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  Chapter One


  


  “Jill, you awake?” Peter’s voice, which she’d only dimly registered, as she lay in a semi doze, was followed by obnoxiously loud, rapid fire knocking.


  “I am now,” she muttered, then shouted. “I’m awake, God damn it!” When the knock sounded again.


  The knob rattled and she could hear the exasperation in her husband’s voice.


  “Think you could let me in?”


  “Why?” she remained under the sheet, staring up at the swirled pattern on the ceiling of the hotel room. “Is there another boring as fuck seminar you’re going to try to drag me to?”


  “I’m not going to talk to you through a door,” Peter complained.


  “Good, I can go back to sleep.” Even though he couldn’t see her, a smile played about her lips. “I don’t plan on getting much the rest of the night.”


  There was silence from the other side, but Jill knew he hadn’t walked away. He was standing there with that pissed off look on his face. Not just mad at her, but himself.


  A precious mix of impotent anger and self-loathing that Jill never tired of.


  “Come on, Jill, let me in. Its not like I did anything wrong.”


  “Not like you ever do anything right either,” she retorted. “And you know damn well what you’ve been doing.”


  “Just let me in, yelling through the door is ridiculous!”


  “What’s the matter, afraid the people in the next rooms are going to hear your wife locked you out of the bedroom!?!” She shouted the last part, and she could picture the scowl on his face.


  Not just the scowl, but he’d look around as if he he’d be able to check and see if anyone had heard her.


  “Your fault,” she added. “For booking this cheap ass place.” She sighed. “Trying to act like a hotshot while staying at the Marriot.”


  “This isn’t a dump,” he snapped. “It’s a decent place. Will you just open the fucking door?”


  “Ohh, he’s swearing now,” Jill taunted. “You mad, bro?”


  “Jill,” she could hear him trying to rein in his temper. “Please open the door, we need to talk.”


  “Fine, give me a minute!”


  With a sigh, Jill drew her right leg up and kicked the sheet off. While Peter had gone to yet another networking event, she’d taken a long luxurious bath, soaking-and dozing-for close to two hours.


  After taking a quick shower to rinse off, Jill had patted herself dry, then sat on the bed and applied her Epara mango butter and coconut oil skin cream to ensure she’d be soft, smooth, and delicious smelling for this evening’s festivities.


  So soft, smooth, and tasty she couldn’t resist lying back on the bed and giving herself an orgasm. As always, Jill had brought along her multi-speed bullet and favorite vibe, but chose instead to use her fingers, taking her time teasing, stroking, and fingering herself to thoughts of someone not named Peter doing the same for her later.


  After her deliberate slow build, her orgasm was a powerful one, and as she lay there with her heart pounding and her cunt still tingling, Jill was once again comfortably drowsy, and didn’t bother to put anything on, just pulled the sheet up, dozing off to the silly, but frequent private joke of Jilling off being an appropriate term for her.


  Between the long sleep, soak, orgasm and ensuing nap, Jill felt pleasantly sluggish, as if she had a sleep hangover. She stretched, straightening her legs, pushing her arms out over her head, and arching her back off the mattress.


  She sighed contentedly as her muscles stretched and looked down at her long slender body. Jill’s breasts weren’t large, but more than a mouthful, closer to a good palmful, but even in her late thirties were still perky.


  Sitting high and proud on her chest, and tipped with small rose shaded nipples, that featured a slight, and what she felt, an adorable upturn, they were perfectly proportionate to her athletic build.


  At just under five ten, Jill’s legs went on for miles as the saying went and years of modeling before coming on to help Peter run their advertising business full time, had ensured she kept them looking good.


  Her calves were well defined and her inner thighs supple and toned. Yoga and the gym had kept her small heart shaped ass taut and firm, barely a jiggle, even when she danced.


  Likewise, her stomach, adorned with a silver rhinestone studded pendant was flat and hard, giving Jill a tight athletic body many girls in their early twenties would be envious of. A testament to hard work, and the desire to stay as sexy and desirable while married and pushing forty as she had in her youth.


  After all, its not like being married had taken her off the market, and one had to look their best, especially when she was in the mood for a much younger man. Her gaze ended at her feet, her toes tipped in electric blue, the same as her fingers, and a color that annoyed Peter who claimed it was too young for her.


  But like most things about her appearance, Peter’s real complaint was it gained attention from other men, attention she loved, and with the right guy would be happy to reciprocate.


  Despite his protest, she’d slipped away from the conference to get a Mani-pedi, and facial at a local spa. Jill believed sexy was a head to toe experience, and put as much effort into her feet, skin, and hair as the rest of her body.


  In addition to her soft smooth soles and bright polish, a silver ring adorned each of her middle toes, and a small colorful butterfly tattoo decorated the top of her right foot, a purple rose on her left.


  The tattoos were another source of contention from her prig of a husband, but the ones on her feet were a minor annoyance compared to the large dragon inked onto her lower back.


  Her ‘tramp stamp’ was done in vibrant reds, greens and blues, and the wings spread out from the side of its gaping fanged mouth, fanned across her back, curving over her ass.


  A colorful bird was tattooed on the back of each shoulder, a Blue Jay on her right, a Cardinal on her left. The one that caused the most angst in Peter, however, was the one she’d gotten back in her college days when she worked as an exotic dancer to pay what her partial scholarship wouldn’t cover.


  Over her left hip were four playing cards, all aces. Beneath them in flowing script were the words “Every Man’s Ace”. Jill had to admit, she’d thought about covering it.


  It may have been hot, and appropriate for those days, especially considering she swung from a different kind of pole in the sleazy rooms backstage when the price was right.


  But it was a bit much now, and easily visible when she wore a bikini. It was Peter’s loathing of it and the extra scowl she received when she did wear a two piece at the beach or by a pool.


  Petty as it was, that along with him still regularly bringing up her covering it, was why it was still there. Twelve years into their marriage and it still got him every time, meaning the admittedly slutty tattoo had its place in her life.


  Besides, its not like it was entirely a lie. She wasn’t ‘every man’s’ ace, and no longer charged for sex, but she was active enough to not render the tat ‘false advertising’.


  “Well?” Peter said from the other side of the door, causing Jill to blink and shake her head.


  “Sorry, I forgot you were there,” she teased and rose from the bed.


  Jill padded across the room, enjoying the feel of the soft carpet beneath her bare feet. The hotel wasn’t bad at all, just something else to needle him about because he’d avoided the Omni where the convention was being held because even in her opinion it was overpriced, but she couldn’t let him know that.


  Not that money was the main reason, that would be putting Jill in the same building with hundreds of men in town for the same event. Many of them single, many married but what the wife didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her.


  A virtual buffet of potential adventure that her husband thought he was cleverly keeping her from. Jill caught sight of herself in the mirror and smiled at the way her small firm tits jiggled slightly and how her long curly raven black hair flowed down the creamy skin of her back.


  Jill had noticed a few strands of gray showing, but as obsessed as she was with her appearance, she’d left it alone, deciding that it was sexy in its own way, showing she was getting older, but still playing as hard as the kids did.


  Added to the Milf mystique as well. No, she corrected herself, they had no children, that made her a cougar. But only if she went after a young one, so in the end only one term accurately described her.


  Hot Wife.


  Jill unlocked the door, but didn’t open it, just turned the knob, and headed back to the bed. She heard the door open behind her.


  “You could have…wow, look at you!”


  “Look all you want,” she put some extra swing in her hips, making her ass even more enticing. She reached the bed and turned around, giving him a full view of her body.


  “Well,” his eyes roamed hungrily over her, “We do have time before the signing. Maybe we could do a little something to settle our nerves.”


  “I already did that,” she briefly placed two fingers on the neatly trimmed triangular patch of black hair over her pink slit. “Don’t want too come to quick later on.” She smiled. “I like them to work for it.”


  Peter’s lips tightened and his blue eyes showed a quick flash of anger before he looked away from her.


  “I have no reason to be nervous anyway. You’re the hotshot who insisted on doing most of the talking in our two meetings with them. Playing big man while you’re pretty wife just sat there looking good.”


  “If you say so yourself,” he grunted.


  “You know it’s true, and you like it when it makes you look good. I was dressed professionally the last two nights and that dog Christian still kept looking at me.”


  “I saw that,” he tried to look put off, and she laughed.


  “And you liked it, because if it helps our business, you’re fine with me being a distraction.”


  “You’re right,” he nodded. “There’s times playing games can help, but that’s different from the other games you play.”


  “Just I play games?” Having felt like she’d given him enough of a look, Jill plucked her short red robe from the bedpost and slipped it on. “You think I don’t know what you’ve been up to the two nights we’ve been here?”


  This time he met her gaze, but after a few seconds of her smoldering brown eyes boring into his, he looked down at his feet.


  “I don’t know what you mean.”


  “Can’t even admit it, can you?”


  “Admit what? We came out here to try and land a couple of new clients and we’ve been wooing a big fish. What game am I playing?”


  “You’ve dragged me to every meeting, every seminar…”


  “Its your company too!” He threw his hands in the air so dramatically, she had to struggle not to laugh at him.


  “Until its time for me to speak, then you barely let me get two words out and cut me off.”


  “Because you’re still learning how to pitch the clients, you work with the ad reps on the fashion, find the perfect model, help with the set designs. You’re the one who makes the magic happen behind the scenes.”


  “None of that is worth mentioning in the meetings?” She snapped her fingers. “Oh, it is, by you. Why don’t you just say, ‘This is my wife, she just smiles and looks pretty, and if we see you looking she’ll give you a few peeks down her blouse!”


  “Stop it, it’s not like that.”


  “Whatever, but not just keeping me busy during the day, the last two nights we went to dinner with Gabrielle and Christian, then drinks.”


  “That’s how you woo them.”


  “Both nights you came up with some stupid detail we needed to work out and insisted we’d get it to them that night.”


  “It’s important to show them we’re all in and giving them as many options as possible.”


  “It is,” she agreed, as she sat on the edge of the bed, then swung her legs up on it, watching him watch her as the move caused the robe to rise and give him a quick flash between her thighs.


  “But I think it was even more important that you keep me busy until the pathetic little nightlife around here closed.”


  “We’d already gone out for food and a couple of drinks, what else did you want? Room service is all night here.”


  He put his hands up as if saying, “See?”


  “You know what else I want, and you’re doing the best you can to keep me from it.”


  “Really, Jill? The agency’s been struggling. We’re here to get more business so we can keep going. That’s all I’ve been doing since we got here. Is it too much to ask that you think about something other than yourself?”


  “Impressive indignation you have going on there,” she tapped her ear. “Think I even detect a hint of martyrdom mixed in.”


  “You’d have to care what I say to hear that.”


  “Aww, now the butthurt,” she laughed.


  “Glad you think it’s funny.”


  “Its more than funny, Peter,” she flashed him the smirk she knew infuriated him. “It’s inevitable.”


  He folded his arms over his chest, a way to stop him from running his fingers through his hair, his usual mannerism to express his frustration. But he’d already showered and done his hair.


  Although older, Peter was still a pretty boy who spent more time in the mirror than many women she knew. Not a lock of his thick naturally wavy brown hair was out of place. Gelled and styled to the point it looked as if he fingered every curl into place.


  Unlike her, he’d taken to shading in a little color to cover the grays that had crept in over the last few years. Same for his thin and impeccably trimmed beard. Peter was six feet and kept himself in good shape.


  His stomach was getting a little soft as he closed in on fifty but still flat. His once piercing blue eyes had faded slightly but still gained compliments from women. Coupled with smooth, pretty features and a practiced high wattage smile, he was still easy on the eyes.


  It wasn’t his looks that were the reason for her lifestyle. Jill couldn’t see herself staying monogamous with anyone. Life was too short, and you only had one to live. She was a beautiful sexual woman who lived to enjoy that sexuality any chance she could.


  She’d played the field right from the start, plenty of sex, but never having a serious boyfriend in High school or college. Once she graduated, she began dating, but could never stay with one man too long, unless he was okay with sharing, and not many were.


  Jill had told Peter not to expect her to be just his once they’d been dating for several weeks. He seemed to think she was kidding, but when she blatantly flirted with a bartender, then told Peter to head home because she planned on being last call, he broke up with her.


  He was back a week later.


  The next time it was two weeks and repeat for several months. But he always came back, and Jill found she did have feelings for him and in time the word love entered her mind for the first time in her life.


  She could see herself sharing her life, and her heart with just him, but her body would remain a different story. On the one year anniversary of their first date, he proposed to her, but ruined the sweet moment by saying if she took the ring, she was promising to be his and his alone.


  Jill said she would say yes to marrying him, but with an ultimatum of her own. He could have her as his wife, and have her heart, but only if he accepted the fact other men would have her body.


  Peter put the ring back in his pocket, gave a dramatic speech about how there was no way that was real love, and lectured her about traditional marriage and ‘values’. Jill shrugged him off by simply saying wasn’t it better that she be honest rather than lie, then cheat behind his back?


  He stormed off, but a month later proposed again, saying his change of heart was because he knew he could convince her to be a ‘good woman and proper wife.” Jill took the ring but was adamant she wasn’t changing. He’d smiled and said challenge accepted.


  He lost the challenge two weeks after their honeymoon when he’d come home to find her bent over their brand new kitchen table getting fucked by the young man who’d delivered it.


  That was the first time he’d seen her having sex with another man, and in an instant, Jill saw more than just anger and betrayal in his eyes. There was something else, a quick flash of desire, and she knew his face flushing was from shame and not just rage.


  Over the years he’d seen her with several men. She didn’t do it often, feeling it ruined the effect, and wanted to keep it as a delicious little treat for herself, one she indulged in when he seriously pissed her off over something, usually another of his unending attempts to forbid her to be with other men.


  Each time he protested and threatened to walk out, and Jill would say whatever and go at her lover as if he weren’t there. Peter would end up staying, watching her with that look she loved. The mix of love and hate, both for her, and their relationship.


  Not wanting to share, but helpless to stop her.


  Jill had made concessions when he started his own agency, especially when he presented her with the title of vice president and assured her it was her company as much as his.


  With money and reputation on the line, she stepped out less frequently and was far more discreet with where she met men, and not ‘shitting where they ate’ as far as clients or anyone at the agency. Even a convention like this, she wouldn’t hook up with someone else attending, but find a bar or club to cast her bait.


  Jill was aware it was part of the reason he made her his equal in the company, to slow down, and perhaps even stop her lifestyle, but she’d gone to school for fashion design and marketing and loved the industry, so it was a fair trade off.


  But she would never stop completely, and every so often would go on a rampage of several lovers in a short period of time when she felt she needed to remind him who was in charge of her sex life, and it wasn’t him.


  Just like she always had, she’d dress up to get messed up, give him a sweet kiss goodbye, and leave. Jill would come home a few hours later, mascara a mess from choking herself on cock, her lipstick smeared, bra missing, and thong shoved in her purse. He’d always be up, no matter how late it was, and give her that hurt disgusted look, that she’d come to see as a last bit of afterglow to close out a great night.


  But as angry as he made himself out to be, Jill had noticed, and made sure to point out, that the night after those nights, he always came looking for it, and she’d usually let him have her.


  Let him, was the best way to describe it, she didn’t participate much. He’d take her clothes off, kiss her, lay her back and suck her tits, and if she were in a good mood, or perhaps just feeling apathetic, she’d spread her legs so he could eat her.


  She rarely came, and when she did it was because her mind had drifted to last night’s lover and her imagining Peter tasting his cum as it oozed from her cunt. That was something she made him do when she really needed to give him a lesson.


  On the other side, she would, when in good spirits, give him a minute or so of her mouth, any longer and he’d be begging her not to stop because he was already there. Most often, she’d either remain on her back, legs spread or sometimes give him the thrill of roll over onto her knees for him. That worked to her advantage as fucking her like that while staring at and playing with her ass, usually had him coming as fast as her mouth could.


  Maybe he’d have more stamina if she gave it to him more often, but since he could never fuck her the way she wanted it, hard and nasty, she had little interest in putting out, only caving when it had been awhile, and she figured she owed him to do her wifely duties.


  Peter was a lovemaker, he wanted slow and sweet, or if not sweet, he wasn’t capable of dirty talk, nor able to take her the way she needed it. Jill had no desire to be made love to by him or anyone else.


  When it came to sex, she wanted it raw and raunchy. She craved ‘porno sex’. Her throat raw from being used, her cunt aching from being pounded, and her muscles sore from trying as many positions as she could.


  She wanted her ass spanked, her holes, sometimes all three, violated, and to be told what a nasty little slut she was while she told her lover just what she wanted and how she wanted it.


  Peter could never do that, even getting him drunk didn’t work. He claimed he couldn’t treat a lady like that. Jill always laughed and said she never claimed to be a lady so what was the problem.


  Problem was he just wasn’t man enough. Physically he was. Although not big, his cock wasn’t exactly small, and he had a decent body, but between not knowing how to handle her, and even in their early days never lasting more than a few minutes, he couldn’t satisfy her.


  Who was she kidding, if he were hung like a bull and could fuck like a porn star, she’d still want others. Fact was Jill was never meant to be a one cock woman, and Peter had spent years trying to accept it, or maybe it was more trying to accept that part of him did accept it.


  “Is there something you wanted to talk about?” she spoke when she realized while she was contemplating their relationship, he’d remained silent, most likely calling her a litany of unflattering names in his mind.


  “Yeah, the signing.”


  The look on his face dropped the smirk from hers.


  “What about it? Don’t tell me they’re backing out?”


  “No, but I…I’m not sure it’s going to work out.”


  “Damn it!” She pointed angrily at him. “You spent almost all our time here chasing them when we could have been talking to other companies! You better not have blown this, Peter!”


  “Jill, its not my fault, and it might still go through, but …”


  “But?”


  “There might be a problem.”


  “You’re going to have a lot of problems if you don’t seal this deal for us,” she warned him. “We need this account!”


  “I know.”


  “We gave them three different pitches! We barely slept the last two nights changing and adding everything they wanted and adding things they didn’t even know they wanted.”


  “We did, and they were very impressed. That’s why they said they were meeting us tonight to sign.”


  “Then what the hell are you worried about?” Her eyes narrowed. “Is this you trying to lead up to some bullshit I need to be there with you when they sign?”


  “No, Jill, believe it or not this isn’t about you.”


  “Have me there to sign, then say let’s go celebrate together, keep me out and try to keep me from…”


  “Will you just shut up and fucking listen for once?” Peter shouted at her.


  Jill stared at him in stunned silence. For as much as she put him through he hardly ever raised his voice to her.


  “Sorry,” he added softly seeing the look on her face. “I’m mad because if this doesn’t work it is my fault, well not deliberately, and I could have never seen this coming.”


  “Just tell me, Peter.”


  “A few minutes ago, Gabrielle called. They have a family emergency back in Florida and they’re on the next flight home.”


  “Okay, so we can fax them the contract and when they get things settled down they can sign and send it to us.”


  “No, they’re sending their top guy to meet with us, give a once over to the final campaign, then sign,” he sighed. “Or not.”


  “Why wouldn’t he sign? If we impressed them, he should be fine with it.”


  “Because of me.”


  “You keep making it sound like its your fault, what did you do?”


  “Nothing, at least not recently. The guy we’re meeting is Xavier Burns.”




  Chapter Two


  


  “I’ve heard that name,” Jill nodded. “He’s one of the best in the game. Used to work for A&S in New York. He’s done campaigns for Nike and Starbucks.”


  “Yeah, he’s the man,” Peter grumbled. “I knew he left A&S a couple years ago but didn’t know where he ended up. Now we do, out in LA and working for the Werners as their head of marketing, and all around right hand man.”


  “Wonder why he wasn’t in our meetings then.”


  “He was at another event in New York, he’s flying into Chicago to meet with us, and another firm they’re hiring for a separate project, they like to spread it around.”


  “Okay, well we know we put together a hell of a campaign for them, I’m sure he’ll sign it, especially if they liked it.” Jill snapped her fingers. “I’m sure they told him they intended to sign, so I don’t think we have any worries.”


  “You’d be right if it weren’t for me.”


  “Here we go again, spit it out Peter.”


  “Xavier and I have a bit of a past.” He sat down in the chair near the window. “Not a good one.”


  “Oh, shit,” Jill whispered, her stomach tightening. “What happened?”


  “We go way back, went to high school together then to NYU and were roommates in our senior year.”


  “Let me guess, this was over a girl?”


  “No, that wouldn’t be anywhere near as bad.” Peter lost the battle and ran his hand through his hair.


  “We were both interning at Park Ave Productions. They’re not around anymore, but a pretty good company back then. They had room for one ad exec, meaning one of us was going to have a job out of school, one would be trying to get hired in a competitive field.”


  “The head of the firm gave us a project, to come up with a campaign for one of their clients. A real campaign with a real commission on the line along with the job. Made it a little awkward, especially seeing we lived together, but we agreed let the best man win and there would be no hard feelings.”


  “Take it that didn’t happen,” Jill sighed.


  “I’m good at what I do, but even back then Xavier was amazing. He was flat out better than me and I knew it. But I needed that job, badly. I had no money and no where to go after graduation. If I didn’t have a job out of the gate I was going to have to go home to Iowa. Not exactly a lot of opportunity there unless you want to work for John Deer.


  “He showed me some of his work and I knew he was going to beat me out. I was panicking and desperate. I needed that job, Jill. Xavier’s family had a little bit of money, and he was from Dallas, he’d be fine if he didn’t land this job. He’d get a chance somewhere else, but I couldn’t take that chance.”


  “What did you do?”


  “The president, Bill Harris, was a serious family values type. He had strict policies for his employees, one of them was no dating or fooling around between co-workers. Xavier had been screwing around with one of the secretaries who happened to be married.


  “I only knew because I came home early from class one day and caught him with her in our dorm room because she couldn’t chance getting caught at home by her husband.”


  “They begged me not to say anything, and I promised I wouldn’t. He had her over every Saturday morning because I had class, and she told her husband she was working.”


  “You ratted him out,” Jill said quietly.


  “Yeah, but even worse. I wasn’t sure Harris would believe me seeing I was competing with him so a week before the campaign was due I borrowed a camcorder from a friend who was majoring in film making.


  “The battery could last a few hours, so I hid it under my mattress just before I left, and when I came home and checked it, I had over an hour of them fucking and playing around on it.”


  “Oh, Jesus,” Jill put her hand over her eyes. “I can’t believe this.”


  “I took it to Harris, and he was livid. Not just because Xavier and the secretary were breaking the rules, but she was married, and he had a strong stance against adultery. She was fired and so was Xavier.


  “I submitted my campaign, and it was good enough to land me the job.”


  “So,” Jill swallowed against the nausea rising from her stomach, they needed this contract! “Are you worried about this because you’re guilty and are nervous about seeing him, or did he find out what you did, and you know he has it in for you?”


  “Harris kept me out of it, claimed to Xavier that her husband was suspicious and saw her go to the dorm. But Xavier spoke to her after they were fired, and she told her husband she was let go for screwing something up and he never questioned it.


  “Xavier’s father was an attorney, and he contacted a friend in New York who went to Harris with Xavier and demanded proof of this alleged affair, or he would sue for defamation, wrongful termination, and whatever else he could come up with.


  “Harris wasn’t the type to be threatened, or back down on his morals or his rules of conduct for his employees so he showed them five minutes of the video, and it was obvious where it was shot from.


  “Lucky you didn’t get sued for filming people having sex without their permission,” Jill grunted disgustedly. “It’s called revenge porn these days.”


  “It only went to Harris, and he only held onto it because he had a feeling Xavier wasn’t going to just put his head down and accept it.” Peter slumped back in the chair.


  “But you’re right, maybe he could have and cost me my job too. After all, fucking over a friend isn’t exactly moral or ethical.”


  “Family value types have selective values,” she couldn’t help a dig, “Trust me, I’ve fucked a few self-proclaimed family men over the years.”


  “As well as any other kind of man,” Peter retorted, then went back to his story. “Xavier confronted me, told me what I deserved to hear. That I was a backstabbing piece of shit, that I betrayed a friend for a job, and cost a woman her job just to screw him.


  “I had nothing to say. He was right and I felt awful. I told him to go ahead and hit me if he wanted or tell everyone at Park that I was a sneaky asshole, whatever he wanted. Know what he said?


  “Can’t wait to hear,” she said glumly.


  “He told me I was pathetic and end of the day he felt bad for me that I had to stoop to that level to get what I wanted. He told me he’d leave it up to karma to get even, and that even though he wasn’t looking for revenge right away didn’t mean he’d never get it.


  “Last thing he said was he’d never forget what I did to him, and every dog has his day.”


  “Isn’t that a lovely fucking story!” Jill snapped. “Now because of your underhanded loser bullshit, your wife and all our employees who have no idea how close they are to losing their jobs are going to suffer for your karma?”


  “Jill, I was 21! I…That job was my only hope at the time, and I made the most of it! I’m good at what I do and rose through the ranks on my own merit and now have my own firm!”


  “A firm that’s in trouble without a big contract, and now we’re going to lose it!” Jill waved her hand disgustedly at him. “You totally fucked that guy over! He wasn’t just a rival, but a friend!”


  She laughed derisively. “You have some balls questioning my goddamn morals when you pulled a bullshit stunt like that and got two people fired.”


  “She deserved it! Maybe if she wasn’t fucking around on her husband it wouldn’t have happened. That was the only thing I had on him!”


  “Then you just should have done your fucking best, and if you lost out you lost out, but at least you’d be a man about it, not a sneaky little shit!” Jill took a deep breath, then gave him a nasty smile. “Maybe I’m your karma, got someone fired for cheating and now you’re married to a woman who fucks who she pleases.”


  “Whatever, Jill.”


  “Don’t whatever this! We knew coming out here we needed a win, and we thought we had it! I worked my ass off for this, and now I’m fucked because your douche baggery has come back to haunt you?”


  “You’re right.”


  “Oh, and for the hundredth time, I’m not a cheat, I do it right in front of you, sometimes literally.”


  “Semantics,” he muttered. “But this isn’t about that. There’s a day left to this thing. Tomorrow morning, we split up and talk to anyone who’ll listen to us and even if we don’t leave with anything we make some contacts and follow up.”


  “Or we get this deal done.”


  “You hear what I told you? This guy has been waiting to get even with me for 30 years.”


  “Thirty years is a long time, maybe he’ll let it go. Put business before personal grudge.” Jill tried to sound hopeful. “It’s a great pitch, they loved it, and he has to come up with a reason why he didn’t sign.”


  “He’s their top guy, and one of the best out there, they’ll believe whatever he makes up for a reason.” He pulled his phone from his hip. “I’m going to call Christian and tell him we can’t make it and see if we can fly down there after his family crisis is over and sign.”


  “No,” she shook her head. “I’m sure they told Xavier who he is meeting.”


  “And he’s licking his chops over it.” Peter scrolled through his phone.


  “And if we cancel, he’ll be pissed about that too, and he’ll just tell them something about us to get them not to sign.” Jill frowned. “He might tell them what you did years ago and say they shouldn’t do business with someone who can be that two faced.”


  Peter lowered the phone.


  “Yeah, you’re right.”


  “This isn’t just about this deal,” Jill continued. “This guy could spread this shit around, ruin our reputation.”


  “He hasn’t done it, yet. I’m sure he’s heard of where I’ve been and that I have a firm of my own now.”


  “Waiting for the perfect chance.” Jill sneered. “Unlike you, he probably wants to fuck you to your face, not do what you did and go behind your back.”


  “True.”


  “I think we meet him.”


  “What good comes of it?” Peter put the phone back in its case.


  “You show him you’re willing to face him. You give him the chance to get revenge and if he does, its over and at least we lose this deal and don’t risk him going to them and spreading the story of what a slimeball you were.”


  “I don’t know, Jill.”


  “I do. You not wanting to go shows you’re the same mealy mouthed spineless shit you were back then. This time you meet your fate face to face, and not trick your way out of it.”


  Peter looked away and shook his head.


  “And I’ll be there. He doesn’t know me, and its my firm too and I never wronged him. Maybe I can appeal to him as a professional, and not someone with an agenda. If it’s a good deal he should take it. He can deal only with me if he still has a hate on for you.”


  “I doubt it will matter.”


  “You’d just rather quit? Christ you’re a cuck in every sense of the word, aren’t you?”


  “Real nice, Jill. You don’t think I feel bad about this?”


  “Not bad enough, if you can’t be bothered trying. We have people depending on us. You and I have some money put away to get by for a little while, some of them don’t. Your ass needs to man the fuck up and go down swinging, not tuck your tail and run.”


  “Nice try, pretending you care about something other than where your next dick is coming from.” Peter rose from the chair. “I’m calling and cancelling; I’ll roll the dice he won’t say anything to them.”


  “You’ll do no such thing.” Jill pointed to him. “If I have to meet with him alone I’ll do it. One of us has to do the right thing and its obvious from that story you don’t have the stones to do it.”


  “You’ll meet him alone?”


  “Do I stutter?”


  “What do you think you’re going to do?”


  “What you can’t, seal this deal.”


  “How are you going to do that? He has it out for me.”


  “But not for me, and if nothing else?” She gave him an evil smile. “I’ve been known to be very persuasive.”


  The look on his face was priceless.


  “Fine, you’re right, I need to try.”


  “I knew you’d see it my way after that remark.” Jill beamed at him. “You’re way to easy, you know that?”


  “Not as easy as you,” Peter mumbled just loud enough for her to hear him as he left the room, slamming the door behind him.




  Chapter Three


  


  “I can’t believe you’re wearing that.” Peter said for the third time since they’d left the hotel. “Thought we agreed you’d dress appropriately for business?”


  “Seeing it seems this is going to be a quick meeting, I dressed for fun instead.” Jill replied as they cross the lobby of the Omni.


  “That’s what you’re thinking about? After giving me a lecture about being selfish?”


  “I told you tonight was inevitable.” She reminded him as they reached the elevators. “Either I’ll be going out to celebrate, or to drown my sorrow in meaningless, but torrid sex. Whichever it is, I’m spending my last night here with a real man.”


  “Yeah, takes a real man to fuck another man’s wife.”


  “Takes a real man to stop a woman from wanting to fuck other men.” Jill shot him a nasty look. “Also takes a real man to decide he should get a married woman fired for having some fun.”


  “Yeah, okay, Jill.” He angrily thumbed the button for the lobby.


  “Okay, Jill, whatever, Jill, really Jill? You’re like a whiny little kid. Just stomp your foot next time you say it.”


  “This isn’t looking good that he wanted to meet in his suite and not over a drink or use one of the hotel’s conference rooms.” Peter changed the subject.


  “I won’t argue with that,” she admitted. “Tells me he figures this is going to be quick.”


  “And he doesn’t want anyone to hear him tell me off,” he added as the elevator doors opened.


  They stepped aside to let two couples exit, and Jill caught both men give her an appraising stare. One looked a little too long and caught an elbow from his wife who said something to him in a heated whisper.


  Jill flashed a quick smile and flicked her tongue lasciviously at the man who’d given her the lingering look, earning a venomous stare from his wife.


  “Must you?” Peter took her by the elbow and tugged her along with him into the elevator, jamming his finger into the button to close the doors even harder than he had the open button.


  “Must you?” she mimicked him. “How melodramatic.”


  “Glad after you rode me into doing this you’re acting like its playtime.”


  “I’m not acting,” she smirked, then rolled her eyes. “I’m trying to stay loose and relaxed. We can’t walk in there with deer in the headlights looks on our faces.”


  “Easier said than done.”


  Peter went to rub his hair, caught himself and shoved both hands in the pocket of his suit pants. He’d dressed before Xavier texted to tell them the meeting would be in his suite and had donned his best charcoal gray Armani suit with a black shirt and matching tie beneath it.


  Jill, on the other hand dressed as if she were heading to a club, which she most likely would be, and sooner than she’d planned, as she didn’t have high hopes for this either, but she hadn’t just been bullying Peter, they needed to try.


  She wore waist length black blazer, but beneath it a slinky sleeveless electric blue button up top the same shade as her nails. The top left her pierced naval exposed as well as showing off part of the infamous Ace tattoo on her hip.


  It was low cut and snug fitting enough to prop up her breasts to where they were close to spilling out the top. Jill’s black skirt was just as form fitting and although it was a respectable length, stopping just over her knees, it was slit up left side all the way to her hip, showing off the full length of her leg.


  The blazer was short enough not to obscure the way the dress hugged her firm ass and showed just a flash of color from the dragon tramp stamp. Her ensemble ended in a pair of open toed stiletto heels the same blue as her shirt and were high enough to now be slightly taller than Peter, something she knew he hated, especially around clients.


  Her blue tipped toes were visible along with the silver rings on them. Jill had added a silver ankle bracelet, an accessory Peter loathed ever since he’d learned that among people in the lifestyle, an anklet indicated a woman was open to fun.


  She’d put more curl in her hair, then used the blow dryer to add body to it and give it the look she referred to as controlled chaos, a bit wild, but for anyone who understood hair styling, deliberately so.


  Jill’s make up could only be described as trashy. Electric blue eyeshadow, thick black mascara, and just a touch too much blush. Her lips were the coup de grâce, her best shade of slut red applied more heavily than usual and calling attention to her full lips and making any man looking imagining where they’d look best.


  But the best feature of this or any other of her come and get it ensembles was on her left finger. Her white gold wedding band and impressive diamond engagement ring nestled behind it.


  Nothing sexier to her than admiring her rings while her hand was on a strong chest, or better yet wrapped around a nice fat cock. The times she pumped a guy as he came and some of his cum dripped onto her rings never failed to send a delicious shudder of forbidden pleasure through her.


  She’d meant what she said, win or lose at this meeting she was going out and getting what she needed. Hopefully it was to continue a night of winning and she’d see the white icing destined to be on her body as being on a figurative cake.


  If not, tonight’s fuck would be one where she’d feel better than usual about Peter being upset. After all, it wasn’t even close to what he deserved for potentially ruining this for them, and possibly their company in the process.


  All because even back then he couldn’t man up and take what he wanted for himself.


  “Damn, this place is something.” Peter said as they took the long ride up to the top floor. “The carpeting in the elevator is expensive as hell.”


  “Some people believe in springing for the best.” Jill told him pointedly. “Others settle for the rest.”


  “I think I got the best when it comes to women,” he leaned in to kiss her, but she turned her head and put her hand in his face.


  “Stop schmoozing, and fair warning, this goes south, you’ll be lucky if I let you so much as jerk off on my feet for the next few months.” She stared daggers into him. “Best you might get is to lick someone else’s cum off them.”


  Peter tried to match her glare, but quickly gave up and looked ahead into the mirrored wall of the elevator. Jill used the mirror to adjust her long silver earrings that ended in a pearl drop shaped topaz.


  They matched the silver choker with a large turquoise over the clasp. Jill enjoyed the contrast of the elegant set versus her slutty outfit and dissolute appearance the makeup leant to her.


  “Of course, he has a penthouse suite,” she sighed.


  “It was the one Gabrielle and Christian had. It was paid for until tomorrow, they probably left him the key.” Peter explained.


  “But it still is a form of intimidation and showing off,” Jill pointed out.


  “Right,” he hefted the black leather briefcase. “Not even sure why I brought this, he’s only meeting with me for payback.”


  “You brought it because your wife won’t let you take the coward’s way out.” She reminded him coolly.


  They exited the elevator and Peter looked at the sign indicating the direction of the four suites that took up the entire top floor. He indicated the left and Jill walked down the long corridor marveling at the plush carpet, beautiful paneling, and the expensive and tasteful art adorning the walls.


  A few steps from the door to Xavier’s suite, Peter took her hand. Jill resisted the urge to shake it off. It would look better for them to appear to be getting along. Peter rang the bell, and a few seconds later there was a buzz, and they heard the door click.


  Peter opened it and after giving her a tight smile, stepped aside to let her enter first. Whether that was trying to look chivalrous, or make her face Xavier first, she wasn’t sure, but with the door now open, she wasn’t going to try and argue.


  She stepped into a short corridor and waited for Peter to close the door behind her before walking through the hallway and into the suite. Jill was confronted by an enormous room populated with what looked like antique mahogany furniture.


  A gorgeous glass coffee table gilded in what she was sure was real gold sat amid a long black sofa with two matching recliners opposite it. On one end was a loveseat, across from that another recliner.


  A large desk sat against the wall with a leather chair in front of it, and what looked to be a 65” flat screen TV on the wall to her right. To her left were sliding doors that led out to the balcony.


  The drapes were open to show off the view of the Chicago skyline, and Jill found she couldn’t even guess at what this suite cost for the duration of the event. She knew Christian and Gabrielle were well to do, but this was the poshest room she’d ever been in.


  “Evening, Mrs. Brennan,” a smooth deep voice spoke behind her. “May I get you a drink?”


  She turned to see a tall man standing behind a full sized bar with an array of liquor bottles and glasses that would shame most regular drinking establishments.


  Xavier Burns was as impressive as the everything else in the suite. Only visible from the waist up, Jill guessed him to be at least six three for his belt to be even with the bar itself. He wore a plain white t-shirt that stretched across a set of wide shoulders and showed off a pair of well developed biceps.


  His pectorals were prominent beneath the shirt further proving his muscular build. He had his arms folded over beneath his chest and Jill took in both his thick forearms and the large powerful looking hands resting lightly just over his elbows.


  The neck up was just as fine. Jill hadn’t bothered checking online to see what he looked like and wasn’t sure what to expect. What she didn’t expect was for him to have a perfectly shaved head.


  It was a look she generally didn’t go for, but his features were so perfect, she found herself thinking it was a good look for him. Even from several feet away she could see how bright his eyes were.


  Not just green, but emerald; like cat’s eyes. His high cheek bones, strong jaw and dimpled chin could have landed him a career in modeling, but his lips, as full and sensual as most women made him even more beautiful.


  That wasn’t’ a word she normally used for a man, but she’d be damned if he wasn’t. But not a pretty boy by any means, the set of his jaw, his strong build and those piercing eyes gave him an air of command and aura of animal magnetism no pretty boy could ever manage.


  “Yes? No?” he cocked his head and she wanted to smack herself, she’d been caught by surprise, and never answered him.


  “Yes, that would be lovely,” she replied. “An appletini would be great.”


  “Jack and coke or rum and coke.” Xavier flashed her a smile as amazing as the rest of him. “Anything and coke, I can’t mix drinks to save my life.”


  “Then Jack and coke it is,” she returned his smile with one of her own, and knew that smile, and the way she made it obvious her eyes were pleased with what they saw, had an air, of ‘what have we here’ to it, she usually reserved for her prey of the evening.


  “Coming up,” he picked up the bottle of Jack Daniels, while expertly flipping a glass onto the bar, he added several dollops of the strong bourbon before removing a coke from under the bar and popping it open.


  He poured precious little soda into the glass, before plucking a couple of ice cubes from somewhere under the bar and adding them. Jill had approached the bar as he made the drink, her eyes on his hands and forearms, enjoying the way the tendons moved smoothly beneath his deeply tanned skin.


  She noticed his eyes dart from the glass to her as she grew closer and was pleased to see them moving from her breasts to her legs. For a moment, their gazes met, and knowing she’d seen him looking, he gave her a sly smile as if to say, “got me.”


  Jesus, he was something. Why was he a client who’s mercy they were at, and not some stud at a bar she could throw herself at?”


  “Sorry, I tend to make them strong.” He handed her the glass. “Is it too much?”


  She took a sip, pressing her lips hard enough to the glass that when she lowered it, there was lipstick on it. She released sharp breath as the bourbon burned pleasantly down her throat and left a warm happy trail down to her stomach.


  “Perfect, I like my drinks, like I do everything else, hard enough to do the job.”


  “I like that,” he laughed, a rich throaty one that she was sure made others around him laugh as well. “But I’m not surprised you’d like a bold drink; you certainly look like a bold woman.”


  “No, just someone who knows what they want, and doesn’t see any point pretending otherwise.”


  “I couldn’t agree more, Mrs. Brennan,” he extended his hand. “Xavier Burns, pleasure to meet you.”


  “Jill, please,” she let him take her hand and a shiver went through her when she felt the restrained power in his large grip.


  He lifted her hand and gently brushed his lips across the back of it.


  “Jill it is, but only if I’m Xavier, deal?”


  “You’re the boss,” she gave him a sultry smile and didn’t try to pull away when he continued to hold her hand to his face.


  “Your skin cream, Epara?”


  “It is,” she laughed lightly, “You know your skin cream,” she took a chance with her next comment. “Or is it just women’s skin you’re familiar with?”


  “Hmm,” he nodded in approval at her remark. “I am a bit of a connoisseur when it comes to cream and women’s skin,” he hesitated just long enough so she knew the double entendre was intentional. “I have great olfactory recall, a good memory, and…”


  He lowered his voice to a secretive whisper. “I did a campaign for them a few years back and spent a month sniffing samples of all their products,” he gave her a wink and released her hand.


  “No wonder it sells so well,” Jill nodded. “Your reputation is well earned.”


  “Depends on which one we’re talking about.” He told her in an easy tone that told her he was no stranger to flirting.


  Her eyes darted to his left hand, no wedding band. Amazing he was still single, or maybe he never wore one. Not that it mattered considering her reason for being there, but she wondered if he were a smooth harmless flirt, or did he back his smack?


  “H…hey Xavier,” Peter spoke behind her.


  She’d been so enamored; she had forgotten he was somewhere behind her. But the second he spoke, she wanted to roll her eyes. He stammered just saying hello and she could hear the nerves in his voice.


  The way Xavier’s upper lip twitched fractionally before turning into a tight smile told her he’d heard it to.


  “Peter, it’s been a long time.” He walked around and came out from behind the bar, and walked over, his hand extended.


  Jill turned and watched him shake Peter’s hand. It wasn’t lost on her, that he didn’t even offer her husband a drink, and she took two long swallows of hers to try and settle her nerves, because she already had a bad feeling about how this was going to go.


  The muscles in Xavier’s forearm bunched and she saw Peter wince as he squeezed his hand too hard. Seeing the two of them side by side, she couldn’t believe they were the same age.


  Peter had held up well over the years, but his former roommate and friend could pass for a much younger man. Jill couldn’t help dropping her gaze to check out the waist down.


  Xavier wore a pair of black jeans with rips in them, the kind people paid extra to come ripped no doubt, and they were as snug as the shirt. His waist was narrow in comparison to his shoulders, and she resisted the urge to suck on her lower lip at the size of the bulge between his thighs.


  “I appreciate you meeting us,” Peter extricated his hand from Xavier’s. “How was your flight?”


  “It was a flight, and its no trouble, I’m sure this will be quick.”


  He turned and walked to the center of the room, flopping down in one of the recliners opposite the couch. “Come on over and have a seat.”


  Jill glanced Peter’s way and saw he already looked defeated. She wasn’t sure she could blame him, but for fucks sake, couldn’t he at least try to look confident? They sat on the couch, and as Peter put the brief case on the coffee table and opened it, Jill leaned back into the plush cushion.


  She crossed her left leg over her right knee, giving Xavier a full view all the way to her hip. He made no attempt to hide he was following the maneuver, and as he had at the bar, he gave her a coy smile when he noticed her noticing.


  “I’m sure Christian and Gabrielle filled you in on our meetings, and what they were looking for,” Peter pulled out the red binder containing a copy of the campaign.


  “They did,” Xavier had brought his drink with him, a something and coke, and as he sipped it, his eyes met hers.


  “I hope they told you how happy they were with it,” Jill chimed in before sipping her own drink.


  “They did say they were impressed,” he smiled, giving her some hope, then quickly took it away. “But they tend to be a little impulsive and enthusiastic, that’s why they pay me, to save them from them, and wasting money and time as they have so often in the past.”


  “I’ve been accused of being a lot of things, but never a waste of time,” Jill kept up the flirting, then made a show of chugging the rest of her drink, before licking her lips. “Damn that went down easy.”


  Xavier began to speak but stopped when Peter hissed at her. “Jill, please!”


  She looked his way and their eyes met, Peter’s expression clearly said, “cool it!” and in a rare instance, she wondered if he were right, she might be going to far.


  “Have to say you surprise me Peter.” Even though he addressed him, Xavier’s eyes remained on her. “I didn’t think you had it in you.”


  “What? That I could have my own firm?”


  “No, that doesn’t surprise me, you did have talent, and if nothing else, you demonstrated you’d stop at nothing to get what you wanted.”


  He delivered the statement conversationally, but Jill felt as if he’d kicked her in the stomach. Peter was right, this meeting was nothing but a set up for Xavier to pay him back for betraying him.


  “I was speaking about Jill,” Xavier continued in that smooth, melodic, meant for radio voice. “You not only punched over your weight class, but I daresay you landed a flat out trophy wife.”


  “Jill went to school for fashion and marketing, she’s a legitimate partner and contributor in our firm.”


  “I’m more than a pretty face is what he’s saying,” Jill joked to try and keep it light.


  “I’m sorry if either of you feel insulted, I meant it as a compliment,” he pointed to Jill. “Both to your beauty, and to Peter’s being savvy enough to know he has a secret weapon at his disposal if he needs it.”


  “What’s that supposed to mean?” For the first time Peter didn’t sound nervous, instead he had that tone of indignation he often had with her.


  “Simply that she’s distracting and knows it. Lot of men still think with the wrong head, and I’m sure Jill can get the little one to make the big one a bit fuzzy when it comes to what they agree too.”


  “I know the last time we saw each other didn’t end well,” Peter had an edge to his voice. “But that’s no reason to insult my wife.”


  “I don’t believe she’s offended,” he gestured to her with his glass. “Are you insulted, Jill?”


  “Not at all,” she slid her heel over her knee, easing it out of the strap, and let her shoe dangle from her toes. “If you got it flaunt it,” she met his gaze. “Men can do that to, but I think you know that don’t you?”


  “I like you, Jill,” he leaned forward and put his glass on the table, his eyes lingering on her legs. “You weren’t blowing smoke about being bold.”


  “Smoke isn’t something I’d consider worth blowing.”


  “Now I’m really surprised, unless he’s changed quite a bit, Peter never struck me as someone who could handle a woman who’s so blatant in her sexuality.”


  “I thought we were here to talk business, not my marriage.” Peter leaned over to hand Xavier the proposal.


  “We’ll get there,” Xavier took the binder, but didn’t open it. “I’m getting acquainted with your wife. Is that okay?”


  “Acquainted and crude innuendos are different things.”


  “Huh, and here I thought I was the one with green eyes.” Xavier smirked. “You know jealousy is a sign of low self-esteem, right?”


  “Xavier,” Peter began, but Jill cut him off before he could shoot his way out of any slim chance they might have.


  “Peter doesn’t like that I dress for attention, likes it less that I get it.”


  “This isn’t the time,” Peter whispered so quietly she could barely hear him.


  “Understandable. I imagine seeing you’re younger and so out of his league he worries about other men swooping in.”


  “He’s right here,” Peter scowled. “And he wants to talk shop.”


  “You’re right, he has issues with me showing off and being a little flirty but know what I say?” she pushed herself from the cushion and put her glass on the table.


  She made sure to lean over far enough to give him a look down her shirt and catch a glimpse of her lace teal bra.


  “My body, my rules.” She finished as she straightened and matched Xavier’s smile with one of her own.


  “I do believe my old friend is out of his league in every way. Obvious who wears the pants here.”


  “I prefer pants to be on the floor rather than still being worn.” Jill leaned back into the sofa and cross her legs once more.


  Xavier’s gaze returned to her legs, and his eyes narrowed. Jill wasn’t sure what had his attention until he asked.


  “Are we talking about just Peter’s pants?”


  The anklet. Xavier knew just what it meant, at least in combination with her bold behavior. The thrill she would have normally felt at a man that hot knowing she could be had, was mixed with the place and time, would this hurt their chances?


  “Enough about this,” Peter had that same childish put off tone he always had with her on the subject, and she was sure if Xavier still had any doubt he’d just removed it.


  “All I can say is talk about irony,” Xavier muttered and this time there was no smile on his face.


  He lifted the proposal and opened it. “Let’s see what we have here, shall we?”


  “Please do,” Jill looked quickly at Peter, but he was leaning forward, his hands clasped in his lap so he wouldn’t run them through his hair.


  They remained silent as Xavier slowly turned each page, thoroughly reading everything. Jill knew he was taking his time on purpose to ramp up their nerves, odds are he already heard about it from his bosses.


  Jill forced herself to remain still and quiet, and to not look back at Peter even though she could feel him looking her way several times.


  “Hmm,” Xavier looked over the last page and closed the binder. “This is good work. I like the concept; the art mockups are flashy and appealing. I can tell your wife had a hand in this, Peter, your work is always technically solid, but you lack splash, and this has a lot of that.”


  “Thank you,” Jill beamed at him.


  “I have to say this time I agree with Chris and Gabby, this is exactly the type of ad they need.”


  “Good to hear,” Peter spoke slowly to keep his nerves in check as he pulled a manilla envelop from the briefcase. “We drew up a contract. Once you sign it, we’ll call the office tomorrow and have people start working on it so by the time we get back in two days they’ll have some initial…”


  He trailed off when Xavier shook his head.


  “Oh, I’m not signing anything, Peter.”


  “But you said it was just what they needed!” he protested.


  “It is, and it’s a shame to turn down such quality work, but I’ll be telling Chris and Gabby its not what they need.” He tapped the binder. “Going to take a good lie as to why, but I’ll come up with something.”


  “I…I don’t understand,” Peter kept pressing. “They saw this, they know what’s in it. Aren’t they going to question why you turned it down?”


  “I get paid for years of expertise and to do what’s best for them, and I can easily convince them anything I decide is what’s best for them.”


  “But…”


  “Oh, for fuck’s sake!” Xavier exclaimed, causing Jill to flinch at the volume and power in his voice when he raised it. “Are you really this stupid? You know damn well why I’m shooting this down!”


  “Xavier, that was thirty years ago!”


  “Yes, which makes this all the sweeter, I knew this day would come, Peter, and now that its here?” he laughed. “The look on your face is even better than I imagined.”


  “How about being professional and not personal?” Peter asked. “You know this is what they want.”


  “Professional? You have balls using that word! Is fucking over your best friend professional? Costing me a job, costing a woman who never did anything to you her job?”


  “Not for nothing, but you landed on your feet and have done damn well for yourself,” Peter argued. “You’ve been at the top of the game for years, gone from firm to firm to the highest bidder, worked on international campaigns, you going to tell me I really set you back that far?”


  “It was the fucking point! You traitorous piece of shit!” Xavier shouted at him. “We’d been friends since freshmen year of High school, we were like brothers, and you did that to me for a fucking job?”


  “I…you knew my situation, I had nothing to fall back on! Your parents…”


  “Cut me off after that!” Xavier hissed. “Their lawyer went back and told them about the video, and they were furious that I’d risk my future over a piece of ass. Not only told me they wouldn’t send me anymore money, but don’t come home.


  “I spent months doing shit jobs and living in one room rat traps and that’s when I could afford one, other times I slept in the park. Every place I went for a job I was turned down because that miserable POS Harris bad mouthed me.”


  “Jesus, I never knew, I thought you went back home,” Peter said softly.


  “And Julie? Her husband ended up finding out why she really got fired. He smacked the shit out of her and threw her out, and she had to move back home to Colorado because she had nowhere to go either.”


  Xavier took a breath and lowered his voice.


  “I know now I shouldn’t have been messing around with her. But she was older, hot, and fed me the lines she got no attention, he doesn’t understand, all that crap I bought at 21, But she wasn’t a bad person, and she shouldn’t have lost her job and got outed because my alleged best friend shoved it up my ass because he was too gutless to let the best man win.


  “I followed your career, Peter you are good at what you do, which makes what you did to me even worse. So convinced you’d lose out to me. How do you know you wouldn’t have been the winner anyway?


  “Xavier, I can’t change what I did, and all I can do is say I’m sorry.” Peter offered. “If there’s anything else I can do, I’ll do it.”


  “Like I said, been following you. I know you lost a couple of clients recently, a lot of people have, that’s why this conference is so busy. So many people took hits when the economy tanked last year. You’re barely afloat, and I know how bad you need this.”


  He flipped the binder back into the briefcase.


  “This is where I ask you how does it feel to be fucked over? To have something you worked your ass off for taken away from you by someone who just wants to be a petty dick to you?”


  “Xavier,” Jill waited until he looked her way. “Peter told me what happened before we came here. I am so angry at him, so ashamed of him. What he did was awful, but I didn’t do that to you, and I’m going to lose my business too.”


  She leaned forward and put her hands out imploringly.


  “We have twenty-three employees who might not have a job soon. They’re good people with families and they work hard, and they never wronged you. Why make them pay for what he did to you a lifetime ago?”


  Xavier frowned and looked away when she tried to make eye contact.


  “He’s my husband, but I’m well aware he doesn’t have enough backbone to own his shit, and trust me, I’ll make sure he never forgets that he put me and our company in this spot.”


  “Something tells me you are a little bit of what he deserves,” Xavier remained looking at his feet as he spoke. “I’m good at reading people, and watching you and how he reacted to you,” he shrugged.


  “It is a sweet little joke that a man who got me fired for fooling around with a married woman has a wife that fools around.”


  “No one said she does that!” Peter chirped. “That’s a…”


  “And still can’t own your shit,” Xavier grunted. “I see how she’s dressed, the way she acts, that bracelet.” He looked up and gave Jill a weak smile.


  “Okay, like the skin cream, I’ll own up. I heard a rumor your missus was seen leaving a bar with a man that wasn’t you down in Jacksonville at last year’s conference. I got a big kick out of it, bigger kick now because I see you don’t like it, back then I thought maybe she was bringing him back to your hotel for a menage a trois.”


  “You’re right, he hates it and I make his life miserable over it,” Jill was grasping at any straw that presented itself. “I’m not dressed like this to impress you; I don’t shit where I eat. I’m dressed like this because from here I’m going to have some fun.”


  “Jesus Christ,” Peter groaned, his face flushing. “I can’t believe you’re telling him this.”


  “See?” she pointed to him. “I do this to him all the time and he hates it. He’s paying a price, and like you said there’s poetic justice to it, no?”


  “I suppose there is,” Xavier smirked. “Peter Brennan a cuck. Now it makes sense how you landed a ride you obviously can’t handle, its because she spends her time taking others for a ride.”


  “Let’s go, Jill,” Peter slammed the brief case shut. “He’s made up his mind, and I’m not going to sit here and listen to this shit.”


  “Sit down!” she demanded when he rose. “This is your fault and you’re not going anywhere until we get this deal done.”


  Peter glared down at her.


  “I said sit down and for once in your life be a man and face up to a problem.”


  She gave him a hard look until he slowly sank back down to the couch.


  “That was worth the price of admission,” Xavier chuckled.


  “I’m appealing to your sense of fairness,” Jill tried again. “You lost everything because of what someone else did. You really going to do that to our people?”


  “I’m not doing it,” he pointed to Peter. “He is.”


  “They don’t know that, and even if I told them? You’re the one who could have been a bigger man and decided not to.”


  “But I wouldn’t have a grudge if it never happened,” he nodded as if to himself. “I vowed the day I found out what he did, that I would get even no matter how long it took. If your firm closes, he’ll have all that guilt on him, have all those people’s fates on his hands.”


  He pointed to Peter.


  “You been sleeping just fine the last thirty years, time for that to change. Time for you to feel some pain.”


  “But I…”


  “Jill, I like you,” Xavier interrupted her. “Smart, strong, sexy as fuck, all the things he doesn’t deserve, but that’s nowhere near enough to make me change my mind.”


  “Well, if you think I’m hot,” she could feel Peter glaring at her. “Maybe…”


  “No,” he waved his hand at her. “I’m not that easy, Jill. I was flirting with you to piss him off, and honestly, to maybe give him a little hope his pretty little wife could show some leg, make some off color remarks, and make me go soft by getting hard.”


  “Because that’s the thing, Jill,” Xavier gestured to Peter. “He knows you’re that weapon I talked about, and when it suits him, he’s fine with you wearing a free lunch sign, but only as bait that he can pull away in the end.”


  “No,” she shook her head. “I call the shots.”


  “You just said you don’t shit where you eat, but you just showed you’ll dangle your pretty little carrot, now won’t you? No, me caving to you is giving him a win, so you can stop playing games, I know he’s in on it.”


  “Jill, this isn’t going anywhere.” Peter tried to stand again, but her hand flashed out and caught his wrist.


  “Neither are you, this isn’t over.” She gave her head a defiant toss, “You might be accustomed to losing, but I’m not.”


  “Again, I admire the fire, Jill,” Xavier gave her a nod of respect. “But this isn’t between us, its about him and I.”


  “And you and I can make it about him.”


  Jill leaned over and picked up the manilla envelope, she slid out the two page contract, and plucked a pen from inside Peter’s suit jacket. Rising from the couch she walked around the coffee table and sat down next to Xavier who looked at her suspiciously.


  “How about,” she put the contract and pen down on the table in front of him. “You sign this, and then take your rival’s wife for a long hard nasty ride?”


  “Jill!” Peter shot up from the couch. “Get your ass over here now, we’re leaving!”


  “See how mad he is?” she put her hand on Xavier’s thigh. “How’s that for revenge?”


  Xavier eyed her hand but didn’t try to move it.


  “Yeah, that’s right,” Jill lowered her voice to her best sultry purr. “You want revenge? What better revenge then having his wife’s mouth on your cock?”


  Her hand slid further up his thigh and closer to his crotch as she continued in a smoky voice that oozed sex and promise.


  “Your cock in his wife’s hot cunt. Making his woman squeal while you take her the way he never could.”


  Jill went all in and put her hand on his cock, pleased at both how hard, and how big, he felt.


  “You can have anything you want, anyway you want it, I’m all yours. You can take all that anger out on me, punish my body the way you wish you could punish him.”


  She rubbed his cock, ignoring Peter demanding her to get away from Xavier.


  “Listen to him, and this is just me touching you. Imagine him spending the rest of his life knowing you had me. Not just had me but treated me like a whore. Like some dirty skank you found at a seedy bar.


  “I’ll be your slut, Xavier, your porn star, the wildest nastiest fuck you’ve ever had, and he is going to live with that.”


  She gave his cock a squeeze, her nipples stiffening and her pussy gushing at how thick it was. He released a low groan and his chest heaved as his breathing became heavier.


  “He’s going to have to live with not just knowing you fucked me, but that it happened because of what an asshole he was to you. So spineless he couldn’t go man on man with you, and all these years later, his wife has to seal the deal with her body to save our business.”


  She leaned in and whispered in his ear.


  “If you don’t sign, he’ll blame you when it comes to telling people they no longer have a job. Sign and not a day will go by that he won’t know what you did to his wife. Know why? Because I’ll remind him every day. I torment him now by fucking random men, imagine having this over him?”


  “Hmm,” Xavier’s eyes were now looking down her top as she stroked his cock harder through his jeans. “That’s a pretty picture you’re painting,” he whispered.


  “Not as pretty as you painting my face, or my tits, my ass, or anywhere else you want to cover his wife with all that sticky white cum.” She sighed in his ear. “Unless of course you just want me to swallow it or shoot it deep inside his wife’s cunt.”


  “Very enticing,” Xavier grabbed her hand and removed it from his crotch, putting it on her leg. “But I’m not biting.”


  “Biting?” she repeated, stunned that he had just refused her.


  “I told you, I know this game. He’s acting all pissed off, but still over there, not even trying to come get you.”


  “Because he’s gutless,” she told him. “He knows I do what and who I want. That’s why this will be so much better revenge for you! He’s helpless to stop us.”


  “I’m no fool. I agree, he leaves, we go into the bedroom. You’ll strip down, touch me a little, let me touch you, you’ll tell me to sign and the second I do, your clothes are back on, you’re out the door and the two of you are drinking champagne to how you tricked me.”


  “See, Jill, he’s too smart for this,” Peter was in full desperation mode, taking Xavier’s side in pretending she wouldn’t go through with it. “Let’s go, its my fault, and I’ll figure something out.”


  “Oh, baby,” Jill switched off to a little girl voice, complete with a full slut red pout. “You really think this bad girl won’t take oh, so good care of you?”


  “That’s what I think. That and he’s right, time for you two to go home and lick your wounds.”


  “I’d rather lick your cock, baby,” she cooed. “And if I’m a good girl for you maybe you’ll lick my cunt, make me cum harder than he ever has.”


  “You’re a tempting woman, Jill,” he told her and between the way his face had flushed and the slight tremor in his voice, she knew she was getting to him. “But I told you, I already know what’s going to happen once he leaves.”


  “That’s where you’re wrong, sweetie,” Jill slowly ran her tongue over her lips before whispering. “Who said he’s leaving?”




  Chapter Four


  


  “What!?!” Both Peter and Xavier exclaimed at the same time.


  “That’s right, he’s going to sit right there,” Jill pointed to the recliner to her right. “So he can have an up close view of what you’re going to do to his wife,” she flicked her tongue at him. “And what I’m going to do to you.”


  “Bullshit!” Peter yelled at her. “You get your ass back over here now!”


  “See that?” Jill asked Xavier who was still sitting there with a stunned look on his face. “You think he’d be that mad if he thought I was kidding? He knows I’m serious, you know why?”


  “Tell me,” Xavier asked softly.


  “Because I’ve done it before.” She nodded as his green eyes grew even wider. “That’s right, when I’m really pissed at him because I get tired of his whining or he does something totally fucking stupid, I bring home a man and make him watch me fuck,” she flashed a nasty smile. “Right there in our bed.”


  “I said, let’s go!” Peter came around the table but stopped when Xavier rose to stand between the two of them.


  “Hold on, old friend,” Xavier put his hand up. “I’m still listening to your wife’s pitch,” he looked down at her, his eyes on her tits. “It’s getting more intriguing by the minute.”


  Jill rose to her feet.


  “See this?” she eased the top of her skirt down far enough to show him the full tattoo on her hip. “Everyman’s Ace, true back then, and just as true now. I don’t blow smoke honey, I suck cock, any one I want, any time I want.”


  “Goddamn,” for the first time, Xavier’s determination to send them away seemed to waver. “You’re not kidding.”


  “Now,” she eased the skirt back up. “With that juicy little caveat thrown in, are you still going to tell me this isn’t a better revenge? Ruining Peter financially is a temporary setback, one he can recover from because you know my husband will land a good job with his experience.


  “But fucking his wife?” Jill slipped the blazer off and tossed it behind her, giving Xavier a view of her in just the short tight sleeveless top. “Honey, there’s no coming back from that. This will leave a bitter taste in his mouth for the rest of his days.”


  She released a practiced naughty giggle. “Might leave a taste in mine too, but it’ll be far from bitter,” she reached between Xavier’s legs and grabbed his still hard cock. “Isn’t that right, baby?”


  “Don’t listen to her, this isn’t happening,” Peter stepped forward and froze when Xavier put his hand on his chest to stop him from getting to her.


  “I don’t think that’s your decision to make, Peter,” he said quietly. “Seems to me you’re helpless to stop this.”


  “Same way you were helpless to stop what happened to you,” Jill egged him on. Rubbing his cock once again through his jeans. “Difference is he went behind your back, but tonight? He’ll see it coming,” she laughed. “Literally and can’t do a thing about it.”


  “Damn, I like you,” Xavier put his hand on her bare shoulder and gently ran his fingers down her arm, sending a shiver through her. “You have a mean streak in you, don’t you?”


  “I like to put my husband in his place when he needs it, and I don’t think he’s ever needed it this bad.”


  “Fine, you do what you want,” Pater backed away. “You always do anyway, but I’m leaving.”


  “You leave, I don’t sign.” Xavier told him. “Your wife made me an offer I’m more than willing to accept, but if you leave? She can leave with you, and you go home with nothing.”


  “Or you swallow your pride while you watch me swallow something else,” Jill told him. “And we seal this deal and go home with the biggest account we’ve ever had, and you’ll be a hero to our employees.”


  “This isn’t fair,” Peter whispered, and Jill could see him beginning to cave.


  “I can’t believe you’d say that to me.” Xavier slipped his arm around Jill’s shoulders, his hand caressing her upper arm. “Christ, Brennan, you’re getting this deal after being a first class dick to me, and its your wife doing the dirty work.”


  “Oh, honey,” she squeezed his cock. “Trust me, this won’t be work.”


  “J…Jill,” Peter’s stammer was accompanied by his hand running through his hair. “Its not worth it, and,” he snapped his fingers. “Think about what he was worried about, what if you fuck him and he doesn’t sign?”


  “Then at least I got a good fuck and pissed you off,” Jill took Xavier’s hand and put it on her breast. She released a soft moan at the way it fit perfectly into his large palm, and when he gave her a gentle squeeze, an electric shock of pleasure went through her, God she was wet!


  “I think I’d be willing to bargain in good faith that Xavier, unlike you, has some scruples and if I take good care of him, he’ll take good care of me, right, baby?”


  She caught his cheek, and turned his head. Jill was tall enough in her fuck me shoes to be able to lean up to kiss him. Xavier flinched slightly in surprise but didn’t stop her. Jill’s soft lips barely grazed his, and moving her head, she traced a slow gently circle over his, before punctuating the kiss by playfully flicking her tongue across his upper lip.


  “You get me, we get your company’s business, do we have a deal?”


  Xavier, still surprised, and aroused by the teasing kiss, paused, trying to maintain his control. He gave a slow nod, then raised his finger.


  “Only if he stays, as fine as you are, and good as I know you’ll be, its only works if he sees it happen.” He gave her an incongruously nervous smile. “You know, I’ve never had sex in front of anyone before.”


  “No?” Jill asked. “Trust me, it makes it that much better, especially when the person watching is being humiliated.” A cold smile spread across her lips. “And I will make sure that happens.


  “Take your contract and shove it up your ass.” Peter turned and walked back around the table. “I’ll see you whenever you decide to slink back to the hotel, Jill.”


  Jill pushed the surprised Xavier out of the way and in four long strides caught Peter by the arm. He spun around, and grabbing his tie, she yanked him towards her.


  “You sit in that fucking chair, and you watch your wife do what your useless ass can’t, save our business.”


  “Let me go,” he hissed at her.


  “You walk, I walk,” she threatened. “I will leave you over this, Peter. I swear to God, I will. This was our dream, and I won’t lose it because of a bullshit stunt you pulled.”


  “Not like your mine, anyway,” he whispered, glancing over his shoulder at Xavier.


  “Mine?” she rolled her eyes. “I am not a possession, no one is. Nothing has changed Peter, you can have me as your wife, the woman you love, your partner, but you don’t own my body. That’s mine to do with as I please. You chose this when we got married, up to you if you still want it.”


  “Jill, I…” his usual indecisive look was back. “Y… you know I love you, but I…with him?”


  “With him, and you only have yourself to blame. This time I shit where I eat, and all because of you.” She shook her head. “Tell me, Peter is it because I’m fucking another man or is it because he knows you and now knows what a sad little cuck you turned out to be?”


  When he didn’t answer, she let his tie go. “Sit the fuck down and make some money or go the fuck home a soon to be single man.”


  She stepped back from him, watching his face, which was flushed with anger and shame, that mix of emotion she was all too familiar with, and in times like this, lived for. His mouth opened, but nothing came out.


  Jill cocked her head as if saying “well?”


  Peter’s eyes stared hard into hers, but after a few moments of silence, he turned sank down into the recliner with the air of a drowning man going down for the final time.


  “Holy shit,” Xavier exclaimed behind her. “He’s really going to do it.”


  “Peter always does as told, don’t you, sweetie?” When he didn’t answer, she repeated the question. “I said, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Jill,” he answered in a bare whisper.


  “Xavier, be a dear and move the table towards your chair, I think we’ll need the couch and some more room to put on a show.”


  “Yes, Jill,” Xavier laughed and when she turned he was already moving over to the other side of the table. Between the glass and the solid frame, it wasn’t light, and she admired the way his muscles bunched as he pushed it towards the chair.


  Jill sauntered around the table and approached Xavier who was smiling like the cat that ate the canary.


  “What do you say, sexy,” she put her hands on his strong chest, “You want to kiss his wife?”


  “I’m going to do more than that,” he told her. “I’m going to…” he stopped when she put her hand on his cheek and turned his head towards Peter.


  “Tell him what you’re going to do.”


  “I…I’m going to fuck your wife.”


  “That sounded like a question,” Jill chided him. “Say it the way you’re going to do it.”


  Xavier glanced briefly at her, and when she wagged her tongue provocatively at him, smiled.


  “Peter, I’m going to fuck your wife like you never have.”


  “How?” Jill pressed.


  “I’m going to treat her like the dirty whore she is, use her anyway I want, and you’re going to sit there and watch every second of it, aren’t you?”


  Peter looked away and Jill barked.


  “Answer him!”


  “I,” Peter, his face red and a dark vein throbbing angrily at his temple, swallowed before speaking in a voice constricted with rage. “Am going to watch you fuck my wife.”


  “What kind of wife is she?” Xavier asked, and the question caused her nipples to ache with excitement, he wasn’t just going to fuck her, he was already fully into the game.


  “My…whore of a wife,” Peter repeated, now glaring at her.


  “I am a whore, aren’t I?” Jill asked. “Sucking cock for a contract, no different than fucking for money is it?”


  “You are a whore, Jill,” Peter hissed.


  “Hmm, I love it when he gets mad!” She laughed, then turned Xavier’s cheek so he was now facing her. “Shall we?”


  Xavier’s answer was to taker her face in his hands and give her a hard kiss. Jill groaned at how forcefully his lips pressed to hers, and eagerly returned the kiss with equal fervor.


  His hands left her face, sliding around her waist, and her pussy flowed at the way he crushed her against his hard body. His strong hands roamed over her bare shoulders and down her back.


  She groaned when they dipped down to her ass, one firm cheek in each hand, and gave them a hard squeeze. Jill ground her hips into him, her nipples and clit aching at the sensation of his hard cock pushing into her stomach.


  She parted her lips and drover her tongue between his. She swirled her tongue around his mouth, picking up the taste of the Jim Beam he’d been drinking. Jill ran her hands up his arms and along his muscular back, sliding one up over his smooth bald head.


  Gently pulling his head back, she eased her lips slightly away from his and whispered, “He needs to see,” she then slipped her tongue out, teasing his lips. Xavier’s green eyes glinted with lust and excitement as he stuck his tongue out and they made a show of their French kissing.


  Her eyes darted to Peter who had slumped back into the chair with an air of resignation. But his eyes were on them, anger and humiliation battling for supremacy on his face.


  Xavier grabbed the end of her hair and yanked roughly on it, pulling her head back while sending a fresh wave of moist heat through her yearning cunt. His lips left hers and fastened to her neck, kissing her with an urgency that had her squirming against him.


  “Oh, fuck yeah,” she breathed turning her head enough to be able to smile at Peter while grabbing the back of Xavier’s head and holding his face to her neck. “Show him how much you want his wife.”


  Xavier’s hands slipped between them, cupping her breasts, and squeezing them through her silky top while his lips and tongue worked the soft creamy skin of her neck.


  “That feels so good, baby,” she purred. “But I think we have a problem.”


  Xavier raised his head from her neck, a look of uncertainty on his face.


  “What’s wrong?”


  “The two of us have way too many clothes on.”


  She grabbed the bottom of his shirt and tugged it up, exposing his hard well defined abdomen. Already sucking on her lower lip, she pulled it higher and Xavier removed his hands from her to lift his arms up.


  Staring at Peter as she did it, she peeled his shirt off and tossed it behind her.


  “Oh, look at this,” Jill cooed, running her hands over Xavier’s thick well-muscled chest and stomach. “Now this is a man who knows how to stay in shape, not soft like you are.”


  Peter’s jaw clenched at the remark, but he remained silent. Partly from being so angry he probably couldn’t manage to choke the words out, but also from the experience of knowing anything he said, Jill would turn around on him in another nasty remark.


  Jill leaned up and kissed Xavier again, her mouth wide, trying to devour his mouth in an exaggerated porn star style kiss designed to give Peter a full view of the action. She captured Xavier’s nipples between her blue tipped fingers and made him gasp when she gave them a pinch.


  Jill ducked her head, this time kissing his neck, making a show of sliding her tongue along the length of it, before kissing and sucking on it. Xavier’s hands went back to her breasts, but she pushed them away.


  He didn’t resist her doing so, and dropped them down to rest on her hips, allowing her to dictate the game. Jill slid her tongue down the middle of his chest, then over to his left nipple, giving her infuriated husband a good look at her running her tongue around his rival’s nipple.


  “Your wife’s good with her tongue,” Xavier seemed to have no problem following her lead, taunting Peter. “Bet she’s going to do an even better job on my balls.”


  “Hmm-mm!” Jill moaned in agreement as she sucked on his nipple.


  She pressed her lips hard into his chest and removed them, admiring the perfect lip print around his nipple. Jill tongued the other, and felt Xavier tugging on her hips, pulling her into him, his hips pushing into her impatiently.


  Jill gave his nipple a quick kiss, then gave him a shove. Caught off guard, Xavier took a half step back, his knees hitting the back of the couch and fell into a sitting position.


  She tapped his foot with hers, and taking the hint, he leaned over and removed his shoes and socks. As he did, she sauntered over to Peter.


  “I know these shoes are hot, Xavier, but I don’t think you want to risk any holes in you, do you?”


  “I want you naked except for your jewelry,” he told her, his eyes glinting with anticipation. “Especially those pretty wedding rings of yours.”


  “You sure you haven’t cucked anyone before?: Jill giggled. “You’re pretty good so far.”


  “I’m just following your lead.”


  “Take my shoes off,” Jill lifted her right leg and placed her heeled foot on Peter’s knee.


  He grunted in disgust and folded his arms over his chest like a defiant child.


  “I said take my fucking shoe off!’ she hissed, and leaned forward, putting her weight onto her foot, and making the pointed heel dig into the soft flesh over his knee.


  “Jill, please,” he whispered, “Just get it over with.”


  “It lasts as long as I want it to, and the more you piss me off, the longer it goes. Now be a good little boy and take my shoes off, Xavier wants to feel my soft feet on his chest and shoulders and wherever else they want to wander to.”


  “Yeah, Pete, be a good little boy over there” he laughed. “Maybe if you behave I’ll only fuck her once.”


  “Shut the…” Peter stopped when Jill clapped her hand over his mouth.


  “You shut up! This is all on you, you little shit! I would never do this with a client, and you know it. Everything I do is on you, so deal with it.”


  “Actually, it’s going to be all over your wife’s pretty face,” Xavier chirped behind her.


  “Shoe, now.”


  Jill released his mouth and tapped her foot. Peter’s hands shook as he slid the strap off her ankle with one, while sliding the shoe off her foot with the other. He let it drop to the floor, and putting her hand on his shoulder for balance, she lifted her leg, and put her foot in his face.


  “You know what to do,” she told him.


  Peter’s eyes darted to Xavier, then back to her. She raised her eyebrows and with a disgusted grunt, he opened his mouth and sucked on her toes.


  “Good doggie,” she patted his head and laughed at the look he gave her.


  She watched him lick each of her toes before lowering her foot and putting the other up on his knee. This time Peter quickly removed her shoe, flipping it contemptuously behind him.


  But he obediently opened his mouth and took her toes into it. Jill tilted her foot up, so the bottom of it was in his face. “Lick it,” she demanded.


  Peter mumbled something but put his tongue out and starting at her heel ran it up and down her foot several times.


  “Christ, you lap like a dog, and you wonder why you I hardly ever let you lick my cunt.”


  She pushed her foot in his face, shoving his head back, then spun on her feel and sauntered back to Xavier. Putting her back to him, she unhooked her skirt and pushed it over her hips. Jill shimmied side to side, slowly lowering the skirt.


  She pushed it down to the floor, so she was completely bent over, and Xavier whistled. “Damn, your wife has a fine ass!”


  Jill yelped in surprise when Xavier caught her with a playful slap to her right cheek. She remained bent over and wiggled her hips, and he delivered a harder slap to the other side.


  Jill straightened and kicked the skirt into the air, sending it at Peter. He angrily swatted it away, making her laugh. Keeping her back to Xavier, she put her arms over her head, taking her long hair up with it, and swayed seductively.


  She eased backwards until her ass was directly in Xavier’s face and sighed when he kissed one side of her ass, then the other. He pulled the string of her lace blue thong to the side, and she moaned, a shudder running through her, when he ran his tongue through the crack of her ass.


  Jill bent over, lowering her ass, and pushed it into his lap. Putting her hands on her knees, she worked her ass in slow circles, grinding it into his hard cock. Xavier slipped his arm around her waist and yanked her backwards.


  She fell back into him, her back pressed to his chest and her legs between his. Jill lifted her legs, placing her feet on his knees. Xavier found the top button of her shirt and deftly popped it open.


  Jill ground on his lap as he slowly unbuttoned her shirt, her eyes fixed on Peter, watching him watch Xavier finish unbuttoning her shirt and pull it open to expose the skimpy blue lace bra that matched her thong.


  She leaned forward enough for him top slip it from her shoulders and pull it off. Jill’s breath caught when Xavier, with a skill that didn’t surprise her, flicked open her bra with the fingers of one hand.


  With the other, he brushed her hair to the side and softly kissed the back of her neck. Jill’s breathing grew heavier, and her face flushed as rather than just whip her bra off, Xavier started at the tip of her right shoulder and left a trail of maddeningly slow soft kisses across her upper back.


  “Yes,” she moaned as she leaned further forward, and he trailed his lips down to the middle of her back while his fingers eased the straps of the bra down her arms. “That feels good, baby, its so nice to be with a man who knows how to treat a woman.”


  “I might not be so nice in a few minutes,” he whispered in her ear.


  “Like I said, a man who knows how to treat a woman,” she lifted her arms, allowing him to push straps past her elbows, then slipped out of the bra.


  Jill raised her arms up, and Xavier whipped her bra off, and as she had done, threw it at Peter who remained still, letting it hit his arm and fall to the floor.


  Xavier’s hands slid over her breasts, and Jill groaned as his palms grazed her nipples. He squeezed her breasts, and she put her hands over his, pressing them harder against her.


  “Your wife’s got some firm tits,” Xavier captured her nipples between his long thick fingers. “Can’t wait to suck on them.”


  “Whatever,” Peter mumbled, but his eyes were on her tits, and Jill could see that train wreck fascination she’d seen in him whenever she’d let a man take her in front of him.


  Jill moaned as Xavier rolled her swollen rosy nipples then yipped when he gave them a light pinch. He eased her back against him and nibbled gently on her ear while he pleasured her nipples.


  She shifted on his lap, adjusting herself so she could let her head fall back and rest on his shoulder as he now kissed and sucked on her neck. Her hips were now working in slow sensual circles on his lap, teasing his trapped cock through his jeans.


  She could feel his hips rocking up into her, but he continued to work her neck and fondle her tits in a deliciously unhurried manner. His right hand left her breast and slid down her stomach, pausing to playfully flick the pendent in her navel.


  When his fingers dipped lower and teased along the edge of her thong, Jill whimpered softly, arching her back and thrusting upwards, encouraging him to keep going.


  His fingers entered her thong, gently rubbing the patch of now moist pubic hair on her mound, as he continued to kiss her neck while playing with her nipple. Losing patience, she grabbed his wrist and shoved his hand down her thong.


  His fingers slid over and through the slick pink lips of her pussy, and she released a loud moan. When Xavier found her clit with his fingertip and rubbed it in a slow circle, her moan turned to whimper, and she squirmed against him.


  Jill grabbed the thong and yanked it to the side so Peter could see their soon to be client fingering his wife’s cunt. Xavier took it further, slipping his hand from between her legs, he grabbed the thin strip of material over her hip.


  She cried out in both surprise and excitement when he yanked hard, tearing it from the thong. He tugged, and Jill pushed against his knees lifting herself high enough he could pull the torn thong from her body.


  He brought his hand up over her shoulder and pressed the crotch of the thong to his face, inhaling deeply. He flung it at Peter, and this time he moved, ducking to the side as the thong hit the back of the chair.


  “How’s your wife look naked on my lap?” Xavier asked, his hand slipping back between her legs.


  Peter’s reply was to lower his eyes, but when Xavier boldly pushed two fingers inside her, making Jill squeal in delight, they shifted back to watch.


  “Fuck, she’s wet,” Xavier exclaimed. “Guess she really does need some real attention.”


  “Wet for you, baby,” Jill moaned, pumping her hips to push his fingers deeper. “Wet for your hard body and that big fucking cock you’re going to be shoving into his wife’s wet cunt.”


  “Going in his wife’s mouth first,” Xavier promised. “Isn’t that right, Jill?”


  “I can already taste it,” she said softly as she rocked into his fingers. “Going to give you the best head you’ve ever had, suck that big dick and drain your balls down my fucking throat!”


  “Nasty little thing, isn’t she?” Xavier’s thumb found her swollen clit and Jill’s body jerked as a shock of pleasure ran through her.


  “See this?” she glared at Peter. “I’m supposed to be earning the contract and here he is making me come first! That’s what a man does, he takes care of his woman, doesn’t leave her having to use toys to get a decent orgasm!”


  “Going to make her come on my lap like a cheap slut in the back of a strip club,” Xavier chuckled.


  “What do you mean like a cheap slut, she giggled, then gasped when he curled his fingers inside her sopping slit and rubbed her clit harder.


  Xavier squeezed her nipple more firmly between his fingers and angling his head, nuzzled her cheek. Jill turned her head and accepted his tongue filled kiss, moaning into his mouth as she took her other nipple between her fingers.


  Her other hand went over his, keeping it pressed between her thighs, her nails digging into the back of his hand as his thumb worked her clit in harder and faster circle. She whimpered in her throat as his tongue danced over hers, and he worked his fingers side to side.


  She was so wet his fingers made wet squishing sounds as he worked them back and forth. Jill’s toes curled into his knees and her hips rocked harder. Beneath her, his raging hard rubbed along her ass, and she couldn’t wait to get her mouth on it.


  Her thighs trembled and when her pussy contracted around Xavier’s fingers, Jill gave up on their kiss and let her head fall back. His lips immediately went back to her neck, and as her moan rose in pitch from the orgasm building within her, Jill focused on the thought she knew would send her over the edge.


  She was completely naked, squirming on the lap of a good looking man, with his fingers buried in her quivering twat. His other hand on her tit and his lips working her neck while less than six feet away her husband watched in helpless impotent anger and jealousy.


  Jill’s eyes had been closed as she reveled in the pleasure of Xavier working her body towards what she knew as going to be one hell of a climax. At her last thought, she opened them to see Peter still watching.


  The way he was now slumped into the chair, his hands in his lap and a sad puppy dog look on his face, showed he’d passed the angry stage and was now in his defeated woe is me shame mode.


  His eyes briefly met hers, then dropped between her legs, watching Xavier play with her. His lips twitched and he swallowed hard, Jill could see his inner struggle, he wanted to look away, but couldn’t.


  That look, as it had each time he’d witnessed her with another man and coupled with Xavier suddenly curling his fingers while giving her nipple a hard pinch, triggered an explosive orgasm.


  Releasing a loud cry a porn star would be proud of, Jill bucked her hips and writhed against Xavier as he continued to rub her clit, his fingers wiggling inside her. Her cunt convulsed around those probing fingers as he dug her heels into his legs and pushed back against him.


  Jill emitted a series of high pitched yelps as he twisted her nipple once more as she tugged on the other to the point it bordered on painful. While her orgasm crashed through her, her eyes sought out Peter and saw he’d lowered his head and was slowly shaking it as the room filled with his wife’s cries of ecstasy, ecstasy brought on by another man filled the suite.


  Her body sagged against Xavier as the last tremors of her orgasm flowed through her. After a long shuddering moan, Jill sighed, “Hmm, that’s the hardest I’ve come since,” she winked at Peter who now that she’d stopped squealing had lifted his head, “The last time someone not named Peter fucked me.”


  “He hasn’t heard anything yet.” Xavier removed his hand from her dripping cunt and shoved his fingers roughly into her mouth.


  Jill groaned and her eyes rolled back as he pumped his fingers into her mouth as she slurped her sticky juices from them. His warning he might not be so nice came back to her, and her still quivering cunt tightened at the thought she was about to be taken hard by a powerful man.


  Xavier quickly turned her thought into reality. Wrapping his arms around her waist, he surged off the couch, easily taking her weight with him. The second her feet were on the floor, he slipped his right arm from around her waist.


  He shoved her hard in the back, and between the push and his arm firmly around her waist, she found herself bent over the table. She put her hands flat on the table bracing herself and heard Xavier’s zipper being yanked down.


  “Nice ink, who’d have thought Peter would find himself a little bad girl?”


  “That’s right, I…. Oh fuck!!” Jill cried out as with no hesitation, Xavier plunged his long thick cock into her still twitching cunt. “Fuck that’s a big cock!”


  She wasn’t saying that just for Peter’s benefit; Xavier was hung like a fucking horse. His wide head and thick shaft plundered her tight cunt, spreading her open as roughly as his fingers had entered her mouth.


  He released her waist, and grabbing her slender hips went to town on her with long hard thrusts that had her yelping each time he went balls deep inside her.


  “I love fucking a woman right after she comes!” Xavier grunted behind her. “Cunt’s so sloppy and hot, and still twitching.” He laughed. “I bet you wouldn’t know that, would you Peter?”


  “No, I only come after he’s given me his two minutes and a few dribbles, then he goes to sleep and I take care of myself,” Jill had to force the words out in between her yips and groans as he fucked with a speed and strength that bordered on savage.


  Jill lifted her head to stare at Peter, their eyes barely three feet apart as she leaned over the table. She gasped when Xavier swept his foot against her ankle, forcing her to spread her leg wider, and allowing him to fuck her even deeper.


  His hand flashed out and caught her hair, pulling it roughly and forcing her head back. She cried out when he dealt her ass a slap. Unlike before this wasn’t playful, but a hard stinging blow that immediately a burning sensation on her cheek.


  He slapped her other cheek just as hard. Jill’s eyes widened and she howled and squealed as he peppered her ass with sharp smacks, going from one cheek to the other with the same manic speed and energy as he was using to fuck her.


  “Ow, ow, oh, ow!” she cried out, as she endured his onslaught, ball the while keeping her gaze on her husband.


  “Think I was going to be easy on her?” he punctuated his remark with an even harder blow to her left cheek that made her cry out and lift her foot off the floor. “I’m taking all these years of wanting to get even out on her, you gutless traitor!”


  “Hell yeah!” Jill called out, as despite the stinging pain in her ass and the fact her cunt was already beginning to ache from his pounding, she felt herself gush around him at his words.


  “Use me!” she squealed. “Use his wife! Split that fucking cunt wide open! Ride his whore hard and put her away wet and ruined!”


  “Fuck you’re hot!” Xavier laughed, then went into another flurry of blows to her ass.


  Jill’s squeals went up in pitch as her spanked her. Her feet left the floor each time he hit her, as if she were trying to run, but it was just a reaction to the sharp pain. Her ass wasn’t just burning and stinging, but she could feel her soft flesh swelling.


  “Happy?” she demanded, her now watering eyes staring into her husband’s. “You happy he’s treating me like this? Treating me like some pig he picked at last call, some dirty skank he knows he can use and abuse?”


  “And I’m going to make sure I get involved with this campaign,” Xavier slowed his fucking as he spoke, and Jill moaned at the sensation of his now much easier long thrusts.


  “Make sure we Zoom so every meeting you have to look at my face and remember this. Remember me doing this to your wife.”


  Xavier’s arms swept in and out, and Jill gasped when he slapped hers out from under her. She fell forward, turning her head in fear she was going to smack it into the table, but Xavier turned his wrists, catching hers in his strong hands.


  He yanked her arms back, stopping her from face planting on the glass, but causing a sharp pain in her shoulders as he pinned her arms behind her back. He shifted his grip, getting both her slender wrists in one large hand, while his free hand grabbed her hair close to her scalp.


  Xavier pushed her head down, and she turned it so her flushed sweaty cheek was now on the cool glass of the table. She grunted when he pushed his knee into the back of hers, making her bend her leg.


  “Down!” he hissed over her head, and her pussy tightened around his now still cock at the air of command in his tone.


  Jill sank to her knees, her upper body prone on the table as Xavier leaned over her. She flinched when his foot appeared next to her face, then squealed as he resumed pounding her, now at an even deeper angle.


  “How’s this look?” he asked Peter. “Got your pretty trophy wife pinned on the table face down, ass up. Bet its her favorite position for every man except you.”


  “He’s not man enough to take me,” she panted as Xavier fucked her hard enough to make even the sturdy table rock. “That’s why he needs to see how a real man fucks.”


  Xavier yanked her head up and managed to lean over her far enough to get his face next to hers. “See this?” he hissed. “You’ll be seeing it in your dreams for the rest of your life, you sad little cuck.”


  Peter’s hands clenched in his lap, his forearms bulging and knuckles turning white, but he remained silent as Xavier continued to abuse her already sore, but equally satisfied cunt.


  “And I’ll be moaning your name in mine!” Jill yelped as her words earned her a few more even harder thrusts. “He would have cum after a minute and been snoring by now.”


  “I think we forgot to show him something,” Xavier dropped his foot from the table, and made her squeal when he yanked on her arms, pulling her off the table, he released her wrists, and grabbed her shoulders, hauling her to her feet.


  Before she had any idea what he wanted, Xavier’s leaned down and grabbing her behind her knees, lifted her off her feet.


  “What are you…. Oh!’ Jill yelled as her knees dangled over his hands and he effortlessly lifted her higher, then slipped his cock inside her.


  “Oh my god!” Jill yelped as he bounced her up and down on his incredible cock. “I…I’ve never been fucked like this!”


  “No surprise, I see what you married,” he spoke in her ear, then kissed her neck as he continued to work her along the full length of his cock.


  Jill reached back and put her arms around his neck, helping him to hold her up and yipped, her lower legs kicking as he repeatedly impaled her on his dick. Peter’s eyes had widened as if even he realized how crazy the position was.


  “This wasn’t what he needs to see though,” Xavier lifted her from his cock with an ease that amazed and excited her.


  Not as much as the feeling of her pussy gushing, her juices flowing down her thighs when he slid out of her. He eased her down, but the second her feet were on the carpet, Xavier grabbed her hair, yanked her backwards and stuck his foot out.


  “Ow!” Jill complained as her ass hit the floor and her back thumped against the couch.


  The brief pain was forgotten when Xavier turned, stepping between her legs, and allowing her to see his cock for the first time. Still sticking out of his jeans and boxers, it was as magnificent as the rest of him.


  Long, thick, and not just glistening, but dripping from being inside her sloppy cunt.


  “Oh, my,” she whispered, sucking on her lower lip, and already reaching for it.


  “Wait,” he grabbed her wrist, and she whimpered as she eyed the thick veins on his shaft and his wide shining purple tip.


  “But I want it!” she flashed him the little girl pout, looking up at him with her watering eyes. “Please let me suck it!”


  Xavier, his face, and chest flushed and slicked with sweat smiled, and gripping his cock shook it at her. “What was that? You want to suck my cock?”


  “I want that big fucking dick in my mouth and down my throat! I want to suck you dry and keep going until you beg me to stop!” she stared up at him, breathing hard, her eyes wide and filled with lust.


  “Thing is my two faced friend over there can’t see.” He looked over his shoulder and pointed to the recliner to their left. “Go sit over there.”


  “Just stick it in her mouth and get it over with,” Peter spat out the words, his voice trembling. “I’m staying….”


  “I said get your ass in that fucking chair, now!” Xavier bellowed so loudly; Jill flinched. “Or I’ll up the ante and take her back to LA with me for a week, how would you like that?”


  “We can send him video,” Jill giggled, but her focus was on that mouth watering cock.


  “Hear that? She’ll do it, be the time of her life.” Xavier pointed again. “Chair, bitch! Now!”


  Peter peered around him to look at Jill who nodded her head to the chair. He rose to his feet and walked over the chair, his lips moving as he talked to himself, saying all the things he didn’t dare say aloud.


  He sank into the chair, which was barely two steps away, and Xavier immediately whipped his cock across her face. He was so big and hard that it stung, and she yipped even as both her mouth and pussy salivated.


  He whipped it back across her face, then slapped it against her forehead several times.


  “Beating his wife with my dick,” he laughed. “God what a deal this is!”


  “Better places for that,” Jill opened wide and stuck out her tongue.


  Xavier promptly whacked it against her tongue, and she squirmed and whimpered at the taste of his pre cum mixed with the sticky sweet taste of her cunt. Xavier pushed his hips forward, but to slide his cock along her cheek, and rub his head into her soft flesh, smearing his pre cum on it.


  “How’s my cock look in wifey’s face?”


  “It’ll look better in my mouth!”


  “Jesus,” Xavier sighed. “Your woman is one cock hungry little slut; poor thing must have never had a real one before.”


  “I’ve had plenty, just not his,” Jill declared, then tired of waiting, slapped Xavier’s forearm.


  Caught off guard he released his cock, and grabbing it in her right hand, she pulled it into her eager mouth.


  “Fuck,” Xavier moaned as Jill opened wider and pushed forward, taking more of his length down her throat.


  “Hmm!” her eyes rolled at the sensation of her mouth being stuffed as full as her cunt had been.


  The taste of her from his hard flesh had both her nipples and clit aching, as she released his cock and bobbed her head, noisily slurping on his sticky dick. She grabbed his jeans and pushed them down to his knees, then let his cock go long enough to yank his boxers down.


  His cock slipped through the slit to spring back up and be engulfed by her waiting mouth. Jill cupped his big heavy balls, rubbing them as she rapidly moved her head, her soft lips and swirling tongue working his hard shaft.


  “Naked on the floor with another man’s cock in her mouth,” Xavier smirked at Peter. “Your firm does offer a personal touch, doesn’t it?”


  Jill giggled around his fat cock as she angled her head to be able to devour more of it. Xavier reached down and brushed her hair away from her face and hold it behind her head.


  “Don’t want to block the view.”


  Jill slurped her way up his cock, and releasing it, a trail if spit dangling from his tip to her chin, she ducked her head and swirled her tongue across his balls. Xavier sighed as she pushed his cock back, slowly stroking it while she bathed his sac with her soft pink tongue.


  She sucked on each of them in turn, while marveling at the fact he still hadn’t come yet, nor did he even seem close. She pumped his slick cock faster while managing to get both of his balls into her mouth at once, shaking her head gently back and forth, drool flowing from her mouth.


  “Hey, know Peter from….? You do?” Xavier said softly, “Well, I was tea bagging his wife the other day…” he laughed. “She didn’t do it to you? Ask her simp husband, he’ll let you.”


  He was as good at talking down to Peter as she was, Jesus this man was perfect! As Jill let his balls slip from her mouth and ran her tongue up the side of his shaft, she idly wondered if she could be a one man women, if this was the man.


  Not on a bet.


  The thought caused her to grin as she slid her lips over Xavier’s tip, to slide them down the other side of his shaft. Jill made a show of fluttering her tongue up and down his shaft, pleasing him with soft licks mixed with gentle butterfly kisses on his rock-hard perfection.


  Her eyes kept darting to Peter, who always seemed more upset watching her suck cock than get fucked, and this was no different as she could see him struggling harder not to avert his eyes.


  Inspired by his further disgrace, she took Xavier’s cock back into her mouth and, this time raising her eyes to meet his, slowly lowered her head. She took him inch by teasing inch, her lips wrapped tightly around him, her tongue sliding side to side.


  When she had most of his length, she opened wider and angled her head, forcing him deeper. She gagged, spit squirting from the sides of her mouth, but then swallowed, sliding him past her gag reflex.


  “Fuck, you don’t deserve this woman,” Xavier groaned as she pressed her lips to his pubic mound hard enough to leave another lip print around his cock when she eased back to his tip.


  Having teased them both, Jill took a breath and went to town. She bobbed her head hard and fast, taking him close to all the way each time. She gurgled and made nasty gagging sounds as she repeatedly deep throated him.


  His head hit the back of her throat each time she drove her head down, and her eyes were once again watering. She put her hands on flat on his stomach, using just her mouth to further show off her cock sucking prowess.


  She yelped when Xavier’s hand tightened in her hair. He had it gripped so close to her scalp his grip was painful and she immediately stopped moving her head. She looked at him, and when she saw the nasty smile on his face, she braced herself.


  He didn’t disappoint, putting his other hand on her head, he pulled his hips back then proceeded to fuck her mouth. Jill gagged when he shoved his cock so deep his balls hit her chin, and stickier drool flowed from her lips.


  Xavier gathered her hair into two handfuls and using it as handles yanked her head back and forth, forcing her to take him. Jill’s fingers dug into his stomach, as she alternated between wet gurgling sounds, moaning, and tiny little whimpers.


  Tears and make up flowed down her cheeks and her cheeks grew hot from flushing. He thrust even harder, then whipped his cock out in time for her to gag and send a thick nasty mixture of precum and drool flowing down her chin and onto her chest.


  She gasped for breath, and he gave her a couple of seconds before driving back into her mouth. This time he held her head still, brutally face fucking her. Jill’s eyes stung from her tears, but she did her best to maintain eye contact as he violated her mouth.


  And he still hadn’t come yet, his control was incredible.


  He looked over to Peter, his chest heaving as fucking her mouth seemed to finally be having an effect on him.


  “Hot as she is, she looks even cuter with something in her mouth, doesn’t she?”


  Peter looked away, and Xavier tried a mock sigh, that turned into a moan, but he wasn’t done yet.


  “What’s that, Pete? I’m not giving it to her hard enough?”


  He released her hair, and grabbed her wrists, with a strength that was both frightening and arousing he yanked her arms out to the side and pinned them to the couch.


  He stepped forward, pushing her head back it rested on the couch, and she was looking at the ceiling. He replaced the view as he hunched over her, then with no hesitation, or mercy, resumed his assault on her mouth.


  But this time she was trapped against the couch, her head back and he was doing more than plundering her mouth, he was throat fucking her. Jill’s feet legs kicked, and she squirmed against the couch, but didn’t try to free her arms.


  She remained as she was, on the floor, her ass still burning and stinging, her pussy aching and now a matching one in her throat as he raised and lowered his hips savagely taking her mouth.


  “Yeah,” he groaned, his eyes locked on her now bulging one, “Love it, don’t you? Love being force fed a real cock!”


  “Glug, glug, glug!” The noises coming from her were identical to the ones in the rough porn videos she liked to watch, and she could feel her throat working in time with his cock.


  Peter’s eyes were as wide as hers. He’d seen her fucked before, but never anything like this. Usually she was in control, but Xavier was doing as he’d promised; brutally abusing her holes with his not just huge, but inexhaustible cock.


  He pulled his cock from her mouth and another sticky mess erupted from her to spill down her cheeks and onto the couch. He re inserted his cock, gave her a few more thrusts, then did the same thing, with the same results.


  Jill whimpered as she was forced to keep taking him, gagging each time his balls slapped into her chin, but despite her discomfort, her cunt was flowing as freely as her mouth and she’d pressed her thighs together, moving her legs, and whimpering from how badly she needed to come again.


  “Shit,” Xavier breathed, and Jill felt a wave of relief flow through her as she felt his cock twitching in her struggling mouth. “You watching, cuck boy? Going to give your wife the load she’s been working for! Little slut earned it, she…Fuck!”


  His cock exploded and Jill gagged as he’d been deep, and the first spurt went straight down her throat. Xavier let her arms go and yanked his cock out. One hand grabbed her hair, yanking her head up in time for her release a gooey mix of cum and spit.


  It landed between her tits, sliding down her stomach. With his other hand he stroked his cock, jerking off on her face. The first spurts hit her on the cheek and between her eyes.


  As it slid down her face, she kept her mouth open, her tongue out and took another squirt into it. She pushed it out with her tongue, sending it down her chin. Xavier’s load was as big as his balls, he moved his cock side to side, liberally painting her face with cum.


  “Fuck me,” he moaned as he took a step back and sat on the edge of the table, his cock still erect and twitching between his legs.


  Jill remained where she was, breathing hard, cum and other fluid trailing from her lips down her body. Her throat hurt, and jaw ached, but her eyes were on his cock, and one thought ran through her lust addled mind.


  She wanted more.


  Jill gathered her legs under her and forced herself to stand up. She turned and spread her arms out, letting Peter get a full view of her beet red, mascara, and tear streaked face and the variety of sticky substances oozing down her face and body.


  “What do you think, baby?” her voice was thick and raspy from the pounding her throat has taken. “Does your wife wear it well?”


  “Jill,” Xavier sounded as out of breath as she did. “You are one hell of a woman.”


  “Like the kids say, hold my beer.” Jill gripped his cock and bracing her other hand on his shoulder put her left knee on his, then did the same with her right so she was straddling him.


  She guided him to her pussy and lowered herself onto his still jerking cock.


  “Jesus!” Xavier groaned as she bounced up and down, riding him.


  “Damn, this is a strong table,” she laughed, then grabbed the back of his head and shoved his face into her breast. “Suck that tit!”


  Xavier moaned and sent another thrill through her when he didn’t flinch at his face being pressed into the slobber that had spilled onto her breast. He sucked hard on her nipple, and she worked her hips front to back, now sliding him around in her hot cunt.


  “Oh…oh…easy!” he squirmed beneath her even as he tongued her nipple. “I just came!”


  “And you’re still hard! That loser sitting there pouting isn’t hard when he fucks me half the time.”


  She worked her hips in hard circles, smiling at the way Xavier gasped and wriggled as his still overly sensitive head was being worked by her grinding pussy.


  “S…stop!” he put his hands on her hips.


  “No fair!” Jill poked him in the chest. “You just had your way with me, now it’s my turn and I need more!”


  “Then you’ll get it, I just need a break.”


  As he had before, Xavier grabbed her ass, and pushed to his feet, Jill put her arms around him and smiled in his face as she pressed his cum and the other mess between them.


  He grimaced but didn’t say anything. Instead, he, this time gently, bent over and put her ass on the couch. He gave her a gentle push so she fell back, then dropping to his knees, buried his face between her sticky thighs.


  “Yes, oh, yes!” she squealed as he plunged his tongue into the sloppy mess her cunt had become.


  Xavier moved his head, fucking her with his tongue, then sucked hard. Jill gasped as she felt a gush of fluid flow from her and into his mouth. The fact he was comfortable with slurping on her after he’d been inside was another point in his favor, this guy was perfect.


  He slid his tongue through her moist lips, then fastened his lips to her clit and sucked hard. Jill sighed contentedly and lifting her legs, put her feet on his shoulders. Xavier swirled his tongue around her clit while he slid his hand up her stomach and found her tits.


  He rolled her nipples as he alternately licked and sucked her swollen button, and Jill let her head fall back into the soft couch, moaning softly while watching Xavier’s flawless features between her legs.


  “Oh, honey, you better be ready because after I come I’m taking that cock, whether you want me to or not.”


  “Won’t be a problem,” he assured her then turned his attention to her clit.


  “Hmm, sooo nice!” Jill cooed.


  Xavier was as good at eating her cunt as he was everything else. His tongue danced up and down, then side to side, playing her clit like an instrument. He mixed in hard and gentle sucks and even a few excruciatingly slow, but amazing figure eights.


  His fingers squeezed her nipples more firmly and she rocked her hips softly into his skilled tongue. She put one hand on his smooth head, the other over his hand on her right breast.


  There was still cum and drool on parts of her face and chest, and she could imagine the hot mess she was, but there was nothing better than the freshly fucked look, especially when your husband wasn’t responsible for it.


  On that note, she lazily turned her head to Peter who was sweating as profusely as she and Xavier were. His face was almost as red as hers and his eyes had an unfocused, glazed look as if he were seeing too much.


  Jill’s eyes darted to his crotch and wondered if her were getting hard, something she knew happened despite his denying of it. But his leg hand was over it, conveniently over it?


  “Going to make me come again,” she told him. “When was the last time you made me come twice?” she laughed mockingly. “In the same month?”


  Xavier chuckled between her legs, then went to town, sucking her clit hard and in a steady rhythm. He dropped his hand from her left breast, and she yelped when he plunged three fingers into her wet pussy.


  He pumped them roughly into her as he tugged her right nipples, stretching it painfully. Jill grabbed the other and did the same, adding a hard twist to it. Her hips jerked and her pussy tightened around his fingers.


  Xavier sucked her clit, then gave it a light nip with his teeth and she groaned, her back arching, and rising from the couch as her body tensed. He eased a finger from her pussy, and with no warning pushed it into her ass.


  Jill came like an animal, her head back, mouth wide and howling at the top of her voice. Her hips bucked wildly as both her holes contracted around his fingers. She squirmed on the couch, yelping, and squealing as her second orgasm hit her as hard as the first.


  Peter was now looking down at his feet as his wife came like a porn star, and even in the throes of ecstasy, Jill raised her hand and snapped her fingers, making him obediently look up.


  Xavier withdrew his fingers from her and shot to his feet. He took a moment to finally shove his pants and boxers off, then leaning over, out his hands on the back of the couch over her head and plowed into her in one powerful thrust.


  “Fuck, fuck, fuck!’ Jill yipped as he tore into her, fucking her as hard as he had earlier.


  Slipping her arms around the backs of her knees, she grabbed her ankles and pulled her feet over her head. Who said yoga didn’t pay off?


  “Flexible little thing,” Xavier noted. “So better than this loser deserves.”


  “No, baby,” she paused to release a series of yelps. “I’m exactly what that loser deserves, aren’t I?”


  “Look me up you ever leave him,” he smiled down at her, slowing his thrusting to he could taunt Peter.


  “Who says I’d stay with you?” she asked, smiling sweetly. “Maybe I’d do this to you.”


  “I think you might be worth some hall passes.” He lowered himself and surprised her with a kiss to her sticky lips, then whispered. “Ready to get fucked?”


  “Do your best, baby,” she flicked her tongue across his lips. “I’m not little girl, I’m all woman.”


  Xavier took it as a challenge, rearing back and slamming his cock into her, his balls smacking into her ass.


  “Deep deep deep!” Jill cried out as his muscles stood out over her as he tugged on the couch, using it for leverage to fuck her harder.


  The couch thumped against the wall as his big dick relentlessly hammered her pink slit.


  “Fucking me so hard!” she yelled. “Oh god, you’re tearing that pussy up, aren’t you?”


  “Tearing his pussy up,” he breathed, his green eyes blazing with lust. “Going to send you home walking funny! You won’t feel his cock for a month.”


  “I barely feel it now,” Jill laughed, but it turned into a howl when he somehow took it up a notch.


  Her battered pussy ached, her ass still burned, and her throat was tight and sore. Jill’s shoulders and legs let her know she hadn’t been manhandled and twisted like a pretzel in a long time.


  She stared down between them, watching his relentless cock destroying her pink cunt. She released her right foot and dropped her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit hard and fast with two fingers.


  “You…you don’t enough,” Xavier’s eyes widened.


  “Keep fucking me, I’m coming on that beautiful cock!” she rubbed her clit faster as Xavier kept up his hardcore fucking and looked at Peter.


  “Going to come again, come on his cock! Come with him inside me, and I’m going to let him come inside me!”


  “No!” Peter slipped and protested the one thing she knew he hated the most.


  “Yes! He’s going to fill your wife with his hot cum! Shoot it nice and deep! Paint her little pink cunt nice and white!” She moaned. “See that tattoo? Put your ace in my hole, baby!”


  “I…y…you’re too much,” Xavier wheezed, and she could see his thighs shaking.


  “Not yet,” she pleaded. “Please not yet!”


  Her fingers blurred across her clit, and she whimpered in frustration as it made it harder to come, but she wouldn’t stop until she did.


  “I can’t,” Xavier gasped, showing surprising less control than the endless round one. “I…I’m going to…”


  He emitted an incongruously pathetic sounding whimper, and she felt the first warm squirt inside her as she struggled to hold back while still fucking her. That first trickle was enough to send a jolt through her and she called out.


  “He’s coming! He’s coming inside me! He’s filling your wife’s cunt! He…. Oh my god!”


  Jill’s mouth went into a wide O as the combination of her body hurtling into its third orgasm, and Xavier losing control and sending a long hot jet of cum into her convulsing cunt.


  The silent O, turned into a long low guttural growl as her body writhed and her hips moved as much as they could with her almost bent in half. Above her Xavier moaned and gasped, all vestiges of his former cool confident persona gone as he made some cute little high pitched noises as her contracting pussy milked his cock.


  He slowed his thrusting, and Jill dropped her legs, wincing at the pain in her hips, but sliding them around his waist and wrapping around him, pulling him into her and keeping him buried inside her as she fought for every drop.


  For a second load it felt damn impressive, several long hot spurts mixing with the sloppy mess she’d already been.


  “Oh,” Xavier gave her a smile, a real one, without any snark or nastiness to it. “That was…the best negotiation I’ve ever been involved in.


  A drop of sweat fell from his face and splattered on her cheek, and he gently wiped it off with his finger.


  “Please, like that’s going to make a difference,” she giggled.


  He laughed and started to withdraw from her.


  “Easy,” she whispered. “Keep all that hot cum where it belongs.” She flicked her eyes towards Peter and his widened.


  “Hmm-mm,” she remained whispering. “One more act to seal the deal,” she nodded towards the table. “You’re going to sign before you see it.”


  “I’ll sign my damn life away right now,” he returned the whisper then slowly eased his cock from her.


  Jill tightened her vaginal muscles, and leaned back further, letting gravity help keep the mess inside her.


  Xavier stepped back from her and walked around the table to where the contract and pen remained.


  He sat bare assed in the recliner and picked up the pen. When he saw Jill give a quick shake of her head, he stopped.


  “This isn’t enough?” Jill sounded put off.


  “I don’t know, it was hot, but…I think you can do better.” Xavier swiftly picked up on her game.


  “For fuck’s sake, Xavier!” Peter’s voice cracked he was so upset. “What more do you want? You just creampied my goddamn wife!”


  “Cream pie?” Xavier looked confused.


  “That, my husband, was the wrong thing to say.” Jill bent her legs, placing her bare feet on the couch so her legs were wide open. “Get over here.”


  The look of panic on his face was priceless.


  “You…you wouldn’t…I won’t…you,” he stammered, then whispered. “Please not that.”


  “I don’t know what that is, but I don’t sign until I see it.” Xavier piped up.


  “Let’s go, Peter,” she beckoned with her finger. “Look at me, My body hurts, my throats sore and my cunt aches. I’m covered in cum and drool. I just spent an hour being his fucking cum dumpster. Now you get over here and seal this deal.”


  Peter looked at Xavier who held up the contract between his hands as if he were going to rip it in half. He got up and took several shuffling steps over to her. Jill smiled when she saw what she expected.


  “Xavier, come over here.” She pointed to the side of the table so he’d have a good view, when he did, she looked up at her husband.


  “Show me.”


  “Huh?”


  “You heard me, show me and show Xavier. Show him your real dirty secret.


  Peter released a whimpering sound, but when she raised her eyebrows, his shaking hands went to his belt. He quickly undid it and unzipping, pulled out his cock.


  His hard cock.


  “Whoa,” Xavier whistled. “You…you like it?”


  “He loved it, but then he hates that he loves it.” Jill explained as Peter hurriedly tucked his cock back in his pants his face managing to be redder than before. “That’s the real humiliation, Xavier, not only did you fuck his wife in front of him, but it turns him on.


  “That’s what you get from now on. Not just knowing his wife fucks who she wants, but he’s so pathetic he can’t embrace it, but he can’t deny what it does to him, he’s a miserable little man helpless to control his wife or himself.”


  “That’s the last part?” He lowered the contract and looked at the pen again.


  “No, because seeing part of him likes it, that’s not completely fair to you and this about your revenge, so I’ll toss in a bonus, the thing he hates the most.”


  “Down!” Jill demanded and Peter, now shamed beyond any resistance sank to his knees between her legs.


  “Hmm,” let’s work this out,” Jill’s thighs tightened as she contracted her muscles and pushed. Her still gaping pussy expanded and a thick glob of pearly cum appeared, she pushed again, causing some of it to ooze from her slit down into the crack of her ass and squeeze out more to take its place.


  “Do it,” she told him. “And be thankful its not my asshole like I made you do a couple years ago.”


  “This is insane,” Xavier whispered, but his eyes were on Peter, an air of anticipation on his face.


  “Jill, I…I don’t…Oh, god,” he whimpered when she shook her head.


  Peter closed his eyes and leaning in lapped at her cunt.


  “Yeah, good boy,” she purred, “Clean that crack.


  His tongue slid through her ass, and she shuddered as he licked it clean. Without being told, he returned to her pussy, sliding his tongue inside her cum filled twat.


  “I don’t hear anything,” she chastised him and put her right leg behind his head, hooking his neck with her foot and pushing his face into the sticky mess. “You know you can’t get everything with your tongue.”


  Peter moaned into her, but the noise was followed by a loud slurping sound, then another as he sucked Xavier’s load from inside her.


  “He’s eating your cum from his wife’s cunt,” she cocked her head at Xavier as Peter continued to noisily eat her cream pie. “Time for your part.”


  Moving quickly, Xavier leaned over, put the contract on the table and signed it.


  Adding her other leg behind Peter and crossing her ankles to lock him in place, she smiled up at Xavier and extended her hand.


  “Pleasure doing business with you.”


  Xavier took her hand and kissed the back of it. “Pleasure was mine, trust me.”


  “Here’s to mutual pleasure,” Jill smiled down at Peter who was still pathetically lapping her cunt. “As long as it isn’t his.”


  


  The End
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