily,” says Jenny with a lewd grin. Then she turns to your wife and says politely.  “May I demonstrate, dear?”
 
    
 
   Erin’s eyes widen in response and she looks nervously at the men gazing at her bosom in anticipation.  She gives Jenny a look admonishing her to be careful and says aloud “By all mean, darling.  By all means.”
 
    
 
   Jenny reaches over and starts tugging the snaps apart, starting at the top and working her way down slowly.  “You see gentlemen?” she asks as she undoes your wife’s corset in front of these men.  “Each snap yields to just a little tug.”  You wife is just looking down, watching Jenny’s progress with obvious trepidation.
 
    
 
   She gets about half way down and your wife’s generous breasts are starting to spill out of the top when Jenny stops and hold the front of the corset closed.  You hear a collective sigh of disappointment from the men around you who were all watching in fascination.
 
    
 
   “You thought I was going to undo the entire thing, didn’t you?” says Jenny with a teasing laugh.  “Naughty boys...  Well maybe you deserve just a peek,” she says and pulls Erin’s corset open suddenly.  Erin shrieks with laughter as her breasts pop right out with a satisfying bounce and the men murmur with approval.  She slaps Erin’s ass playfully and then grabs the front of her corset and tucks her boobs back inside as Jenny quickly assists her in snapping it up again.
 
    
 
   “Good stuff,” mutters Witherspoon looking over at Max approvingly, “Good stuff.”
 
    
 
   Max gives him a perfunctory grin and then looks over at you with concern, but you just wave him off and take a slug of your drink.  That wasn’t so bad.  You tell yourself.  I was just a little tease.  But you feel your pulse is pounding in your ears and your member is engorged from the sight of your wife being stripped in front of a group of ogling men. 
 
    
 
   “How about the panties?” asks one fellow who seems more sober than the rest.  “Don’t those suspenders prevent easy removal?” he asks with a perfectly straight face.
 
    
 
   You feel the blood draining from your face as he asks this and even playful Jenny seems caught off.
 
    
 
   Max chimes in smoothly. “Well sometimes women wear the panties over the suspenders to make themselves more... available.  But often models put them on underneath because that looks better.”
 
    
 
   Your wife gives Max a look of gratitude and he just nods slightly in acknowledgement.  
 
    
 
   “But surely it isn’t so hard to just unsnap the suspenders, is it?” muses Witherspoon aloud.
 
    
 
   “Well, no, not so hard,” says Erin with a look of discomfort on her face.
 
    
 
   “Would you mind demonstrating that for us?” asks Witherspoon, tilting his head back appraisingly.
 
    
 
   The other men voice encouragement as well and your wife is blushing furiously.  She looks at Jenny for help.  
 
 
   “Let me help you, dear,” says Jenny, spinning Erin around gracefully so that her rear is facing the group.  “It’s true, my brave lovers, that these suspenders don’t unsnap as easily as the corset, but of course, one must sometimes work for love.  And I am sure the effort will be worth it.”  She deftly unsnaps Erins’s suspenders and tugs her panties halfway down revealing the top of her ass crack.  Erin looks over her shoulder with concern as she does so, ready to grab her knickers if Jenny decides to get clever again.
 
    
 
   Jenny notices the men admiring Erin’s smooth, round butt.  “Now I know that this party is strictly about the merchandise, but you must admit that Erin wears this stuff well,” she says with a smirk, tugging Erin’s panties down a little further in back as your wife giggles nervously and grabs hold of them from the front to prevent them being pulled all the way down.
 
    
 
   “Personally, I am quite jealous of these buttocks,” says Jenny turning to examine them judiciously.  “So white, so smooth.”  Jenny pulls Erin’s panties down bit further to fully expose her butt cheeks and the men murmur with satisfaction as Erin wriggles fitfully and loosens her grip on them slightly.  Jenny runs her hand over Erin’s ass as though polishing it and then slaps it suddenly which makes Erin yelp and the men all laugh.  Erin pulls her panties back up and turns to face the crowd again.  Her face is burning with embarrassment as she snaps up the suspenders again.
 
    
 
   The men break out into spontaneous applause again and she and Jenny curtsy cutely and then run back to the dressing room together.
 
    
 
   Your own face is burning with shame and you are really glad that no one knows that this lingerie model who got her ass spanked in front of a crowd of men is actually your wife.
 
    
 
   The women do a few more costume changes and chat with the guests for a while.  You are drawn to stand near your wife, but it maddens you to see the men brazenly examining her tits and ass in the various teddies and baby dolls that she models one after another.  Her mood fluctuates between embarrassment, arousal, and playful teasing all night.  By the time that Max announces that the party is over, you can tell that she is completely exhausted.
 
    
 
   The men file out, each one taking the time to politely shake hands with the women and you see more than one fellow hand over his business card.  Finally only Witherspoon remains and the women excuse themselves to go change.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon casually clips and lights up a cigar without asking.  Then he tosses the match and cigar tip onto the coffee table.
 
    
 
   “Matt, I must say that I did enjoy this party. Though I would say that your biggest accomplishment was finding the modeling talent. I have been to a few parties like this before, but these models are really outstanding. They are both good looking, mature, and refined. Not to mention the excellent rapport they have with each other and the way their body types compliment one another. I like seeing the slim petite one and the voluptuous busty one together. They satisfy all tastes,” says Witherspoon puffing out a noxious cloud of smoke.
 
    
 
   “Uh, I am glad you enjoyed yourself,” says Matt eying the cigar with distaste. “Of course having the contrasting body types also allow the customers better imagine how the outfit might look on their own wives...”
 
    
 
   “Sure, sure,” says Witherspoon impatiently cutting Matt off. “I get it. Like I said, the general idea of these lingerie parties is nothing new. But your talent is clearly the differentiating factor. If you have more women like this available, I think I might have my people take a look at your business plan and review the numbers.”
 
    
 
   Matt's face lights up ecstatically, but he wisely keeps his mouth shut and waits for Witherspoon to continue.
 
    
 
   “In the meantime, I will have my assistant contact you and schedule another party at my place here in town. I want these same two models. I will be having some of my personal acquaintances over, so you can stay at home that night. We don't need any of the sales schtick.”
 
    
 
   Matt gives you a look and turns quite pale. Your palms break out in sweat. You can understand his dilemma. Witherspoon is a major player with vast real estate holdings. Getting him involved as a capital partner would open a lot of doors for Matt. But at what price?
 
    
 
   “Well, that’s not...”  he says hesitantly.  “I mean what sort of party are we talking about?”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon looks at him strangely.  “Why, the same sort of thing.  Send the women over with some outfits to model for myself and some friends of mine.  I can’t imagine why that would be a problem.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no,  it’s no problem," says Max struggling to recover his composure.  “I will just have one of the girls take the orders then...”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think you are following me,” says Witherspoon tilting his head in annoyance. “I don’t care about buying clothing.  I want the experience of a party with these models showing lingerie.  They have talent.  Of course we will compensate you, just send us an invoice for their services and we can forget the lingerie sales.”  
 
    
 
   “Right,” says Max taking a deep breathe.  “I will work out the other details with your assistant.”
 
    
 
   “You do that,” says Witherspoon decisively.  Then he raises his brow as a pleasant thought crosses his mind.  “Good night.”  Max sees him to the door and a waiting car whisks the mogul away.
 
    
 
   The women rejoin you wearing baggy sweat suits. Everyone is drained and subdued.
 
    
 
   “I did a boat load of sales tonight, and Witherspoon wants to have another party,” says Max unhappily.
 
    
 
   The women just nod sleepily.
 
    
 
   “Let’s discuss it in the morning,”  you say.  Do you mind if we stay in the guest room tonight?”
 
    
 
   “Of course not, dear,” says Jenny with a yawn.
 
    
 
   And with that you all troop off to bed.  You and your wife are too depleted to discuss the events of the night and just drop immediately off to sleep.
 
    
 
   Chapter 3 - A Naughty Wife is Punished
 
    
 
   You wake up in the morning to find your wife stroking your morning erection.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” you say sleepily as she runs her hand up and down your shaft.
 
    
 
   She kisses you on the lips then looks into your eyes with a flirtatious smile.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe we did that last night,” she says excitedly as she works your knob.
 
    
 
   “Me neither,” you say enjoying this unusual morning handjob.
 
    
 
   “I was a naughty wife, wasn’t I?” she asks impishly.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes you were,” you agree, playing along.
 
    
 
   “Did you see me playing peekaboo with those men?” she purrs.
 
    
 
   Your cock spasms at the memory and she laughs in response.  “Oh you saw that alright.  I just flashed my privates over and over to a bunch of strange horny guys while you stood right there, watching but unable to say a word.”  She keeps stroking your member as she talks and you feel as though you are about to explode.  Then she stops suddenly and jumps to her feet.
 
    
 
   “You know what?  If I’ve been naughty, I think I should be punished, don’t you?” she asks excitedly. 
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, definitely,” you say hoisting yourself up on your elbows with your penis still standing up stiffly at attention.  You haven’t played this game before and you are enjoying it thoroughly.
 
    
 
   Erin smiles at you and pulls down her sweat pants.  You glance at her dark bush for a moment before she twirls around and bends over slightly to present her round, white ass to you.
 
    
 
   “Yep, you need a spanking,” you say, getting the picture.  So you sit up and slap her playfully across the buttocks.
 
    
 
   “And did you see the way big man Witherspoon told me to go remove my bra and knickers?” she asks you, looking over her shoulder at you with a gleam in her eye.  “I just ran right off and stripped off my undies so that he could see whatever he liked.  Such a bad little wife.”
 
    
 
   You stomach flips as she says this and you jump up at the provocation. 
 
    
 
   “Why you little...”  you say, grabbing her sides and tickling her mercilessly.  Erin shrieks with laughter and you throw her face down onto the bed.
 
    
 
   “I’ll teach you!” you say, and give her a pretty sharp spank on the ass.
 
    
 
   “Ooh, I deserve it,” she coos and arches her back to receive another.  But you look down at her swollen labia peeking out at you below her ass cheeks and you have a better idea.  You quickly climb on top of her from behind and push your quivering boner against her vagina.
 
    
 
   “Oh Ted, I like that,” she gasps, reaching down to grasp the shaft of your rod to help guide it in.
 
    
 
   She is already soaking wet and you slide in easily.  You slowly work your cock in and out of her, building up momentum as she rubs her own clitoris.  Soon your hips are slapping against her ass cheeks and she is gasping with pleasure.  You are surprised when she starts climaxing almost immediately.  It normally takes her quite a while to reach an orgasm.  
 
    
 
   As her spasms die down you resume the pace and she mutters.  “I just meekly obeyed him when he told me to go take off my knickers you know.”   As you process what she’s saying, you immediately start cumming, shooting spurt after spurt inside her until you are spent and flop down beside her on the bed.
 
    
 
   You and Erin lay there cuddling silently for a while.
 
    
 
   “That was good,” she says pensively.  “Better than it has been in a long time.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, you were pretty wet right at the start,” you say, running your hand through her hair tenderly.
 
    
 
   “Well I actually masturbated all morning before you woke up and came twice... thinking about last night,” she sighs, stretching luxuriously.
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” you say sitting up.  “I have to admit, the spark seems to be relit.”
 
    
 
   “But didn’t I make you jealous?” she asks looking up at you innocently.
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course.  But I guess that’s part of the spice,” you say awkwardly.
 
    
 
   Your wife thinks this over for a moment.  “I saw you looking at Jenny’s body last night, you know,” she says.
 
    
 
   “Well, yeah, I looked,” you admit.
 
    
 
   “Did you get turned on?” she asks, looking at you curiously.
 
    
 
   “Um, no?” you say with a furrowed brow.
 
    
 
   She laughs lightly and slaps your thigh.  “Liar.  Her boobs looked great in that shelf bra didn’t they?”
 
    
 
   “Can’t say. I didn’t notice,” making a face of mock perplexity.
 
    
 
   “Well, I noticed.  Did you like the way I grabbed her boobies?” she asks you with a bashful smile.
 
    
 
   Your penis answers for you and visibly stiffens as your recall your wife handling her friend’s knockers.  Your wife pinches the head distractedly.  “I could tell that the boys really got a kick out of that one.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I guess so,” you admit.
 
    
 
   “What about when Witherspoon grabbed her leg and inspected it like a fine ham?  Didn’t that excite you?” she asks with a scandalous giggle.
 
    
 
   You chuckle along.  “That was pretty bold of him,” you admit.
 
    
 
   “He was bold with me, too,” she says, blushing.
 
    
 
   “I know.  Wow, when he told you raise your arms so he could look at your...um, yeah,” you gulp thinking about it again and you cock is throbbing.
 
    
 
   “As though it were just a perfectly normal thing to ask.  Like ‘Oh, please pass the salt,’” she says shaking her head in disbelief.  “‘Oh, would you mind showing me your pussy?  Ah yes, that’s nice, thank you.  Carry on.’”
 
    
 
   You smile down at her and say.  “Well you did it.”
 
    
 
   “Yep,” she says.  “I sure did.  It was hot, what can I say?”  She spreads her legs for you and you climb on readily.  Your cock finds it’s way directly into her and she moans slightly as she receives it.  You have a nice long lazy screw and then pull out and cum on her belly.
 
    
 
    “You like it when I let other guys boss me around and show them my stuff,” she observes.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” you say, a  bit confused.  “I guess it gets my dander up.  I need to reassert control of you somehow...”
 
    
 
   “...with your cock,” she says playfully.
 
    
 
   “Well, yeah, I guess,” you admit bashfully.
 
    
 
   “I like that,” she says.
 
    
 
   “Are we turning into perverts?” you ask, half-jokingly.
 
 
   “Maybe,” she admits brightly.  “But if perverts have sex this good, then sign me up.”
 
    
 
   You both laugh and then head to the shower to get cleaned up for breakfast.
 
    
 
   Chapter 4 - An Offer You Can’t Refuse
 
    
 
   You find Max and Jenny in the kitchen chatting happily.  They both have that post-orgasm glow and your wife and Jenny exchange knowing glances.
 
    
 
   “Well I hope everyone enjoyed their morning calisthenics," says Jenny with a smile.  “Ted, did you enjoy yours?” she asks you with a wink.
 
    
 
   “I have no idea what you are talking about," you say with a smile and everyone breaks out laughing.
 
    
 
   “Coffee me, please," says Erin to Max, putting her elbows on the counter and looking up at him playfully.  He obliges by pouring out a cup of coffee.
 
    
 
   “Do I smell bacon?” you ask hungrily.
 
    
 
   “In the oven," nods Max. “How do you like your eggs?  Scrambled?  Good," he dumps a big bowl of scrambled eggs into a sizzling pan and stirs them up, whistling a tuneless melody.
 
    
 
   Presently you are all sitting around their kitchen table enjoying bacon, eggs, toast, and coffee.  The sun is shining and a warm breeze is blowing in through the open window.
 
    
 
   “So, you both seem quite...OK this morning...after the party last night," says Jenny looking at you and Erin curiously.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, we are fine," you say comfortably.
 
    
 
   “Ted likes it when I flash my bush for other guys, it turns out," says Erin cheekily.  Everyone breaks out in laughter and you almost spit out your coffee in surprise.
 
    
 
   “Alrighty then," says Max wiping a tear of laughter from one eye.  “That might qualify as TMI.”
 
    
 
   “No dear, you got TMI last night when you gazed in fascination at Erin’s little game of peekaboo," says Jenny with a wry smile.
 
    
 
   “Fair enough," says Max, settling down a bit and giving you a guilty look.
 
    
 
   You just hold up a consoling hand. “I can hardly blame you.”
 
    
 
   “So anyway, how were sales there last night Max?” asks Erin, nibbling a crisp piece of bacon.
 
    
 
   “Unbelievable!” he says with animation. “We booked over six thousand dollars in orders!  That’s definitely enough to hire models for the next party.”
 
    
 
   Erin almost seems disappointed when he says that and your pulse quickens a bit.
 
    
 
   “But... there is one small complication," says Jenny, taking a sip of hot fresh coffee.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah," says Max giving her a look of chagrin.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Moneybags wants Erin and I to come entertain him and his plutocrat pals at his palace or whatever," says Jenny with a smirk.  “And he wants us to leave Max and Ted at home.”
 
    
 
   “Oh my gosh...”  says Erin, wide-eyed.  “That’s a tricky one," she looks at you thoughtfully.
 
    
 
   “What is this, Indecent Proposal for the 21st century?” you ask gamely.
 
    
 
   “Well he doesn’t actually know that is is dealing with married women, and I assume he hasn’t offered a million dollars, so... not quite," says Jenny giving you a tender smile.
 
    
 
   “Well Max, you made some money last night, why not just hire some models to for Witherspoon’s party?” asks your wife innocently.
 
    
 
   “You see, Erin, the thing is...”  says Max looking down to scoop some egg onto his toast.
 
    
 
   “The thing is, that Witherspoon was gushing about Max’s ability to find great modelling ‘talent’ and he specifically requested you two," you say pointedly.
 
    
 
   “Oh," says Erin simply and looks down into her cup of coffee with a little smile.  You can tell she feels flattered.
 
    
 
   “I mean, yeah," struggles Max. “Most of the women who do this sort of modelling are a different... calibre.  You know.”  He looks at his wife for support.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you mean the billionaire doesn’t have senior corporate executives and PhD scientists modeling lingerie for him on a regular basis?” asks Jenny sarcastically.
 
    
 
   “Well no, I guess not," admits Max as he begins clearing away the plates.
 
    
 
   “We’re classy," says Erin to Jenny, drawing out the a.
 
    
 
   Jenny squeezes her hand delightedly in response.  “Oh yes, too true dah-ling," she jokes, flipping her hair.
 
    
 
   “That’s a losing proposition, Max," you say with resignation.  “Even if the girls agree to go do his party, you aren’t going to find any other models in their league.  And that’s what he’s expecting if he invests in your business.  You might as well come clean.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, he offered to invest in Max’s business?” says Erin with a shocked expression.
 
    
 
   “He dangled that out there as a possibility," says Max shaking his head.
 
    
 
   “Well then we ought to at least give it shot," says Erin eagerly.  “What do you say, Jenny?”
 
    
 
   “You little vixen!” says Jenny looking at Erin with surprise.  “You want to go play peekaboo with Witherspoon again, huh?” she asks with a knowing twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   Erin blushes madly and lowers her eyes, but you see that little smile on her face again.
 
    
 
   “No Erin, I think that Ted is right," says Max with resignation.  “The whole deal hinges on Witherspoon’s perception that I have some ability to find ‘talent.’  And I just don’t.  This was just some half-baked idea to move some excess merchandise I had lying around.  I didn’t even look at any modelling agencies.” 
 
    
 
   “Hmm,” says Erin thinking it over.  “And really professional models probably wouldn’t put on a show like the one we put on last night either," she says with a wan smile.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, we probably need to find strippers to match that performance," you say with a laugh.
 
    
 
   Erin slaps your arm playfully in response.
 
    
 
   Jenny is about to chime in when Max’s phone rings.  
 
    
 
   “Hello?” he says, answering the phone.  “Oh yes, Mr. Smithers is it?  I do recall, yes.  Mr. Witherspoon’s assistant.”  Mas points to the phone significantly and you all lean in with interest.
 
    
 
   “...right, I understand we need to schedule another party...Well I would need to check the calendar, I can’t confirm a time right now...Oh...Well, yes, I can look that up, but, uh...”  Max is waving his hand, looking to you all for help.
 
    
 
   “Ask what the budget is," hisses Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Yes, still here, sorry, um, can I ask what your budget is for the...no, I mean just for the models...is that right?”  Max turns pale as he listens.  “Ok, then, no, that... we can work with that...Honestly, I need to make some phone calls, but yes...Ok, tentatively for this Friday then...Uh, accommodations?  Well, that’s fairly unusual... no I... I will see what I can do...You understand...Yes, ok, just send over a purchase order and we move forward...Great, have a nice day.”  Max hangs up and stares at you all in utter shock.
 
    
 
   “What the hell was that all about?” you demand. “A purchase order?  I thought you were going to call this off.”
 
    
 
   “How much?” asks Jenny expectantly.
 
    
 
   “Well he claimed that they normally spend fifty thousand dollars for the models," says Max simply. 
 
    
 
   Erin whistles in response.
 
    
 
    “That’s what they normally spend," continues Max,  “But he said that Witherspoon was particularly fond of these two so that he was given some latitude with the budget and could go as high as seventy five.  Then he went on to say they wouldn’t cover travel expenses but accommodations would be included.”
 
    
 
   “But that, that just can’t be right," you stammer.  “Seventy five thousand dollars for one night of entertainment?”
 
    
 
   “Ted, you don’t know how to party like a billionaire," says Jenny.  “Think about it.  A billion is one thousand millions.  So 75k to him is like seventy five dollars to a millionaire.  And it would be like seven  dollars to a middle class person.”
 
    
 
   “That disregards diminishing margin of utility," says Erin seriously.
 
    
 
   Everyone stares at her in surprise for a moment and she blushes slightly. “What? That’s a thing," she says defensively.
 
    
 
   “Little show off," laughs Jenny, “I’m the money person, you stick to your test tubes.  I think we can all agree the check won’t bounce and that it’s actually a pretty decent chunk of change on the table.”
 
    
 
   “This is surreal," you say.  “But I mean, it’s not as though any of us really needs the money.”
 
    
 
   “Speak for yourself," laughs Max nervously.  “I could do a lot with that money.”
 
    
 
   “Sure, you could squander it...”  says Jenny impetuously, but she bites her tongue when she sees Max’s hurt reaction.  “Sorry, dear.  I don’t know why I said that.  But really, Erin and I should get a good cut.  We will be doing all the work," she glances at Erin.  “Not that miss peekaboo over here will consider it work.”
 
    
 
   Erin opens her mouth in mock outrage. “Oh you are one to talk.  You offered up that gam for inspection pretty readily last night.   And I think Mr. Moneybags fingered a little more than the elastic on those stockings too.”
 
    
 
   She and Jenny cackle with laughter at that, and you laugh along as well, but Max just has a sick look on his face.  “I know this is just some kind of sexual adventure for you two," he says seriously, “But this is serious business to me.  If I can get backing from Witherspoon, that would open a lot of opportunities for us.”
 
    
 
   “Oh lighten up, dear.”  says his wife good naturedly.  “You are just as turned on by the kinkiness of all this as we are.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, definitely.  I am just saying that I have more skin in the game, pardon the pun," says Max to a chorus of groans.
 
    
 
   Just then a tiny hummingbird hovers up to the window and you all stop and gaze at it for a moment before it zips away.
 
    
 
   “So pretty," says Erin absently.  “Yet ephemeral...like life.”
 
    
 
   You smile at your wife lovingly.  “That’s true.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, so where are we with this?” asks Max, rubbing his hands together.  “I think the girls should go through with this private party for Witherspoon and we can play it by ear from there.  We’ll split the money three ways, 25k each.  What do you all say?”
 
    
 
   “Well, if I agreed to flash my tits for free, I can’t refuse to do it for 25k," laughs Jenny.  “Plus, I want to see how the other point oh one percent lives.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll do it because I like it when Witherspoon tells me what to do," says Erin, flashing you a mischievous grin.
 
    
 
   Everyone laughs and you can’t help but smile at your wife and slap her thigh affectionately.
 
    
 
   “It makes me feel like a pimp, but that’s fine.  I will just go buy a purple suit or something," you say with resignation to further laughter.
 
    
 
   Chapter 5 - The Fine Print
 
    
 
    
 
   On the afternoon of Witherspoon’s party, you all meet at Max and Jenny’s house again.  When you and Erin arrive, Max ushers you into the living room and hands out soft drinks.  Jenny is there waiting, dressed in a modest business suit with a big suitcase by her side.  You and Erin join her on the couch and everyone is sitting on the edge of their seats, visibly tense.
 
    
 
   “Ok, everyone," says Max with a sigh.  “I know we are all nervous and some of us might be having second thoughts, but I wanted to just review the ground rules with you.”
 
    
 
   You and Erin exchange a questioning glance and Max continues.  “See we signed a contract for the modeling services this week and I included some provisions.  First, no touching will be allowed," He stops and looks significantly at his wife.
 
    
 
   “What?” she asks defensively.  “Do we have to go over this again?”  She glances at you and Erin nervously, and blushes slightly.  “I told you, I was a little drunk.  I was just playing along...”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, yeah, I know," says Max, pursing his lips.  “But that’s a clear provision in this contract that no guests will request or attempt to make physical contact with either model.”
 
    
 
   “What if the models initiate contact?” asks Erin sweetly and the blood drains from you face as you look at her in surprise.
 
    
 
   “I uh, didn’t specify anything about that...”  stammers Max.
 
    
 
   “Can’t you tell she’s teasing?” says Jenny with a chuckle, and you and Max laugh uneasily while Erin and Jenny exchange sly smiles.
 
    
 
   “Anyway, moving on...”  says Max, scanning through the contract in his hand.  
 
    
 
   You stare pointedly at Erin and she looks back at you with a startled expression. “Seriously, dear, I was just teasing," she says.  “I know we were pretty wild during that first party, but we had our husbands right there to protect us so it was easier to get carried away.  Also, Jenny and I agreed to a two drink limit tonight.”
 
    
 
   “Good idea...”  you say hesitantly.
 
    
 
   Erin smiles and puts her arms around you.  “Come on, Ted.  This is going to be fun.  Think about how much fun we’ve had revisiting the events of the first party together.”
 
    
 
   Jenny gives you a knowing nod and then winks at you and your stomach flips a little bit thinking of how she looked baring her breasts for those men that night.
 
    
 
   Max clears his throat.  “Right, so...Moving on... Security will be provided of course.  Oh yes,  I specified that neither model will be required to fully disrobe at any point.  They will be allowed to wear some garment covering their bikini area at all times.  You know, this is supposed to be a lingerie party, right?” He looks at the wives plaintively.
 
    
 
   “25k Max," says Jenny with a wry smile.  “Some of our ‘bikini areas’ are probably going be uncovered tonight.  Just remember that there is 25k in it for you... not to mention the improved quality of our own... calisthenics.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I know, the calisthenics have greatly improved since the first party, I’m just letting you know that you can fall back on these provisions if necessary.”  Max pulls up an ottoman and sits right in front of Jenny and Erin. “Look.  You and Erin talk a good game, and I know you had fun during the first party, but this is going to be a totally different ball game.   You are going into an unfamiliar setting and you will be surrounded by total strangers.”
 
    
 
   “Hopefully," snorts Erin, “I would perish if someone from the lab saw me doing this.”
 
    
 
   “Unlikely," you laugh, “Probably not many lab techs hobnob with billionaires on a regular basis.”
 
    
 
   “I’m trying to be serious for a minute here, Ted," says Max with a pained expression.  “You two might find your confidence shriveling once you get there.  These provisions offer some protection.  Remember, there is a business deal at the bottom of this and you aren’t obligated to do anything really unseemly. I actually outline a list of things that you won’t be required to do, no insertion of objects, that sort of thing.”
 
    
 
   “Oh Max...”  says your wife, putting her hand over her mouth.  “Insertion of objects?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, exactly.  No sassy comment in response to that, huh?” says Max with a frown.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, don’t scare her," scolds Jenny.  She turns to Erin and takes her hand. “Come on, dear.  You met this fellow Witherspoon, he was perfectly polite.  I’m sure we will have a marvelous time and if we ever feel uncomfortable, we will just walk right out of there.”
 
    
 
   “In our lingerie!” exclaims Erin, getting back into the spirit.
 
    
 
   “Sure, why not?” laughs Jenny.
 
    
 
   At that moment, the doorbell rings.  And Max goes to answer the door.  He returns with a big man in a black suit.
 
    
 
   “Your car is here, ladies," he says formally.  “The driver has offered to carry your luggage to the car.”
 
    
 
   “Hello, folks," says the driver genially.  “Is this the bag here?  Please, allow me," he grabs the bag and heads out the door.
 
    
 
   You and Max both embrace your wives briefly and then walk them to the door. 
 
    
 
   “Have fun, girls," you say, feeling slightly nauseous thinking of what lays ahead.
 
    
 
   “Don’t wait up," laughs Jenny with a wave.
 
    
 
   Then the driver opens the door for them and drives them away.
 
    
 
   “There they go, Max.  They are being carted off to go entertain a billionaire’s friends with their bodies," you say, shaking your head.
 
    
 
   “That’s a nice way to put it," he says with a frown.
 
    
 
   “It’s true," you say.
 
    
 
   “Alright, the girls might have a two-drink limit tonight, but we don’t," he says.  “Let’s head over to the club and drown our sorrows.”
 
    
 
   Chapter 6 - The Models Give Updates via Text
 
    
 
   You and Max are having a few drinks at the country club when you he receives a text message from Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Oh, hey.  Jenny sent a text," says Max excitedly. “Witherspoon place big but plain," he reads.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I guess money and style don’t necessarily go hand in hand," you say leaning back in the deep leather club chair and admiring the view of the golf course through the large picture windows here in the country club lounge.  Ironically, it was Max who had the social connections to secure a membership for himself and his wife and they sponsored you and Erin a couple of years ago.  The lounge is done up like a 19th century gentleman’s club.  There is wood paneling and bookshelves along each wall.  The lighting is warm and dim and furniture is all heavy and substantial.  You hear the faint sounds of a snooker game from the other room.
 
    
 
   You phone buzzes and you pull it it out to read a text from Erin.  “Here’s one from Erin. ‘McMansion.’ she says.”
 
    
 
   Another text comes from Jenny and you and Max put your phones side by side so you can see the messages as the girls send them.
 
    
 
   Jenny: Security said we can keep our phones, but no pics.  They put tape over the lens and it’s impossible to get off.  Hope it doesn’t damage my phone.
 
    
 
   Max chuckles and texts back: 25k should buy an adequate replacement.
 
    
 
   Erin:  We aren’t the only models!  But the others are ALL in their 20s - and GORGEOUS. Ugh - feeling inadequate.
 
    
 
   Max just shrugs, “That’s not too surprising.”
 
    
 
   “Sure the more the merrier," you say with a smile, trying to picture a party with a bunch of lingerie models wandering around showing off their goods.  Your member swells slightly at the thought.
 
    
 
   Jenny: There are some WIVES here!
 
    
 
   “Now that is something I didn’t expect," says Max taking a drink.
 
    
 
   “I am picturing trophy wives powerless to object to the whims of their super-rich husbands," you mutter, lowering your voice and smiling to wave to another couple you know as they pass by.
 
    
 
   Erin: Wow!  Two dressing rooms.  One private, one not.
 
    
 
   You and Max exchange concerned looks.  “Ask her what that means," urges Max nervously.
 
    
 
   You just text back a single character: ?
 
    
 
   Erin: the ‘uninhibited’ are ‘invited’ to change in the ‘cigar room’ - in front of fat rich guys smoking apparently.  Don’t worry - Jenny and I opted for the private
 
    
 
   “That’s twisted.”  says Max with admiration.  “The things you can do if you have enough money.”
 
    
 
   “It’s decadent," you admit.  “But it almost sounds like the kind of thing you do when you can’t get it up any other way.”
 
    
 
   “Ha, sounds like sour grapes," says Matt.  “I’m sure you wouldn’t mind sitting back and watching a bunch of beautiful young women changing while you sit back and enjoy a casual cognac.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe, but you would be too busy choking on the cigar smoke to enjoy yourself," you laugh.
 
    
 
   “You just ruined my fantasy," says Max with a smile.
 
    
 
   Jenny: Changing time. The other girls are so nervous, Erin and I have to comfort them.  Poor things.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, younger women are usually more uptight," you say taking a drink thoughtfully.  “Hey Max, how are you dealing with this?  Erin really seems to relish the idea of showing off her body to strange men and it’s a side of her I’ve never seen before.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that peekaboo game was pretty raunchy," admits Max and then gives you an apologetic smile when you glare at him.  “Sorry.  It’s weird that I’ve seen Erin practically naked now, but you also got an eyeful of Jenny’s body too.  So I guess we are even, right?”
 
    
 
   You shift uncomfortably at the thought of Jenny’s jutting exposed breasts starts to give you an erection.  “Yeah.  But we are old friends, I don’t really mind that so much.  It’s how Erin is acting.  She seems to be enjoying this more than Jenny is.  But she has always been so... modest... up until now.”
 
    
 
   “I am surprised at both of them really.  I almost had a heart attack when Jenny showed up with her tits sticking out," he says rubbing his sweaty palms on the thighs of his trousers.
 
    
 
   “True, Jenny was competing for attention," you say, smiling at the thought.  
 
    
 
   “Look at that smile on your face," says Max, shaking his head.  “Then Jenny handed over her leg for Witherspoon to fondle as though it were nothing.”
 
    
 
   “Erin said he asks to see her pussy as casually as asking to pass the salt," you say ruefully, but your cock grows harder at the thought.
 
    
 
   “Uh, yeah," says Max, and you suspect he is getting turned on too.
 
    
 
   Just then a woman you know named Linda notices you and comes over.
 
    
 
   “Hello Ted, Hello Max," she says as you stand to greet her.  “Where are your beautiful wives this evening.”
 
    
 
   “Girls night out," says Max without missing a beat, giving Linda a friendly hug.  “And where’s your little tribe?”
 
    
 
   “Oh Sam took the day off and brought the kids to the pool for a day of swimming.  I am just meeting them here for dinner now.”
 
    
 
   Just then your phone buzzes with another text from Erin.
 
    
 
   Erin:  The gentlemen like the game where one model undresses another.  ;-)
 
    
 
   Linda glances down at the text and furrows her brow.  You grab your phone and stick it in your pocket as Linda blushes furiously.  She gives you a strange look then breaks out laughing.  “My goodness, I’m so sorry, Ted.  I was snooping on your texts without thinking.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, that’s... not your fault," you say awkwardly, your own face reddening.
 
    
 
   “What did it say?” asks Max, maintaining a straight face.
 
    
 
   “None of your business," says Linda with a sly smile.  “But it looks like Ted and Erin are doing some sort of sexting roleplay.”
 
    
 
   You just roll your eyes.  “Linda, please.”
 
    
 
   “No, no, don’t be embarrassed.  In fact, I might just try that with Sam sometime," she says with a mischievous grin.
 
    
 
   “That’s nice," you say sarcastically.
 
    
 
   “Good night, boys," she says twinkling her fingers at you and Max and giving you a special wink.
 
    
 
   You and Max watch her rear as Linda sashays away in her short skirt.
 
    
 
   “Is she shaking it more than usual?” asks Max.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, but let’s get dinner," you say, showing Max the last text.
 
    
 
   “Oh, that is kinky," he says as you head off to the dining room.  “I wish we could be there.”
 
    
 
   You and Max get a table out on the patio overlooking the 18th green.  It’s a mild summer evening and the sun has just set behind the wooded hills.  Torches are lit all around casting their flickering light over the happy families enjoying their dinners alfresco.  Linda and Sam wave from the other side of the patio as the hostess leads you to your table and you see Linda lean over and whisper something in Sam’s ear.  He pauses for a minute, makes a strange face, then gives you a thumbs up with a smile.  You wave him off dismissively and shake your head.
 
    
 
   “It is unfortunate that Linda saw that text," chuckles Max.  “She is going to tease you and Erin about that mercilessly.”
 
    
 
   “She will spread it around too, I don’t doubt," you mutter with annoyance.
 
    
 
   The waiter comes over and you order a ribeye with a loaded baked potato and a beer.  Max orders the lobster after receiving assurance that it’s live from Maine.
 
    
 
   Soon there is a nice cold beer before you and you try to lean back and enjoy the evening.  
 
    
 
   “Ugh, the girls are undressing each other while a bunch of fat cats look on and pop boners for them right now," you sigh, unsure whether this annoys your or arouses you more.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you’ll feel better once we eat," says Max, waving at another couple he knows as they take a seat a few tables over.
 
    
 
   Presently the food comes and you tuck in with relish.  You are just enjoying a nice fatty bit of steak when Max gets another text.
 
    
 
   Jenny: The younger models are pretty uptight, so Witherspoon is having Erin teach them to play peekaboo.  The men are all getting a big kick out of that.
 
    
 
   “That’s hot," says Max simply dipping a chunk of lobster claw into his drawn  butter and then popping into his mouth in satisfaction.
 
    
 
   “It is," you admit, surreptitiously adjusting the erection in your trousers.
 
    
 
   “I assume that she’s teaching them by demonstration," he says giving you a sly glance.
 
    
 
   “Yes, she probably is, ok?  My wife is probably flashing her bush for every guy to enjoy right now," you say slightly annoyed.
 
    
 
   The couple at the next table looks over at you in surprise and Max kicks you under the table, he face turning deep red as he tries to suppress his laughter.
 
    
 
   “Get a grip on yourself," he hisses at you, leaning forward with a gleeful smile.
 
    
 
   You turn your attention to your steak and the other couple resumes their meal after a moment.  You peek over to see them shaking their heads and smiling at one another.
 
    
 
   “That was ill advised, sorry," you admit quietly.  
 
    
 
   “Just eat your steak, and let’s get out of here," says Max quietly with a smile as he glances around the patio.  “We know too many people here.”
 
    
 
   You finish your meal and let Max pick up the tab for dinner.  He is happy to do it since he is so rarely flush with cash.  On your way out the door you get a text from Erin.
 
    
 
   Erin: maybe we will regret breaking our two drink limit, but Jenny wants to try changing in the cigar room.
 
    
 
   You show Max as you head out to the lobby.  He turns a little green when he sees that.  
 
    
 
   “Would it do any good to tell her not to?” he asks you.
 
    
 
   Just then the club Concierge, James, approaches you with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Hello Ted, Hello Max," he says warmly.
 
    
 
   “James," you say simply, “Excuse me, I need to text my wife.”
 
    
 
   James puts a friendly hand on your shoulder.  “This will only take a moment.  I’m sure you two recall our policy about drinking and driving.  Your drink bill got flagged by the system so we have a car waiting for you.  The valets are just waiting for me to tell them where to take your car.”
 
    
 
   You and Max exchange a look of resignation.
 
    
 
   “Sorry about the bother," says James with a contrived squint.
 
    
 
   “No, no, it’s a good policy," you say with a sigh.  “Just have my car taken over to Max’s place.”
 
    
 
   James looks at you with concern.  
 
    
 
   “He’ll be staying over tonight," Max explains.
 
    
 
   “Ok, that’s fine.  Please don’t drive tonight, Ted," says James.  “Think of how we would feel if you got into an accident.”  Then he touches his ear and mutters something into his radio.
 
    
 
   “Have a nice night, gentlemen, and send Jenny and Erin my regards," he says with a friendly wave.
 
    
 
   You text back to Erin as you head out the door toward the waiting car: Maybe you shouldn’t
 
    
 
   The doorman holds the door open for you and Max almost stumbles getting in.
 
    
 
   “Oh jeez, you are drunk," you laugh uneasily, distracted by the thought of Erin getting changed in front of those billionaires.
 
    
 
   “You’re the one who blurted out that bit about your wife’s bush at the dinner table!” shouts Max with a laugh.
 
    
 
   The driver just shakes his head and raises the glass partition as he pulls away.
 
    
 
   You drive in silence for while struggling with your emotions.
 
    
 
   “If they change in the cigar room, there is no chance of keeping their bikini areas covered," you say distractedly as you look out the window.
 
    
 
   “That’s fairly obvious," says Max uncomfortably.  “But maybe they chickened out.”
 
    
 
   “They broke their drink limit," you add looking at him with a frown.
 
    
 
   “True, that’s not a good sign," he admits.
 
    
 
   You arrive at Max’s house and the driver lets you out.  The valet pulls your car into Max’s driveway and hands you the keys.  You tip him a bit more than usual and thank him as the valet hops into the car you came in for a ride back to the club.
 
    
 
   Finally you get another text from Erin.
 
    
 
   Erin: Oops, too late.  I have been a little naughty tonight, I might need some extra punishment tomorrow.  ;-)
 
    
 
   “What did she say?”, asks Max anxiously as he unlocks the door and let’s you in.
 
    
 
   “Uh, they did the cigar room thing," you say shakily.  You heart is racing at the thought of your wife stripping completely nude while a bunch of men sit and around, watching and smoking cigars.
 
    
 
   “And making comments...”  you says distractedly.
 
    
 
   “What?” says Max.
 
    
 
   “Those guys are watching our wives get naked, and they are probably making comments...”  you say.
 
    
 
   Max gulps. “I don’t want to think about that right now," he says queasily.
 
    
 
   You and Max, stay up listening to jazz and drinking as you wait for the girls to return.
 
    
 
   At two am you text Erin: When are you coming home?
 
    
 
   But you never receive a response.
 
    
 
   Chapter 7 - A Less Auspicious Morning After
 
    
 
   You and Max are awoken in the morning by Erin and Jenny as they come into the living room to find you sprawled out on couches.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, look at you two," laughs Jenny.  “I told you not to wait up.”
 
    
 
   “Where do you want this, ma’am?” asks the driver carrying the suitcase into the living room. 
 
    
 
    “Oh, just put it down anywhere Edward," says Jenny casually.
 
    
 
   “Very good, ma’am.  Have a nice day.  It was a pleasure serving you," he says touching his cap as he heads out the door.
 
    
 
   “Bye, Edward," says Erin with a little wave.
 
    
 
   “Good bye, ma’am," he says, closing the door behind him.
 
    
 
   “I guess we better make breakfast for these two," Jenny says to Erin.
 
    
 
   “Yep, go wash up a bit dear, you look awful," says Erin, tousling your hair tenderly and going  off to join Jenny in the kitchen.
 
    
 
   You do feel a bit rough, as you climb to your feet and head to the bathroom in the guest bedroom.  After brushing your teeth and washing your face, you feel a little better, so you head to the kitchen for some coffee.
 
    
 
   “Hello, sunshine," says your wife happily as you enter the kitchen.  “What would you like to eat?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, what are you having?” you ask blearily.
 
    
 
   Erin and Jenny exchange looks.  “Uh, we had breakfast with Reggie this morning," she says.
 
    
 
   “Reggie?” asks Max, entering the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “She means Witherspoon," says Jenny.  “You two don’t look like you couldn’t handle bacon and eggs today.  How about some nice dry toast.”
 
    
 
   “That’s a dear," says Max.  “And can you toss me an aspirin?”
 
    
 
   “Reggie," you mutter as Erin puts a cup of coffee before you and joins you at the kitchen table.  
 
    
 
   The sun is shining, and a warm breeze is blowing through the open window again, but your mood is less buoyant than it was the last time you had breakfast here.
 
    
 
   “Well we couldn’t call him Witherspoon all night, could we?” says Jenny.  “That might have gotten a bit awkward.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, you definitely need to be on a first name basis when you are stripping naked in front of a fellow while he puffs a cigar and looks you over appraisingly," you snap irritably.  “ ‘How’s this, Reggie?  Did I trim my bush to your liking?’ ”
 
    
 
   “Whoa, there Ted.  Someone needs a cup of coffee," says Jenny trying to calm you down but unable to refrain from laughing at your comment.  
 
    
 
   “It wasn’t like that, dear," says Erin softly, taking your hand in hers and looking at your searchingly.
 
    
 
   “No?” you ask miserably, not making eye contact.
 
    
 
   “Oh no...”  she says seriously.  “Jenny made them stop smoking before I went in there to show them my bush.”
 
    
 
   Jenny and Max break out in raucous laughter and you can’t help but join in though you have a cold feeling deep in the pit of your stomach.
 
    
 
   “We’re laughing about it, but you did that, you went and undressed in that cigar room," you say with a sick smile.
 
    
 
   “Yes dear," she says squaring her shoulders and looking you in the eye.  “We did.”
 
    
 
   “You know, there will be plenty of time to talk about this," says Jenny bringing toast to the table. “Let’s have some toast and coffee and try to relax a little first, ok?”
 
    
 
   “Ok, Ok, I’m sorry," you say. Erin squeezes your hand and smiles at you lovingly.
 
    
 
   “So what did you two last night while we were... out?” ask Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Oh you know, we have some whores over and did some coke," says Max taking a bite of toast.
 
    
 
   Everyone has a good chuckle at that.
 
    
 
   “We went to the club for dinner and drinks and they ended up calling us a car," you admit finishing your coffee.  Erin swipes you empty cup and jumps up to pour you another.  “Thanks, dear," you say as she returns the steaming mug to you.
 
    
 
   “No wonder you both look so hungover," says Erin sympathetically.
 
    
 
   “Oh, and we bumped into Linda and she saw your text about some game where models undress one another for the gentlemen," you say, arching an eyebrow and looking at Erin to see her response.
 
    
 
   She widens her eyes dramatically and says “Uh-oh.”  Then she turns to Jenny and whines.  “You know her, she will blab to everyone!” 
 
    
 
   Max pats her hand soothingly.  “No, no, dear.  She thought you and Ted were doing some kind of roleplay via text.”
 
    
 
   “What was Linda wearing, by the way?” Jenny asks Max appraisingly.
 
    
 
   “What?” he says nervously. “Oh, I don’t notice these things.  A skirt maybe?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, huh," says Jenny giving him a knowing look.  “A short skirt?”
 
    
 
   
 
  

“Maybe, I don’t recall” he says.  Then he recovers his composure.  “Hey, now, you can’t really call me on this.  You paraded around half naked in front of a bunch of billionaires all night last night.  I think I deserve a free pass to look at Linda’s ass now and then.”
 
    
 
   Jenny nods her head and laughs, tweaking Max’s nipple playfully.  “I’ve seen you looking at her," she says.  
 
    
 
   “Also, just to clarify, Jenny did get more than half-naked last night," says Erin primly, sipping her coffee.
 
    
 
   “Quiet, you.  We will get to that," says Jenny with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Ok, I’ve had some coffee and toast now," you say weakly.  “Can we talk about this lingerie party last night?”
 
    
 
   “Are you ready, Max?” asks Jenny, looking at Max with concern.
 
    
 
   “Sure, why are you looking at me?” he says.
 
    
 
   “Take your aspirin," she says getting him a glass of water.
 
    
 
   “Ok, ok," he says, “You are making me nervous now.  I’m a big boy, I can take it.  Ted is the one that is freaking out.”
 
    
 
   “No, I’ll be ok," you say.
 
    
 
   At that point the hummingbird reappears.  It hovers again before the window and you all stare at it in fascination.  It’s wings are a blur and it’s iridescent belly shines in the sunlight.  It seems to contemplate you all for a moment before disappearing suddenly from view.
 
    
 
   “There’s that bird again," says Erin wistfully.
 
    
 
   “Should we begin at the beginning?” asks Jenny nervously.
 
    
 
   “I’d first like to know why you didn’t come back last night," you say, trying to maintain a reasonable tone but feeling a little upset.
 
    
 
   “Oh well, see... that was actually Reg- err- Witherspoon’s plan all along.  There were rooms set aside for all the models to stay over," says Erin innocently.  “It was fun, actually, we made a slumber party out of it.”
 
    
 
   “A slumber party?”  says Max.
 
    
 
   “You know, there were four other models, and they were younger and Erin and I sort of took them under our wings last night," says Jenny with a little smile.
 
    
 
   “Oh they were such darlings, so innocent," says Erin with an animated expression.  “You would really like them, Ted. So gorgeous.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’m sure," you say.  “I love hanging out with gorgeous 20 year old models.  Maybe we can all go get our nails done together.”
 
    
 
   Erin laughs and slaps your shoulder.
 
    
 
   “I heard you were teaching them to play peekaboo, Erin," says Max with a lewd grin.
 
    
 
   Erin squints at him playfully.  “I can tell you wish you were there to see it, too," she says.
 
    
 
   “Well of course," he says tilting his head.
 
    
 
   “Stop thinking about Erin’s bush for a second, Max.  It’s unseemly," says Jenny with mock severity.  “Let’s start at the beginning.”
 
    
 
   Max gives her a hurt expression and motions for her to proceed.
 
    
 
   Jenny sighs. “Well, I think we mentioned that the house itself wasn’t actually very impressive.”
 
    
 
   “It was decorated like a hotel," says Erin distastefully.  “I was really expecting something more lavish.”
 
    
 
   “We entered via the staff entrance which was a bit weird," says Jenny.  “Then they took us upstairs to a suite of rooms being used for the party.”
 
    
 
   “The spread was nice, but not fantastic," says Erin. “You know, shrimp cocktail and such but no caviar or truffles or anything.”
 
    
 
   “The booze was all top shelf though," says Jenny.
 
    
 
   “I don’t care about that stuff," you say.  “What about the cigar room?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, the cigar room," says Jenny uncomfortably. “We are getting to that.  Witherspoon took the models aside and explained that the there would be two dressing rooms for us to use.  The regular dressing room was private and no men would be allowed inside.  The door was actually watched by female security person.  But the uninhibited among us were invited to use the cigar room to change in, if we wanted to.  He made it clear that this room was not private but that only himself and his closest associates would be allowed in.   He assured us that we could rely on their discretion.”
 
    
 
   “Discretion or not, you would have to be pretty uninhibited to do that," you laugh nervously.
 
    
 
   “Well Reggie said that he would be greatly gratified if we would consider using that room," says Erin blushing slightly.  “Though you can be sure that we all opted for the private dressing room right away," she finishes with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “But not once you got sauced up," you prompt, your penis swelling slightly at the thought.
 
    
 
   “We will get to that," says Jenny.  “Everyone was nervous at first, but the younger models were much more nervous than we were.  None of them had done a private party like this.  They were used to runway stuff.”
 
    
 
   “It actually made us feel much better to console them," says Erin.  “It relieved our own jitters.”
 
    
 
   “As we picked out outfits, Erin and I told them about the party we had here," says Jenny, smiling distantly at the recollection.
 
    
 
   “They were utterly scandalized," laughs Erin.  “None of them were expecting that sort of thing.”
 
    
 
   ‘So we told them to come and get Erin or I if anyone requested some kinky stuff and we would take care of it," says Jenny confidently.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” says Max.  “Kinky stuff?”
 
    
 
   Jenny misses a beat at Max’s reaction.  “Well, you know, like asking to show how something unfastens or something," she says.
 
    
 
   “Or how an elastic band feels?” he asks arching a brow.
 
    
 
   “Well, yes, actually," says Jenny with a wan smile.  “I mean these girls were so nervous, I felt bad for them.”
 
    
 
   “Uh huh," says Max with a sly smile.
 
    
 
   “They sort of stood around stiffly in their lingerie, too embarrassed to mingle with the guests," says Erin.
 
    
 
   “Well not every woman casually flashes her nipples for strangers at a party," you say trying to smile to soften the phrase.
 
    
 
   “This was the beginning of the night, dear," says Erin lightly. “We were all sober and picked out the most modest stuff.  No one was showing off nipples at that point in the evening I assure you.”
 
    
 
   “Right,” continues Jenny.  “But even fairly covered up, the younger girls were just too nervous to get into it.”
 
    
 
   “Get into what, exactly?” you ask, genuinely interested now.
 
    
 
   “Get into the party and enjoy themselves," says Erin.  “Reggie wanted us to just mingle and talk and have fun.  Go at our own pace.”
 
    
 
   “But you and Jenny enjoyed yourselves?” you ask skeptically.
 
    
 
   “I have to admit, seeing some wives there threw me for a loop," says Erin.  “But Jenny just marched us right over to the first couple we saw and jumped right into conversation with the wife.”
 
    
 
   “Geez, that took guts.  What did you say?” asks Max looking at his wife with admiration.
 
    
 
   “I asked her if she liked the outfit," laughs Jenny.  “What I discovered right away was that all the women there were real players.   These were some high power ladies.   Also, you don’t snag a billionaire by being squeamish.  Even though some didn’t like the idea of tagging along to a lingerie party, they put up with it and were determined to use it their advantage somehow.   I took them aside and asked how they wanted to proceed.  Some asked me to flirt with their husbands so that they could use that against them later, others just preferred that we buzz off.  But they all appreciated my frank approach.”
 
    
 
   “Jenny really handled herself well with the power wives," says Erin smiling at Jenny.  “I think they would have eaten me for breakfast otherwise.”
 
    
 
   “Erin’s big boobs and ass got her a lot of attention," admits Jenny.  “Some of the wives might have taken exception to that if we didn’t watch our step.  But I warned her who to steer clear of.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, plenty of men were looking at Jenny too, especially later in the evening...”  said Erin but she stops when Jenny shoots her a look.
 
    
 
   Max notices that exchange and says, “I guess you will get around to that," he says uncertainly.
 
    
 
   You get up and get more coffee, finally starting to feel alive.
 
    
 
   “Ok, so there was just this cocktail party and the models were wearing lingerie and just going around talking to the guests?” you ask scratching your head.
 
    
 
   “Pretty much," says Erin with a shrug.  “But then Reggie takes us aside and points out how stiff and uncomfortable the younger girls were acting.”
 
    
 
   “Hmm, I sense this is where the talent thing comes in," mutters Max.
 
    
 
   “Right," says Jenny with a smile.  “Reggie takes us over to a group of guys talking to a couple of the other models.  The guys were just trying to make small talk but the girls were just acting petulant and sullen, crossing their arms to cover their boobs and sort of turning sideways self-consciously.”
 
    
 
   “So Reggie asks Jenny and I if there was anything we could do about it.”  says Erin with a glint in her eye.  “Luckily Jenny had an idea.”
 
    
 
   “So I came out and asked the girls who they thought had the nicest boobs among us," says Jenny with delight.  “The girls all blushed like crazy and giggled like school girls, even Erin.” 
 
    
 
   “She was so brash," gushes Erin looking at her fondly.
 
    
 
   “Then I said, well, really we can’t be the judge since women can be so catty with each other, we should just let the men decide.  And I got them all to line up with Erin in the middle," says Jenny with a glint in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Reggie was delighted.  You should have seen him," says Erin, touching Max’s hand.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I’ll bet," says Max with a smile, warming up to the story.
 
    
 
   “So Jenny has us all in a line, and then she goes down the line and makes each girl put her arms down by her sides and pushes her shoulders back.  ‘Don’t be bashful,’ she says.  ‘Let the fellows get a good look at this rack.  Who knows yours might be judged the best.’  Some of the girls had really lacey tops and Jenny pinched their nipples a little to make them poke. ‘The Gentlemen prefer hard nipples, don’t you boys?’ she asked and they were just eating it up.  Pretty soon a big crowd had gathered and all the girls were laughing and blushing, but sticking their chests out and looking beautiful.”
 
    
 
   “Of course I had to single Erin out and harass her the most," laughs Jenny.  “I made her take off the thin nightgown she had on over her bra and panties so that the men could get a better look at those knockers.”  she pauses to give you a wink and Erin reaches over and pushes up on your jaw because you had your mouth hanging open and didn’t realize it.  
 
    
 
   “And then I turned her sideways so that the men could how far out her boobs jutted.  And of course I squeezed them and pinched her nipples and remarked on how full they were.”
 
    
 
   “Then she made me jump up and down so they would bounce," puts in Erin, her eyes bright with excitement.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, all the guys liked that.  Everyone’s eyes were glued to Erins boobies.  You should have seen the guys adjusting themselves trying to hide their boners.”
 
    
 
   “Ok...we get the picture," you say irritably and then try to rearrange your own hardon under the table without anyone noticing.
 
    
 
    
 
   “Anyway, they voted my boobs the best," says Erin quickly.  “So I was feeling a little cocky and I took over the MC position and made Jenny get in line so that the men could judge legs.  And you know, the girls were less self-conscious about their legs and also being in a group made them more confident, so they hammed it up a little, and I made them do a chorus line kind of thing.  And then... yeah, it was fun.”  she says stopping to take a drink of coffee and smiling down into her cup.
 
    
 
   “It sound like you are skipping something," says Max with trepidation.
 
    
 
   “Well a lot happened last night, dear," says Jenny, rubbing his arm.
 
    
 
   You heave a huge sigh and realize  that you had been holding your breath.  “So it sounds like you and Jenny breathed some life into the party," you say.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, Reggie, really thanked us a lot after the little contest," says Erin.  “Of course as the night went on, the girls all had a few more drinks and loosened up and everyone got a bit more... playful.” 
 
    
 
   “Playful?” you ask unhappily.
 
    
 
   “Look, maybe we should just talk about this later...at home... alone...”  says Erin looking at you significantly.
 
    
 
   “Witherspoon wants to have us to yet another party next week and this time you and Max are welcome to come along.”  says Erin.  
 
    
 
   “Uh, is this another paid gig for you two?” asks Max incredulously.
 
    
 
   “I don’t think so," says Jenny.  “He just asked us to attend as guests.”
 
    
 
   “That’s even better," says Max, rubbing his hands together.  “I think things are really going to come together.  In fact, I don’t even want to hear any more about the party from last night. I say let’s just put that behind us.”
 
    
 
   Jenny heaves a visible sigh of relief and says.  “Ok, but if you really want to know, I will tell you.”
 
    
 
   Max just shakes his head.  “I want to focus on the future.   If Witherspoon is going to offer me a business deal, I don’t want my judgment clouded by any petty jealousies.”
 
    
 
   Erin looks at him incredulously and then over at Jenny, but Jenny just shrugs her shoulders.
 
    
 
   “Ok, see you folks next week then.”  says Erin.  “Come along, Ted, let me take you home and help you nurse that hangover.”
 
    
 
   You just stammer, “But, but...”  as she hustles you out the door.
 
    
 
   Chapter 8 - The Naughty Wife Tells Another Tale
 
    
 
   When you get home you take a nap for a few hours and then Erin has Chinese food delivered for dinner.  After dinner, you sit in the living room drinking herbal tea, neither one of you able to stomach the idea of alcohol.
 
    
 
   “You know, Max might not want to talk about last night, but I just have to know what happened," you say, looking Erin in the eye seriously.
 
    
 
   Erin looks away and blushes.  “Honey, I confess, I was... very naughty last night.  I teased these rich men with my body a little.  And I, uh... obeyed a lot of orders...”  She glances over at you nervously.
 
    
 
   Your penis expands as she looks at you.  “What kind of orders?” you ask her.
 
    
 
   She looks away pensively for a moment, then she says.  “Let’s do this.”  She gets up and pulls down her sweatpants, exposing her dark bush to you, then she strides over and throws herself over your lap with her nice round ass facing you.  “I will tell you a thing I did.  And then you can spank me right away.”
 
    
 
   “Ok,” you say, your cock immediately stiffening.  You place a hand on one of her ass cheeks and rub the smooth white skin for a moment.  “I want to hear about the cigar room.”
 
    
 
   “Oh boy," she says, facing the floor.  “Well as I said, no one would go in there at first, but once Jenny and I got a little drunk, she dared me to go in with her.  I said I would, but I wanted to find Reggie first and tell him what we decided.”
 
    
 
   You instinctively slap her ass at that, playfully, but still a little sharply.  “Why did you do that?”
 
    
 
   “I wanted him to see," she admits to the floor and then moans as you spank her ass again.
 
    
 
   “You wanted to him to see you naked!” you shout amazed, pushing her off your lap in anger.  “Why?” you shout.  She kneels before you, stripping off her top and you are distracted by the sight of her large gorgeous boobs spilling out.  Then she reaches over and unzips your fly and your prick comes springing out of your pants.
 
    
 
   “You sound angry, but your dick is telling a different story," she says with a smile tugging your trousers off.
 
   “Um, I’m hot for you, but this is too much," you complain.  
 
    
 
   “But, we are just getting started," she says with a pout.  She drops her boobs onto your bare thighs and reaches over to grasp your dong.  “Don’t you want to hear what happened?”
 
    
 
   “Oh god,” you say as she strokes your cock.  “Ok.”
 
    
 
   “I wanted Reggie to see us get naked because the idea turned me on, ok?  I am a bad, and naughty wife," says Erin gleefully stroking away.
 
    
 
   “We found him ordering some girls to bend over so he and some friends could see how the looked in that position.  But when we told him that we wanted to go change in the cigar room, his face lit up and he just left the poor girls bent over touching their toes.  He preferred us to them," she says tossing her head and jerking your cock.
 
    
 
   “Yeah," you say, “I see.”
 
    
 
   “Anyway, Jenny told him no smoking and that he better make sure the air filters were running full blast for a few minutes before she would set foot in there.  Reggie eagerly complied and then he gathered up a couple of his closest friends for the special show.”
 
    
 
   Erin takes a break to suck your cock for a minute.  “Oh, I taste some pre-ejaculate.  You are enjoying this.  I’m wet too, just thinking about last night.”
 
    
 
   “Shit," is all you can think to say.
 
    
 
   “So we all go into the cigar room and Reggie and his pals plop their asses into these nice deep leather club chairs and they... unzip their flies casually, like it’s no big deal," Erin is grinning evilly at you as she pulls your pud.  “Can you believe it?  I mean they didn’t pull their cocks out but they were getting ready.”
 
    
 
   “Go on," you gulp.
 
    
 
   “Well Jenny and I were both wearing nightgowns over our bras and panties.  So Reggie asks Jenny to undress me first.  Jenny loved the idea and pulled my nightgown off real slow. Then she turns me with my back facing the men and she slowly tugs my panties down.  Then she, you know, she has to spank my bare ass for good measure.  Then Reggie asks if I would mind bending over so that they could get a better view.”  Erin pulls your thing.  “You know, he doesn’t say he wants to get a better view of my pussy, just a better view.”
 
    
 
   “And I assume you bent over?” you say, you stomach filled with ice.
 
 
   “Just like a slut," she laughs.  “I bent right over and then I asked him sweetly if he could see well enough.”  Erin gives your rod another tug for emphasis.  “So he says, that he enjoys what he sees very much, but he asks Jenny if she would terribly mind spreading my thighs apart slightly.”
 
    
 
   “Are you kidding me?” you yelp, and the next thing you know, you are spurting cum into your wife’s face and she eagerly takes your cock in her mouth to suck the remaining semen out.
 
    
 
   “Jesus,” you say, pulling your hair and pacing around the room as she kneels on the floor looking up at you with a startled expression.  “How could you?”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry," she says.  “I was dripping wet I was so into it.  I am dripping wet now just recalling it.”
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, get over here," you say, sitting back down and helping her up to lay across your lap again.  You spank her a few times playfully as she fingers her clitoris and the you sink a few fingers into her vagina while she masturbates herself and moans with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “So Jenny spread me wide for them to see and I looked back between my legs and I could see them pulling on their cocks while they watched.  One guy had his wife sitting on the edge of his chair pulling it for him.”  Erin is panting rapidly now and you pull your fingers out of her and give her a sharp slap on the ass which pushes her into a climax.  After she is finished cumming, she crawls off your lap and sits cross legged on the couch next to you.
 
    
 
   “Do you hate me now?” she asks meekly.
 
    
 
   You take her in your arms and rock her back and forth for a few minutes.  “Yes,” you say.  “I do.”
 
    
 
   Erin breaks out in laughter and then starts crying at the same time.  “I can’t... you are too good to me...no actually, you are a fucker...”  she slaps you on the shoulder.  “You can’t really be mad," she says bravely.
 
    
 
   “That’s pretty twisted, isn’t it, having your friend strip you down and spread your twat so a bunch of rich bastards can jerk themselves off," you shake your head in disbelief and your cock actually starts getting hard again.
 
    
 
   “I know, and the one guy couldn’t even be bothered to do it himself, but made his wife do it," laughs Erin gleefully, wiping tears from her eyes.
 
    
 
   “But what, what happened next?” you ask, looking her in the eyes.
 
    
 
   “Well Jenny got my bra off and then spun me around so that they could see my boobs... and I could see their cocks... Witherspoon has a nice one and the way he looked at me while he stroked it... as though inviting me to come and try it out myself...”  she is breathing heavily at the thought.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Erin, are you really hot for that guy?” you ask incredulously, as your cock slowly stands back up.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know...”  she says, examining your cock with interest.  “He just has this way of looking at me and telling me what to do, and asking me things.  He just casually asked if I minded that he was touching himself like that.  I mean the guy is jerking his wang while Jenny squeezes my nipples at his request and it’s like he asked to borrow a pencil or something.  I don’t know... he’s a dirty man, but refined.  I guess he makes me hot.  But of course, I don’t love him.  I love you," and she squeezes your cock gently to see if it’s ready yet.
 
    
 
   “Too tender still," you say. Then you take a deep breath.  “Ok, I can deal with this.  We’ve been together a long time.  We will get through this.  Is that the worst thing that happened?”
 
    
 
   “Well, I... maybe...”  she says looking at you uncertainly.  “That I did anyway.  Jenny was a little more naughty.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, what did she do?” you ask with interest. 
 
    
 
   “I can’t tell you," she says wistfully looking away. “You may be my husband, but she’s my best friend and she hasn’t told Max about it yet.”
 
    
 
   “Max doesn’t want to know about it," you say.  “I sure won’t tell him.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, what do you care anyway?’ asks Erin lightly. 
 
    
 
   “I’m just curious, like anyone would be," you say.  But Erin notices that your cock is pulsing with anticipation.
 
    
 
   “Hmm, I don’t know how I should feel about your interest in Jenny’s activities," she says pointing to your cock.  “But after Jenny got my bra off, I got down and spread my legs for the plutocrats and a couple of them shot their wads into turkish towels that were handy.”
 
 
   “You spread your legs?” you ask.
 
    
 
   “Sure, why not?” she says with a shrug.  “I mean I had gone that far.  I even asked Reggie if I was spreading wide enough and if he could see everything that he was interested in.”  She sees your cock throbbing and grasps it tentatively.
 
    
 
   “yeah, that’s good," you say and she starts stroking it gently.  “But Reggie didn’t cum even then, huh?” you ask.
 
   “Nope," she says with a sigh of disappointment.  Once his friends got cleaned up they left and some other guys came in.  Reggie asked me to put on a shelf bra but leave my panties off and then he had me undress Jenny.”  She feels your cock react and then looks at you with surprise.  “Jesus, that really turns you on.  Are you hot for Jenny or something?” she asks accusingly.
 
    
 
   “No!  It’s just a kinky situation," you say defensively.
 
    
 
   “You better not be!” she says fussily.  “Anyway I strip Jenny down for him and you can tell that she’s the one he’s really into.  His face is covered in sweat and he is really jerking it.”  Erin sees that you are hard enough and climbs gracefully onto your lap and lowers herself onto your straining prick.  “Ahhh. that’s nice," she says as she engulfs you with her hot wet pussy.
 
    
 
   “Where was I?  Oh yeah, so Jenny is naked and spreading for him and she props herself up on her elbows and asks him casually why he doesn’t just come over and stick it into her.  Was he embarrassed to fuck the help in front of his big shot buddies?” Erin is bouncing frantically on your cock rubbing herself and panting.  You can barely hold it.  “This put Reggie over the edge.  He jumps up and stands over her but he can’t hold it and starts shooting his load right onto her belly.  And she just laughs at him and calls him a pre-ejaculator.”  At that you have an orgasm yourself, shooting a meager load up into your wife.  When she feels you cumming, she cums again too. But she doesn’t climb off, she just continues her story for you.  
 
    
 
   “When Jenny calls Reggie a pre-ejacultor, he just agrees good naturedly and promises to try to do better next time if she will give him another opportunity," Erin tells you her face slick with sweat from so much sex.   “His friends had all cum themselves at that point and everyone cleaned up and filed out to get another drink laughing at Jenny’s audacity.  I helped clean Jenny up and... you know, we put on another sexy outfit and went back out to work the party.  And it’s really disturbing the way you came right at the point in the story where Jenny got a load shot on her, as though you were picturing yourself cumming on my girlfriend," she says looking you in the eyes.  
 
    
 
   “No, I was picturing myself managing to hold it until I could crawl on top and put it in a few times so I could finish inside her," you say pinching your wife’s nipples.
 
    
 
   “Omigod, don’t even joke about that," she says climbing off you, obviously upset.
 
    
 
   “Are you serious?”  you say amazed. ‘You go and literally spread your cunt for a bunch of rich fuckers to gaze at while they jerk themselves and even ask them politely if you are being a filthy enough slut to please them, but, but.. if I... even joke about fucking your girlfriend...”  you are sputtering with anger now.
 
    
 
   “That’s different," she snaps.  “You got off on the idea of me being a slut and following orders.  I can’t get off on the idea of you fucking Jenny.  It makes me insecure," she whines.
 
    
 
   “Insecure?” you ask.  “But you slutting around with actual billionaires doesn’t make me insecure?”
 
    
 
   “Apparently it doesn’t” she sniffs wiping a tear away.  “I know that’s weird, but that’s how it seems to be.”
 
    
 
   “Jesus, ok, I won’t... you know... fuck Jenny...”  you say lamely.  
 
    
 
   “Dammit, I know that," she says forcing a smile.  “She wouldn’t let you.  You’re supposed to promise not to talk about or even make me aware of your fantasy to fuck my best friend.  Ok?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, sure, well, that’s easy," you say.  “I don’t actually fantasize about fucking her...”
 
    
 
   “Good man," she says approvingly, now let’s go to the bedroom and let me see if I can think of some other slutty thing I did last night for me to tell you about.  I want to see how many hardons I can get out of you in one night.”
 
    
 
   Chapter 9 - Unexpected Entertainment at the McMansion
 
    
 
   On the day of Witherspoon’s next party, Max and Jenny come to your place early as you are planning to share a cab over there.
 
    
 
   “Hello folks," you say with a smile, letting Max and Jenny in.  “Erin is still getting ready...”
 
    
 
   “I will go see how she’s doing," says Jenny giving you a wave and striding down the hall purposefully.
 
    
 
   “So, Max, want a drink?” you ask, heading to the bar.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I need one," says Max running his fingers through his hair.  “This week has been pretty weird.  You know I received the payment for the girls’... services already, right?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I heard," you say simply, handing him a drink and waiting for him to continue.
 
    
 
   “But I haven’t heard anything else from Witherspoon or his people at all.  I never even saw anything like a formal invitation to this party," says Max with a worried expression.
 
    
 
   “Well, I am sure the girls wouldn’t... lie about that...”  you say furrowing your brow.”
 
    
 
   “No, I know, I just feel weird for all the communication to be going through them," he says looking at you strangely.
 
    
 
   “What, you think that Jenny and Erin are communicating with Witherspoon and his people?” you say skeptically.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I am pretty sure," he says with a look of distress.  “Where did all this details of the party come from.  You know we are actually having a discussion of the lingerie party business model, and I prepared slides.  And then Jenny made some changes which seem to based on input from Witherspoon’s side... I mean of course I trust them, but... Oh hell, you know I caved in and asked Jenny about some of the things that happened during the last party and she was pretty cagey.  She told me some scandalous stuff too that really made my stomach churn.  So whatever she is holding back must be really bad.”
 
    
 
   “I thought you didn’t want to think about that," you say noncommittally.
 
    
 
   “You’re right, I need to stay focused," he says with a nervous chuckle.  “I don’t want to get into jealous husband mode here.  How have you been handling it?” he asks with concern.
 
    
 
   “It’s tough," you admit, pressing your lips together firmly.  “The sex has been unbelievable, but I am really... mixed up inside.   The emotions are just exhausting.   I can’t concentrate at work.  I go from... you know... arousal to jealousy, to actually, well, despair sometimes.  Erin means a lot to me, but things will never be quite the same again between us.  She genuinely enjoys showing her privates to other guys.  Witherspoon in particular.  She just loves it when he politely asks her to show him her pussy.”  You face is turning red at the thought.  “I mean, I keep harping on it, I can’t let it go.  But there it is.  She doesn’t deny it, I’m just supposed to... deal with it somehow.”
 
    
 
   Max looked at you with sympathy. “I know how you feel.”
 
    
 
   “The entire justification boils down to the fact that our sex life is reignited.  As though as long as it make my dick hard,  I am not allowed to object to her... impropriety?  Infidelity?”  you grasp for the right word, but cannot find it.
 
    
 
   “This too will pass," says Max with a sigh.  “You’ve been together almost twenty years now.  You can weather this storm.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” you says, looking out the window at the setting sun.  “I guess so.”
 
    
 
   Jenny and Erin come into the living room arm and arm.  They are both flushed with excitement and their eyes are shining brightly.  Both have conservative business outfits on.
 
    
 
   “Ok, boys, we are ready," says Jenny with a mischievous grin.  “You too look glum, what’s the matter?  Don’t you want to see the McMansion?”
 
    
 
   “Look at you Max!” says Erin approaching him and tickling his sides.  “This is your big chance and you look like your dog died.”
 
    
 
   Max fends off your wife’s assault and straightens his tie, grinning wanly.  “Let me finish this drink.  I have the jitters.”
 
    
 
   “What about you, Ted?” asks Jenny, approaching you and pursing her lips.  “Why the long face?”
 
    
 
   You heave a sigh.  “You’re right, this will be fun.  Maybe Witherspoon and I can trade anecdotes about my wife’s pussy.”
 
    
 
   Jenny just tilts her head back and laughs.  “I dare you!” she says delightedly.  But Erin just blushes and she and Max both look at you with concern.
 
    
 
   Jenny puts her arm around your shoulder and whispers in your ear.  “Look at it this way, you would have better stories to tell.  You have the inside scoop as it were.”
 
    
 
   You chuckle in spite of yourself and push Jenny away bashfully.  “That’s really consoling," you say sarcastically, but you do feel a little cheered up.
 
    
 
   Then a horn sounds out front, letting you know your cab has arrived.
 
    
 
   * * * * * * *
 
    
 
   When you arrive at the Witherspoon place, you see that the girls were right. It is large but uninspired.  You drive up to the front entrance and a doorman greets you and leads you through a towering great hall decorated like a mid-scale hotel.  There are bland paintings and large patterned couches along the walls.
 
    
 
   “He didn’t splurge on decorator, that’s for sure," mutters Max as you are led upstairs to a long room with windows overlooking some well-laid out gardens.  There is a staffed bar at one end of the room, and food along the wall opposite the windows.  There are a couple dozen guests.  Some standing in groups, some sitting in one of the seating clusters arranged at regular intervals throughout the room. 
 
    
 
   “I feel overdressed in this suit.  I guess billionaires don’t have to dress to impress anyone," you whisper to your wife when you realize that everyone is dressed expensively, but casually.
 
    
 
   “Oh these aren’t billionaires, these are mostly Reggie’s people," says your wife, squeezing your hand.  “We’re fine.”
 
    
 
   “How do you know?” you ask with surprise.  
 
    
 
   She looks at you uncertainly,  “Well Reggie filled me in the other day.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” you ask, but are interrupted as Witherspoon comes towards your group with a broad smile.  Erin releases your hand immediately and you feel a deep twinge of jealousy.
 
    
 
   “Jenny, Erin, it’s so good to see you," says Witherspoon completely ignoring you and Max as he hugs and kisses each of your wives on the cheek.  You do notice that he and Jenny embrace a little more closely and a little longer than might be proper.
 
    
 
   He turns to Max and nods.  “Max, thank you for coming," Then he turns to you and extends a hand. “Ted is it?”
 
    
 
   “Yes.  Mr. Witherspoon?” you ask shaking his hand.  
 
    
 
   “The very same," he says, withdrawing his hand and motioning distractedly to a young woman standing by the bar.  “I hope you don’t mind, terribly, Ted, but I often mix business and pleasure.  I am going to steal Max and the girls away for a little business meeting.  I will have one of the hostesses get you  a drink and introduce you to some of the guests.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Ted is an old friend," interjects Max hurriedly.  “I consider him something of an advisor.  I expected that he could sit in on our meeting.”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon looks at Max with frank distaste, then turns to look you over skeptically.  “May I ask what your background is, Ted?” he asks.
 
    
 
   You are taken off-guard by this sudden interrogation.  “Uh, engineering, actually," you admit truthfully.  Erin gives Witherspoon a pleading look you don’t understand..
 
    
 
   Witherspoon glances at your wife’s expression for a moment and softens slightly.  “Oh well, in that case, by all means, do join us," he says with a sarcastic laugh.  “I can’t imagine a more germaine field to the topic at hand.”  he shakes his head with air of a someone surrounded by imbeciles and leads you over to a group of men standing by the window.  Max puts his hand on your shoulder in consolation, but you face is burning from shame.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon makes some quick introductions. “This is Smithers my assistant, Jenkins who handles finance for a special fund we have for this sort of venture.  And then of course some our business analysts who you all can meet as we go through this.  Max here is the founder.  Jenny and Erin are his top talent.  Ted is in engineering," everyone looks at you quizzically but Jenny just breaks out laughing and they realize that this is some sort of joke so the group chuckles along in confusion.  You just roll your eyes and Max pats your shoulder consolingly.
 
    
 
   “I’m not clear on the concept here," snaps a fierce looking fellow in his twenties with heavy rimmed glasses and hair rakishly styled to stick up in all directions.  “Is this an apparell play or some sort of erotic event planning?”  you realize suddenly that he is shockingly intelligent.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon’s eyes light up in response, and it’s clear that this young man is one of his favorites.  “Fair question, Ben," he says with a controlled smile.   “Max, would you care to field that one?”
 
    
 
   Max had prepared a slide deck and was expecting a more conventional presentation, so he caught flat footed by the sudden cut to the chase.  But you admire his skill as he quickly adjusts to match the tone and pace of the conversation.
 
    
 
   ‘It’s an evolving concept," he says, stepping forward in front of Jenny slightly to present his whole body to the circle.  “It started out as an opportunistic gimmick to move an odd lot, but there is clearly more upside on the event side...”
 
    
 
   “Then why not just drop the apparel and focus it in?” Ben interrupts disdainfully.
 
    
 
   Max smiles wryly at him and you can tell he sees that the kids is sharp but a little brash.  “Ahh, that’s the thing," he says shaking a finger at him.  “What does a lingerie party become without the pretense that the guests will purchase lingerie?”
 
    
 
   “Pretense!” mutters Ben derisively, but then he pauses a moment then turns and abruptly walks away.
 
    
 
   Max furrows his brow in confusion, but Smithers looks at Max shrewdly.  “Touche, Max.  It’s not easy to find something that sends Ben off to think things over.”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon smiles broadly at Smithers and points a finger at Ben who is off gazing out the window and muttering to himself.  “Mark my words, Smithers, that boy will go dig up some other ‘pretense’ that no one ever considered and figure out a way to make it pay.”  He turns to Max.  “That’s talent, Max.  Talent matters.  Your idea is passe but you found real talent.”  He looks fondly at Jenny and Erin and you are annoyed at the look of admiration on Erin’s face.  Jenny is more composed and just looks back at Witherspoon with a composed expression..
 
    
 
   Ben strides back and rejoins the group, but just glowers sullenly and says nothing.
 
    
 
   “Ok,” says Smithers.  “I agree, the ladies have talent.  But how does this play out.  Talent doesn’t scale.”
 
    
 
   “What’s the talent?” asks Ben suddenly, looking Jenny and Erin over curiously.
 
    
 
   “Oh... that’s right.   You weren’t here last week," says Smithers nodding his head.  “Jenny and Erin are... models.”
 
    
 
   Ben opens his mouth to complain, but stops when Witherspoon holds up his hand.  “Ben, please hold your objections for a moment.”  Ben closes his mouth, and the other analysts exchange significant glances.  You get the feeling that Witherspoon rarely interrupts his favorite protege.
 
   Witherspoon turns to Erin and Jenny politely.  “Please forgive our young associate, he hasn’t had a chance to... ahh.. see you two in action... as it were.”  Witherspoon rubs his hands together in anticipation and your stomach turns over as you see where this is headed.  “Ben, I suspected that you would... require some clarification about why I value these two so highly, so I asked the ladies to prepare a demonstration just in case.  Erin, I assume that you and Jenny are wearing some interesting lingerie under your clothes today?”
 
    
 
   Erin gulps and nods her head simply and Jenny gives Max a look of concern.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” squawks Max, completely taken off guard.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon looks at him with annoyance and Jenny puts her hand on Max’s sleeve.  Your blood runs cold as Max gives her a tight smile and steps back behind her.  Witherspoon smooths his brow deliberately and says,  “Now Jenny, would you be so good as to assist Erin in disrobing so that my associates can get a sense of what the offering is?”  He has slight smile on his face and is perfectly composed.
 
    
 
   Jenny gulps and looks around the room at the various guests.  “What, right here?” she asks in surprise.  
 
    
 
   “Would you mind, terribly Erin?” he asks, arching his brow.
 
    
 
   “Oh no, not at all," she says bashfully glancing around at the men in the group but avoiding your eyes as you stare at her in shock.  Most of the other men are also quite surprised at this and they shift uncomfortably.  Ben has a look of frank amazement on his face, but Smithers eyes light up with excitement.
 
    
 
   “Uh, is this really proper?” you ask quietly, but no one acknowledges your question.
 
    
 
   Jenny takes a deep sigh and glances at you apologetically as she turns to Erin and unbuttons her suit jacket.
 
    
 
   “We don’t actually have anything prepared for you gentlemen.  So please excuse us as we wing it," she says conversationally to the men as she removes Erin’s jacket.  She holds it indecisively for a moment unsure where to put it, then she turns to you.  “Would you mind holding this, Ted?”  She give you a look of deep sympathy and distress.  You just gulp and numbly receive the jacket.  You heart is pounding and you feel frozen in place.   Max looks over at you unhappily but keeps his mouth shut.
 
    
 
   Jenny proceeds to unbutton Erin’s blouse while chatting with the men.  “I don’t know if any of you noticed, but Erin actually has really ample assets here," she pauses with Erin’s blouse half-unbuttoned, and grips Erin’s boobs playfully.  The men all smile nervously at one another, unsure of how to react and Erin yelps and blushes.
 
   “She’s always doing that," she tells the group nervously.
 
    
 
   Jenny finishes unbuttoning Erin’s blouse and then pauses, looking dramatically around the room at the other guests, as she holds the front of your wife’s blouse closed.  “I don’t know Erin, this is quite public.  Are you sure I should take this off you here?”
 
    
 
   Erin laughs nervously and glances around the room, pausing to look at you questioningly.  Your heart is pounding, and you realize that you can stop this right now if you give her a frown or a shake of the head.  You see the analysts furtively looking at your wife’s open blouse, waiting to see what happens and you see Witherspoon, with his brows raised slightly waiting patiently for your wife to show him her body as she has before and you see Max, watching with sick fascination.  You think about the events of the past few weeks with your loving wife, so unassuming all these years, suddenly acting as a harlot eagerly displaying her body for strange men.   But then Erin puts hers hands up to her breasts self-consciously and you know that deep down Erin will always be that nerdy modest girl you fell in love with and that no little striptease can ever change that.
 
    
 
   “Go ahead Erin, don’t be shy," you croak, your stomach churning.  Jenny looks at you with surprise and then she and Erin heave a collective sigh of relief.  Erin smiles at you devilishly.  
 
    
 
   “Maybe we should just give Ben a peek, since he is so skeptical about us," says Erin.  “Ben, would you come over here, please?” she says, motioning him over.
 
    
 
   Ben’s eyes widen in surprise and he looks to Witherspoon questioningly.  Witherspoon’s tilts his head back and laughs aloud.
 
    
 
   “Ben, you don’t need your boss’ permission for this, Erin is granting you all the permission you need," says Jenny impatiently.  “Now please stand right here," she points commandingly at a spot on the floor, three feet in front of Erin.
 
    
 
   The other analysts break out laughing nervously and one of Ben’s associates nudges him forward slightly.  Ben looks back with annoyance, straightens his shoulders, and marches forward to stand before your wife.
 
    
 
   Jenny holds up her hand.  “Wait, sorry to ask this Ben, but we do need to establish something before we proceed.  You are sexually attracted to women, aren’t you?” she asks quizzically.
 
    
 
   The men have a further laugh at this and Witherspoon actually wipes a tear from his eye he is laughing so hard. 
 
    
 
   “Yes," says Ben with the pained expression of someone used to suffering idiots.
 
    
 
   “Oh, well, this should work then," says Jenny gripping Erin’s blouse and pulling it apart suddenly to reveal a lacey, transparent bra that is baring containing your wife’s generous knockers.  Ben looks at them in surprise and then Jenny closes Erin’s blouse again quickly. 
 
    
 
   “Well then, that should settle the matter once and for all, shall we move on gentlemen?” says Jenny brushing her hands together.  
 
    
 
   “Now hold on...”  says Ben raising a hand.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” says Jenny in mock surprise.  “Still not convinced?”  She tisks and turns to Erin.  “Ben needs further convincing, dear, are you up for it?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, well, whatever it takes...”  says your wife, smiling warmly at Ben who just gulps in response.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon is looking on with delight, and even you have to admire Jenny’s improvisation.
 
    
 
   Jenny slowly opens Erin’s blouse again and helps her remove it, handing it to you casually to hold on to.  Erin’s breasts are practically spilling out of her bra and her nipples are clearly visible through the translucent fabric.  Ben eyes are drawn down to them and all the men sigh and murmur appreciatively amongst themselves.
 
    
 
   “Alright then Ben, now let’s review," says Jenny.  “Ahem, it’s polite to look at the person addressing you Ben.”
 
    
 
   Ben pulls his eyes away from you wife’s breasts  and looks at Jenny unapologetically.  Erin giggles slightly at this reaction.
 
    
 
   “May I ask what you were just looking at, young man?” asks Jenny sternly.
 
    
 
   “I was looking at Erin’s breasts as you know perfectly well," returns Ben boldly.  
 
    
 
   “Ok, good.  So you concede that they are worthy of notice," says Jenny look around at the men around. “I think your associates agree, gentlemen?” she asks.
 
    
 
   The men all laugh and some of the bolder ones agree verbally.  Witherspoon is whispering in Smither’s ear, and they both laugh raucously.
 
    
 
   Ben is blushing slightly now.  “No offense, but having nice boobs isn’t a talent," he says defensively.
 
    
 
   Jenny raises her eyebrows at him in admiration.  Then she turns to Erin,  “Did you hear a back-handed compliment there?”
 
    
 
   “He said I had nice boobs," offers Erin helpfully.  Then she shakes them slightly to attract Ben’s attention again and “Thanks? I guess?” with look of mock confusion.
 
    
 
   Jenny puts her arm around Ben’s shoulder.  “Ben, Ben, Ben.  No one is suggesting that having nice boobs is a talent.  But you will agree that displaying one’s breasts to a group of strangers with some composure - some composure, but not too much composure.  Surely that can’t be easy.”
 
    
 
   “My eyes are up here, Ben," adds Erin gently, putting a hand modestly over each nipple.  He looks her in the eye and she winks at him seductively.
 
    
 
   “Ben, is that a talent?” pursues Jenny.
 
    
 
   “I... I don’t know," says Ben uncertainly.  
 
    
 
   Erin pinches her nipples to make them hard.  “My nipples are kind of hard now, Ben.  Do you see?” she says coyly and there is a growl of murmurs as the men crowd in slightly  to get a better look at your wife’s erect nipples.
 
    
 
   “Well there must be an objective measure here...”  says Jenny putting her hand to her chin.
 
    
 
   Just then a woman in an evening gown notices your wife standing there in her bra getting ogled by a bunch of businessmen and barges into the group.  “Reggie, what are you naughty boys doing over here.”  
 
    
 
   Witherspoon looks at her with exasperation.  “Claudia...”  he says.
 
    
 
   But Claudia ignores him and addresses Erin. “Darling, what are you doing standing here with your blouse off, with all these lecherous men gazing at your lovely bosom?”
 
    
 
   “We are trying to convince Ben that we have talent," says Erin with a chipper expression, giving a playful fist pump.
 
    
 
   “Oh, wait you two are the Lingerie models who do parties.  Darlings I heard all about you.  So naughty, but isn’t Ben a bit young for this?” she says looking at him appraisingly. 
 
    
 
   “I’m 22 years old," he yelps.
 
    
 
   “So he’s legal, that’s good," says Jenny giving Claudia a friendly smile.    “You’re right, dear,  we should have checked on that first.  But now we have this problem where we need an objective measure of the talent of a lingerie party model...”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I see where you are going with that," says Claudia, wrinkling her nose with delight.  “Hmm, what could that possibly be?”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon is clearly annoyed that Claudia has joined the group but now other people are noticing your wife’s bosom and a crowd is forming.
 
    
 
   “Erin, you have some background in science, how would you go about measuring this empirically?” ask Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Of course one must start at first principals,” says Erin scrunching her face and toying absenting with her nipples.  “The ultimate purpose of this enterprise is probably the arousal of the guests, or in this case, Ben," she says pointing her boobs at Ben as he looks on in fascination.  “Once enough arousal occurs, it’s easier to sell lingerie or whatever really since arousal impedes rational decision making. You knew that, right Ben?” she asks curiously as she shakes her boobs subtly for him.
 
    
 
   “Yeah," he says keeping his eyes glued to your wife’s tits.
 
    
 
   “And well arousal in men is easy to measure," says Erin.  “Is your penis hard, Ben?” she asks innocently.  Ben just stares at her in astonishment with his mouth hanging open.  Your own penis is hard, and you notice other men furtively adjusting themselves as well.
 
    
 
   Claudia claps her hands in delight.  “Oh you two are terrible!”  But Witherspoon shushes her impatiently.
 
    
 
   Jenny bends over and examines Ben’s crotch.  “Well there is something there, but I can’t tell definitively.”   Ben puts his hand over his crotch self-consciously.
 
    
 
   “I know, why don’t you help Erin remove her skirt and let’s see what that does for you," says Jenny snapping her fingers.
 
    
 
   “What?” asks Ben in shock.
 
    
 
   Erin turns and presents her ass to him, wiggling it slightly and you gasp for air along with the rest of the men.  You look back and see other guys enjoying the sight of your wife’s cleavage hanging down.
 
    
 
   “Would you please unzip my skirt for me?” asks Erin sweetly.  “The zipper is right there at the top.” 
 
    
 
   “Um...”  says Ben looking around in bewilderment at the crowd watching him expectantly.  
 
    
 
   “What are you waiting for?” asks a voice in the crowd.
 
    
 
   Others murmur encouragement and you notice Claudia looking on in utter fascination.
 
    
 
   Jenny takes Ben gently by the arm and leads him over to Erin.  “You need to work with us here, Ben.  We can’t do this if you won’t cooperate.  I assume you know how to remove a woman’s skirt.”
 
    
 
   Ben gulps then snaps angrily.  “Yes, yes.  I can do it.”  then he unzips your wife’s skirt and starts pulling it down, revealing her gorgeous round ass encased in lace panties.  His face is right near her ass as he pulls the skirt to her knees and your cock is throbbing at the site.
 
    
 
   “Great ass," admits Claudia judiciously.
 
    
 
   Suddenly your wife looks at Ben with shock over her shoulder and puts her hand to her mouth.  “Oh Ben, how dare you I didn’t think you would actually go through with it.”
 
    
 
   He pulls his hands away in shock and looks at her with a startled expression.  But she and Jenny just break out laughing and Erin kicks her skirt aside.   Everyone breaks out laughing as you bend down to pick it up for her and she shoots you a quick glance of gratitude.
 
    
 
   “She got you, Ben," laughs Jenny as Ben blushes a deep red.  “But come now, get a load of that rear, will you?” says Jenny as Erin wiggles her ass playfully and looks over her shoulder at Ben.
 
    
 
   “Come on, Ben, spank it, she likes it," says Jenny reaching out and spanking Erin’s butt playfully.
 
    
 
   “Come on Ben, don’t be shy," encourages Erin looking over her shoulder at him, batting her eyelashes,  and wiggling her rear seductively.
 
    
 
   Ben impulsively steps forward and gives your wife a little tap on the butt.
 
    
 
   “There it is!” says Jenny, pointing at the tent in Ben’s trousers.  “He’s clearly got an erection now, Erin," she says with delight.  
 
    
 
   Erin turns around quickly, “Where?” she asks peering at Ben’s crotch, but he adjusts himself to hide his erection with embarrassment.  “Oh, Ben, won’t you show me?” asks Erin plaintively.  “Look how much I showed you," she complains gesturing to her pale, scantily clad figure as she stands before the crowd in just a bra and panties.
 
    
 
   “I... just...”  Ben says helplessly looking around at the crowd of men hungrily gazing at Erin’s curvy, exposed body.
 
    
 
   “Well ok, bashful, just tell us, do you have an erection or not?” asks Jenny with a steeley glint in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Yes!” Ben practically shouts, “But you can’t base business decisions on things that make your dick hard," he says angrily.
 
    
 
   Erin puts her finger in her mouth and pouts with disappointment.  “Really, Ben?” she asks plaintively.  But Ben avoids your wife’s gaze and looks at Witherspoon challengingly. Witherspoon’s eyes are bright with arousal and he just laughs at his prodigy’s outburst.
 
    
 
   “Alright, alright.  We have a hard case on our hands here Erin.   This might call for a little visit to the Cigar Room," says Jenny, eyeing Ben appraisingly.  “What do you think, Reggie?”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon gazes at Jenny with delight.  “Oh, I think you are right.  The crowd here is making Ben nervous.  He should consider things in a more relaxed setting.”
 
    
 
   Smithers steps forward and claps his hands.  “Please people, the show is over, please thank our entertainers and let them adjourn to the dressing room.”  
 
    
 
   Everyone joins in a round of applause with an occasional catcall from Claudia.  Erin is blushing again as she and Jenny take a quick bow, then Jenny puts her arm around Erin’s shoulder and they head off toward the cigar room.  Witherspoon has taken Ben and Smithers under each arm and they follow slowly, engaged in an animated exchange of whispers.  The crowd is dispersing and you and Max hurry to catch up to the girls.
 
    
 
   “I don’t like this," says Max looking at you with concern.
 
    
 
   “Me neither," you admit.
 
    
 
   Claudia joins you two and says,  “Oh that was just scandalous.  I think I almost fainted several times.   Where did you find those two?”
 
    
 
   Max looks at her in dismay.  
 
    
 
   “Oh, sorry, I am Claudia, You are Max, right? This is your concept, correct?” says Claudia quicky.  Witherspoon, sees Claudia  pestering Max and strides forward to intercede.
 
    
 
   “Claudia, must you?” he asks gently, with Ben and Smithers trailing behind him.
 
    
 
   “Oh Reggie, don’t be like that," she says. “Why can’t I have a little chat with Max?”
 
    
 
   “We are still in negotiations here," he says with a smile. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, some negotiations," she says with a snort.  “Let me come to the cigar room, will you?” she asks sweetly.
 
    
 
   “You are always welcome, dear," he says patiently, “But please try to contain yourself.”
 
    
 
   “Yes sir," she laughs, then stops a server and grabs another drink.
 
    
 
   There is a security guard at the door of the cigar room and he stares at Erin’s boobs while he listens to his radio and then opens the door for them.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon approaches him and says.  “These people are with me," gesturing to you, Max, Smithers, and Ben.  “Call Smithers for clearance if anyone else wants to enter.”
 
    
 
   A couple of analysts run up breathlessly at that point, and Witherspoon looks at them with a squint.  “You want to to further clarify the business proposition, gentlemen?” he asks them.
 
    
 
   “If we may, sir," says one of the young men with a show of innocence. 
 
    
 
   He gazes sternly at them for a moment, but they just return his stare with composure.  “Stay to the back of the room then," commands Witherspoon and your all file into the cigar room.
 
    
 
   Chapter 10 - The Slippery Slope
 
    
 
   Although Witherspoon didn’t bother decorating the common areas of his mansion particularly well, he did ensure that his cigar room was properly done up.  You are impressed by the dark wood paneling.  There appears to be a first-class walk-in humidor at the back of the room and antique french cigar posters tastefully adorn the walls.  The ceiling is richly coffered and baroque chandeliers and wall sconces provide warm, friendly lighting.  Heavy leather club chairs are arranged in a circle in the center of the room , forming an intimate seating area.  Lesser chairs line the walls.  
 
    
 
   Jenny and Erin are standing in the center of the circle formed by the club chairs and a server is waiting to take your drink orders as you enter.
 
    
 
   “Jenny, Erin, have your ordered drinks?” calls Witherspoon, motioning to the server.
 
    
 
   “Gin and tonic for me,” says Jenny with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Charonday here,” adds Erin with a familiar wave to the server.  Then she and Jenny resume whispering excitedly.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon walks over and sits down in one of the leather club chairs.   Smithers takes the chair to his right and Ben takes the chair to his left.
 
    
 
   You are about to join them when Witherspoon calls out casually to one of the young analysts.  “Johnson, check the drawer there and make sure we have condoms.”
 
    
 
   You and Max exchange a shocked expression and the women both stop dead in their conversation and stare at Witherspoon in surprise.  The analyst just shrugs his shoulders and checks the drawer as instructed.  Neither Smithers nor Ben seem phased in the least.
 
    
 
   “Now hold on a second!” you object loudly.  “That’s a bit much, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon gazes at you with a furrowed brow as though he just found a bug in his soup.  “Please Ted, do lower your voice,” he says testily.   He sighs and takes a breathe, regaining his composure.  “I think I mentioned that I am terrible about mixing business and pleasure.”
 
    
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me!” you continue aghast.  “What do you need condoms for?”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon smiles at Smithers in disbelief.  “Ted, look, you are perfectly free to go back to the party while we carry on in here...  As I said, we can have a hostess introduce you to some of the guests...”  He sees you looking at Erin and then notices that both Erin and Jenny are shocked by the proposal.  
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry if I have caught you ladies off guard, but given where we left off last time we were here, I would say having condoms ready is a perfectly reasonable precaution.  Jenny, Erin, don’t you agree?” he asks earnestly, looking at your wives carefully as though the idea they would object never crossed his mind.
 
    
 
   Erin looks helplessy between Witherspoon and you, her mouth moving soundlessly.  Jenny just looks at Max, searchingly.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Reggie,” says Jenny, with a tremor in her voice, keeping her eyes locked with her husband.  “Keeping condoms on hand is a perfectly reasonable precaution.”
 
    
 
   Max expels a pent up breath explosively and turns away then back again.
 
    
 
   “Erin, what do you think?  Do you understand why I want to have condoms on hand?” Witherspoon asks your wife gently.
 
    
 
   “Yes Reg,” she says softly, looking at the floor.  “Especially if we are going to pick up where we left off... the last time we were here.”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon sighs with relief.  “My goodness!  I would have thought that was quite obvious," he says to Smithers who just shrugs in response.
 
    
 
   “Obvious?” sputters Max suddenly.  “Why this is totally unprofessional!” he yelps.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon looks around for help as though confronting a madman.  “Max, honestly!  What has gotten into you people?  We are all consenting adults here.  You and Ted are both free to go at any time.”
 
    
 
   “I want you to stay, Ted,” says Erin, impulsively, pleading to you with her eyes.
 
    
 
   “I just...”  you are choked up and cannot talk.
 
    
 
   “Are we dealing with some kind of puritans here?” Witherspoon asks no one in particular.   The door opens and the server returns with the drinks.  “Smithers, talk some sense into them," he says, taking his drink and leaning back in his chair as Johnson discretely hands him some condoms.
 
    
 
   “Come on guys.  Don’t be so prudish,” says Smithers smoothly.   “No one minds if you stay, this will be fun.  Max, seriously, come sit down by me and have a drink.  Ted.  Loosen up.  Have a seat.  Relax.”
 
    
 
   Max stands staring at his wife and she bows her head and gestures for him to take a seat by Smithers.  He shakes his head and sits down as invited.  You and Erin maintain eye contact as she stands there in her underwear and she is looking at you with a strange expression, begging you stay and apologizing for this turn of events.  You walk over and take a seat by Ben in a daze, your body moving of it own accord.  You blood has turned to ice in your veins and you feel that you can barely breathe.  You take the drink offered by the server and down it all straight away.  
 
    
 
   Erin and Jenny do the same and the server exclaims with surprise.  “Another round then!  I’ll be right back.”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon takes a few sips of his scotch and then leans forward and looks at Max,  “Well I’m glad you decided to stay, Max,” he says.
 
    
 
   Max just smiled wanly.  He’s as pale as a ghost and can’t voice a response.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon shrugs his shoulders and mutters “Puritans” to himself. Then he shakes his head and turns to Ben. “So, Ben, what’s your take on this now?  Did the ladies really fail to win you over?”
 
    
 
   Ben takes a drink of his sparkling water and sighs. “Come on, Reg,” he says blushing slightly.  “Jenny and Erin have all the talent you say,” he says tipping his glass to your wives.  “My penis was deeply gratified," The two analysts snort with amusement at this but quiet down when Witherspoon turns to shoot them a withering glance.
 
    
 
   “Did you hear that, Erin?  You gratified his penis,” says Jenny sarcastically, starting to regain her composure as the alcohol kicks in a little.  
 
    
 
   “Such a sweet thing to say,” agrees Erin smiling at Ben and sipping from her second glass of wine.  “So charming.”
 
    
 
   Ben glances at your wife’s body and shifts uncomfortably under their teasing.  “Right, right.  But talent or no, I don’t see a business here,”  he shoots Jenny and Erin an apologetic look.  “Sorry.  But I am with Smithers on this one, talent doesn’t scale.  It would take some crazy headhunter to dig up more ladies of this calibre who would do this slut routine.  And then as a business, I mean, what are the liabilities for this kind of thing?  Johnson, how much are we looking at?” Ben turns in his seat to ask his associate.
 
    
 
   “Nah, insurance and legal fees, are probably manageable,” says Johnson from the back of the room.  
 
    
 
   “Still,” Ben presses on. “I just don’t see it.  Max, tell me why I’m wrong.”  
 
    
 
   Max just stares at him stupidly for a moment, lost in thought.  “No, you make a good point, I won’t find another woman like Jenny in a million years," Then he looks over at her lovingly and she sniffs slightly and take a sip of her drink.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon huffs.  “I just don’t like that answer,” he says shaking his head. 
 
    
 
   “Jeez, Reg.  What do you want from me?” whines Ben. Then he snaps his finger. “Oh, you want these two!  How about this?” Ben leans forward excitedly.  “Just put Jenny and Erin on payroll!  Directors of Event Planning or some such.  Pay Max his recruiting fee and call it a day.”
 
    
 
   The business talk has brought Max back to life somewhat.  “No, no, buy me out, but leave me some equity.”
 
    
 
   “Max, there is no business there,” repeats Ben with disdain.  “This idea can’t fly as is.  Maybe if you were a real event planner or if we rolled this into some casino service for high rollers or something.  I mean, yeah, I can imagine scenarios in which it could work.  That’s why Reg should bring them on staff  and keep them in the stable until we find the right manager or situation to hook them up with so that they can really shine.  And in the meantime, you know, we party with them,”  he glances over at Erin’s body and she blushes in response.
 
    
 
   You just grit your teeth and struggle not to punch the kid.
 
    
 
   Jenny pipes up finally.  ”We don’t come cheap, you know,” she sniffs dismissively.
 
    
 
   “Jenny, please,” says Witherspoon with a hurt expression.  “Have I ever given you reason to believe I would undervalue you?”
 
    
 
   Jenny looks at him and her hard expression softens somewhat.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon turns to Ben and says,  “I will take that under advisement, Ben.  Thank you.  Now I would like to shift gears and ask the ladies to entertain us some more.  Is that alright with you, Ben?”  
 
    
 
   Ben looks at Erin and says, “Yes, Reg, that sounds fine.”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon turns to Erin and Jenny and says, “Are you two feeling refreshed at all?  Can we get you something, another drink?” he asks politely.
 
    
 
   “Keep them coming,” says Jenny holding up her empty glass.  The server emerges from the back of the room with another round. 
 
    
 
   “Way ahead of you, sister,” she says sassily, swapping Jenny’s empty glass with a full one. Jenny smiles at her appreciatively. 
 
    
 
   “And Erin,  How are you feeling?” asks Witherspoon tenderly.  “Are you ready to proceed?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Reggie,” says you wife, looking at you nervously.
 
    
 
   “Ahh well, then,” says Witherspoon heaving a sigh and unzipping his fly casually.  “What do you think, Jenny?  Erin is already mostly undressed...”  he trails off suggestively.
 
    
 
   Smithers unzips his fly discretely as well but while Ben doesn’t join them, he also doesn’t bat an eye.  It occurs to you that Witherspoon must do this all the time with various women and the thought sickens you that he is about to use your wife the same way.
 
    
 
   Jenny and Erin exchange glance and Jenny turns back to Witherspoon.  “Whatever you like, Reggie.”
 
    
 
   “That’s fine.  Uh, pardon me, but would you ladies mind if the other fellows unzipped themselves?” asks Reggie noticing that you, Ben, and Max have left your pants zipped.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I would be offended if they didn’t,” says Jenny looking at you with a crooked smile.  “I mean, what are we doing here, after all?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I think Ben owes us a look at his thing, actually,” says Erin shyly.  “We worked so hard to gratify it earlier.”
 
    
 
   “Ben generally restricts his deviant sexual activities to Burning Man, I think,”  laughs Johnson from the back of the room.  
 
    
 
   Witherspoon, shoots him a glance of annoyance, but Ben pipes up.  “No, he’s right, but I will make an exception for these ladies,” he says as he unzips his fly with smile. 
 
    
 
   “Ted, Max, please unzip your flies as well,” says Erin.  Jenny looks at her with surprise but then plays along immediately.
 
    
 
   “She’s right.  It’s only fair,” scolds Jenny.
 
    
 
   You and Max look at each other with confusion.  But Max just shrugs and unzips and you follow his lead hesitantly.
 
    
 
   “Hmm, yes.  Good.  Now Erin, would you mind coming over here for a moment?  Maybe you could put your hands on the armrests of Ben’s chair and bend over a bit?” asks Witherspoon with a restrained smile.
 
    
 
   Erin approaches readily and bends down before Ben, dangling her cleavage near his face.  “Like this?” she asks innocently, looking over at Witherspoon and avoiding your gaze. 
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m not sure...”  says Witherspoon giving Jenny a significant glance.  
 
    
 
   “Dear, you will know you are doing it right if Ben’s penis pops out,” says Jenny joining Erin at Ben’s chair.  Then she reaches around Erin’s back and unsnaps her bra without her seeing.  Erin’s boobs suddenly pop out and she jerks upright in surprise, laughing nervously and struggling to get them back into her bra.
 
    
 
   “Oopsie,” laughs Jenny gleefully.
 
    
 
   Your own cock stiffens at the sight of your wife’s bare breast swinging free for this young jerk to enjoy.
 
    
 
   “Oh, don’t bother putting that back on dear,” says Witherspoon as he withdraws his own cock.  “I’m going to touch myself a little bit, is that alright?”
 
    
 
   Erin glances as his cock and gulps.  “Yes, Reggie, please feel free to do as you wish with your own penis,” she says tossing her bra away and then covering her nipples with her hands.
 
    
 
   “Ha, yes, thank you, dear,” says Witherspoon stroking his cock slightly.
 
    
 
   “Don’t cover your nipples, dear, it’s rude,” says Jenny pulling Erin’s hands away.
 
    
 
   Ben gazes in fascination as Erin’s boobs swing free and her nipples grow hard in the cool air of the cigar room.
 
    
 
   “Well I think it’s rude for Ben not to show me his,” pouts your wife playfully.
 
    
 
   Your own cock springs out at this point and you put your hand over it to cover it up in embarrassment.  
 
    
 
   Jenny notices your dick and actually blushes.  “Err, uh, look dear, don’t be discouraged, Ted’s penis came out.”
 
    
 
   “It did?” she asks hopefully, “Can I see, Ted?”  
 
    
 
   You remove your hand and your cock stands up at attention.  But you can’t make eye contact with Jenny or your wife.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t look, Jenny,” says your wife instinctively, then catches herself.  “Uh, that’s clearly my doing since you still have your clothes on...”
 
    
 
   “Fair enough,” says Jenny averting her eyes.
 
    
 
   “But Ben’s isn’t out yet,”  says Erin, and she is smiling more readily now that she sees your hardon.  You are afraid this will encourage her to push the boundaries even further, since she seems to think that any perversion that makes you hard is fair game.
 
    
 
   “Mine’s out,” says Smithers stroking his cock lewdly.
 
    
 
   “No one cares, Smithers keep it to yourself,” says Jenny curtly.  Witherspoon laughs at his assistant’s embarrassment.  
 
    
 
   “Watch your tongue with these ladies, Smithers,” he cautions.  “They will cut you down to size if you cross them.”
 
    
 
   Jenny looks at Ben’s crotch and strokes her chin.  “Well, really, you have just shown him your boobies, not your pussy.  Maybe he will show you if you take your panties off?”
 
    
 
   Erin’s face brightens and she looks at you with a mischievous grin.  “Good idea,” she says.  “Watch this, Ben.”  She slowly wriggles out of her panties, sliding them down over her generous hips and dropping them to the floor.  
 
    
 
   “Oh, sorry, you don’t mind if I show Ben my vagina, do you Reggie?” she asks sweetly.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon just gasps, “Not at all,” and grips his cock firmly as he gazes at your wife’s naked body fully exposed.  Her pale skin is illuminated under the soft lights and you can’t help but grip and stroke your own cock at the sight.  You are disturbed to see Max doing the same.
 
    
 
   Erin thrusts her pelvis toward Ben and says, “How’s this, Ben?”
 
    
 
   “There he goes!” laughs Jenny as Ben’s cock finally emerges from his pants and stands stiffly at attention.  
 
    
 
   “Happy, now?” he asks laconically, looking up into Erin’s eyes. 
 
    
 
   “Eh, I’m not sure it was worth the wait,” she says with a shrug and then notices Max jerking himself.  “Jeez, et tu, Max?” she asks in surprise.  
 
    
 
   “When in Rome,” says Max in resignation.
 
    
 
   “Well alrighty then,” says Erin, running her hands over her bare belly and then her boobs.  “Feeling pretty naked over here.”
 
    
 
   “Jenny, Erin is feeling self conscious, maybe she would feel better if you disrobed as well?” asks Witherspoon hopefully.
 
    
 
   “Jeez, I thought you would never ask,” laughs Jenny, unbuttoning her blouse slowly.
 
    
 
   “Erin, I don’t think Ben feels... comfortably touching himself in front of you, so he’s clearly not enjoying the sight of Jenny’s disrobing as much as he could be...”
 
    
 
   “Oh perish the thought,” says Erin dramatically and your stomach flips and you realize what Witherspoon is asking.
 
    
 
   Jenny looks on in surprise as Erin kneels right down naked in front of Ben and looks up at him.  “Shall I help you out with this, Ben?” she asks as she reaches for his penis.
 
    
 
   “I thought you weren’t impressed,” he says arrogantly. 
 
    
 
   “Oh don’t play hard to get,” laughs Jenny.  “It’s not gentlemanly to make a good looking naked woman beg to give you a handjob.”  With that she opens her blouse to reveal her boobs pushed up and out by the open cup shelf bra that completely exposes her nipples.
 
    
 
   Ben is distracted by the sight of Jenny’s gorgeous boobs and Erin reaches slyly in and starts stroking  his thing, looking you in the eye as she does it.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit,” he exclaims.  “That feels good.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t look at me, watch Jenny strip," admonishes Erin, then she looks back at you as she works this young jerk’s rod. 
 
    
 
   Your own cock is throbbing madly at the sight and you just give in and stroke yourself as you watch.
 
    
 
   “Oh Ben doesn’t deserve all that attention,” comments Witherspoon impatiently. “He’s an ingrate.  Erin, be a dear and come over here a moment, will you?” asks Witherspoon.  Your blood runs cold as you watch him putting a condom on.  
 
    
 
   “What can I do for you, Reggie?” asks your wife seductively.  She  kneels before him, putting her hands on his knees and examining his cock closely as he sheaths it.  
 
    
 
   “Maybe you could get down on all fours and face Jenny?” he asks hopefully pointing his cock at her face.
 
    
 
   “Ok!” she says, cheerfully complying with the request. 
 
    
 
   “You know why I’m putting a condom on, don’t you?’ he asks her as he gets down on his  knees behind her.  
 
    
 
   “I think so,” says your wife looking back over her shoulder at him.  
 
    
 
   “What are you doing, Reggie?” asks Jenny, standing hands-on-hips with her tits exposes but still wearing her panties while a bunch of guys sit around jerking their cocks and looking at her.
 
    
 
   “Be a dear and spread your labia for me, will you Erin?” asks Witherspoon distractedly.  “Ah, Jenny,  I think I will try to convince Erin to let me insert myself into her briefly.  Really briefly, because I don’t want to repeat last week's unfortunate incident.”  
 
    
 
   “Uh huh,” says Jenny smiling at his audacity.  “And then?”
 
    
 
   “Well let’s take one thing at a time, shall we?” he asks politely.  “Would you mind, removing your panties?  Do keep the bra, though, it’s quite flattering.”
 
    
 
   Jenny shakes her head and slips her panties down and you increase your fapping a the site of her exposed pussy.  She notices your increased vigor and gives you a lewd wink, jutting her chest slightly in your direction and you have to slow down to keep from coming right then.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile Witherspoon is positioning himself behind your wife and your stomach flips in anticipation.  
 
    
 
   “So you want to enter me, Reggie?” asks Erin slyly.  “I’m not sure...”
 
    
 
   “Really?” says Witherspoon with his stiff cock hovering inches from your wife’s waiting pussy, which she has obligingly spread open at his request.
 
    
 
   “Well, I mean, what’s in it for me?” she asks sweetly.
 
    
 
   “Interesting time to start negotiating,” pants Witherspoon.  “Shall we just repeat your last invoice?” he asks.
 
    
 
   “But that contract explicitly forbid the insertion of foreign objects.  Clearly we would need more to strike that provision,” says Jenny warming up to Erin’s game.
 
    
 
   “Double your last invoice?” asks Reggie holding his cock and turning pale as he watches Erin wriggle her ass expectantly.
 
    
 
   “Sounds fair,” says Erin,  “Did you get that, Smithers? Ohh,” she gasps as Witherspoon plunges his cock into her aggressively.
 
    
 
   “I’m a bit busy, but I will note that later,” gasp Smithers as he frantically jerks his cock watching his boss fuck your wife.
 
    
 
   “Ahh, That feels nice,” says Witherspoon.  “Forgive me if I don’t agitate it much, I must be a bit reserved.”
 
    
 
   Erin is rubbing her own clitoris madly now.  “Oh, Reggie,” she gasps.  “You are so polite.  Don’t worry about me.”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon runs his hands over your wife’s smooth white ass as he kneels behind her with his cock sunk into her.  He squeezes her wide hips appreciatively.  She pants and wriggles as she masturbates herself and you are surprised that you aren’t more devastated by this.  It just doesn’t seem real somehow.  Maybe you expected this to happen all along, but you are more titillated than upset at this point.  Erin looks over at you and her cheeks are flushed with excitement,  when she notices you jerking off while Witherspoon fucks her, it puts her over the edge and she starts cumming with a shuddering orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Oh dear,” says Witherspoon, withdrawing his cock quickly.
 
    
 
   “Are you OK?” ask Jenny with concern.  
 
    
 
   “Yes, I saved it, but I must say that’s poor form to reach climax without warning your partner, Erin. I expect some advanced notice next time,” says Witherspoon patting your wife’s ass affectionately.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Reggie,” says your wife obediently.  Somehow that final exchange burns you with jealousy more than him sticking his cock into your wife.  You look over at Max, but he is already cleaning himself with a towel, he must have cum watching Witherspoon drill your wife which is a bit disturbing.
 
    
 
   “Jenny, would you mind laying down on your back and spreading your legs for me?” asks Witherspoon, regaining his composure slightly.
 
    
 
   Jenny looks at Max, already spent, but he avoids her eyes.  So she says “No, I don’t mind at all.  I would be delighted in fact,”  and then lays down on her back and spreads her legs waiting for Witherspoon to mount her.
 
    
 
   Erin is sprawled out on the floor and rolls over on her stomach then hoists herself up on one elbow to put her chin in her hand and watch Witherspoon and Jenny go at it.
 
    
 
   “You know I’ve been looking forward to this for a while,” says Witherspoon as he crawls on top of Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Forward to what?” asks Jenny coyly wrapping her arms around him.
 
    
 
   “I can’t take this,” says Max and he just gets up and walks out.  
 
    
 
   Jenny looks up in concern as Max leaves.
 
    
 
   “Shall I run check on him?” asks Erin with concern.
 
    
 
   “I saw him blow his wad watching Reggie put his thing into you,” says Jenny bitterly.  “I say let him stew for a while.”
 
    
 
   “What is this all about?” asks Witherspoon.  “We are in the middle of something here!” he exclaims.  
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Reggie, where were we?” asks Jenny sweeting, reaching down and gripping Witherspoons cock which makes his gasps with pleasure.  “Oh yes, we were about to discuss your interest in putting this into me.  Hold on...”  she jerks his cock a bit and he grunts with satisfaction.  “I’m inclined to allow you to do it, but I wonder if it’s hard enough.”
 
    
 
   “Are you lubricated at all?” he asks her tenderly.
 
    
 
   “Why yes, watching you violate my good friend Erin actually made me quite wet,” she says.
 
    
 
   “Well I will give a go then,” says Witherspoon.
 
    
 
   The door opens and Max returns and plops down in the chair next to you miserably.  
 
    
 
   “I couldn’t stay away,” he whispers.  “How did you handle it with Erin?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” you admit.  
 
    
 
   “Oh hi, Max,” say Erin.  “Are you ok?” she pouts.
 
    
 
   “No,” he answers.
 
    
 
   “Max, do you mind?” says Witherspoon looking over his shoulder irritably.  “I’m trying to violate a beautiful woman over here.”
 
    
 
   Max stares at him in disbelief and clamps his mouth shut.
 
    
 
   “Put it in now, Reggie,” says Jenny and then she moans slightly as Witherspoon lowers himself into her. “Oh yes, you are definitely hard enough,” she purrs looking up at the ceiling.
 
    
 
   “I think so, yes,” agrees Witherspoon as he starts thrusting himself into Max’s wife.
 
    
 
   Erin watches Max’s expression with curiosity and then notices that you are still jerking off as you watch Witherspoon fuck Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Here Ted, let me help you with that,” says your wife crawling over to you and giving you a dirty look.  
 
    
 
   Ben looks over with interest as Erin goes down on you.
 
 
   “Wow, this is hot,” says Ben putting on a condom himself. 
 
    
 
   “Erin, do you mind if I pop this into you for a second?’ he asks boldly, dropping down behind your wife as she sucks you off. 
 
    
 
   Erin looks up at you questioningly but then your cock betrays you with throb at just that moment. So she looks over her shoulder and says.  “Ah shucks, you like that?” as she wiggles her ass for him.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, it looks good to me right now,” admits Ben getting his cock ready.
 
    
 
   “Well go ahead, I think Ted would get off on it actually,” she laughs, winking at you.  Then she gasps as Ben pokes his thing into her.  She resumes sucking your cock lustily as Ben grasps her soft white hips and starts fucking her enthusiastically.
 
    
 
   Erin moans with pleasure and that is all you can take.  You shoot spurt after spurt of cum into her mouth.  She pulls her mouth away and lets you shoot a load into her face as well.  When Ben sees that you came on her, he reaches around and flips your wife over deftly onto her back.   “Here, hold on a second," he says as she laughs with surprise.  “I want to do you this way.”  and he pounds your wife missionary style for a while as she wraps her legs around him passionately.  You look on in shock. That’s a real fuck she’s getting, not that tentative poke that Witherspoon gave her and it makes your blood boil.  Luckily Ben pulls out, whips off his condom, and shoots his load into your wifes face before you lose control.  
 
    
 
   “Would you mind sucking that for a second?” asks Ben slapping your wife in the face playfully with his wet cock.
 
    
 
   “No, you are too rude,” she replies with an impish grin, “But I will lick it a little...”  and she looks over at you seductively as she licks the cum from this young guy’s cock. 
 
    
 
   Meanwhile Max is chewing his knuckles as Witherspoon patiently works his thing into and out of Jenny while they chat about it amicably.
 
    
 
   “I was afraid you would cum too quickly but you seem to be holding your own,” pants Jenny, her face slick with sweat.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I think I just fondled myself too much last time,” says Witherspoon.  “Or maybe the novelty of watching Erin spread herself for us was too simulating.”
 
    
 
   “Would you care to do me from behind now?” asks Jenny.  “I wouldn’t mind rubbing my clitoris a little.”
 
    
 
   “That sounds fine,” says Witherspoon, gasping for breathe and withdrawing his cock from her.  
 
    
 
   She flips over lithely and sticks her ass in the air eagerly.  “There you go, have at it,” she says encouragingly.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes,” says Witherspoon plunging in.  When Jenny starts rubbing herself, she looks over at poor Max and then cums quickly.  Witherspoon feels this and grunts loudly grinding himself against her, and probably shooting a load into his condom.
 
    
 
   Ben has zipped up and returned to his chair.  He has his phone out now and is checking messages casually.  Erin is still sprawled out on the floor luxuriously stretching her shapely naked body.  Max is looking at miserably as Witherspoon withdraws delicately from Max’s wife and thanks her for the coitus.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon looks over at Max and give him a thumbs up.  “Good stuff, Max.  Good stuff.  I am so glad I took up your initial invitation.  This has been just an outstanding experience.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that’s nice to hear,” says Max, standing up.  “But I guess we will be going now.  Erin, Jenny, can you two get dressed, please?” he asks stiffly.
 
    
 
   But they both just lay on the floor, each basking lazily in their post orgasm glow.
 
    
 
   “Oh no,” says Witherspoon decisively.  “I agreed to double the rate of the last party and the ladies stayed over night that time so I expect them to stay again tonight.  I intend to penetrate each of them at least once more this evening,” he says rubbing his hands together.
 
    
 
   “Oh Reggie, you sound so commanding,” says Erin looking up at him lustily.  You watch him admire the pale hourglass of your wife’s  body as she lays spread naked before him on the floor  and he  chuckles with satisfaction.   Your stomach is twisted with jealousy and your pits are soaked.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon notices your sick expression and says, “See Ted, aren’t you glad you stayed?  Why not go ask Jenny if she will have a go with you?   She’s feeling no pain right now.”
 
    
 
   Jenny and Erin sit up in surprise and look over at you.
 
    
 
   “Uh, no, that wouldn’t be appropriate,” you stammer.  
 
    
 
   “Appropriate!” he snorts.  He notices the relief on Erin’s face and the disappointment on Jenny’s face and he says “You people!  Unbelieveable," He shakes his head and changes the subject, “  Jenny and Erin, I think I should put you on staff, per Ben’s suggestion.  Please come up with a salary that would satisfy you and send it to Smithers, he will work up the paperwork.  And also, please report to my bedroom in two hours once you’ve refreshed yourselves.  I think you both deserve to be violated further.”
 
    
 
   Jenny laughs at him.  “You like telling everyone how you’re going to fuck us more, don’t you Reggie.”
 
    
 
   He stops to think for a moment and then says.  “Why yes, I do, dear.  I do enjoy proclaiming how I will be inserting myself into you again later.  It makes it seem... preordained,” he says spreading his hands expansively and then walking out of the room.  “Cheerio,” he calls over his shoulder with a wave.   Smithers and Ben jump up to follow their boss out with the analysts not far behind.  
 
    
 
   Claudia emerges from the shadows with a gleam in her eye.  “Oh you two really have captured his fancy, darlings.  I haven’t seen him like this in years,”  and she walks out with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “Who is that?” asks Max perplexed.  
 
    
 
   “Uh, Reggie’s wife, I think,” says Erin uncertainly.
 
    
 
   “So what is happening here?” you ask numbly.
 
    
 
   “Well you and Max are going to go home.  And Jenny and I are going to stay and get fucked by Reggie some more,” giggles your wife.
 
    
 
   “Jesus,” you complain to her.
 
    
 
   “Oh you loved it,” says Erin with a gleam in her eye.  “Besides, I have an idea to even the score.”
 
    
 
   “Are you going to let Ted fuck me?” asks Jenny eagerly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you know that’s never going to happen, Jezebel,” says Erin making a horizontal cutting motion with her hand.  “I’ve got a better idea.”
 
    
 
   “Tell me you are kidding about wanting Ted to fuck you,” says Max with annoyance.
 
    
 
   “Tell me you didn’t blow your wad picturing yourself fucking Erin just now,” returns his wife meeting his eye.
 
    
 
   Max cringes guiltily and responds. “How do you do this to me?  I sit here watching you actually fuck a billionaire on the floor and letting him cum inside you and yet, yet you make me feel guilty about...some fantasy that I definitely do not have,” he says looking at you and Erin guiltily.
 
    
 
   “He wore a condom,” sniffs Jenny.
 
    
 
   “And  you’re not really going to consider his job offer are you?” you ask incredulously.
 
    
 
   “I might.  It depends on what the package looks like," says Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Oh you saw the package already!” says Erin and then she and Jenny break out laughing.
 
    
 
   “Fuck!” you complain trying not to laugh along.  “Seriously, I have to go home and think about my wife getting fucked again?”
 
    
 
   “Sorry dear,” says Erin with  pout.  “You do have to go home, and Reggie is going to fuck me, but on the bright side, you don’t have to think about it...not unless you want something to masturbate to that is,” says your wife devilishly.
 
    
 
   “Oh you are terrible, how can you treat him like that?” laughs Jenny.
 
 
   “He loves it,” says Erin shrugging her shoulders.  “Who knew he would get off on me fucking billionaires?”
 
    
 
   “I’m going,” you say.  “See you tomorrow,” and you walk out.
 
    
 
   “Love you!” calls your wife as you leave.
 
    
 
   Chapter 11 - The Wives Fly off with the Billionaire
 
    
 
   You and Max go get seriously drunk at his place but you manage to stumble into bed in the guest room before passing out this time.
 
    
 
   You wake up late in the afternoon and shuffle out the kitchen to find Max brewing coffee.  The sun is shining and a warm breeze blows through the open window and you feel utterly miserable.  The hummingbird appears and hovers before the window and you feel like throwing a shoe at it.
 
    
 
   “Let’s poison the bird feeder," you suggest.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I know how you feel, Ted," says Max.  I wasn’t thrilled about watching my wife get poked by that billionaire last night, but you know, today it doesn’t bother me so much. I mean, who cares really?  It’s not as though she is going to leave me for him.  It was basically a monetary transaction. I got a PO from Smithers this morning for one hundred and fifty thousand dollars.“
 
    
 
   “Whoa!” you say thinking that over.  “Nah, I don’t care," you say finally.  “We don’t need the money.  And you don’t either, really, you keep crashing and burning with these business ventures, but what does Jenny make now, $300k?”
 
    
 
   “Something like that, plus options," sighs Max jealously,   “I know, that’s true.  This kind of money isn’t going to change our lifestyles or anything.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck," you say bitterly, taking a sip of coffee.  “Hey, it’s almost 2 pm, when are the girls coming back?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, do you have your phone? Call Erin and see," he says squinting at the beautiful day.
 
    
 
   You fish out your phone to find a text from your wife.  Erin: Got dragged along on a trip to NYC, be back next week sometime.  Love you.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Christ, and so it begins," you spit, handing Max the phone to show him the text.
 
    
 
   “Goddammit, where’s my phone?” he says running out to the living room.  “I was afraid this might happen.  Fucking billionaire just has the jet fueled up and off they go!”
 
    
 
   “I got a voicemail from Jenny!” he says.
 
    
 
   “Put it on speaker," you say.
 
    
 
   “Hi hon, it’s me.  Please don’t freak out but Erin and I are on the way to the airport with Reggie and Ben right now.  There is a conference going on and he wants to introduce us to some people...  I uh, you know... of course we tried to get out of it, but after last night... Reggie basically wouldn’t take no for an answer.  He’s just mad about us right now and of course, it’s actually sort of exciting to just pick up and jump in a private jet...Erin and I will be back next week sometime.  I’ll give you a call later tonight... Look, I love you.  This is just a passing fancy, OK?  Bye.”
 
    
 
   You and Max just sit in silence for a long time.  The he plays the message again.  
 
    
 
   “I feel nauseous at the idea of her going off on a pleasure trip with that guy," you say.  “I mean, I can’t give her that sort of life...”
 
    
 
   “Oh, shit, Ted.  Erin never wanted that sort of life," laughs Max ruefully.  “She got a life of comfort and a fulfilling job and a loving husband...  Jenny’s right, this is a passing fancy.  Witherspoon will get tired of them soon and toss them aside.”
 
    
 
   “Does that really make you feel any better?” you ask.
 
    
 
   “Well, yeah. It does.  That guy can’t really come between my wife and I.  And he can’t break you and Erin up either.  We all have deep bonds," and he straightens his shoulders at the thought.  “We are going to get through this.”
 
    
 
   You try to smile gamely, but you have deep misgivings about what the future holds...
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    
 
   Book 2: Party Like a Plutocrat
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 12 - A Thoroughly Unprofessional Video Conference
 
    
 
   You and your wife have only had a few brief phone calls over the couple of days.  She claims that she is just so busy with a whirlwind of activities that she barely has time to catch her breathe.  Finally you insist that you schedule a time to have a proper discussion.  Jenny suggests having a video conference.  You have a good video conference system at work, so Max agrees to meet you there for the call.
 
    
 
   You and Max are sitting in a conference room with an impressive view of San Francisco waiting for Erin and Jenny to call in.  
 
    
 
   “So have you talked to Jenny much the past few days?” you ask Max.
 
    
 
   “Not really, she says that Witherspoon has a grueling social life,” he says smiling humorlessly.
 
    
 
   “I can recall the last time she and I have gone more than a couple of days without having a long conversation.  It’s feels weird.  I... miss my wife, Max,”  you say simply, looking at him sadly.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, my friend.  I really am.  I miss Jenny too.  The house feels too empty without her.  I’m not even cooking up any new business ideas,” he says glumly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, boy,” you laugh.  “Someone call a doctor.”
 
    
 
   Just then the video conference system chimes and you press the button to answer the call.  An image of Erin and Jenny sitting at a rich mahogany conference table flashes immediately on the large monitor.  You are disturbed to see that they are both wearing lacy bras, and you glance nervously at the glass wall of the conference room and wonder if you should pull the shade.
 
    
 
   “Erin!” you exclaim.  “It’s so good to see you.”
 
    
 
   “Hi honey!” shouts Max, waving enthusiastically.
 
    
 
   “Hi Ted!” says Erin with a loving smile waving back.
 
    
 
   “Hey Max!” returns Jenny warmly.
 
    
 
   “Wow this audio and image quality is very good,” says Erin, impressed.
 
    
 
   “You must have a high end system on that end too.  This one at work is a top end mode,.” you say,  “Hey where are you two now?”
 
    
 
   “On a yacht in the New York Harbor if you can believe it,” says Jenny, leaning back laconically.
 
    
 
   “So what the heck have you two been doing for the past four days?” you ask, trying not to sound annoyed or jealous.
 
    
 
   “We’ve basically been conscripted into Reggie’s entourage,” says Jenny shaking her head in bemusement.
 
    
 
   “It’s fun!” exclaims Erin bouncing in her seat girlishly.  Your heart melts at the sight of her so happy and excited and you feel like a heel for being so jealous.  She deserves a fling once in her life.
 
    
 
   Jenny looks at Erin tenderly and then continues.  “Yeah, it’s something.  It’s really unlike anything I’ve ever experienced.  These guys go non-stop.  From meetings to meals to parties to concerts to conferences to ground breakings.  Unbelievable!”
 
    
 
   “Ground-breakings?” asks Max in astonishment.
 
    
 
   “Ground-breakings.  With silver shovels and everything,” says Erin, nodding enthusiastically and continuing to bounce in her seat.  Her boobs are bouncing in the thin material of the bra and you would swear that Max licks his lips unconsciously at the sight of them.  “And lots of shopping. And sex,” adds Erin, but Jenny shoots her a look and she blushes.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, uh, I’ll bet,” you say, shakily.
 
    
 
   “We can... talk about it when I get home,” says Erin, settling down a little and leaning forward to give you a smoldering look.
 
    
 
   You gulp at the sight of her cleavage and wish she was coming home right now.
 
    
 
   “When are you coming home?” asks Max.  “Can you send us your itinerary or something?”
 
    
 
   “The thing is, it’s hard to say exactly...” says Jenny then looks off screen with annoyance.  “Sergei!  We are on a video conference here.  Can you give us a few minutes?” she says loudly and not very politely.  “Ugh,” she says rolling her eyes.
 
    
 
   “Who is Sergei?” asks Max.
 
    
 
   As if in answer you see a short, fat, balding man in his fifties walk into the frame with his erect penis poking through his open fly.  He walk right up to Erin and sticks it unceremoniously into her ear.
 
    
 
   “I have cock!” he shouts, waggling his eyebrows at your wife.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck?” says Max with a laugh.
 
    
 
   Erin pulls Sergei’s cock out of her ear and start nonchalantly stroking it for him.  “I see you have cock, Sergei, but we’re on a video conference, here,” says your wife pointing to the screen.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, Max, did you see how casually she just started giving this fat slob a handjob?!” you demand indignantly.  You heart is racing at the sight of it.
 
    
 
   Sergei squints at the camera.  “Oh, hello.  I give Erin fuck now.  Erin, suck, please.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry, guys,” says Jenny giving Sergei a look of annoyance.  “Please don’t get the impression that it’s been like this the whole time.”
 
    
 
   Erin looks at the camera guiltily.  “Sorry Ted, hold on just a sec.”  Then she look up at Sergei and guides his penis into her mouth.
 
    
 
   “Oh man!” says Max, obviously turned on and your stomach turns to ice as you watch with your mouth hanging open. 
 
    
 
   “Just, uh,  I don’t know how to blank the screen on this,” says Jenny, struggling with the remote.
 
    
 
   “Who the fuck is that guy?” you shout.
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure, I think he’s an oligarch or something,” says Jenny.  “This might be his yacht actually.”
 
    
 
   Sergei pulls his cock out of your wife’s mouth and kisses her hand gently.   “Please, Erin, I give fuck.  Come up here.”  He pats the table encouragingly.
 
    
 
   You wife is blushing and looking at the camera with chagrin.  “Uh, this will only take a minute, just hold on.”
 
    
 
   Sergei politely helps your wife to her feet and as she stands, you see that she was naked from the waist down. 
 
    
 
   “Erin!” you shout.  “Were you just sitting there this whole time totally bottomless?”
 
    
 
   She is distracted by Sergei boosting her up onto the table and spreading her legs. 
 
    
 
   “Gentlemen, please! I give fuck now,” says Sergei sternly to you and Max as he climbs onto your wife, laying on her back on the conference table and puts his dick into her.  Erin wraps her arm around his hairy back and starts laughing hysterically as he fucks her right before your eyes. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, Ser-gei We - need - to - shave - your back,”  she stutters as he pounds her..
 
    
 
   You feel sickened by the sight of your wife getting violated by this disgusting oligarch, but your cock is getting hard in spite of yourself.  Max adjusts himself as he watches with interest.
 
    
 
   At that moment an intern working late walks down the hall and glances into the room.  She sees your wife getting fucked on the video conference screen, and quickly averts her eyes, rushing away, blushing deeply. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, shit, Max, pull those shades,” you say, mortified that this will get around the office.
 
    
 
   Max complies quickly and returns to his seat to watch your wife get screwed by this fat oligarch.
 
    
 
   Jenny looks on while Erin gets fucked with a smile.  “He’s such a pig.  I wouldn’t fuck him like that,” she tells you and Max.
 
    
 
   Sergei stops when she says that and pulls out of your wife, leaving her gasping and giggling on her back with her legs in the air.  “You Jenny, you are so...” he turns to Erin and asks “What is word?”
 
    
 
   “Haughty,” laughs Erin struggling to catch her breathe.
 
    
 
   Sergei’s eyes light up and he nods vigorously “Haughty!  Yes, Jenny, you are so  haughty with me.  I think you need cum.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no!” says Jenny shaking her head and holding up her hands with a smile.  “You keep that filthy thing away from me,” she shrieks as the roly poly Russian rushes around the table  and points his cock at her face. 
 
    
 
   “So haughty, I like,” he says, jerking his dick vigorously, just inches from her face.
 
    
 
   Max looks on with disgust then turns away,”I can’t watch this,” he groans.
 
    
 
   “How dare you!” shouts Jenny with mock outrage, but then she tilts her cheek coyly, offering it to Sergei, and he starts blasting spurts of cum all over her face. 
 
    
 
   “Good, that’s how you look good.  Thank you, see you later,” says Sergei and then walks off, zipping up his fly.
 
    
 
   “Sorry about that, Max,” says Jenny.  Then she turns to Erin, “Is there a towel around here?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think so.” says Erin peeling her bare ass off the mahogany table and disappearing from the frame as she roots around for one.
 
    
 
   “I think you have to out to that changing room,” says Erin slipping back into her seat behind the conference table.  “I’m not going out there.”
 
    
 
   “Ugh, well, whatever, I will clean up later,” says Jenny with resignation.  She wipes some of the cum off her cheeks but her chin is still slick with jizz.  “Where were we?”
 
    
 
   “That was totally fucked up!” shouts Max.  “I mean what the fuck was that?”
 
    
 
   “That was Sergei,” says Erin pursing her lips and suppressing a smile.  “He gives fuck.”  She and Jenny break out laughing at this and it takes them a few minutes to regain composure.
 
    
 
   “Erin!” you say with a hurt expression.
 
    
 
   “Oh, come now darling, you can’t be jealous of that little fatty.  I was just humoring him,” says Erin making a dismissive gesture.
 
    
 
   “Humoring?” you ask in outrage.  “That’s humoring?”
 
    
 
   “Ted, come on,” says Erin furrowing her brow.  “You saw Reggie fuck me the other day.  And jeez, you came in my mouth while Ben fucked me and then sat looking on while he shot his load in my face.  You must have realized what was going on here.”
 
    
 
   Jenny makes a face and shifts uncomfortably in her seat, “We’re sort of providing sexual entertainment.” 
 
    
 
   “Some of these rich, powerful men have become used to indulging their urges,” says Erin shaking her head.  “It’s fascinating really.  In some ways they are like children, expecting instant gratification.”
 
    
 
   “Or animals,” says Jenny with a slight sniff of disdain.  “And for some reason, us professional, middle-aged, housewives playing lingerie games are the stars of the show right now.  And believe me, there are plenty of women around to service these men.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, we are just very unique,” says Erin, and you smile as you recognize her analytic mode kicking in.  “We aren’t like the jaded older courtesans that hang around, these sexual hijinks are still all fresh and slightly shocking to us.  Yet, we aren’t like the young gorgeous statues either, most of these young girls are either uptight and brittle or flighty and wild.  We’re mature, adult women, with actual day jobs, who have somehow gotten into a bit of casual whoring with billionaires.   But at the end of the day, the fact is, we don’t give a damn about this rich guy world.  I’ll take my little tour, but I have a proper loving husband and a lab to go home to,”  Erin looks at you lovingly and you tear up slightly.  You know that you will figure out a way to  forgive her for all this somehow.
 
    
 
   Jenny smiles warmly at Erin’s little speech.  “I think you are right. But these bastards are fickle.  I have a feeling that Reggie would tire of us in a couple of weeks and toss us aside.  The same for the rest of the offers.”
 
    
 
   Erin listens to Jenny and nods in agreement.
 
    
 
   “You are getting a lot of offers?” you ask nervously.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah,” says Erin with a shrug.  “I haven’t been keeping track.”
 
    
 
   “I have,” says Jenny consulting her phone.  “Of course there is Reggie’s offer to put on payroll.  They wanted a salary requirement so I just took my and Erin’s current salaries and doubled them which came to around $1million dollars a year for both of us.”
 
    
 
   “And?” asks Max, with excitement.
 
    
 
   “Smithers didn’t bat an eye, he sent us the offer letter that same day,” says Jenny shaking her head in disbelief.  “But we haven’t accepted it yet.  I want to put some escrow provisions in before I even consider a deal like that.  A billionaire can tear up a contract in a heartbeat and crush you with his lawyers.”
 
    
 
   “Besides, we can’t see ourselves doing ‘event planning’ for a living,” says Erin, looking at Jenny significantly.
 
    
 
   “Right,” agrees Jenny, returning Erin’s look.  You aren’t sure what is passing between these two right now, but it almost seems like Jenny is less eager to leave the ‘rich guy’ world behind.
 
    
 
   “Then you have these open ended offers like Sergei gave us.  He just wants us to come join his entourage indefinitely and he promises to give us whatever we happen to want,  cash, stock options, jewels, whatever.  But no contract, nothing solid...  Then a couple of madames have expressed interest in forming something like limited partnerships.  Apparently the models we trained a couple weeks ago put some of the games we taught them into practise and they have become much more popular.”
 
    
 
   “Training gorgeous bimbos to play peekaboo with billionaires, Yuk!” says Erin giving a thumbs down.
 
    
 
   “Honey, it wouldn’t be forever, maybe for a couple of weeks?” says Jenny looking at Erin beseechingly.  
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that sounds like it wouldn’t be a bad gig,”  says Max, looking over at you questioningly.
 
    
 
   “Well, I think Erin is just saying that she has a good gig already,” you say delicately.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I do good science.  Our research might help cure diseases some day.  I feel good about that,” says Erin.  “I’m not trying to find a new job as a whore.  I am just whoring for fun.”  She takes Jenny’s hand.  “I like Ben, I like Reggie, I like all the attention.  It’s really flattering,” she says turning to you.  “I mean, next to these fresh young models, I feel like an old bag, but when Jenny and I are playing our little lingerie games and all the men are staring at my body with their mouths hanging open, it makes me feel really... confident.”
 
    
 
   “I know dear, it’s great fun,”  says Jenny patting her hand.  “But we do need to take some of these offers under consideration.  You know that internet guy, Richards?  He wants us to go to Monaco with him.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” says Erin with interest.  “Does Reggie know?”
 
    
 
   “Nope,” says Jenny pursing her lips.
 
    
 
   “Ok, well, we might not be home for a couple of weeks then,” says Erin.  “But when I do come home, I have a great idea that should help make you feel less hurt and jealous.”
 
    
 
   “What is that?” you ask skeptically.
 
    
 
   “Well, I am going to bring some of these young models that we trained home for you to play with,”  says Erin with an impish grin.  
 
    
 
   “Can I come?” asks Max with a leer.
 
    
 
   “That seems fair,” says Jenny.
 
    
 
   Just then both women look off camera again.  “Oh Ben, wow.  How did you get here?   We are just on a conference call with our...friends, Max and Ted.   Can you hold on?”  say Erin with a wicked smile.
 
 
   “No,” says Ben simply, striding into the frame and grabbing Erin by the arm.
 
    
 
   Erin shrieks with laughter as Ben hauls her to her feet.  “Bend over!” demands Ben excitedly. 
 
    
 
   “But what did I do, Ben?” asks Erin struggling with him and laughing.  You notice Max perk up at the sight of Erin’s exposed bush and you grit your teeth in annoyance.  How can she just walk around bottomless like that?
 
    
 
   “You ditched me back in the city and thought I wouldn’t find you here!” he says pushing Erin forward playfully so that she’s bent over with her elbows on the table and her bare ass facing him.
 
    
 
   “Uh, Ben, we are still on a video conference with Max and Ted,” says Jenny gently.
 
    
 
   Ben waves at the camera.  “That’s fine.  I sure they don’t mind watching while I discipline the staff a little bit.”  Then he starts spanking your wife’s bare ass playfully while she wriggles with excitement and laughs.
 
    
 
   Jenny looks on with disapproval and then turns to the camera.  “Sorry about this guys, hold on.  I will handle this.”
 
    
 
   Jenny stands up and pushes her chair back and you are disappointed to see that she, in contrast to your wife, has kept her panties on.  She is wearing thigh high stockings as well.
 
    
 
   “Ben, stop!” says Jenny sternly, grabbing his hand.
 
    
 
   He look at her with amused dismay, still panting from excitement.  “But she deserves it!” he says cheerily.
 
    
 
   “Ben!” admonishes Jenny. “Slow down.  Take a deep breathe.  Stop for a minute, will you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ok,” he says, straightening his shoulders.
 
    
 
   “Be in the moment.  You’ve got a beautiful woman bent bare assed over a mahogany conference table on a yacht in New York Harbor,” she says.
 
    
 
   “Agreed,” says Ben taking the air of a student.
 
    
 
   “You’ve basically convinced this woman to hand herself over to you,” says Jenny with a smile.  “Relish the opportunity for a moment.  Look at these shapely calves and thighs,” she adds gesturing at your wife’s legs.  Your mouth goes dry as you watch this little game and Max’s eyes are wide with anticipation.
 
    
 
   “You’re right,” says Ben gazing down at your wife’s gorgeous legs.
 
    
 
   “See how she has them spread slightly... suggestively?” asks Jenny.  “Now here, feel this thigh.  Feel how smooth it is?” she says taking Ben’s hand and putting it on Erin’s thigh.
 
    
 
   “It’s smooth,” agrees Ben, warming up to this.
 
    
 
   Erin grins at you and wrinkles her nose, shifting slightly as Ben feels up her legs from behind.  She is facing the camera with her large white breasts pressed against the table and you enjoy the sight of her cleavage spilling out of her skimpy bra.
 
    
 
   “How about this inner thigh?” asks Jenny huskily and you can tell she is getting aroused by giving Ben these directions.
 
    
 
   “Ohh, I like this game, Jenny,” says Erin, looking over her shoulder.  “You like me, don’t you Ben?” she asks innocently.
 
    
 
   Jenny winks at Erin lewdly.  Ben is too engrossed in feeling her up to answer.  “I’m sure you notice Erin’s labia there, swollen with arousal, but don’t touch that yet,” says Jenny, reaching over and unzipping Ben’s fly for him.
 
    
 
   “Ugh, ok Jenny,” he says as she extracts his stiff prick and starts stroking it for him.
 
    
 
   “Here, feel Erin’s smooth white back,” says Jenny, pulling Ben closer by his cock.  “Maybe you should unsnap her bra so that you can really enjoy this smooth expanse of pale gorgeous skin.”
 
    
 
   “You’re making me blush!” giggles Erin.
 
    
 
   Ben unsnaps your wife’s bra and runs his hands over her back  and down her sides.   Your wife is wriggling in anticipation and  you gulp and grip your own hard-on.
 
    
 
   “There you go, Ben!” says Jenny encouragingly.  She is breathing heavily now as she continues to jerk Ben’s penis.  “Now grip those soft wide hips!”
 
    
 
   Ben’s mouth is hanging open as he grips your wife’s hips and then runs his hand over her round white ass.  Then he slips his hand down between her legs and your wife gasps with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “What are you touching there, Ben?” gasps Jenny pulling frantically on his rod.
 
    
 
   “Oh, her clit, but she’s really wet now,” he says.
 
    
 
   “Will you let Ben put it in now, Jenny?” asks your wife sweetly, and your insides are churning as she says it.
 
    
 
   Jenny helps Ben guide his thing into your wife and then stands back and looks on with interest, idly touching herself as he starts fucking her.
 
    
 
   Erin looks at the camera and makes a cute “o” with her mouth.  Her cheeks are flushed and she looks beautiful. She raises herself up slightly, leaving her unfastened bra on the table and her generous tits starts swinging back and forth from the impact of Ben banging her from behind.  You look over and notice with disgust that Max is actually jerking off under the table as he watches.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, MAX!” you exclaim.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, but this is hot stuff!” he says apologetically putting his thing away.
 
    
 
   Jenny looks over in surprise as though she had forgotten that she was still on a video conference.  “Oops, this is probably TMI.  Sorry, boys, I better cut this connection now.  Love you Max, see you soon!.” she says, grabbing the remote control.
 
    
 
   “Love you Ted!” cries Erin passionately as another man penetrates her from behind.
 
    
 
   And with that the screen goes dark.
 
    
 
   “This is bullshit!” you tell Max angrily.  “I am going to New York!”
 
    
 
   “Uh, what?”  says Max uncertainly.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 13 - Ted insists on intervening
 
    
 
   The following day after the disastrous video conference, Max comes over to your house in the evening and tries to talk you out of going to New York to confront your wives.
 
    
 
   “Ted, look.  I think we should just let this play out.  Let the girls have their little fling and once they get tired of it, they will come back home and we can work things out,” he says reasonably.
 
    
 
   “I know Max, that seemed like the only choice we had, but I can’t do that now.  The sight of my wife just casually grabbing that oligarch’s cock and popping it into her mouth keeps replaying in my head,” you say, your voice growing tight.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah... mine too,” says Max with a faraway look on his face.  
 
    
 
   “Cut it out, Max.  I am serious.  She’s going down the slippery slope.  A month ago, she would have blushed to wear a skirt above her knee and now she is walking around bottomless on a mega yacht letting rich guys use her as a fucktoy!”  you are panting with outrage and your heart is pounding.
 
    
 
   “Easy, Ted, easy,” says Max.  “All that is true, but what can we do?  They will get tired of it soon and come home on their own.  Maybe they will be ashamed of themselves.”
 
    
 
   “Will they Max?  How long does it take to get tired of partying like a plutocrat?” you ask pacing the room.
 
    
 
   Max stops to consider that for a moment.  “Uh, well, I don’t know.  Erin said that she intends to come home and work on her science and be with her proper husband...”
 
    
 
   “Jesus Max, and what if one of these fuckers will offer her her own lab?” you shout, “What then?”
 
    
 
   “Wow,” he says with a growing sense of unease.  “I hadn’t thought of that... But of course she loves you.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, she loves me.  I am going to remind her that I love her and I am not going to let her go without a fight!”  you say.
 
    
 
   “But still, what are you going to do?  Go in there and drag her off by her hair like a caveman?” asks Max helplessly.
 
    
 
   You chew the edge of your finger thinking this over.  “I... I haven’t got that part worked out yet,” you admit.  “I’m hoping that if I show up there, we can talk it over.  I need to show her that I give a shit.”
 
    
 
   “When you put it that way, you make me feel uncaring...” says Max uncomfortably.
 
    
 
   “Make up your own mind, but I think you’d be a fool to sit here waiting.  Jenny seemed more interested in those ‘offers’ than Erin did.  I’ve got plenty of PTO, and you don’t even have a job.  Let’s get the hell out of here,” you say encouragingly.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, Ok.  I’ve got plenty of miles on my frequent flier card.  I will get us booked on standby flight for tonight,” says Max rubbing his head nervously and pulling out his phone.
 
    
 
   “I’m calling Erin,” you say.  
 
    
 
   You dial her number but it just rings  and rings and then goes to voicemail.  You just hang up and dial again to get her voicemail again.  You almost chuck your phone in frustration and looks at you with concern but he’s on the phone with his airline and he has to read them his frequent flier number.
 
    
 
   “I am not leaving a voicemail to tell her we’re coming,” you mutter and he nods distractedly.
 
    
 
   You decide to text her “Call me!” a couple of times to set off a different chime on her phone and let you know that you aren’t giving up.  Then you call back a few more times.  Max is finalizing the reservations for a redeye to New York and you are about to give up in despair when your wife finally answers the phone.
 
    
 
   “Ted, my god the phone is buzzing like mad.  What’s going on?  I’m... kind of busy... right now, can I call you back tomorrow?” she asks.  She is short of breathe and  your blood is boiling at the thought of what she must be doing.
 
    
 
   “Max and I are coming to New York tonight!” you blurt out angrily.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” she yelps in shock.  “Hold on.”  You hear rustling and laughter and then your wife whispers fiercely.  “Get off me Ben, I need to talk to my... Ted right now.”  There is more laughter in the background and you hear Jenny’s distinctive cackle.  “Ted and Max want to come to New York,” you hear Erin say and there is  further rustling and then the sound of wind.
 
    
 
   “Are you there, dear?” asks Erin.
 
    
 
   “Yes, where are you?” you ask struggling to stay calm.
 
    
 
   “I’m... Jesus, I guess I’m on the patio of a penthouse in Manhattan and the view is...  Well it’s pretty amazing, I wish I had come out here sooner,” says Erin with wonder in her voice.
 
    
 
   “Whose penthouse is it?” you ask sadly, feeling your wife slipping through your fingers.
 
    
 
   “You know, Ted.  It’s so hard to say.  We are just sort of whisked from place to place and …  Wait a minute, let’s get back to business here.  You are not coming to New York,” she says decisively.  “Look, I am so so sorry about that video conference.  Jenny and I both agreed that we handled that terribly.  It was really insensitive of us.  We won’t do that again.”
 
    
 
   “Erin, I appreciate the fact that you let us see what’s really going on there.  You have been pretty open about everything so far, more so than Jenny.”  Then you flinch as Max gives you a look of concern and bites his knuckles.  “I mean, I don’t want you to start covering things up...”
 
    
 
   “Sure, but you are clearly upset, so we are probably pushing the boundaries a little too fast here.  I can go over everything with you when I get home... once this little jaunt is over,” she says carefully.
 
    
 
   “And when will that be?” you ask, knowing the answer already.
 
    
 
   “Well, Ted, I don’t know.  I think we are going to do this Monaco thing, but it’s tricky since Roberts and Witherspoon are sort of friendly rivals and Reggie would freak out if we went.  So we have to play our hand carefully...” she says warming up and confiding to you the way she does when relating juicy gossip from the lab.
 
    
 
   “See, that’s the problem.  You don’t know when you are coming home.  There will be this Monaco trip then another and another... I don’t want to lose you.  I am coming to see you there in New York. I am taking PTO and Max is finally breaking out the frequent flier miles,” you say valiantly struggling to sound light hearted.
 
    
 
   “Ted...” says you wife with exasperation.  “You aren’t going to lose me.  Jenny is right, these fickle bastards will tire of us soon and we can come home with a hell of a story to tell.  But in the meantime, can’t you let us have our little fling?  This is such an amazing experience...” she says wistfully.
 
    
 
   Your anger flares in spite of your efforts to control it.  “Oh yes, I see what kind of experience you are having.  Letting one guy after another sink his cock into you as casually as though you were passing them the salt.”  You are flushing and Max is shaking his head and waving his hands trying get you to you to drop this approach.
 
    
 
   “Oh honey,” laughs Erin, trying to sound breezy.  “I told you, you aren’t allowed to be jealous of Sergei.  He’s just a little boy trapped in the body of an oligarch.  And as for Ben... well he’s smart, but he’s just a little boy period.  Neither one can come anywhere close to you.  You are a real man with character,” she says lovingly.
 
    
 
   “What about Witherspoon?” you ask coldly.
 
    
 
   “Ugh. Ok.  Reggie is a real man too.  And I admit, he can push my buttons... sexually.  But you know... don’t tell Max this, but it’s really Jenny that has caught his fancy.  Sure he enjoys instructing me to strip for him and his pals and yes he likes to... well, he likes to fuck me a little, but he never cums with me or even the other girls. It’s always Jenny,” she says with a hint of regret.
 
    
 
   “To your disappointment!” you snap, your guts tied in knots of jealousy, but your cock stiffening at the idea of your wife getting used sexually by Witherspoon.
 
    
 
   “Ok, yes, I guess I have a bit of a crush on him.  But I’m not a schoolgirl.  I know where we stand.  I certainly would never leave you to be his whore,” she says confidently.
 
    
 
   “Isn’t that what you’ve done?” you ask brittlely.
 
    
 
   “Just for a few weeks, I promise,” she laughs.  “Oh come on, Ted, can you really blame me?  I thought we were well off, but this billionaire life is ridiculous, it’s intoxicating.  Let me relish it while it lasts,” she pleads.
 
    
 
   “Look Erin, I get it.  It’s fun running with billionaires and playing the whore.  I admit that part of me can get turned on by some of your naughtiness.  But part of me is torn up inside.  I can’t just sit idly by while this plays out.  I am coming to New York so that you know that your husband gives a shit about you,” you say earnestly.
 
    
 
   “Oh Ted...” she says distantly and there is a long pause where you hear the wind blowing across the patio of a Manhattan penthouse far away.
 
    
 
   “I’m coming.  That’s it.  You can choose to see me or not, it’s up to you,” you stammer, your heart pounding in your chest.
 
    
 
   “Jesus Ted.  Don’t be ridiculous,” she laughs nervously.  “Of course I will see you.  I’ll have Smithers put you on the guest lists.  But honey, I uh...  You know I haven’t told them yet that we are married.”
 
    
 
   “I know.  I don’t think I want you to tell them.  I would be mortified actually.  But can it be that they don’t really know?” you ask skeptically. 
 
 
   “Reggie could snap his fingers and have a full background check run on all of us, but he is keeping up the pretense that... well actually he just never brings up anyone’s marital status at all.  Hmm, maybe he knows and just doesn’t care.  You know he fucked Jenny and I right in front of his wife Claudia that night you were there...”  she trails of thoughtfully.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that’s insane,” you admit.
 
    
 
   “The point I’m making is that when you and Max come, you will just be tagging along in the entourage and Jenny and I are going to be sort of he and Ben’s dates as it were,” she says uncomfortably.  “Ben’s very possessive of me and is always...”
 
    
 
   “Wait, Ben considers you his girlfriend now or something?” you ask incredulously.
 
    
 
   “Girlfriend for this trip anyway,” laughs Erin.  “And his definition of girlfriend is a bit loose.  He only mildly objects when other men take me off to have sex with me.   And he doesn’t object at all when Reggie has me show my bush to everyone.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, Ok,” you say getting aroused in spite of yourself.  “I get it.”
 
    
 
   “You’re getting hard thinking about that aren’t you?” she says devilishly.  “Such a naughty wife...  But Ben does expect me to stand by his side a lot and of course to end up in his bed or whatever bed he is sleeping in at the end of the night.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, understood. I don’t get to take ownership of you and parade around with you on my arm.  I get it,” you say.  “I will have Max send over our itinerary.  I assume we will be able to meet you for dinner.”
 
    
 
   “Alright darling. Steel yourself.  This lifestyle isn’t for the feint of heart,” she sighs.   Then her tone brightens. “You know what though?  Maybe we can figure out a way to have fun together.  This is an amazing city when you can go where Reggie goes.  Anyway, I am going to go back in now.  I am sure someone in there will have a nice hard cock for me to sit on,” she giggles as you gasp in response.  “Love you!”
 
    
 
   “I love you too!” you say trying not to get choked up.
 
    
 
   “Bye then ‘til tomorrow,” and she is gone.
 
    
 
   “Jesus!” says Max shaking his head at you.  “You two are pretty sentimental.  I’ve been texting with Jenny back and forth and she just instantly agreed that I should come and said that I could make some great business connections as long as I stayed out of Reggie’s hair.”
 
    
 
   “Well it’s good to see that entrepreneurial glint reappear in your eye, Max,”  you say laughing half-heartedly and shaking your head. “It’s been missing for a few weeks.”  WIth that you head off to pack for New York.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 14 - How Wives Get Used in Restaurants
 
    
 
   After landing in New York, you and Max decide to stop by the hotel to drop of your bags and wash up before joining the Witherspoon entourage for dinner and drinks.
 
    
 
   “Isn’t this place a bit pricey, Max?” you say as your wingtips tap across the reflective marble floors of the Carlyle’s lobby.   You are engulfed by the understated elegance of the place and gaze appreciatively at the exquisite crown molding.
 
    
 
   “Well this is where the Witherspoon party is lodging,” sighs Max.  “He’s taken an entire floor for his people and is staying in the penthouse himself.  I guess it’s owned by friends of his who are out of town for the week or something.”
 
    
 
   “Charming,” you say, annoyed by the casual extravagance.
 
    
 
   “Well, we want to be near our wives, don’t we?  Besides, I notice the joint account Jenny shares with me keeps bulging with huge deposits,” he mutters as you approach the desk.
 
    
 
   “Welcome, gentlemen.  What name is your reservation under?” asks the clerk pleasantly.
 
    
 
   “Levine,” says Max confidently.
 
    
 
   “Levine?” says the clerk furrowing his brow.  “Oh, I see,” he remarks, brightening.  “You are part of the Witherspoon contingent then.”
 
    
 
   You and Max exchange glances. “Well I made this reservation separately, actually...” says Max.
 
    
 
   “No problem, sir.  I see from the notes that Mr. Smithers has put your room under his account,” smiles the clerk, showing a bit more respect than when you first approached.  I will have the porter take your bags straight up to your rooms.  Here are you keys.  Please let me know if I can assist you in any way,” he says obsequiously.
 
    
 
   “What’s that all about?” you ask curiously as you and Max ride up in the elevator.  “I wouldn’t think Witherspoon would be so happy to see us showing up here as to pick up the tab for our stay.”
 
    
 
   “Smithers likes me,” says Max with a rueful smile.  “Witherspoon holds Smithers responsible for introducing him to our wives and I suspect he has rewarded him smartly for it.  Now Smithers sees me as a valuable contact.”
 
    
 
   “Too bad we don’t have any more wives to give him,” you say sarcastically and you and Max have a chuckle in spite of yourselves.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   After you wash up and dress for dinner you meet Max back in the lobby and a car arrives to take you to join the party.
 
    
 
   “I guess this is one of the best restaurants in New York,” you say, consulting your phone as you enter  Le Bernardin’s lounge.   
 
    
 
   “Look sharp, put that thing away,” says Max nervously.
 
    
 
   You enter a modern, spacious area with light wood panelling and high ceilings.  There is a bar at one end of the room and a dining area at the other.  Groups of richly dressed men and women stand in clusters drinking by the bar.  You immediately spot your wife wearing a sheer grey gown that is shockingly short with black thigh high stockings.   Max points out Jenny in a different group and you see that she is wearing a matching outfit.  Neither woman is wearing a bra and their nipples are clearly visible from across the room.
 
    
 
   You and Max exchange nervous glances.  “Good luck,” he says patting you on the shoulder and you gulp nervously and head off to see your wife while Max heads over to join Jenny’s group.
 
    
 
   Erin sees you approach and waves enthusiastically.  Ben has his arm draped insolently around her shoulder and she extracts herself from him and gives you a hug and a friendly kiss as your join the group.
 
    
 
   “Oh Ted, it is good to see you.  I’m glad you came,” says Erin smiling up at you mistily.  You immediately get choked up by her reaction and release her reluctantly.
 
    
 
   She holds your hand as she pulls away and drops it hesitantly as Ben impudently wraps his arm back around her.  This sight of this young wunderkind asserting casual ownership of your wife annoys you to no end.
 
    
 
   “Ted,” he says curtly before returning his attention to a young woman in an expensive black evening gown.
 
    
 
   “Ted’s an old friend,” explains Erin, with a fragile smile, her lip trembling slightly as she puts on a brave smile.
 
    
 
   “Hello, Ted.  I’m Willa,” says the woman talking with Ben.  “And this is Edward, Chad, and Meredith.” she says introducing the young smartly dressed man she is with and another couple who nod at you politely.
 
    
 
   “We were just commenting on Erin’s scandalous attire,” laughs Willa gesturing at Erin’s gown.  You notice the Chad and Edward casting furtive glances at your wife’s breasts, clearly visible through the sheer material of her dress.  You run your eyes down her body and note that the bottom half of the gown is lacy and opaque, obscuring your wife’s pelvis.  But it’s so short that  her pale, luscious upper thighs are exposed above her stockings.  Your member expands slightly at the sight and you return your attention to conversation at hand.
 
    
 
   “Err, yes, it’s quite... outgoing, isn’t it?” you say languidly, swallowing your discomfort.  You are determined to make light of the situation.
 
    
 
   This elicits a few chuckles from the group and Erin grins at you wryly.
 
    
 
   “Ladies my age will occasionally resort to such devices to get attention, darling,” says Erin with a teasing, pompous tone which is greeted with amusement.
 
    
 
   “Oh you can’t be so old,” gushes Willa.
 
    
 
   “I’m 42, dear,” responds Erin primly.  “Turning more invisible to men with each passing year.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I would have guessed you were in your 30’s,” says Chad appreciatively, giving your wife a slightly over enthusiastic smile.  His partner Meredith notices this and glares at him with annoyance.
 
    
 
   “But Ben is only 20, doesn’t that make you a cougar, dear?” asks Meredith turning to your wife with a slight sneer.
 
    
 
   “I’m 22,” says Ben impatiently.
 
    
 
   “Oh it hardly matters,” laughs Erin, patting the hand that Ben has hanging from her shoulder.  Then she turns to Meredith and responds lightly. “Well I think a cougar pursues younger men, whereas I actually prefer mature gentlemen...  like Ted for instance,” she says wrinkling her nose at you cutely.  This makes your heart pound the way it did back when you were first courting her and you painfully feel how much you’ve taken your wife for granted all these years.  “Ben is cute, I tolerate him the way one might tolerate a small dog that humps your leg insistently but is otherwise quite charming,” finishes your wife with a pleasant smile.
 
    
 
   Ben blushes as the group has a laugh at his expense.  “Hey!” he objects,  pinching your wife’s nipple playfully.  “You will pay for that when I get you back to the penthouse.”  You innards chill at the sight of this young jerk groping your wife’s breast in public, and you feel your pits growing damp with frustration.  Erin yanks his hand away with a yelp and struggles with him as he tries to tickle her.
 
    
 
   Willa and Meredith roll their eyes at each other.  
 
    
 
   “Oh, that’s not fair.  I’m sure Ben is very mature for his age.” you intone sarcastically.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, this is a very mature way to behave in public.” laughs Edward gesturing to Ben molesting your wife.  But he seems wistful that he isn’t in Ben’s shoes, tickling your wife himself.
 
    
 
   Ben regains his composure at this further teasing and tucks his shirt back in.  “Pardon me.  I will deal with your insubordination later,” he tells Erin, suppressing a smile.
 
    
 
   “Insubordination?” asks Meredith distastefully.  “Oh, that’s right... Erin is one of Witherspoon’s whores, isn’t she.”
 
    
 
   “Meredith!” exclaims Willa in shock.  “Please don’t be gauche!”
 
    
 
   “Actually, I’m a scientist,” responds Erin matter-of-factly which invokes another round of laughter for some reason.
 
    
 
   You look and your wife exchange a look of confusion.  “Uh, yes, she is a scientist actually.” you put in with furrowed brow.
 
    
 
   But this just renews the merriment of the young people.  Even Ben is laughing.
 
    
 
   “Oh, and what is your field, Erin?” asks Chad wiping a tear from his eye.
 
    
 
   “Biology...” says Erin, tilting her chin down and speaking patiently as though to a slow learner.
 
    
 
   “Oh but of course, we should have guessed!” gasps Willa as they continue laughing.  
 
    
 
   You and your wife just shrug your shoulders at each other.
 
    
 
   Just then Witherspoon joins the group, arm-in-arm with Jenny.  A tall, good looking man about your age is with them and Max is trailing behind sheepishly.
 
    
 
   “What are we laughing about, then?” asks Witherspoon with an inquiring smile.
 
    
 
   “Hello, Reginald.” says Willa wiping a tear from her eye. “Erin was just explaining to us that she is a biologist.”
 
    
 
   “Indeed...  You took your PhD at Stanford, no?” asks Witherspoon, turning to your wife with a raised brow.
 
    
 
   “Go Cardinal.” says Erin, raising a fist sportively.  This raises the hem of her gown exposing her lacy panties briefly which attracts the attention of all the men present.  Erin glances down and quickly lowers her arm, reddening self-consciously.
 
    
 
   “Go Cardinal, indeed!” agrees the tall man, lowering his voice suggestively and looking pointedly at your wife’s crotch.
 
    
 
   Jenny smoothly detaches herself from Witherspoon and joins arms with Erin to comfort her.  “Down boy, she’s spoken for.” laughs Jenny.   But she is referring to Ben not to you and you grimace unconsciously at this comment.  “Oh, hello Ted, have you met Simon Roberts?” she says smiling at you warmly.
 
    
 
   “Ted?  Hello there.” says Roberts giving you a firm but friendly handshake.
 
    
 
   “Hello, Meredith,” says Witherspoon guardedly, greeting the young woman who insulted your wife.  “Will you and Chad be joining us for dinner?” he asks stiffly.
 
    
 
   “No thank you, Mr. Witherspoon.” sniffs Meredith glaring at Erin and Jenny. “Gazing at the exposed udders of aging whores ruins my appetite.”  and with that she tosses her head and stalks off angrily.
 
    
 
   There is a moment of silence before Erin and Jenny break out laughing.  Witherspoon purses lips and his shakes his head slightly.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Meredith is being so horrid today, ladies.” says Willa awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, we don’t mind.  I wouldn’t think a fresh young woman like her would be bothered by our saggy old udders,” says Jenny with a twinkling smile.
 
    
 
   “Well, I think you both quite lovely udders.” teases Chad eliciting a chuckle from Erin and Jenny,  “They certainly don’t ruin my appetite.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll bet.” says Jenny ironically as Chad blatantly admires her bosom.
 
    
 
   “Hmm, yes, quite,” says Witherspoon dryly, patting his chest and looking around distractedly for a server.
 
    
 
   “Chad!” exclaims Willa, “Aren’t you going after her?” she asks plaintively, pointing after Meredith as she strides toward the exit.
 
    
 
   “Oh, no, I’d better not, actually,” he laughs.  “Besides, I am enjoying the company of these distinguished ladies,” he says roguishly, gesturing at your wife’s chest.
 
    
 
   “The young man has good taste,” exclaims the internet man, Roberts, gustily.  “But I must complain at your modesty, ladies.  Why are you hiding your lights under a bushel?”
 
    
 
   Jenny laughs at this comment.  “You call this modest?” she snorts, indicating the transparent upper half of your wife’s gown which matches her own.  “How much more do you want to see?” she asks merrily.  Her nipples grow stiff as Roberts gazes at them hungrily and your own penis responds to the sight of Jenny’s pert breasts.
 
    
 
   “Well when Erin raised her arm just now, I caught a glimpse of her panties,” says Roberts boldly.  “But I was hoping for a sight of something more...  like she showed me the other night.” he says suggestively.  You notice Willa reddening at this comment and you sniff angrily yourself in response but stay silent.
 
    
 
   “Err, what’s this?” interjects Witherspoon, taking his martini from the server.  “Erin, have you been playing peekaboo with my rivals behind my back?” he grumbles with mock indignation.
 
    
 
   “Um, maybe?” says Erin, with an impish grimace, twisting her fingers bashfully before her.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon can’t maintain his chastising expression and breaks out into a hearty guffaw.  “Watch her, Ben,” he laughs.  “She will break your young heart.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry, I’m just using her for sex.” says Ben, pointing his nose in the air.
 
    
 
   You see Willa make a face of disgust.  Meanwhile, Roberts mutters, “Yes, well, we need to see about that...”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon looks at Roberts appraisingly.  “Well, well, ladies.  It seems that our intrepid friend Roberts is questioning the graciousness of our party.  How shall we respond to this?” he asks furrowing his brow and putting on a dignified frown.
 
    
 
   Jenny laughs merrily in response. “Wait, are you suggesting that we are not being gracious because we had the gaul to wear knickers out in public?” she asks with delight.
 
    
 
   “Should we take our panties off here?” asks Erin furrowing her own brow in response.  “It’s a little bit public to be so... gracious, isn’t it?”  Then she and Jenny crack up laughing.   Edward and Chad join into the laughter raucously and you can tell the idea excites them mightily.   Willa laughs along sickly and you can tell she is looking for an exit.
 
    
 
   “Oh, come on!” cajoles Roberts.  “Don’t be such a stick in the mud.”
 
    
 
   You grit your teeth at this confident billionaire who carelessly demands that your wife drop her panties for him in a crowded restaurant lounge.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I can’t stay for this.  I am telling mother!” exclaims Willa heatedly, her cheeks bright red.  She rushes off in a huff, and Chad and Edward exchange troubled looks.  You feel relieved that there will be another older woman joining the group to temper Roberts’ lust.  But Witherspoon just smiles unaccountably and sips his drink with a twinkle in his eye.
 
    
 
   A moment later, an elegant older lady wearing a deep v-neck gown breathlessly joins the group.
 
    
 
   “Elen!” exclaims Jenny in surprise as she embraces the woman warmly.  “What an unexpected pleasure!”
 
    
 
   Elen receives a friendly kiss on the cheek from your wife and smiles broadly.  “I’m as surprised at you are.  I didn’t think our paths would cross again after we met at that tawdry little lingerie party of Reggie’s,” she says giving Witherspoon a playful smile.  “You have really captured his fancy.”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon patiently holds out his arms and Elen consents to a brief hug and peck on the cheek before pulling away coyly.
 
    
 
   “Now what’s this business my daughter is so mortified about?  Is naughty Mr. Roberts is trying to get you to drop your knickers?” she asks, suppressing a smile.  She tries to frown at Roberts, but you can tell she finds him attractive.
 
    
 
   “He says it isn’t gracious for us to wear panties when he is around.” says your wife innocently.  Her naive play gets earns her an expression of merriment from the group.
 
    
 
   Elen gazes with admiration at Roberts and says distractedly, “These good looking corporate titans can be quite demanding...”  Then she straightens up and addresses Roberts directly.  “You know, Mr. Roberts, my friends and I all do love using your... thing.”
 
    
 
   Jenny and Erin giggle at this but Roberts just meets her gaze and responds, “I assume you mean my internet service...”
 
    
 
   “Or... whatever,” says Elen waving her hand dismissively and turning to Erin and Jenny.  “Well, ladies, I say ‘Carpe Diem.’  It certainly won’t be the first time anyone dropped their unmentionables in this lounge.” Erin and Jenny exchange impressed frowns, nodding their heads at one another.  “But first, I must deal with these two,” continues Elen, pointing at the young men.  “Edward, you run along and go join my daughter.  You are not to stand gawking at these ladies while they play with Roberts and Witherspoon.”  Edward smiles weakly and nods acquiescence, beating a hasty retreat and waving at your wife and Jenny as he goes.  “And as for you, Chad, where is your date?  Didn’t I see Meredith walk off in huff?”
 
    
 
   “Oh Elen, she was being so tiresome.  Shan’t I stay and watch a little longer?” he pleads giving Elen a debonair smile.
 
    
 
   Elen tosses her head.  “Suit yourself curious boy, but Meredith shall hear of this.” she sniffs.  “And curiosity did kill the cat.”
 
    
 
   “So I’ve heard,” responds Chad suppressing a yawn.
 
    
 
   “Well then, do carry on, ladies,” says Witherspoon holding up his drink to salute them.  It annoys you how he is gazing at your wife’s crotch lasciviously.
 
    
 
   “Reggie!” laughs Jenny, looking around nervously.  “There are so many people here!”
 
   “Oh, don’t be so squeamish,” chuckles Roberts.  “No one will mind...”
 
    
 
   “Especially not the men,” agrees Elen with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “Oh boy,” says Erin, glancing around the room with apprehension as she reaches up her gown and starts wriggling out of her panties.  She tries to drop them discretely to the ground, but you see the bartender behind her widen his eyes in surprise.  She squats down to pick them up and spreads her legs unconsciously giving everyone in the group a perfect view of her vagina.
 
    
 
   Roberts practically growls with arousal and Witherspoon chimes in a hearty “I say!”
 
    
 
   Erin notices what she’s doing and stands up awkwardly. She pulls her hem down and blushes madly.
 
    
 
   “I’m surprised you retain enough modesty to blush!” you blurt out in spite of  yourself.
 
    
 
   “I know, I’ve been pretty bad lately,” admit Erin apologetically.  “But you know, not in public!”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, this is maybe more than I can deal with...” says Jenny biting her lip and looking at Max with concern.
 
    
 
   “Oh, no!” laughs Erin, “If I can do it, you can too.” Then she reaches over and pulls Jenny’s underwear down forcefully.
 
    
 
   Your erection stiffens at the sight and you look around and see men and women in other groups  taking note of the hijinks.  Several people are pointing and whispering.  Elen just laughs with delight and claps her hands.
 
    
 
   “Oooh, I’m feeling a bit tired,” says your wife, stretching her arms in the air and raising the hem of her gown to expose her neatly trimmed public hair.  She looks over at Roberts suggestively and you clench your fists in anger. 
 
    
 
   Ben can’t control himself and reaches over to try and put his finger into your wife’s cunt.  She drops her arms quickly, slapping his hand away and giggling.  “Later Ben, later,” she whispers, and your gut are writhing with jealousy at her promise of further intimacy with this cocky young jerk.
 
    
 
   “Well now ladies, come along, I think our table is ready.” says Witherspoon, surreptitiously adjusting his hardon.  He puts an arm around Jenny and then casually reaches up the back of her gown to rub her bare bottom lustily.  She doesn’t react but just saunters along with him.  You glance and Max and he just grimaces back at you unhappily.   You and he tag along as the group adjourns to the dining room.  All heads are turning to watch your group pass, and you are unable to make eye contact with anyone.  You hear some titters of amusement and your face is burning with shame.  Elen ignores this and is whispering excitedly with your wife.  The exhibitionism has brought out the color in her cheeks as well, and she looks ten years younger.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   You are all are seated at a large round table.  Erin and Jenny sit on either side of Witherspoon with Roberts on Jenny’s left side and Ben on Erin’s right side.  Chad inserts himself between you and Ben, and Elen sits between Max and Roberts.  Ben immediately unzips his fly and tries to get your wife to go down on him at the table. 
 
    
 
   “I require a blowjob.” he hisses at her.
 
    
 
   “Reggie, do you see what he’s doing?” asks Erin with amusement.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon glances over at Ben’s lap and just smile indulgently.  “Well dear, if you service him now, he might bother you less later... And perhaps that will leave you more refreshed to entertain me...”
 
    
 
   “You people are simply perverse!” cackles Elen.  “Reggie, when did your entourage become so pornographic?” she asks, wriggling with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “I must say, that Erin and Jenny are bit more... sporting... than our previous travelling companions.” says Witherspoon, tilting his head up with smug satisfaction as he rubs Jenny’s leg.  She give a start and looks at him devilishly and you suspect that he is actually fingering her under the table, but you resist the urge to bend over and look.
 
    
 
   “Oh, well, I guess you are right, Reggie,” says Erin, looking around the room as she tugs on something in Ben’s lap.  “Excuse me for a moment, folks.” she says, looking at you with embarrassment and tucking her hair behind one ear.  Then she puts her head down in Ben’s lap and he puts his hand on the back of her head as it bobs up and down.   Ben tilts his head back and his mouth is hanging open stupidly as your wife sucks his cock right there at the dinner table.  Chad looks on with great interest, adjusting his own crotch as he does so.  You just sit and stare helplessly as you wife sucks this kid’s cock, your stomach is churning with anxiety but your cock is stiff as a board as you watch.
 
    
 
   Just then a young female server comes over and bends down between Witherspoon and Erin.   “Uh, I’m terribly sorry sir, but, uh, the other guests are complaining about the err, fellatio at the table,” she looks down at the back of your wife’s head going up and down as she sucks Ben’s wang and the server gulps nervously.  Her cheeks are bright red, but she can’t help but stare in fascination.
 
    
 
   “Oh it’s no trouble at all, I will give her a stiff...err,  taking to... about that later,” says Witherspoon nodding and patting the server’s hand sympathetically.  Erin’s head goes down even farther and you realize that she must be licking his balls.  Ben grunts suddenly and a spurt of semen goes shooting up in the air and hits the server on the cheek.  She shrieks in surprise.  “Yuck!” she says wiping the cum from her face with disgust as Erin gets Ben’s cock back into her mouth to swallow the rest of his ejaculate.  When Ben stops thrusting his hips upward, your wife sits back up and primly wipes her chin with her napkin.
 
    
 
   “Ugh, please excuse me folks, but I have to go... sanitize my face.” says the server with revulsion and then abruptly rushes away.  Witherspoon starts laughing uproariously and the rest of the table joins in.  Even you can’t help but chuckle along sickly.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe you just spurted a load into that server’s face.” gasps Chad, choking with laughter.
 
    
 
   Ben just nods his head smugly as he zips up his fly.
 
    
 
   “Oh darling, you have... semen in your hair.” laughs Elen.  “Jenny, take her to the bathroom and clean her up, dear.”
 
    
 
   “Yes Elen, you are quite right.” giggles Jenny, wiping a tear of glee from her eye.   “Come along, harlot.  Let’s get you hosed down,”  she says giving you a wink. Erin shoots you a look of chagrin as she and Jenny rise and head off the the bathroom.  The eyes of all the men are glued to their rears and exposed thighs as they depart.  
 
    
 
   “I have to... uh... wash my hands.  Please excuse me,” says Roberts, never taking his eyes off your wife.  He drops his napkin unceremoniously and hurries after the women toward the restrooms.
 
    
 
   Just then the restaurant manager comes over to your table.  “Good evening, Mr. Witherspoon,” he says with a wry smile.  Then he nods to the rest of the help. “Hello, folks.”
 
    
 
   “Pardon me,” says Witherspoon, blowing his nose noisily as he regains composure.
 
    
 
   “You do seem to be having an enjoyable time...” says the manager.  “But perhaps you would prefer a less... conspicuous space?  We would be happy to offer you a private room to continue your party.”  He is struggling to find the right words.
 
    
 
   “Oh, no, we are quite happy here.” says Witherspoon smoothly.  “I like being in the thick of things, surrounded by the hustle and bustle,”  he gestures around the busy restaurant and you notice almost half the tables around you are looking over and talking excitedly.  Many people are pointing.  The men tend to be suppressing smiles while the woman mostly seem outraged.  You feel like shrinking down under the table from shame.  “I will have another drink though, please do send a server over,” continues Witherspoon matter-of-factly.
 
    
 
   “Ah, yes...” says the manager nervously.  “Of course... I will find you a new server.”  The manager departs discomfited.
 
    
 
   “Oh Reggie, you are so terrible...” You tune Elen out as she blathers on excitedly bending Witherspoon’s ear.
 
    
 
   “Eh, I don’t like how Roberts went after the girls,” you whisper to Max as you look toward the bathroom.
 
    
 
   “Do you want to go after them?” he asks quietly, looking uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.” you admit.  “I’m afraid that he is trying to fuck our wives right now.” you whisper, looking around defensively  to make sure no one is listening to you.  You don’t want anyone to realize that you are sitting by while your wife flashes her pussy for everyone and sucks off young jerks at the dinner table.
 
    
 
   ‘I’m afraid he wouldn’t have to try very hard, the way they seem to be putting out.” says Max sadly.
 
    
 
   “Fucking billionaires,” you mutter.
 
    
 
   The comes and takes everyone’s dinner order.  Ben orders for your wife which infuriates you, and Witherspoon orders for Jenny.  After a while Witherspoon looks at his watch.  
 
    
 
   “The ladies have been gone for some time...” he says to Ben with a raised Brow.
 
    
 
   “And Roberts has disappeared as well.” says Ben suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “Oh, no, do you think that Roberts wisked your playthings away?” asks Elen archly.  
 
    
 
   “Do go check on them, won’t you dear?” asks Witherspoon politely, ignoring the jibe.
 
    
 
   Elen agrees and heads off to the restroom while you and Max exchange worried glances.
 
    
 
   She returns a few minutes later to announce that they were nowhere to be found.
 
    
 
   “Fucking Roberts!” says Ben, pounding his fist on the table.  
 
    
 
   “Ben, please!” says Witherspoon taking an oyster from his plate.  “Control yourself.”
 
    
 
   “He made off with our... models!” whines Ben petulantly.
 
    
 
   “Really?” asks Chad in fascination.  “He just whisked them away wearing transparent gowns and sans knickers?  I wonder what he’s going to do them.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sure you do, dear,” says Elen looking at him with disapproval.
 
    
 
   “Never fear,” says Witherspoon lightly.  “I’m sure we will bump into them soon enough.  Give Smithers a call Ben.  Have him look into this.”
 
    
 
   You sigh and look at Max forlornly unable to muster the appetite for your mixed greens. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 15 - The Hypocritical Hotwife
 
    
 
   Several of Witherspoon’s other friends soon join the dinner.  You and Max are mostly ignored.  When you notice that he isn’t eating either, you quietly suggest heading off to the bar.  He agrees and you excuse yourselves from the table.  Witherspoon looks up from an intense conversation with Ben as though surprised that you are still there and waves you off politely.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe this, Max!” you say angrily.  “I fly all the way out here to find my wife dropping her panties in public on command and then sucking off an arrogant twenty year old in a crowded restaurant.”
 
    
 
   “I know,” he says sympathetically.  He shakes his head and take a drink of his martini.  “You should have seen Witherspoon feeling up my wife before we joined your group.  It was infuriating.”
 
    
 
   “What was I thinking to come all the way out here?” you demand, clenching your fist in frustration.  “As soon as we get here, they take off with Roberts!”
 
    
 
   “Hold on, I’m getting a text,” says Max, pulling out his phone.  “Hey! It’s from Jenny!  It’s an address.”
 
    
 
   “Really?”  you say excitedly.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, upper east side.  Oh shit, here comes Smithers,” says Max.
 
    
 
   “Fuck!” you whisper.
 
    
 
   “Hello gentlemen,” says Smithers warmly, putting his hand on Max’s shoulder.  “Max, it’s so nice to see you again.  How was your trip?”
 
   “Oh, not bad,” says Max with a wan smile.  
 
    
 
   “And your accommodations are alright?” Smithers asks you with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, it was very kind of you...” you stammer nervously.
 
    
 
   “Well now, I understand there has been this unfortunate incident with our models.” says Smithers with a tisk.  “Of course we always have some security people around and we did ask them to keep a closer tab on the ladies after they ran off with Sergei last week.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I didn’t see any security people...” you say skeptically.
 
    
 
   “No of course not,” chuckles Smithers.  “These are professionals, you understand.  Very inconspicuous.  But I am afraid there might have been a conflict of interest somewhere in the chain of command.”
 
    
 
   “Roberts paid someone off you mean,” says Max with a cynical smile.
 
    
 
   “Ha, you don’t put too fine a point on it, do you, Max?” laughs Smithers.  “But you are right.  That’s what I suspect happened in this case.  The man watching the kitchen took a poorly timed restroom break.”
 
    
 
   “Ah, ha...” you say, feigning interest.
 
    
 
   “But never fear, Elen is our secret weapon.  Roberts might be able to circumvent our security, but he can’t evade the wagging tongues of that woman’s circle.  I’ve asked her to put her feelers out and I suspect that some debutante or other will be notifying us of his whereabouts presently.”  Smithers motions to the bartender.  “These fellows are on my tab, Jim.”  Then he turns back to you and Max.  “Drink up, men.  I will keep you posted.  Also there is a party tonight in the penthouse suite back at the hotel.  Dress casually.”  With that, Smithers gives you a forced smile and stalks away, barely able to cover his annoyance.
 
    
 
   “I think Smither is more worried than he is letting on,” you tell Max. 
 
    
 
   “Yeah, he might be in hot water because of this,” says Max, standing to leave.  “Let’s go see what they are up to.”
 
    
 
   You look at him soberly.  “I don’t know if I can take much more of this Max.  What are we going to see if we go over there?”
 
    
 
   “We might see some terrible stuff,” says Max with a edge to his voice.  “But my wife sent me this address.  That means she expects me to come be with her.  And we are not going to let our  wives down and leave them hanging.”
 
   “Jeez, when you put it like that…” you mutter.  “Ok, you’re right.  Let’s go.”
 
    
 
   When you tell the cabbie to take to 950 Fifth Ave, he looks you and Max over carefully before shrugging.  When you arrive at the place, it seems like any other well maintained Upper East Side Manhattan coop.  
 
    
 
   “Why do these billionaire places just not seem that impressive?” you ask as you pay the cabbie.
 
    
 
   “It’s the location, there’s central park,” says Max, gesturing to the mass of trees swaying in the breeze across the street.  “The Met is like two blocks away.  Also, I think Zuckerberg has an apartment here.”
 
    
 
   A doorman asks your names and then politely opens the door for you.  The lobby is tasteful but nondescript.  You take the elevator up to the 5th floor.  You exit the elevator into a wood panelled foyer that does seem rich, but you can’t shake the feeling of disappointment.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, I keep expecting some insane opulence,” you mutter to Max as you are greeted by a young woman in a grey suit coat.
 
    
 
   “That’s how I felt at first,” beams the good looking young woman, tucking away her smart phone.  “A little apartment here costs more than a mansion back home.  You must be Max and Ted.  I am Olivia, Mr. Roberts’ assistant.  Everyone is gathered in the living room, please follow me.”
 
    
 
   You can’t help but notice Olivia’s gorgeous legs as she leads into the living room.  It’s decorated in shade of beige with some decent artwork and several windows look out onto the trees of Central Park.  Roberts is there along with a couple of other younger men in sport coats but without ties.  Erin and Jenny are laughing on a couch together each with a drink in hand.
 
    
 
   “Max, Ted!” shouts Erin giddily, “You made it, come sit with us!”  Jenny slides over and you and Max join them on the opulent couch.
 
    
 
   “Can I get you two a drink?” asks Olivia sweetly.
 
    
 
   ‘Gin and tonic for me,” you say. 
 
    
 
   “I’ll have scotch, please,” says Max.
 
    
 
   “I’m actually glad you two are here,” says Roberts discarding his jacket.  “I don’t think you met my associates, Cyril and Fraser.  Boys, this is Max and Ted, they are married to Jenny and Erin.”
 
    
 
   You blanche when this is revealed and look at Max in shock.
 
    
 
   Roberts furrows his brow in consternation.  “Oo, sorry Ted.  I guess this has been your thinly veiled secret, but of course we do check up on the people we, uh socialize with.”
 
    
 
   “And by socialize with, he means have sex with,” says Erin looking at you innocently.
 
    
 
   “Thanks, Erin,” you say sarcastically.  “Rub it in, why don’t you?”
 
    
 
   She looks contrite when you snap at her, but Jenny just laughs and puts her arm around you.  “Oh Ted, get over yourself, will you?  I would love to see what you would do if the tables were turned.   What if some gorgeous hollywood actresses came and wanted to have sex with you?”  You can’t help
 
    
 
   “Witherspoon is hardly gorgeous!” you object.
 
    
 
   “Well he has a certain… appeal…” says Erin bashfully, toying with the hem of her gown.  She is still wearing her see-through shift and doesn’t appear to have regained any knickers at any point.
 
    
 
   “He is classy,” agrees Olivia, handing you and Max your drinks.
 
    
 
   “Don’t encourage her, Olivia.  Erin, Witherspoon is a dinosaur,” says Roberts matter of factly.  “But Ted, are you really upset about all this?  I just assumed you folks were swingers.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, no…” you say, looking away uncomfortably. The last thing you want to do is discuss this with one of the billionaires that has been using your wife sexually.
 
    
 
   Roberts notices your discomfort and turns to Max.  “Max, help me out here.  I am trying to get the girls to come to Monaco with me.  It will be amazing!”
 
    
 
   “Wait, you want me to help you convince them?” asks Max, taken aback.  He looks at Jenny who still has her arm around you and is patting your back consolingly, but she just raises her eyebrows equivocally.
 
    
 
   “We have no contract with Reggie but we are on payroll…” says Jenny to Max.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’ve seen the balances,” replies Max softly.
 
    
 
   “Please, Jenny, this isn’t a damn financial transaction we are talking about.  This is a jaunt to Med!” exclaims Roberts with a energetic smile, spreading his arms magnanimously.  
 
    
 
   Jenny gives him a smirk that makes him falter.  “Err, I mean.  Cyril will take care of your expenses of course.  Whatever you want, just ask.  He has carte blanche.”
 
    
 
   “We’ll think about it,” says Erin, yawning and stretching her arms above her head.  The hem of her gown pulls up again, revealing her bush to Roberts who gazes at it in interest.
 
    
 
   “I can see your cooch, Erin,” giggles Olivia.  
 
    
 
   “I know, dear.  This is how they make me dress,” sighs Erin, putting her elbow on your shoulder casually.
 
    
 
   “That’s hot,” purrs Olivia taking a sip of her drink and looking at your wife lasciviously.
 
    
 
   You are surprised because Olivia seems very feminine and straight acting.
 
    
 
   “Ok, yeah,” says Roberts, adjusting his crotch.  “Erin, stand up and take that damn gown off, right now.”
 
    
 
   “What, in front of everyone?” she asks in mock surprise.
 
    
 
   “Quit stalling, get naked and lay her on the ottoman,” demands Roberts rubbing his hands together.  “Sorry if this freaks you out, Ted, but I just have to get my hands on your wife right now.  She’s been giving me a stiffy all day long.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, he’ll be fine,” says Erin giving you a peck on the cheek before standing up and pulling off her gown casually.
 
    
 
   “I will?” you squawk, annoyed at the way Cyril and Fraser perk up and stare at your wife’s naked body.
 
    
 
   “Wow, she’s really built, Simon,” says Olivia contemplatively, gesturing at your wife with her drink.  
 
    
 
   Erin waves her hand dismissively, “Oh honey, you are much sexier than I am.”  Then covers her nipples self-consciously when she notices the way the young men looking at her.
 
    
 
   “Lay down here,” says Roberts, kneeling down beside it the white large ottoman and patting it’s tufted top imperiously.
 
    
 
   “Ok,” says Ering meekly, laying down on her back and looking over at him expectantly.
 
    
 
   Roberts gazes at Erins body for a moment, admiring her pale, perfect complexion.  Then he puts his hands on her belly and starts running them over her body.  Olivia, Cyril, and Fraser come closer to get a better view.
 
    
 
   “Oh yeah, so soft,” mutters Roberts distractedly as he slides a hand between your wife’s thighs.  You gulp as you see Erin wriggling with excitement under his touch and you feel your penis getting hard.  Jenny surreptitiously puts her hand on your thigh, and you give a start.  But she gives you a warning glance so you say nothing.   Max doesn’t notice because his gaze is fixed on your wife’s naked body spread out before Roberts as he feels her up.
 
    
 
   “You have a very… womanly figure,” say Olivia with admiration.  “A classic hourglass.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, it is,” mumbles Roberts as he puts his hands on your wifes hips, then slides them in to grasp her narrow waist, and then up to cup her full soft breasts in his hands.  
 
    
 
   Erin notices how excited the young people standing above her are getting and says,  “Uh, this is getting a little weird, you guys, OH!”  she gasps with arousal as Roberts pinches her nipples slightly.
 
    
 
   As you watch, Jenny starts squeezing your hardon through your pants.  You glance over at Max in concern, but he is touching himself as he watches Roberts work your wife.   You feel guilty for a second, then you realize that your own wife is too busy getting felt up by a billionaire to notice.  Then you relax and put your hand on your best friend’s wife’s bare thigh.  It feels nice and smooth and she starts kneading your hardon through your pants in earnest.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, Erin moans as Roberts starts rubbing his hand over her bush and sliding a finger along the crease.
 
    
 
   “Whoa, you are really going for it,” comments Olivia as she watches.  
 
    
 
   Roberts glances up and notices Cyril and Fraser watching with their mouths hanging open.  
 
    
 
   “Hey boys, go take a break, will you?  I am busy here.  You can stay, Olivia,” he says, his voice thick with lust.
 
    
 
   The two young men leave quickly, glancing back in disappointment as Erin writhe under Robert’s touch.  Erin’s cheeks are flushed with passion and she reaches over to grasp at the obvious bulge in Robert’s pants.
 
    
 
   “Erin!” he says sternly, plunging a finger into her vagina and eliciting another gasp.  “Did I say you could touch my penis?”
 
    
 
   “No, Simon,” admits your wife, but she doesn’t release her grip on his member.
 
    
 
   “How dare you!” he says with mock indignation as he works a finger in and out of her cunt and wriggles in pleasure.  He turns to you and says,  “Your wife is very rude!  I will need to teach her some manners.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, wow, Simon.  This is so kinky,” titters Olivia with excitement.  Her own eyes are bright with arousal and she is rubbing her hand on her thigh as she watches Roberts finger your wife with one hand and pinch her nipple with the other.
 
    
 
   “Stop teasing me, Simon,” pants Erin, unzipping Roberts’ fly and yanking his stiff cock out. “Put it in,” she pleads.
 
    
 
   “Are you begging for my cock right in front of your husband?” laughs  Roberts, pulling his pants off as he climbs on top of your wife.  “How uncouth.”
 
    
 
   “Stop teasing Ted,” laughs Olivia, spanking Roberts’ bare ass playfully as he plunges his thing into  your wife.  “It’s not nice.”
 
    
 
   Erin wraps her arms around Roberts’ back, completely lost in the throes of passion as he sinks his stiff member into her soft snatch.  Roberts is grunting with ardor as he pistons in and out of her.  Olivia reaches in mischievously and rubs Roberts’ balls from behind as he fucks Erin.  Max is staring with his mouth open, touching himself shamelessly.  He is too absorbed in watching Roberts with your wife to notice Jenny unzip your pants and reach in to tug on your penis.  Your head is spinning with the exhilaration.  You have been attracted to Jenny for years and the recent events of seeing her body in sexy lingerie and getting fucked by Witherspoon has piqued your interest.  You probe a finger against her vagina as she tugs on your dick.
 
    
 
   Erin cries out as she climaxes underneath Roberts, but Max looks over and sees Jenny with her hand inside your trousers and he cries out as well… in indignation.
 
    
 
   “Fuck Jenny, tell me you aren’t jerking Ted off right now!” he shouts, pulling her arm away.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit, sorry, Max,” she cries, blushing.
 
    
 
   “Wait, what?” calls Erin trying to lean forward.  But Roberts is still pumping away at her.  “Get off me, dammit,” she snaps pushing him away.
 
    
 
   “Wha?” he asks, confused about what is going on.  When his dick slips out of your wife’s cunt and pops up, Olivia grabs at it impishly and he immediately starts spurting cum all over Erin’s belly.
 
    
 
   “What were you doing to my husband, Jenny?” demands Erin angrily leaning on her elbows and ignoring the billionaire shooting jizz on her stomach.
 
    
 
   “Nothing, Erin… darling,” says Jenny wringing her hands desperately.  
 
    
 
   “She was jerking him off, Erin,” shouts Max angrily.  “I saw her!”
 
    
 
   Roberts fires one last shot of seed and hits your wife in the cheek.  “Jesus Simon, aren’t you finished yet?  Can’t you see we’re having a crisis here?”
 
    
 
   “Honestly, no,” laughs Roberts climbing off of her stiffly.  “How can you possibly get on Jenny’s case for give your husband a friendly tug while you lay there covered in my semen?”
 
    
 
   “That is a bit hypocritical, Erin,” chirps Olivia as she diligently cleans off Roberts’ penis with a wet nap.
 
    
 
   “Thanks, fine, dear,” he tells her with a paternal pat on the rump.  “Hand me my trousers.”
 
    
 
   “You don’t understand,” cries Erin, tears flowing freely.  “You people don’t matter.  I know the jet set will discard Jenny and I as casually as it’s taken us up.  And when this is all over, we have to all go home and live together.  How am I supposed to deal with my best friend going after my husband’s cock?”
 
    
 
   “I agree,” stammers Max.  “I can forgive my wife for fooling around with these rich guys who will be completely out of lives in a few weeks.  But we’ve all been best friends for years.  That kind of betrayal means something.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t mean anything by it,” yelps Jenny, choking back tears.
 
    
 
   You just bow your head guiltily and say nothing.
 
    
 
   “So… yeah, maybe we can bring in a counsellor or something,” says Roberts, zipping up his fly.  “Olivia, deal with this, will you dear?  I find these domestic disputes to be so tedious.” Roberts stoops to give Erin a peck on the cheek which she brushes away irritably.   Then he stalks out of the room, ego clearly bruised somewhat.
 
    
 
   “Dr. SIlverman is good for this sort of thing I hear,” says Olivia brightly, consulting her phone.
 
    
 
   “I don’t want a damn counsellor, Olivia,” say your wife sharply, shooting daggers at Jenny with her eyes.  “I want a fucking frock or something.  I am not wearing that goddamned whore outfit on the streets.”
 
    
 
   Olivia falters from Erin’s harsh words.  “Sorry, Erin.  I will run and find you something.”  Then she hurries off.
 
    
 
   “What the hell were you thinking, Jenny?” demands Erin hotly. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, I just… it was pretty hot the way Roberts worked you over like that,” she says pleadingly.  
 
    
 
   “Well, I was sitting right here, you could have grabbed my cock!” whines Max.  “It’s certainly been a while.”
 
    
 
   “I was feeling kind of bad for Ted I guess,” says Jenny.  “He was just sitting her watch you getting owned by a billionaire.  I wanted to comfort him.”
 
    
 
   “Comfort his cock, you mean,” snorts Erin dismissively.
 
    
 
   Olivia rushes back into the room with a modest dress and some sensible shoes for your wife.  “Here you, Erin,” she says obsequiously.  “There is a car waiting downstairs if you want it as well.”
 
    
 
   Erin’s tone softens for a moment, “Oh, thank you, darling.  I am so sorry for being snappish with you.” She lets Olivia help her don the dress and then slips on the shoes.
 
    
 
   “I’m going back to the hotel, I need some time alone,” she says coldly and runs from the room.
 
    
 
   Jenny puts her face in her hands and sits with her head bowed.  Max jumps up and paces the room for a few minutes while Olivia stands by awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you three don’t want to talk with Dr. Silverman?” she asks lamely.  “He’s dealt with this sort of thing before.”
 
    
 
   “No thank you,” says Max stiffly.  “I’m going to go have a few drinks by myself I think.”  Then he walks out of the room, shaking his head in disbelief and not saying anything to Jenny or yourself.
 
    
 
   “It’s really a lot of drama over a little handjob,” whispers Olivia loudly with a twinkle in her eye.  “I mean you didn’t even cum, did you Ted?”
 
    
 
   “Honey, it’s more complicated than that,” sighs Jenny.  Then she turns to you.  “Well Ted, what do we do now?”
 
    
 
   “I want to say we should all go home, but I am afraid that Erin will want to do something to get me back first,” you admit.  “And I think we will need some kind of group counselling when this is all said and done.  But if we are going to go anywhere together, you need to put on a different gown because I can’t stop looking at your nipples.”
 
    
 
   Jenny laughs in spite of the gloomy situation.  “Ted, don’t be naughty.  Aren’t we in enough trouble as it is?”
 
    
 
   “That’s why you need to go change,” you say with a wry smile.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be running out of modest dresses if this keeps up,” laughs Olivia, heading out to go find Jenny some clothes.
 
    
 
   “Does this outfit really do something for you?” asks Jenny running her hands over her breasts suggestively once Olivia is gone.
 
    
 
   Your penis stiffens immediately as you gaze at Jenny’s stiff nipples and pert breast, clearly visible through the transparent fabric.
 
    
 
   “I thought we weren’t going to be naughty…” you say, gripping your penis.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, well, I guess we are already in trouble anyway,” says Jenny, unzipping your fly again.  “And frankly, I’ve been curious what it would be like for us to do it.  We’ve known each other all these years.”
 
    
 
   “Right,” you gasp as Jenny strips off her gown and stands before you naked.  You look her body up and down as you slide your pants off.  “Are you sure we won’t regret this?”
 
    
 
   “Ted, if we can salvage our marriages from the trainwreck of infidelities that Erin and I have already committed, then this should be just a footnote,” says Jenny, looking at your cock standing at attention.
 
    
 
   Just then Olivia walks back into the room with a dress.  “Well alrighty then, I guess you won’t be needing this right now,” she says with a laugh.  “Would you prefer a condom instead?”  She pulls one from her pocket deftly.
 
    
 
   “You keep condoms in your pocket?” you ask with a laugh.  
 
    
 
   “Working for Simon Roberts, you never know when some strange high net-worth penis will be trying to wriggle it’s way into your cooch,” she says with a laugh tossing it over.  “Do you two want to use the bedroom instead?”
 
    
 
   “No I think we are going to do it right here, thanks,” say Jenny, getting down on her knees before you.
 
    
 
   You expected Olivia to leave, but she just stays and watches with interest.  Jenny shrugs her shoulders after a moment and looks at you seductively.  “I’m going to go ahead and suck your dick now, ok Ted?” she says with a smile.
 
    
 
   “Thanks, Jenny,” is all you can think to say, then you gasp with pleasure as she looks you in the eye and starts running her tongue up the shaft of your penis from the base to the head.  She twirls her tongue around the head and then sucks it for a moment before returning to the base to lick it up and down again.
 
   “Jeez, you give good head,lady,” you pant.
 
    
 
   “And you’ve got quite a good dick,” returns Jenny.  “Mind if I climb aboard my best friend’s husband?”
 
    
 
   “No turning back now,” you say, helping her climb up and straddle your cock.  She sinks down onto you and your dick plunges up inside her hot wet snatch.  “Whoa, you are really hot and wet.”
 
    
 
   “I like how you guys talk to each other,” gasps Olivia, fingering herself as she stands watching.  “You are so comfortable.”
 
    
 
   “We’ve known each other for years and years, dear,” pants Jenny and she works herself up and down on your stiff rod.  You give her little thrusts to encourage her and start rubbing her clit with your thumb.  You are gripping her tight round ass with your other hand and then lean forward to lick one her stiff little nipples.
 
    
 
   “Oh fuck, I’m coming already, Ted,” she gasps, shuddering with an orgasm.  “This is just too kinky.  Fucking my friends husband while a billionaire’s cute little assistant offers color commentary and fingers herself.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I am almost ready myself,” you say.  “Bend over and let me do you from behind.”
 
    
 
   “Ok,” Jenny agrees amicably.  And it does feel oddly familiar as she climbs off and bends over to generously present her ass to you.  You push the head of your throbbing member between her swollen labia and start humping her from behind.  
 
    
 
   “I’m going to do it hard, now,” you warn her.
 
    
 
   “That’s fine, dear, I can take it,” she pants.
 
    
 
   So you start pounding your cock into her as hard and fast as you can and presently you are shooting spurt after spurt of cum inside your best friend’s wife.
 
    
 
   “Oh you forgot the condom, huh?” she asks, grinding her ass against you and fingering herself.  
 
    
 
   “Yeah, sorry,” you admit, and she immediately cries out as a second orgasm hits her.
 
    
 
   “I liked how insincere you sounded when you apologized for not using the rubber, it made me cum again,” she say foolishly, drunk on endorphins.  “No big deal, I’m on the pill.  None of the billionaire bother with a condom with they stick it to me…”
 
    
 
   “That was super hot, you guys,” says Olivia, cheeks flushed from excitement.  “Maybe I can join you next time?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know if there should be a next time,” you say hesitantly.
 
    
 
   “Probably not,” sighs Jenny.  “But it was damn good.”
 
    
 
   Olivia descends on you and Jenny, cleaning you both up with wet naps and helping Jenny on with the dress she brought.
 
    
 
   “You are such a darling,” says Jenny in gratitude.  “Thank you so much.”
 
    
 
   “I kind of get off on the obedient servant thing sometimes,” admits Olivia, blushing slightly.  “And sometimes I like being cheeky.  But you’re both welcome, of course.”  She pulls out her phone and sends a text.  “There will be a car for you presently.  Here’s my card if you need to reach me for any reason.”  Then she give a wave and departs.
 
    
 
   “Weird girl,” you say as you and Jenny head back to the elevator.
 
    
 
   “I like her, she’s cute,” says Jenny.  “Wouldn’t you do her?”
 
    
 
   You snort in embarrassment.  “She’s pretty young.”
 
 
   “She’s lega, why not?  Your wife hasn’t had any compunction about fucking other men,” says Jenny.
 
    
 
   “No, I guess not,” you say pensively.  “But I’m not ready to go full bore cheating on her to even the score yet either.”
 
    
 
   Jenny sighs,  “I know Ted, you are a good solid man.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t tease me, Jenny,” you say defensively.
 
    
 
   “No, I mean it, you are good and stable.  Not like Max,” she says earnestly.
 
    
 
   “Uh, come on, Jenny,” you say uncomfortably.  You know you should say something to defend Max, but you sort of blame him for getting you all into this mess in the first place.
 
    
 
   Jenny just smiles wryly at you and you are both silent on the drive back to the hotel, caught up with your own thoughts.
 
    
 
   Chapter 16 - To Hell in a Hand Basket
 
    
 
   You find Max drinking in the hotel bar with Smithers and some of the young men from the entourage.  Jenny marches right up to Max and says,  “We had sex.”
 
    
 
   You blanche in shock as she says it, but Max just gazes at her blearily and says, “I figured.”  He is already pretty drunk.
 
    
 
   “Err, can I get you two a drink?” asks Smithers awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “No, they can go fuck off now,” says Max, waving you and Jenny away dismissively.  “Run along, fuck off, thank you very much.”  He is slurring his speech and Smithers has to put his hand on Max’s shoulder to steady him.
 
    
 
   “Ok, there’s no talking to him right now, he’s a mess,” says Jenny with a sigh.  “Let’s go find Erin.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, she’s uh, in a meeting with Reggie in the Penthouse…  A bedroom meeting,” says Smithers significantly.  “So you would be welcome to attend, of course, Jenny,” he says, “But Ted, ah, should probably just come back later for the party.”  He smiles tightly, struggling to be diplomatic.  
 
    
 
   His attitude utterly infuriates you.  You want to tell him off and say that you are going to go up there and pull your wife right out of here.  But you bite your tongue when you realize that he could have you hauled off by a team of security goons within seconds, so you play it cool.
 
    
 
   “Sure Smithers, I appreciate the invitation to the party,  I will just accompany Jenny upstairs then but I won’t barge in on this little bedroom meeting,” you say with a tight smile.
 
    
 
   “Are you still here?” asks Max belligerently.  Smithers is distracted by trying to calm him down as you and Jenny slip away.
 
    
 
   “Good job keeping your cool there,” she says.  “I could tell that you were ready to lose it.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I can’t take any more of this bullshit, Jenny,” you say through gritted teeth.  “But I knew that if I went off on Smithers, he would sic the muscle on me.”
 
 
   “Well played, then,” she says with a cold smile.
 
    
 
   When you yo arrive at the Penthouse suite, you are finally impressed by a bit of oppulence.  There are roman style statues and pillars and amazing marble floors.  Security lets you and Jenny pass without question at the the entrance, but no one is guarding the bedroom door itself, you so and Jenny both walk right in.
 
    
 
   Erin is naked on all fours on the bed while Witherspoon dogs her from behind and Ben kneels in front of her with his dick in her mouth.  Reggie notices Jenny first and welcomes her warmly, “Ah, Jenny, so glad you could make it.  We were running short of companions and had to double up on poor Erin here.” Then he notices you and frowns slightly, “Oh, Ted, yes, sorry, we are a bit busy now, can you come back for the party,later.”
 
    
 
   “Actually, can you two please refrain from fucking my wife for one second,” you snap testily.
 
    
 
   “Erin’s your wife?” laughs Ben in surprise.  “Wow!  You are a pervert.”
 
    
 
   Witherspoon makes a face as though he had just stepped in a dog turd,  “Really, Ted, it’s in poor taste to bring that up.”
 
 
   “We fucked!” said Jenny to Erin
 
    
 
   Erin yanks Ben’s cock from her mouth making him yelp.  “I knew it!  I knew we shouldn’t have left  you two alone.  She crawls away from Reggie, extracting herself from his grasp and leaving his cock stiff and shining with her juices.
 
    
 
   “Erin, darling, what are you doing?” he asks in consternation.
 
    
 
   But Erin jump right from the bed and rushes over to Jenny.  Jenny just looks her in the eye boldly and Erin slaps her right across the face.  Jenny’s cheek is red but she doesn’t react, she just stares Erin down.
 
    
 
   “My god, Erin, what’s gotten into you?” gasp Witherspoon in shock, standing with his cock wagging about absurdly.
 
    
 
   “My best friend just fucked my husband,” spat Erin angrily staring at Jenny with anger.
 
    
 
   “But ah, you and we were just…” begins Ben, but Witherspoon shakes his head in warning and Ben shuts up.
 
    
 
   “Alright, you all sort this out amongst yourselves then,” says Witherspoon stiffly, wrapping himself in a rich cotton robe.  “Come along, Ben.  This may become tiresome.”   Ben shrugs and slips on some shorts, following Witherspoon out of the bedroom.
 
    
 
   Jenny and Erin face off for a few moments just staring into each other’s eyes and then Erin breaks down crying and Jenny wraps her arms around her to comfort her.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know what’s happening to us,” cries Erin.  “This is all so crazy.”
 
    
 
   “Shush dear, I know,” says Jenny, motioning you over to comfort your wife.  
 
    
 
   You come to put your arms around Erin and she suddenly lashes out, punching you in the guy and doubling you over.
 
    
 
   “You don’t get off that easy, Ted,” she yells.  “You fucked my Jenny!”
 
    
 
   You gasp for a moment and then struggle upright.  You face you wife coldly and she draws away from Jenny to face you with tears in her eyes.  Your heart is melting but you slap her across the face anyway.  She gives a gasp and stops crying.
 
    
 
   “I would forgive you a lot, almost anything,” you stammer.  “But this has to end right now.  You are packing up and coming home with me now and leaving these fucking billionaires to stick their heads up their own hedonistic asses.  I am not going to tolerate any more.  You have debased yourself enough.  I am sorry for fucking Jenny, but maybe that was what was needed to snap you out of this.”
 
    
 
   Erin bows her head and says nothing for a moment.  “You’re right, Ted.  I’m actually surprised that you didn’t react this way sooner.”
 
    
 
   “I was a damn fool to let it go on this long,”  you admit bitterly.  “But I love you too damn much to deny you anything.”
 
    
 
   “Same here, honey,” she says looking up at you.  “I just need to deny you one thing… no more sex with Jenny.”
 
    
 
   You all break out in troubled laughter at that.  “Yeah, well, I am hoping that things will just get back to normal when we get home.  And I don’t normally have sex with anyone but my own wife.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, then, let’s just scoop up poor Max and get the hell out of here,” says Jenny wistfully looking around the luxuriously appointed bedroom.  “It was fun while it lasted, but it’s not worth ruining our marriages over.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 17 - Home Again Home Again Jiggety Jig
 
    
 
   Erin throws some clothes on and you depart the boudoir with her and Jenny.  You find Witherspoon having a drink in the palatial living room with Ben and Smithers.  The view through the windows reveals all of Manhattan spread before you.
 
    
 
   “Reggie, we are leaving,” says Jenny firmly. “Erin and I are going home with our husbands.”
 
    
 
   Erin nods silent agreement, and you put your arm around her possessively.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon opens his mouth as though about to object, then thinks better of it.  “Ah… Yes, of course, dear.  I hope you have a wonderful trip and that you all can restore your… domestic harmony.”
 
    
 
   “They can’t just leave,” pipes up Ben, “They are still on payroll!”
 
    
 
   “Payroll, yes, contract no,” says Witherspoon, shaking his head sadly.
 
    
 
   “Well, you know Jenny never sent back her revisions,” says Smithers defensively, smoothing his tie.  He seems worried.
 
    
 
   “Look, we already discussed this scenario,” says Witherspoon curtly.  “I refuse to rehash this now.  Shall I have Smithers call you a car to take you to the airport?”
 
    
 
   “Wait, what did you do, war game this whole thing out?” asks Jenny incredulously.
 
    
 
   “Of course dear, I don’t like to leave sensitive situations like this entirely to chance,” says Witherspoon with a graceful shrug.
 
    
 
   “That’s… yeah,” replies Jenny, shaking her head.  “Yes, we would like a car, thank you.”
 
    
 
   “No problem,” says Smithers, pulling out his phone.  “But we put poor Max to bed already.  He simply drank until he passed out at the bar.”
 
    
 
   “Oh dear,” says Jenny with concern.  “That’s not good.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, he’ll be fine.  We’ll put him in a wheelchair or something,” says Smithers pragmatically.
 
    
 
   You all give Witherspoon and Ben perfunctory farewells, and depart along with Witherspoon to go collect Max and head home.  Max is groggy but no longer pugnacious, and he does require a wheelchair since no one wants to wait around for him to sleep off his binge.  Smithers has everyone packed up and put into a waiting car with surprising efficiency.  Flying at the last minute is no problem when money is no object and presently you find yourself ensconced in a first class seat as the plane taxis for take off.  The mood is somber and no one talks much on the trip home.
 
    
 
   Things are strained between you and your wife for several weeks.  She complains about little inconveniences that never bothered her before.  And though you sleep in the same bed together, the warmth is missing.  Far from repeating your initial spank session when you two shared the kink of her exhibitionist awakening, you haven’t even discussed the trip or had sex at all.   Erin doesn’t want to talk about her trip with Witherspoon, and you can’t bear to pry into it.  Max and Jenny report similar problems so it is agreed that you all will go to marriage counselling together, since your two marriages had become so entwined.
 
    
 
   Max’s friend recommended a fellow named Silverman who was well respected.  The wives were nervous about relating their problems to a man.  Max assured them that he would be strictly professional, so the women reluctantly agreed to go talk to him.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 18 - A Marriage Counselor Tries to Get the Story Straight Without Popping a Boner
 
    
 
    
 
   “So, maybe you can start by telling me how you all got to know each other,” says the distinguished and mild mannered Dr. Silverman after you were all settled into his well appointed office and he had turned on the white noise machine for added privacy.
 
    
 
   “Well Erin and I become friends in college,” says Jenny, thinking back fondly.
 
    
 
   “Ah,” says Silverman, noticing that Erin also developed a little smile at the thought.  “How did you two first meet?”
 
    
 
   Erin chuckles but then covers her mouth and motions for Jenny to tell the story.  Jenny’s own smile falters slightly and she hesitates.
 
    
 
   “Go on, it’s a good story,” says Max encouraging.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I don’t think, I heard this story,” you say, thinking about it for a second.
 
    
 
   “Oh, it’s a good one,” says Max with a smile.  He’s been very cold to you since you had sex with his wife, but being in the therapy session environment, seems to have loosened him up.
 
    
 
   “Ok,” says Jenny with a sigh, “Well it was the beginning of our Freshman year and we were at this party.  My dorm mate knew some of Erin’s friends and we were introduced.  I don’t know, I guess we just immediately hit it off.  We talked about how unusual she was, being a female into science, and we talked about boys of course.  We had a few drinks and pretty soon we were walking around the party arm-in-arm, chatting away.”  She stops and exchanges a warm look with Erin.
 
    
 
   “And then Cecil showed up!” blurts out Erin with a mischievous grin.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah…” says Jenny, bowing her head with a small smile on her face.
 
   “Who was Cecil?” asks Silverman, gently.  He is taking notes in a moleskin binder.
 
    
 
   “Cecil was this guy I was sort of seeing… not really a boyfriend.   He was always trying to talk me into a threesome with some other girl, and when he saw Erin and I palling around, he immediately started cajoling us to kiss,” says Jenny.  Her cheeks are starting to grow flushed from the memory.  “Some other guys chimed in and we were pretty drunk and getting along really well so we went ahead and kissed on the lips for them.”
 
    
 
   “Jenny was just doing it to get the boys turned on, but I was genuinely curious what it would be like to kiss another girl,” say Erin sitting primly with her hands on her knees.
 
    
 
   “Ah-ha, go on,” says Silverman.  You notice that his voice seems slightly hoarse.  You wonder how a professional manages to listen to this sort of story without getting aroused.  You feel your own cock stiffen at the thought of Erin and Jenny fooling around as young women.
 
    
 
   “You know, the guys all wanted to see Erin’s boobs of course, so they dared me to open her shirt and squeeze them,” say Jenny gazing at Erin with a twinkle in her eye.
 
    
 
   “So I let,” laughs Erin.  “It was an incredible turn on to have another girl squeezing my bare boobs and pinching my nipples while all these guys stood around with their mouths hanging open.  I was 19 and horny and I didn’t have a boyfriend myself at the time.  So, when Cecil suggested I come back to his place with him and Jenny after the party for a threesome, I immediately agreed.”  Erin’s color had risen, and you could tell she was getting aroused at the memory.
 
    
 
   “Jesus, really,” you say in amazement.  Your penis is fully erect at this point.
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe that you never heard that story,” laughs Max, adjusting the lump in his own trousers.  “When you think about it, it really foreshadows all the recent events.”
 
    
 
   “Hmm,” says Erin thoughtfully.  “I guess so.  We were sort of wild for a few months there.  I guess we got into some mild exhibitionism.  But that was years ago.”
 
    
 
   “How long did you and Jenny maintain a sexual relationship with each other?” asks Silverman clinically.  Sweat has broken out on his brow, and he seems to be struggling to remain professional.
 
    
 
   “Oh, it was just with Cecil and just for a few months,” says Jenny quickly.  “I mean, I was always fascinated by Erin’s body, but just because she is so gorgeous.  We are both strongly hetero.  Even when we were with Cecil, the most we would do is kiss a little or pinch each other’s nipples.”
 
    
 
   “Or spank each other!” giggles Erin blushing fully now.
 
   “That’s hot,” says Max, matter-of-factly.
 
    
 
   “Shush Max,” scold Jenny with a smile.  “But Cecil was a real prick, so we broke it off with him after a few months and each got our own boyfriends.  At that point our friendship became less sexual and more emotional.”
 
    
 
   “I see,” says Silverman clearing his throat.  “Do you want to talk about how you two met Ted and Max?”
 
    
 
   “Those stories are boring in comparison,” you say with a laugh.  “Erin and I met at a science club seminar.  She was so bright and earnest, I had to ask her out.  And that was a big deal for me, since I was normally pretty shy around women.  But I just felt comfortable around Erin.”
 
    
 
   Your wife smiles at you, “Yes, Ted was so tall and handsome and smart, how could I resist him?”
 
    
 
   “Jenny and I met in graduate school actually, before I dropped out of my MBA.  I was attracted to her fiendish wit and tight little body,” says Max giving his wife a wink.
 
    
 
   “Max of course, charmed me from the first,” sighs Jenny taking his hand.  “He is such a rogue with his schemes and his irreverence.  Oh darling, this feels good to remember why we got together…” says Jenny, looking at Max, her eyes misting up.
 
    
 
   “That’s what counselling is for,” says Max huskily, trying to control his emotions.
 
    
 
   “It’s certainly an important part of the process.  You want to re-establish the foundations of your relationships with one another.  What drew you together,” says Silverman, coming into his own and asserting a bit more control of the situation.  “Next we should talk about what has changed, what has put stressors on these relationships.”
 
    
 
   “Well, one stressor we’ve had is my lack of success as an entrepreneur,” says Max glumly.  “One business venture after another has gone belly up over the years.”
 
    
 
   “And that has been a financial strain?  Money problems are a common cause of discord for couples,” says Silverman sympathetically.
 
    
 
   “Err, no,” cuts in Jenny, looking at her husband. “I have a very decent income, and we live very comfortably.  Max, your business failures never gave us any problems over the years.  Why do you say that?  I always supported you… within reason.”  Jenny squeezes Max’s hand lovingly.
 
    
 
   “But don’t you think less of me?” he asks sadly.  “How can you respect a husband who is a constant failure?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Max!” laughs Jenny with a tear in her eye.  “Darling, please!  You are my devilish trickster,” she gushes.  “You turn failure into renewal over and over.  You simply never give up.  Why I don’t know any man with the guts and courage to continually persevere the way you have.”
 
    
 
   Max is crying openly now and he and Jenny embrace.
 
    
 
   Erin looks at you with a tear in her own eye and you squeeze her hand fondly, acknowledging the touching scene.
 
    
 
   “Besides, you always fail upward, Max,” you chime in. “Look at the network of contacts  you have amassed over the years.  Once you do strike on the right idea, you will really have a huge pool or resources to draw on to make it happen.”
 
    
 
   “Alright, thanks Ted,” says Max, blowing his nose and regaining composure.  “Sorry, I had a moment of weakness there, but I am fine, really.”
 
    
 
   “Alright, so why are we here today?” asks Silverman with a gentle smile, spreading his hands before him.
 
 
   “Well, it’s because our wives ran off with a billionaire and got used sexually by him and his friends a couple of weeks ago,” you say simply.
 
    
 
   “And, Jenny and Ted took it on themselves to fuck each other amid all the chaos,” snapped Erin, her dander rising.
 
    
 
   “Err, what?” says Silverman utterly taken aback by these revelations.  “I mean, who is this billionaire?”
 
    
 
   “Reggie Witherspoon,” says Erin with a sigh looking at you sheepishly, her anger draining away.
 
    
 
   “Ok,” says Silverman.  “And how did you meet this person?”
 
    
 
   “Max had this idea to sell lingerie by throwing lingerie parties and inviting men to come ogle at women models,” says Erin, looking at Max with a tender smile.  “But he didn’t have the cash to hire expensive models so he asked Jenny and I to do it.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” says Silverman, taken aback.  He quickly recover composure.  “What did you think of this, Ted?”
 
    
 
   “Well, you know, Max is such a good friend…” you say awkwardly.  “It made me nervous to have Erin showing her privates to other men, but our love life had cooled down a bit lately and I guess we thought it would spice things up a bit.”  You feel weird trying to explain it to a stranger.
 
    
 
   “Uh, ok,” says Silverman, shifting in his chair uncomfortably.
 
    
 
   “It worked, too,” enthuses Erin.  “We had amazing sex the morning after that first party.  Ted spanked me for being such a naughty wife and flashing my vagina for all those strange men.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, ok,” says Silverman, putting his notebook into his lap and trying to interrupt.  
 
    
 
   “It re-ignited our love life as well,” muses Jenny looking at Max tenderly.
 
    
 
   “Ted even liked the way I let Witherspoon boss me around,” says Erin.  
 
    
 
   “Boss you around?” gulped Silverman with unease.
 
    
 
   “In a polite way of course.  ‘Would you mind removing your panties for me?’” says Erin mocking Witherspoon’s accent and giving you a fiendish grin.  “‘I hope it’s no imposition if I put my penis in your mouth like this.’”
 
    
 
   Jenny and Max laugh out loud and you just smile weakly along. Your penis has grown stiff again at the thought of it.
 
    
 
   “But, how?” asks Silverman putting his hands defensively in his lap.
 
    
 
   “I know, we probably got carried away and took the game too far,” says Erin contritely.  “Letting Witherspoon and Ben fuck me in cigar room while Ted looked on was probably going too far… but he seemed so into it,” she finishing with a whiney tone.
 
    
 
   “Cigar room?” says a perplexed Silverman, clearly lost at sea.
 
    
 
   “I was sort of into into it,” you admit.  “But then all these other plutocrats got involved…”
 
    
 
   “That video conference where Sergei shot his load in your face was pretty harsh,” Max tells Jenny with a slight frown.
 
    
 
   “Please, people,” says Silverman, raising his hands.  He is breathing heavily and is clearly confused and aroused.  
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, do you have an erection, Dr. Silverman?” gasps Erin with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “Err, no, of course not,” he says nervously, covering his lap.
 
    
 
   “I do,” chirps Max cheerfully.  
 
    
 
   “That’s so unprofessional,” tisks Jenny shaking her head.
 
    
 
   “Let’s get out of here,” you say, disgusted and standing up.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Ted, I can see yours too,” says Erin with a chuckle, playfully gripping the lump in your pants as you stand before her.
 
    
 
   “Honey, stop,” you squawk with embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Why?” she pouts, boldly unzipping your pants.  “Recounting our exploits has gotten me hot, and we haven’t had proper sex since we got back from New York.  Then she pulls out your stiff phallus and starts stroking it as it quivers just inches from her mouth.
 
    
 
   “Erin, please, this is totally unacceptable,” stammers Silverman.
 
    
 
   “Too bad,” says Erin simply and she pops your cock into her mouth.
 
    
 
   Max and Jenny just laugh at Silverman’s discomfiture as you moan with pleasure and let your wife suck you off.  
 
    
 
   “Just think how many rich cocks that mouth has had in it lately,” teases Jenny, wriggling with excitement.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, your wife is a total slut,” chimes in Max, enjoying the game.
 
    
 
   “Oh, god,” you gasp, and the thought of Erin with all those other men pushes you over the edge and you shoot your load all over her face.
 
    
 
   “You people need to leave now,” says Silverman aghast.  “I don’t have any experience in this sort of thing.  I must refer you to an associate of mine.  She specializes in polyamory.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, Silverman, sorry about that,” says Max standing to leave.  His erection is pitching a tent in his trousers.  “But this session has been extremely healing.  I feel much better about everything.”
 
    
 
   “Wait, can I have a tissue?” asks Erin dabbing at your cum on her cheek, as you zip up.
 
    
 
   “I think you should go out into the waiting room like that, with a face full of Ted’s jizz,” laughs Jenny with a wicked grin.
 
    
 
   “Oh please don’t,” gasps Silverman.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, doctor, but sometimes I simply must be naughty,” smiles Erin and she strides assertively out into the waiting room.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit!” you laugh in amazement. You grab the box of tissues off of Silverman’s desk and run out after your wife as the waiting room full of couples gaze at her face in astonishment.
 
    
 
   “He’s good.  Really good,” laughs Jenny as you all follow your cum-soaked wife out of the office and into the street.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 19 - Things Get Back to “Normal” and a Mysterious Midnight Visit
 
    
 
   The visit to Silverman did clear the air between you and your wife substantially and you had an exciting evening of sex with much playful spanking and other symbolic punishments that evening.  Erin started talking about her trip with the plutocrats more frequently, but only in bed when you could slap her bare rump and fuck her for being so naughty.  A week after the visit to Silverman, she recounts her trip to the Met with Ben and Witherspoon.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready for another naughty story of how bad I was in New York?” asks Erin, coming to bed in her transparent nighty.  You gaze at her gorgeous breasts at they bounce and jiggle and smile appreciatively.  She lifts the hem to show you her bush and then turns around so you can get a glimpse of her ass as well.  “You’ll need to spank this, I think,” she teases, rubbing her round white ass.  Your cock is already standing at attention by the time she climbs into bed.
 
    
 
   “So anyway, Jenny, Ben, Witherspoon, and I all went to the Met on our first day in New York.  Ben of course is like a little dog that won’t stop humping your leg, so one of the first things he does is reach up my skirt and yank my panties down,” says Erin.  You have pulled your pajama bottoms off and you wife is stroking your rod lovingly as she recounts the tale.
 
    
 
   “What right there in the museum in front of everyone?,” you ask in surprise, distractedly toying with her boobs.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I had a short skirt with stockings and a button down blouse, so it was a pretty modest outfit compared to one you saw me in at the restaurant.  Ben told me it was impolite of me to wear underwear when I was on a date with him, since it would make it harder for him to use me sexually when the mood struck him,” Her eyes sparkled with delight as your stomach churned with jealousy.
 
    
 
   “Such a little prick,” you mutter, pinching her nipples slightly in retribution. 
 
    
 
   “No, his dick is nice and plump,” says Erin giving you a tug.
 
    
 
   “Bad wife,” you tease, reaching around to slap her ass as she kneels beside you stroking your cock.  “Did people notice when he pulled your knickers down in the museum?”
 
    
 
   “Definitely,” says Erin with a gleam in her eye.  “A woman took her kids and hustled them off in the other direction.  But a group of young guys in their early twenties made some loud comments.  They started following and laughed whenever Ben put his hand up the back of my skirt to rub my bare ass.  Oh wow, you are hard now, I’m climbing on.”
 
    
 
   “Do it,” you tell her urgently as your wife lithely straddles you and starts to lower herself onto  your straining phallus.  You both heave a sigh of pleasure as you penetrate her.
 
    
 
   “Ok, so then we all stopped to admire this certain nude statue of Aphrodite, and Ben told me to bend over and grasp the railing because he wanted to fuck me from behind.”  She is bouncing up and down on your cock now and panting.  You reach up to grip her large tits in your hands as your thrust your pelvis up into her.  She is rubbing her own clitoris as she continues her story.  “I looked back at the group of young guys who had followed us and there were watching so I got nervous.  But Ben insisted, so I obediently bent over and lifted up my skirt, presenting my ass to him.”
 
    
 
   You are incensed and turned on at the same time and gasp,  “That smug fucking twenty-year old wunderkind tells you to bend over and you just meekly comply and offer him your pussy to fuck right in public so everyone could see?”  You feel yourself ready to cum as you think this over.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she pants, clearly on the verge of climax herself.  “So he just pulled his prick out and plunged it right into me while the young men made catcalls and shouting in amazement.  I just bent over and told Ben how good he was and thanked him for dicking me.”
 
    
 
   “You vixen,” you exclaim, spanking her ass sharply as you ejaculate inside her.  She climaxes a moment later, her hair mussed and head thrown back in ecstacy.  You lay there and admire her pale complexion and how beautiful she looks when the passion brings the color out in her cheeks.
 
    
 
   After her orgasm subsides, she strips off her nightgown and flops down next to you in bed.  You kiss her cheek and stroke her hair tenderly.  “The thought of you submitting to that little bastard does madden me,” you whisper.  Then you sit up and look at her with a smile.  “But I can’t believe you had the guts to fuck in public like that.”
 
    
 
   “Jenny and Witherspoon loved it.  Jenny offered color commentary and Witherspoon just laughed and laughed,” replies Erin, stretching luxuriously.  “But then the security guards showed up and tried to pull Ben off me.”
“Really?” you say, amazed that this happened.
 
    
 
   “But Witherspoon smoothly intervened.  He knows some member of the board of the Met and he called her.  A moment later the guards got the order to stand down.  They just joined the crowd of onlookers who gathered to watch Ben dog me right the in front of that statue.  Pretty soon, this distinguished older lady showed up on the scene and Ben picked that moment to pull out and shoot his load all over my ass.  The crowd applauded, but the woman chastised Reggie for his poor form and told the guards to escort us out after all.  I curtseyed to the crowd as I pulled my skirt down and someone actually threw me a rose.”
 
    
 
   “You are an unbelievable harlot,” you say affectionately.  “I never knew you had it in you.”
 
    
 
   “Me neither,” she giggles sleepily, and you two fall asleep in each other’s arms.
 
    
 
   You are awoken a couple of hours later by Erin shaking your shoulder.   The doorbell is ringing repeatedly and she looks concerned.  “Ted, someone is at the door,” she says urgently, wrapping a robe around her naked form.  Come with me and see who it is.”
 
    
 
   “What time is it?” you mumble, trying to rub the sleep from your eyes.
 
    
 
   “Three AM,” she says.  “Maybe someone has had a car accident.  Come with me.”
 
    
 
   “Ok, ok,” you say, pulling on your pajama bottoms groggily.  You follow your wife downstairs as she rushes ahead with trepidation.  
 
    
 
   She peeks through the curtain at the side of the door and then exclaims, “Oh my god!  It’s Sergei!”  she flings open the door to reveal the fat bald Russian oligarch standing on your doorstep with his cock in his hand.
 
    
 
   “Erin, I find you!  Come give tug!” exclaims Sergei holding his arms wide for a hug with his crooked little boner sticking out of his pants and pointing right at your wife’s crotch.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing here? Did you come all this way to see me?” she asks in amazement.
 
    
 
   “I visit Witherspoon. Is business,” he says waving dismissively.  “Driver say you live nearby, I come for tug.”
 
    
 
   Erin looks at you with embarrassment then glances up and down the deserted street to make sure no one is around.
 
    
 
   “You can’t come in, Sergei,” she says lamely.  “It’s late.”
 
    
 
   “No problems, just give hug, give tug,” says Sergei amicably holding his arms open.  
 
   Erin looks over her shoulder at you and shrugs then lets Sergei embrace her.  She squeals with laughter as he deftly pulls her robe open and sticks his prick right between her legs, prodding her cunt with it.
 
    
 
   “Sergei, please,” laughs Erin.  “Control yourself.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, what the hell, man!” you object, finally coming to your senses.
 
    
 
   “Easy, easy,” he tells you pulling his cock from between your wife’s legs.  “I just come for quick tug, no more.”  He gestures to his stiff rod bobbing up and down and Erin grips it familiarly and starts pulling on it for him.
 
    
 
   “Erin!” you object.  “Stop it!”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Ted.  It’s just Sergei.  He can’t control himself.  He’s like an animal,” laughs Erin.
 
    
 
   “As you say, animal!” agrees Sergei with a smile as your wife gives the chubby Russian oligarch a handjob in the cool morning air on your doorstep.  “But, Erin, is this not your home?” he asks.
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course,” she says smiling warmly at Sergie as she strokes his cock.
 
    
 
   “Why is he here?” asks Sergei, nodding to you rudely as he grips your wife’s bare knockers in his gnarled little hands.
 
    
 
   “Sergei, Ted is my husband,” laughs Erin reaching under to tickle Sergei’s balls as she jerks him.
 
    
 
   “Husband?” he yelps, then starts spurting cum all over your wife.  He hits her in the stomach and right in the bush as well.  “Oh boy, so sorry, Ted.  I have not full information from driver.” says Sergei contritely.  But at the same time he rudely cleans the cum from his cock with the hem of Erin’s robe.  “I apologies.  I will send gift.”  Then he scampers away and you notice that there are a couple of tall muscular security guards in black suites waiting at a limo parked at the curb.  Sergei turns to blow your wife a kiss and then ducks inside and they pull away quickly.
 
    
 
   “Well, that happened!” laughs your wife, shaking cum from her hand.
 
    
 
   “That was pretty fucked up,” you say, stunned.  “Is this what our life is going to be like now?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” she admits stripping off her soiled robe and wiping her belly and public hair with it.  “But just wait until we see what the gift is.  Sergei is pretty generous.”
 
    
 
   You shake your head and climb back into bed with your wife. The following morning a delivery arrives with a strange men’s watch with a Phoenix on the face and an odd assortment of dials.  The back contains an inscription:”To Ted, from Sergei V. I am forever grateful for your generosity.” The box is labelled “Urwerk UR-103.”  You look it up on the internet and whistle.  
 
   “This thing is worth $60,000,” you tell Erin.
 
    
 
   “Oh, I don’t think you should sell it,” she says, taking a sip of coffee.  “An engraved benediction from Sergei might come in handy some day.”  
 
    
 
   “Yeah, well I really value it as a keepsake of all the great times you and he had together,” you say sarcastically, tossing the watch back in the box.
 
    
 
   “Nice, Ted, nice,” laughs Erin.  “How do you want your eggs?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 20 - The Unlicensed Sex Counselor
 
    
 
   After the Sergei event, things were a bit weird again between you and Erin so she recommends that you and she go with Max and Jenny to the polyamory specialist that Silverman had recommended.  Her “office” is strangely done up with bedding covering the entire floor and sheer white drapes hung throughout the room.  A breeze is blowing through the room causing the drapes to flutter and she is playing sounds from the seashore instead of white noise.
 
    
 
   “Feels like an 80’s music video in here,” you mutter as you walk in.
 
    
 
   “You’re not afraid to be snarky, I like that,” says Julia the counselor, striking forward to greet you.  She is a slim, good looking young woman in a thin tank top and flowing flowered skirt.  She has small breasts, but isn’t wearing a bra, so her nipples are poking through.  You are stunned when she gives you a bone crushing handshake.  “It’s fine, you can look at my nipples,” she laughs.
 
    
 
   Jenny and Erin titter at this and you all take a seat on cushions.
 
    
 
   “Look, just to be clear, I’ve had my counselor license pulled by the state because of my unorthodox approach.  I don’t bother trying to be objective at all.  Objectivity is a illusion anyway,” says Julia.  “Also, the patriarchs don’t like it when I have sex with my clients.  They get off on controlling what woman can and cannot do with their vaginas.”
 
    
 
   You and Max exchange surprised looks.
 
    
 
   “What do you mean that objectivity is an illusion,” asks Erin with interest.
 
    
 
   “We all have biases, it’s impossible to avoid that.  You’re a scientist, you know how hard it is to design a proper experiment.  We all choose to observe some things and ignore others.  A car is rushing toward you, and you choose to observe that rather than the leaf fluttering down the sodewalk.”
 
    
 
   “But that’s obvious,” objects Erin.
 
    
 
   “It’s a bias.  There is a reason for it, sure, but a truly objective point of view wouldn’t give any observation a privileged position over any other.  Thus it would be meaningless,” says Julia.
 
    
 
   “Wow,” says Erin.  “We need to talk more.”
 
    
 
   “Anytime,” smiles Julia.  Then she turns to you and Max and continues in a businesslike manner, reviewing her notes.  “I already had an onboarding call with Erin and Jenny, and they gave me the background information,”  “It seems that you folks have already started exploring polyamory, but you are basically doing it all wrong.  First of all, you need to lay out ground rules outlining what each person is and is not OK with.”
 
    
 
   “That sounds reasonable,” says Max.
 
    
 
   “Secondly,” continues Julia forcefully, ignoring Max. “You four need to get down and do a full on foursome. 
 
    
 
   “Uh, what?” says Erin in surprise.
 
    
 
   “Don’t act coy, Erin,” scolds Julia.  “How many penises have you sucked this month?”
 
    
 
   “Five?” asks Erin hesitantly.
 
    
 
   “Did you ever blow Smithers?” asks Jenny thoughtfully.
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t matter,” cuts in Julia sternly.  “The fact that you are losing count speaks for itself. 
 
    
 
   You laugh in amazement, “What kind of counsellor are you?”
 
    
 
   “Look Ted,” says Julia, softening her tone. “I am trying to help steer you folks.  You are already on the road and driving in this direction, but you just keep crashing and burning. If you guys don’t really want to try the foursome, I will drop it for now, but you already got most of the way there.  Ted and Jenny have fucked already.  Max has jerked off watching Erin get fucked several times.  I mean, you want to fuck Erin, right Max?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, no?” he says looking at his wife nervously.
 
    
 
   “What if this screws up a good friendship?” ask Jenny skeptically.
 
    
 
   “Wow, you people!” laughs Julia.  “I figured this would be easy.  Alright, let’s come back to the foursome idea later.  Next, we need some ground rules for fucking outside the marriage.  This nonsense where Sergei shows up and shoots his wad uninvited needs to stop ASAP.  You need to schedule every encounter and Ted needs to weigh in on whether he wants to watch or skip it or try to talk you out of it, understood?”
 
    
 
   “You’re right, Julia,” says Erin guiltily.
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t sound very spontaneous,” laughs Jenny.
 
    
 
   “It takes more work, but you can create sort of a framework for spontaneity to occur within.  But the way you two have been doing it has just hurt your husbands,” says Julia urgently.
 
    
 
   “Fair enough,” admits Jenny, blushing slightly from embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “Here’s a book by Dr. Deborah Anapol,” says Julia, handing Jenny a book.  “Please read it, she is one of the leading experts on polyamory.  But the first rule is honesty, so let’s start by each person telling the others what they want.”
 
    
 
   “Uh, right now?” you ask nervously.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ted, right now,” say Julia patiently, and you can’t help but glance down at her pert nipples poking through her tank top.  “I see you looking at my nipples again, Ted.”
 
 
   “Oh, shit, sorry,” you stammer, looking at Erin guiltily as she squints at you.
 
    
 
   “Don’t apologize,” chuckles Julia.  “I already gave you permission to look.  To be honest, your interest is making me a little aroused.  You are a talk, good looking man, and I think I would enjoy having sex with you.”
 
    
 
   “Julia!” laughs Erin in shock.  “My goodness!”
 
    
 
   “I’m being honest, Erin,” says Julia soberly.  Then she turns to you and asks you point blank, “Now it’s your turn, Ted.  Would you like to fuck me?”
 
    
 
   “Err, wow…” you say trailing off and looking at your wife helplessly.
 
    
 
   “Ted, don’t forget that Erin has been sleeping around quite freely,” says Julia sternly.  “But even if she hadn’t, you have the right to talk about your desire.”
 
    
 
   Jenny laughs nervously and she and Max exchange significant looks.
 
   “Do you disagree, Jenny?” asks Julia, arching her brow.
 
    
 
   “No, of course not,” says Jenny with an awkward smile.  “I just never thought about it that way.”
 
    
 
   “Start thinking of it that way,” demands Julia curtly.  Then she directs her piercing blue eyes at you again and your penis stiffens in response.  This good looking woman is demanding that you tell her how much you want to fuck her.
 
    
 
   “You are a beautiful and sexually aggressive woman,” you tell her simply.  “I would definitely have sex with you given the opportunity.  Sorry, Erin.” 
 
    
 
   “Oh, that’s no problem,” says Erin stiffly, holding herself erect with her hands in her lap.
 
    
 
   “You don’t like that do you, Erin?” sneers Julia cruelly.
 
    
 
   “No, I don’t,” admits Erin, blinking back a tear.
 
    
 
   Julia’s harsh expression softens immediately in response.  “What have you been putting Ted through these past weeks?”
 
    
 
   “It’s not as simple as that,” blurts out Erin, turning red.  “I’ve had a sexual awakening!  Besides, these men I’ve been sleeping with are billionaires…”
 
    
 
   “Not lowly sexual counsellors like me?” mutters Julia under her breath.
 
    
 
   “Well, Ben isn’t a billionaire…” you chime in hesitantly.
 
    
 
   “He’s a multi-millionaire in his own right, but he was a major player in the entourage,” retorts Erin assertively.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, this is more complicated than the average case,” admits Julia thoughtfully.  “So what do you want, Erin?  Where should you go from here?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” admits Erin, looking at you sadly.  “I mean, I want us to just go back to being a regular married couple, but I am afraid that can’t happen now.”
 
    
 
   “What about this awakening?” asks Julia gently.  “Are you ready to go back to sleep?”
 
    
 
   “No.  No, I can’t,” says Erin, drawing herself upright.  “I’ve enjoyed the sex with these powerful men, and in some twisted way, Ted has too.  It’s resparked our love life.”
 
    
 
   Are you going to be OK if Erin goes off the reservation now and then, Ted?” Julia ask you with a wry smile.
 
   “I don’t know,” you admit.  “It’s been very emotionally draining.  All these complex emotions of jealousy and insecurity…”
 
    
 
   “And arousal?” prompts Julia softly.
 
    
 
   “And arousal,” you admit.
 
    
 
   “So when I do get to have sex with Erin?” asks Max, butting in with a devilish grin.
 
    
 
   “Come on, Max,” you complain helplessly.
 
    
 
   “You admitted that you get off on her fucking other guys,” replies Max with a twinkle in his eye.  “Besides, you already boinked Jenny.  I owe you one.”
 
    
 
   “There you go, Max,” says Julia encouragingly.
 
    
 
   “What if I don’t want to, Max?” asks Erin coyly.
 
    
 
   “Don’t make up your mind so fast,” says Max, warming up to the idea.  “You haven’t seen what I have to offer.”  Then he grips his crotch crudely.
 
    
 
   “He’s fairly big,” admits Jenny judiciously.  “And he gives great oral.”
 
    
 
   “Jenny!” you squawk.  “Don’t encourage them.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Ted, get over it,” sighs Jenny.
 
    
 
   “How big?” asks Erin curiously.
 
    
 
   “Let me show you,” says Max, giving you a lecherous wink.  Then he gets up and strides right over to where your wife is sitting, unzips his fly and pulls out his stiff cock, pointing it right at your wife’s mouth.
 
    
 
   “Jesus!” you complain, but you notice that Erin is examining Max’s rod with interest.
 
    
 
   “May I, Ted?” she asks sweetly, lifting her hand toward the straining phallus just inches from her face.
 
    
 
   “That’s good, asking for agreement,” says Julia approvingly.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god,” you stammer, putting your hands on you head in confusion.
 
    
 
   “Just let them do it and get it over with,” says Jenny impatiently.  “Don’t be such a prude about it.  You and I fucked, now it’s their turn.  Turnabout is fair play.”
 
    
 
   “You’re right, Jenny,” you admit reluctantly.  Then you turn to your wife, “Go ahead, Erin, suck away.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, dear,” says Erin primly, gripping Max’s dong quickly and making him gasp with pleasure.  “And thank you too, Jenny.”  Then Erin pops Max’s cock into her mouth and gazes up at him innocently as she sucks him off.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit, look at that expression on her face,” gasps Max.  “Who can look as pure as an angle while sucking another man’s cock right in front of her husband.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I see that look, Max.  Don’t rub it in,” you grumble, but your own cock is getting hard at the sight of your wife enthusiastically fellating your old friend in front of you.
 
    
 
   Jenny slides over to Julia and casually help her pull her tank top off.  “Youi fuck Ted, I want to watch,” she purrs.
 
    
 
   “Gladly,” agrees Julia, and she practically bounds over and straddles you quickly, jamming one hard pink nipple right into your mouth.  “Take that!” she laughs happily.
 
    
 
   After that, things are a bit of a blur.  Julia is unzipping your pants, Jenny is fingering herself, Max has Erin down on her back and is fucking her missionary style.  You quickly learn that Julia isn’t wearing any underwear as your stiff dick is suddenly engulfed by her hot wet snatch.  Max pulls out and blows his load on Erin’s belly.  Jenny groans in ecstasy as she brings herself to climax, and then they are lay and watch as Julia rides your pole up and down, grunting with pleasure and explaining how much she likes your penis.  You are cumming now, spurting cum up inside of Julia as she fingers herself frantically, joining you with an orgasm at nearly the same moment.
 
    
 
   You all lay spent on the mattresses that form the floor of the therapy room for a moment while Julia hands out wet naps and cold mint tea.
 
    
 
   “Alrighty then, shall we schedule another appointment for next week?” she asks cheerily.
 
    
 
   You all just laugh and agree readily.  Julia is the best counsellor you have ever had…
 
    
 
   Chapter 21 - Witherspoon Makes a Decent Proposal
 
    
 
   After reading some books and having a few more wicked orgies with Julia, you, Max, Erin, and Jenny start to get acclimated to your polyamorous lifestyle.  You settle into a routine of weekly dinners with occasional hanky panky over drinks in the living room afterward.  You all struggle with the normal jealousies, but Julia helps you work things out.  You feel that things are going fairly well when Witherspoon shows up unexpectedly at your club.
 
    
 
   You all are having dinner on the patio at the country club when Reggie strides right up and says hello.
 
    
 
   “Why Reggie, I didn’t know you were a member here,” says Jenny with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “Of course I am not, Jenny,” replies Witherspoon with mild disdain.  “But I sit on several boards with the chairman, so it’s no bother for me to come and go as I please.  May I join you?”
 
    
 
   The restaurant manager rushes out, personally carrying a chair for Reggie, and Witherspoon gracefully drops into it without waiting for your acquiescence.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing here, Witherspoon?” asks Max with a tough tone.  He has gotten into a new venture that involves social media marketing and has got his mojo back.
 
    
 
   “Max, please,” says Witherspoon taking out a cigar.  “Hear me out.  I have come for your wives as you well know.”
 
    
 
   “Really?” laughs Erin, clearly delighted by Witherspoon’s audacity.
 
    
 
   Witherspoon smiles at her warmly, pointedly ignoring all the tables nearby where the patron have taken note of the famous billionaire in their midst and are whispering and carrying on in excitement.  “I know you all thought that we would simply tire of your company and toss you aside.  And I cannot blame you for that.  But several months have passed now and everyone agrees: Sergei, myself, even Richards.  Things just aren’t the same without Jenny and Erin around.  The parties have lost their lustre somehow.”
 
 
   “What about the girls we trained?” asks Jenny with an impish smile.
 
    
 
   “Back to their dreary old habits,” said Witherspoon sadly, helping himself to a scotch that had appeared by his side as if by magic and puffing on his noxious cigar.  “None of the other courtesans can compare to you two and that’s all there is to it.  We simply must have you back.”
 
    
 
   “It’s a shame that they are married to Max and I,” you say with annoyance.
 
    
 
   “Ah, well,” says Witherspoon with a shrug.  “I am married myself you know.  Marriage is a wonderful institution.  It’s a cornerstone of our culture and civilization.  But one mustn’t let such institutions interfere with one’s hedonic pursuits.”
 
    
 
   “Mustn’t one?” asks Erin with a mocking lilt.  “What if we prefer stoicism?”
 
   Witherspoon laughs deeply, holding his belly.  “See, Erin, see?  This is why we must have you back.  Stoicism indeed!  What must we do to get you to put your test tubes aside?”
 
    
 
   “I shall not put them aside,” sputters Erin indignantly.
 
    
 
   “Build her a clinic, Reggie,” butts in Jenny.
 
    
 
   “Jenny!” you exclaim in anguish.
 
    
 
   “A clinic!” says Witherspoon, snapping his fingers decisively.  “Of course!  I will chastise Ben for not thinking of that sooner.”
 
    
 
   “My own clinic?” gasps Erin taken aback.
 
    
 
   “Of course you will be obligated to have sex with the entire board of directors,” says Reggie thoughtfully.
 
    
 
   “All at once?” asks Erin coyly, putting her finger in her mouth suggestively, eyes wide with innocence.
 
    
 
   “Possibly dear, possibly,” says Reggie, his face getting flushed with excitement.
 
    
 
   Jenny reaches over and starts squeezing the bulge in Witherspoon’s trousers.  “Alright Reggie.  That sounds like an interesting proposition.  I will be the CFO of course and Max and Ted will be on the payroll as consultants.
 
    
 
   “Ahh yes,” says Witherspoon dropping his cigar in distraction as Jenny works his rod through his pants.  You notice with trepidation that her penile manipulation has not gone unnoticed by your fellow club members and the scandalized wives of the club are whispering even more frantically amongst themselves.
 
    
 
   “What do you say, Ted?” asks Erin looking you in the eye.  “Can you go along with this?”
 
    
 
   You look at your beautiful wife, then over at Max who is trying not to look at the handjob his wife is giving the billionaire at the table.  Then you look at the fiendish expression on Jenny’s face as she brings Wiherspoon to the very edge of climax and you just laugh aloud.
 
    
 
   “How could I deny you a research clinic of your very own?” you ask, looking at Erin warmly.
 
    
 
   “Oh, thank you dear?” says Erin, throwing her arms around your neck.
 
    
 
   “Just make sure to get an iron clad charter put in place,” admonishes Max.
 
    
 
   “Good heavens,” pants Reggie and you realize that he has cum in his pants.  Jenny sits back with a look of smug satisfaction on her face.
 
    
 
   “Well then, come along ladies,” says Witherspoon rising shakily to his feet.  “Sergei and Richards are back at the house and they will want to… negotiate futher.”
 
 
   “And by negiotiate, you mean fuck madly while the staff sits around and watches,” snaps Max testily, as your wives jump up to obediently flank Witherspoon to either side.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be crass, Max,” says Reggie with dignity, putting one arm around each of your wives.  “It doesn’t suit you.”
 
    
 
   “But the answer, of course, is yes,” giggles Erin.  “We are about to get fucked by some high net worth cock.  See you later, boys,” she says loudly, looking around boldly at the gossiping women all about.  Ering blows you a kiss as Witherspoon leads them away.  In their wake, dozens of shocked country club member stare at you and Max open mouthed and finally stunned to silence.
 
    
 
   “Err, should we order more drinks?” asks Max idly looking at Erin’s ass as she departs and waving for a waitress.
 
    
 
   You shrug nonchalantly, ignoring the stares of those around you.  “Definitely, but make mine a double.”
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