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Loving Revenge

Lauren glanced at the clock in the corner of her computer screen. It was past noon, and she was hungry, she had skipped breakfast to go to the gym, her only sustenance a power shake in the car. Her stomach rumbled, but she was consoled by the fact that it was much less of a stomach than she had ever had, she was looking good, better than good. Her last boyfriend, who turned out to be an asshole, had been right about only one thing, lifting weights actually was a great way to get in shape. Well, two things, he said it wouldn’t bulk her up as she had heard, something she didn’t want to deal with on her already large frame.

But the weightlifting burned calories, and made her always hungry. Right now she was a little pissed that all the other staffers had jumped up right at noon to hit the cafeteria, leaving her alone to finish the job, the deadline fast approaching. They had pressured her to leave too, they had a new boss, just brought in from another company, and the argument was, if he saw them all working through lunch he’d expect them to do it all the time. Better to make it clear to him this was the way things were, no working though lunch break.

Lauren just couldn’t do that, it was against the hard work ethic that she had been brought up with. And she didn’t want to stay as a staffer forever. She had been temporarily assigned to this group when her other division had been eliminated, she was lucky to have kept her job, even though this role was way beneath her skills. She’d been ready to break out of the pack, make it into management, and she didn’t want to have to start that grind all over again after she had come so far. If she could avoid that, and remind everyone how good she was, missing a few lunches would be a small price to pay.

Plus the new boss, Bob, was hot.

Lauren smiled as she worked away at the spreadsheet. Maybe Bob would notice more than her work. She certainly wouldn’t mind spending a little time with him out of the office. Tall, tanned, dark haired, with wondrous wavy hair that Lauren wished she had herself, Bob looked like he spent his share of time in the gym too. She’d never had an office romance, not that she was adverse to one. They were supposed to have all kinds of complications, but her prior two boyfriends had been disasters, how bad could it be?

It wasn’t like she wanted to sleep her way to the top. But if she was going to be putting in the extra hours to get ahead, where was she going to meet a good man with a steady job? Not at a club. She’d tried online dating and didn’t like it. The gym was a possibility, but that’s where she had met her last boyfriend, and she wasn’t inclined to do that again.

But Lauren couldn’t imagine how something might start with Bob. She knew nothing about him yet, he could be married, or in a serious relationship, and even if he wasn’t there was little interaction between the staffers and management outside of work. She’d have to find out more about him, see if he had pictures in his office, something like that.

Maybe start up a conversation with him, something like, “Mr. Evans, I know you are new in town, let me know if you need a recommendation for a restaurant, or a gym.” That might get them started talking about gyms, and working out, maybe she’d find out about him that way, he might ask her to sit down and chat. She’d cross her legs—she had wonderful legs, her best feature besides her big brown eyes and good sized breasts—nothing really inappropriate, since she wore nice but office conservative clothing. Then she’d see if Bob checked her out, if he looked at her legs. That’s how Lauren always knew if a guy was interested, she could get any guy to look at her chest if she wore something tight, but at the office she played down her chest, almost always in a loose jacket. So if a man looked at her legs, that signaled attraction.

Maybe not so farfetched after all, plus a girl could dream. . .

Lauren glanced around the corner of her cubicle. From her desk she could just see a bit of Bob’s office. She had been assigned this desk when the prior VP had Bob’s office; that guy, now moved upstairs, had been overweight, a little nasty. No one wanted this desk because anyone sitting here would have to look at him and could be seen by him. The supervisor, Gina, had assigned Lauren here. For some reason that Lauren couldn’t understand, Gina seemed to have it in for Lauren.

The door was open, Bob sitting back in his chair, reading something, his feet casually up on another chair. God, even his legs were sexy. Lauren watched as he made a few notations on the report, and ran his hand through that wonderful hair. . .

Lauren forced her attention to her work, but couldn’t concentrate. She drifted off into a reverie, pretending she was giving Bob a shoulder rub as he worked, and it was her fingers in his hair, Bob telling her how good it felt. She bent over and gave him a kiss on the cheek, and he held her arm, pulling her down, reaching for her lips, not caring they were in the office. . .

A nice warmth started to flow through her as she imagined her arms going around Bob, feeling his muscles under his shirt, the kiss exciting, a little extra thrill from the risk of being seen, her eyes widening as Bob slipped his hand under her skirt, oh my god not here. . .

“Lauren?”

Lauren’s head snapped around, and unfortunately so did her arm, knocking over her coffee. Shit. Hastily trying to blot up the liquid from her keyboard she looked up to see Bob standing over her workstation.

“Mr. Evans, I’m so sorry, I was concentrating so hard I didn’t hear you.” Lauren felt her face flush as she dabbed uselessly at the coffee with wet tissues. What a way to make an impression on the boss.

“Call me Bob,” he said. He pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket and handed it to Lauren. “Use this.”

“I’ll ruin it.”

Bob shook his head. “Don’t worry about it.”

Lauren reached out for the cloth and for a brief instant her hand touched Bob’s, and she immediately felt a little tingle that lifted the hairs on her arm. Some static electricity, she thought, that’s all that was. Or maybe because I was just thinking about him. . .

“Did you need something, Mr. Evans, I mean, Bob?”

“I just wanted to get an update on the Simpson report.”

“I was working on that, I know you have a deadline.”

“About that. Where is everyone?” He looked around the department.

Lauren finished cleaning up the coffee and stood there stupidly with the now stained handkerchief, not knowing what to do with it.

“Just toss it,” said Bob. “I have plenty.”

Lauren, relieved, did just that. “They’re at lunch.”

Bob frowned. “They left you here to finish by yourself?”

That was exactly what they had done, but Lauren was no tattle. “I told them I could finish it up, they could go,” she fibbed.

“Hmm.” Bob’s tone changed. “I guess that’s because you were really enjoying working on that report.”

“What?” Lauren, so close to Bob, was having a little problem concentrating, he really was good looking, he had this confident aura, something that she found really attractive. She caught herself staring, he had brown eyes just like hers, with nice lashes and thick eyebrows. She quickly looked down, noticing his designer shoes, he even dressed nice.

“When I saw you working you had this big smile on your face,” said Bob. “You looked more than happy, you looked, well, almost radiant.”

Lauren flushed again. Bob had caught her fantasizing about him, that’s why she had been smiling, why had Bob chosen that word, radiant? Was he teasing her?

She looked up, trying to meet his eyes. “I like my work.”

Bob gave her a little smile, as if to say, Sure, I know you were thinking about something else.

Maybe Bob even thought Lauren was thinking about him, could he be that cocky?

“So where are we?” asked Bob.

Lauren might have been imagining things, but Bob seemed to have put a little emphasis on the word we, as in where does this leave the two of us? No, that couldn’t be right. Could he be flirting?

“I’m almost done,” said Lauren.

“Good. But I don’t want you missing lunch. Go and eat, and when you get back and finish up, bring the report to my office.” Bob turned to go.

“Uh, I think Gina should do that. She’s lead.”

“Which one is Gina?” asked Bob.

The gorgeous slutty one who comes to work dressed like a hooker, thought Lauren. Showing off her tits and skinny waist in tight, short dresses, way up her thighs. Gina would normally be at a level below Lauren, but Lauren’s new assignment had changed all that. If she were working for me, I’d make sure she wore more appropriate clothes to work. “She sits over there, she was wearing a yellow dress today,” said Lauren, keeping her voice as even as possible.

She watched Bob carefully, hoping he’d say, ‘It’s okay, you bring the report to me.’ But Bob’s eyes brightened. “Oh, her,” he said matter of factly. “That will be fine, she can bring it to me. Sorry, I don’t remember all the names yet.”

I bet you remembered her tits though, thought Lauren, her hands clenching. Bob walked away, leaving Lauren in her cubicle, smelling of spilled coffee.

It took her a few minutes to realize that Bob had, at least, remembered her name. It was a small consolation.

In the cafeteria, Lauren loaded up with protein and vegetables, craving the starches but holding firm to her diet. After paying for her food she headed over to where her new group usually sat by the window. Even though she had been at the company almost three years she really didn’t know that many people outside her old department, and though this new group all sat on the same floor, being stuck inside a cubicle meant that lunch was the only time Lauren got to see a lot of her co-workers. Most of them were women, some career support staff, others trying to work their way up.

The gang from Lauren’s department was almost finished eating. Unfortunately the only empty seat was right across from Gina. As usual, Gina was wearing one of her slut outfits, a slinky, shiny, tight fitting dress that showed off a lot of cleavage and a lot of leg. Gina had her naturally curly dark hair done in kind of a loose, just fucked look, and she had a bit too much makeup on, although Lauren had to admit, it was artfully applied. In fact, Lauren thought Gina was actually quite pretty, she had a gorgeous body, and wonderful cheekbones and lips. She didn’t have to dress so cheesily, she’d look even better if she toned it down. But that wasn’t Gina.

“Well if it isn’t Miss Ass Kiss,” said Gina, her voice dripping with exaggerated praise. “Did you get your chance to suck up to Bob?”

“Gina, that’s not nice!” said Julie, but she was laughing.

“Oh, that’s right, Lauren probably calls him Mr. Evans. Mr. Evans, can I polish your shoes?” mimicked Gina. “Or maybe, can I kiss your feet?”

“Actually,” said Lauren, forcing herself to stay calm, not knowing why Gina goaded her, she’d never done anything to Gina. Maybe Gina was insecure about Lauren’s smarts and this was her way of reminding Lauren that she was the boss. Right now though, Lauren had to restrain herself from slapping Gina across the face. “He insisted that I call him Bob.” The look on Gina’s face gave Lauren a little bit of satisfaction.

Gina recovered quickly. “So you were sucking up to him.”

Lauren calmly cut her food and took a bite before replying. “No, I was just sitting there doing your Simpson report when he asked about the status.” She paused. “And where the hell you were.”

“He didn’t.”

“Well, he did. Don’t worry, I covered for you.” Lauren glanced around the table at the worried faces. “For all of you. I told him that there was just a little left to go and it was easier if one person finished it.” Which wasn’t exactly what she had said, or how Bob had asked about where everyone was, but it was close enough.

“Thanks, Lauren,” said Rosie. “We owe you one.”

“I still think she was sucking up,” said Gina.

Lauren waved her hand dismissively. “I’m sure you’ll get your own chance to suck,” she paused dramatically, “—up, to Bob.”

Everyone at the table laughed, except Gina. “You can be a real bitch, Lauren.”

“Look, Gina, I’m just doing my job. No need to be nasty.”

“Just telling it like it is.”

“You should be a little nicer, since I was basically doing your work.”

“You better not have screwed it up.”

“It’s better than how you left it. Go see for yourself.”

“I will.” Gina got up. “Come on, girls. Time to get back to work.”

The other women looked back and forth between Gina and Lauren. It was obvious to Lauren that they didn’t want to get in the middle of anything, but they also knew Gina was the supervisor and doled out the assignments.

“I’ll sit and keep you company,” offered Rosie.

“That’s okay,” said Lauren. She didn’t want Gina to be mad at anyone, especially Rosie, who was really nice. “I’m just fine. You all go ahead.”

Everyone picked up their trays and left, following Gina, a few of them touching Lauren’s shoulder in sympathy or solidarity. Rosie held back a little. “Don’t mind Gina, she’s just jealous of you.”

Lauren was surprised. “Jealous? Of what?”

Rosie smiled. “She knows you are smarter and harder working than the rest of us. We all know you’ll go far, and Gina knows she’ll never get any higher than department supervisor. That’s why she says all those mean things.”

Lauren hadn’t even considered that. Could that really be it? “I’ve never done anything to—” she stopped, realizing how she had just acted. A simple act like finishing up the job on her own had probably made Gina feel even more inferior.

“She’s also probably jealous of how pretty you are,” said Rosie.

Lauren blushed. “I doubt that.”

“Oh, come on, you are beautiful. I’d kill for your eyes and your body,” said Rosie.

Lauren thought that was sweet, Rosie was cute herself, although she too was on the heavier side of slender, but probably didn’t deal with it the way Lauren did. “Thanks honey. It’s the weight lifting.”

“Whatever it is, keep doing it,” said Rosie, giving Lauren’s hand a little squeeze. “And don’t let Gina get to you.”

“I have to admit it, she does sometimes.”

“Me, too.”

After Rosie left, Lauren chewed thoughtfully as she considered what her friend had said. Could Gina really be jealous? It sounded farfetched. Although that might explain a few things about how Gina acted. In fact, when Lauren had first started working in the group, she had been impressed by how Gina had dealt with the sometimes thankless job of supervisor. Lauren actually hoped that they could be friends. But Gina had been, not quite cold, but snide right from the beginning. Could it all be from jealousy?

Lauren’s eyes drifted over to Gina’s tray, which Gina had thoughtlessly left on the table. Probably expects me to clean up after her, just like I do with her work, thought Lauren.

Worse, the tray was filled with the worst kind of food, French fries, potato skins dripping in butter, and fudge cake. The fact that Gina could have the unbelievable body she had while eating food like that upset Lauren more than Gina’s comments. Of course, Gina’s body would probably fall to pieces once she turned thirty, but in the meantime, her skin was smooth, and she had an amazing figure. Lauren had to work so hard to just hold her weight, and Gina looked like a pinup while eating crap.

That just wasn’t fair. . .

Lauren was still simmering and a little despondent when she got back from lunch. The good thing about where she sat was that she got a view of Bob’s office, the bad thing, today, was that Lauren got to see Gina now in the office, with Bob. Gina had pulled the visitor chair around the side of Bob’s desk, putting them pretty close. Bob, for his part, didn’t seem to mind. Lauren couldn’t pull her eyes away as the two of them worked over the report, the same report that Lauren had improved and finished for Gina.

Worse, Gina crossed her legs, exactly as Lauren had planned on doing with Bob, or at least fantasized about. Gina had amazing legs, not with Lauren’s nice tone, honed in the gym, but Gina’s were naturally well shaped, with wonderfully thin ankles that Lauren would have killed for. And there was more of them to see, Gina’s much shorter dress hiking up on the seat, even from where she sat Lauren could catch a whole eyeful of thighs. To top it off, Gina was wearing four inch fuck me heels.

Lauren could almost feel Bob drooling. He had to be looking. Gina would probably be shifting in her chair, drawing Bob’s eyes to her. Maybe Gina would rub up against him. Lauren wouldn’t put it past Gina.

Bob suddenly laughed at something Gina had said, the two of them having quite a time together. He turned to his computer and made a notation, then stood up. Gina got up too, hugging the report, pressing her boobs up, leaning forward, almost into Bob.

Lauren didn’t want to let Gina see her looking, and she turned away, but not before she caught Bob staring appreciatively at Gina’s ass as she left the office.

Gina came to stand by Lauren’s cubicle as Lauren tried to look busy. “Bob,” said Gina, putting a lot of emphasis on the name, making it sound like they were bosom fuck buddies, “said that my Simpson report is very good.”

“So I guess I didn’t screw up your report after all,” said Lauren. She hated herself for being so snide, but Gina brought that out in her.

“Good thing, too.”

Lauren tried to hold her temper, it wouldn’t do to antagonize Gina any more than she already had. She just had to endure this until she got noticed for her hard work. “Look Gina, I could have brought that report in to Bob, but I told him it was yours. I’m just doing my job, so I don’t know what your problem is.”

Gina gave Lauren a big smile. “Problem? I don’t have a problem at all. Do you?” She took a few steps away, then turned back. “Unless I have something you want?” And she walked away, swaying her ass seductively.

Lauren tried to put the whole thing out of her mind over the next month, keeping her head down, just doing her job. Gina had toned it down a little, although just when Lauren had thought the situation was better, Gina would make a snide comment. One time, after Gina had said something especially condescending, Lauren found herself staring at Gina, wondering what had set them on the wrong path. Gina was talking to Julie, the interaction seemed quite normal, Julie listening attentively and smiling as Gina gave her some feedback. Lauren wished she could have that kind of relationship with Gina, the kind the other women had. She also wished she could have Gina’s body without having to do so much work, the woman really was attractive, her choice of clothes notwithstanding. Gina touched Julie’s shoulder, the gesture quite personal, and for a second Lauren wondered, could Gina be gay? It didn’t seem likely, given how she flirted with Bob. Then the moment was gone, Gina walking away.

Oddly, now and then Lauren thought she noticed Gina staring at her. Lauren suspected that Gina was looking for an excuse to make some comment about Lauren shirking her work. One time, though, when Lauren glanced over at Gina, she caught Gina staring at her with this faraway look in her eyes. For some reason it took a moment for Gina to notice that Lauren was looking at her, and both women flushed and quickly turned away. Embarrassed, Lauren went back to her work. What was that all about? Maybe Rosie had been right, for some reason Gina was jealous of Lauren.

The only good thing that had happened lately was that Lauren had met Tony, a handsome man in another department. They’d talked a few times in the break room, and Lauren thought Tony was going to ask her out soon. He’d been hinting around, trying to find out if she had a boyfriend.

Lauren thought she’d make it easier for him, and just before two o’clock, precisely when she had seen Tony twice go for coffee, she drifted over to the break room. Lauren had purposefully worn a nice dress that day, a bit more form fitting than what she usually wore, and had done her hair differently, it would tell her a lot if Tony noticed.

Lauren took her time getting a cup of coffee. Sure enough, right on schedule, Tony came into the break room. Lauren pretended not to notice him at first, she didn’t want him to think she had planned this.

“Hi, Lauren! Fancy meeting you here.”

“Oh, hi, Tony. I do like my coffee.” Lauren glanced up, Tony was looking fine today, he had on a blue silk shirt that matched his eyes and set off his curly blond hair.

“Me, too.” Tony took a cup and waited for Lauren to finish with the coffee machine. “And I do like the view here.” He gave Lauren an obvious once over.

Lauren played coy. “Really? But there aren’t any windows in this room.”

“There are other views,” said Tony. He reached for a mug, putting him right next to Lauren.

“Whatever do you mean?” asked Lauren, as she slowly turned, pretending to look around the room, but giving Tony a chance to check her out.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were flirting with me.”

Lauren gave him her best innocent look. “Flirting? Me?”

Tony laughed. “Well, in that case, I was going to ask you—”

Tony was interrupted by Gina walking in. Lauren unconsciously took a half step back from Tony. Gina strode across the room, her tall heels clicking on the floor, her eyes totally on Tony.

“Excuse me,” said Gina, stepping between them, forcing Lauren to back up another step. “I just need to get in here.”

Gina reached up into the cupboard, standing on her toes. Lauren fumed not only at the interruption, but because Tony took the opportunity to stare at Gina’s wonderful legs. He hadn’t stepped back at all, and the two of them were touching.

“Let me help you with that, Gina.”

Gina turned to Tony and gave him a You are superman look. “Thank you, Tony. I don’t know why they put the mugs so high, only someone tall like you can reach them.”

Lauren rolled her eyes, but Tony was focused only on Gina. He got a mug from the shelf, one that Gina could have certainly reached, and handed it to her.

Gina made her coffee, not apologizing for breaking in. When her drink was done she took a sip, her eyes glued to Tony. “Wow, that is hot.”

“Be careful you don’t burn yourself,” said Tony.

“I like it hot,” said Gina. “I like everything hot.”

Lauren couldn’t stand it and was torn between leaving and chastising Gina for butting in so she could resume her conversation with Tony.

Before Lauren had a chance to decide, Gina, without even looking at her, said, “Oh, Lauren, I put a new job on your desk. Bob needs it right away.”

When Lauren hesitated, Gina added, “Like right now.”

Lauren sighed, dumped her coffee in the sink, and walked out.

A large manila envelope was sitting on Lauren’s chair when she got back to her desk. She tore open the seal, expecting to find some time sensitive work job. Instead, it was just the weekly department expense forms, which weren’t due until the next day.

Lauren was confused, she looked over to Bob’s office, could he have asked for them early? But the office was dark, Lauren remembered Bob wasn’t even in today. Her first reaction was that it was a mistake, Gina had left the wrong envelope. Lauren started back toward the break room, and stopped. She didn’t want to give Gina the satisfaction of ordering her around in front of Tony.

Lauren quickly did the report, and when she was done she picked up her phone, looked up Tony’s extension, and dialed.

“Hey, Tony. It’s Lauren. I thought maybe we could finish our conversation, I wanted to—understand more about the view you said you liked. But maybe we can do it after work, so we won’t get interrupted.”

“Gee, Lauren, I would have liked that, except I’m going out with Gina tonight.”

Lauren was so stunned she almost dropped the phone. She tried to cover herself. “Oh, sorry, Tony, I didn’t know you and Gina. . .”

“We’re not. We weren’t, I mean. She just asked me out, in the break room. Right after you left. Maybe some other time?”

“Uh, sure, Tony. Some other time.” Lauren hung up the phone in a daze, just as Gina came strolling by.

Gina had a huge grin on her face. “Did you finish those forms, Lauren? If you haven’t, you’ll have time, since there’s no need to keep getting up to go to the break room any more today, is there?”

The next day Lauren was still pissed. Gina had done it all on purpose. How long had she been watching Lauren with Tony? Well, if it was some kind of competition Gina wanted, she’d get one.

Gina was late to work. When she came in her hair was a little wild, and she had on the same shoes from the day before, although a different dress.

Lauren ignored Gina as she walked by, Gina touching her own hair. Gina was carrying what looked like a small overnight bag. She made a big show of putting it down in her cubicle, and gave Lauren a big smile, fanning her face like she was hot.

Lauren just turned away. She kept her cool all day, even as Gina seemed to make it a point to be around Lauren’s desk. Late in the afternoon, when Lauren finally got a break, she called Tony. She wasn’t going to give up so easily.

“Hey Tony, where were we? Oh, yes, the view.”

“Hi, Lauren.” Tony’s voice was oddly hesitant. “Listen, I don’t think we should be talking like this at work.”

“Maybe we can talk away from work,” Lauren teased.

“No, I mean—I don’t feel comfortable, you working with Gina and all. She and I, last night, we—”

Lauren’s shoulders sagged. “I get it, Tony. No problem. See you.” She hung up the phone.

Lauren looked over at Gina, who was staring at her with a very pleased look on her face. Gina had won round one, and she knew it.

That night Lauren hit the gym with a vengeance. She did a long round of cardio, riding the bike hard, pretending she was in a race with Gina, grinding her into submission. After cardio came the weight routine, Lauren pushing herself more than usual, tightening her muscles, getting a burn.

Usually working out ran up her endorphins, she would normally feel great after. But tonight she just couldn’t stop thinking about how Gina had played her, how she had taken Tony, probably just to show Lauren that she could. And then shoving it all in Lauren’s face, the same shoes, the overnight bag, probably wearing her emergency dress, the just fucked hair, making it clear to Lauren that she had not only got Tony, she had Tony as well. Last night. Maybe even again in the morning.

Two could play that game, thought Lauren. If Gina wanted Tony, fine. To keep Gina distracted, Lauren would make it appear she was still interested in Tony. That would give Lauren the chance to set her sights on someone better.

The next day Lauren wore her nicest, but most business-like outfit. She had picked it out carefully. Although totally appropriate for the office, it showed off  the best parts of her body perfectly, highlighting her curves, making them seem more sensual. She was pleased when she saw that Gina was wearing her usual tight fitting dress and slutty heels. Lauren had to admit that Gina looked good, but Lauren hoped that a higher class guy would not be impressed by Gina’s attention getting outfit.

At two o’clock, Lauren made a point of walking by Gina’s desk. “Gina, I’m going to get coffee, would you like one?”

Lauren had never offered to get coffee for Gina, and the supervisor was immediately suspicious. “I can get my own coffee, Lauren.” Gina hesitated, then, in a surprisingly friendly tone added, “Unless of course, this means you are going to finally admit you really want to do what I tell you to do.”

Lauren frowned, she wasn’t sure what Gina was getting at. Gina’s change in tone confused her well, and oddly, Lauren felt herself flush, a wild thought popping into her head that Gina was suggesting something sexual. “Okay,” she mumbled, “I just thought I’d offer.”

Probably just trying to get under my skin, thought Lauren.

Lauren headed for the break room, feeling Gina’s eyes on her. She stopped suddenly and stepped in the ladies room, even though she didn’t have to go. Lauren waited a minute, composing herself, then peeked out. Sure enough, Gina was gone, probably headed to the break room in case Tony was going to be there, to stop any chance of Lauren talking to him. Just as Lauren had planned.

Instead of going to the break room, Lauren walked quickly to Bob’s office and knocked on the door.

“Can I have a minute, Bob?”

“Sure. Come on in.”

Lauren thought Bob was looking especially good today, he had his jacket on, he was probably on his way to a meeting. Lauren wondered who picked out his clothing, it showed off his physique so well it was probably tailored.

“I’ll only take a minute of your time.” Lauren sat down in the visitor chair. “I wanted you to get settled in a bit before I brought this up. You are probably aware of how we do the monthly budget. I had a few ideas on how to improve the process.”

Bob looked at her appraisingly. “I’ve actually just been thinking about that. What are your thoughts?”

Lauren proceeded to give Bob a very professional, cogent assessment of the process and where she thought it could be improved. Partway through, when she was sure she had Bob’s undivided attention, she purposely, and somewhat slowly, crossed her legs, feeling her skirt ride up her thigh. But unlike Gina, Lauren fixed it, pulling it back down, not demurely, but matter of factly. Lauren hid a smile as she saw Bob’s eyes flick to her hands and her legs; she had attracted a different kind of attention.

Twice more she crossed and uncrossed her legs, and later in the conversation, which was going quite well, Lauren touched the top button of her blouse, pleased that Bob’s eyes were drawn to her chest, modestly covered by a blazer.

“That’s very good thinking,” said Bob, sounding quite sincere. “How long have you worked here?”

“Just a few years, although I’m relatively new to this department.”

“And you figured all this out already?”

“I spent a little of my own time on it,” said Lauren.

“That’s commendable,” said Bob.

“Thank you. Just trying to do what’s good for the company.”

“Hmm,” mused Bob. “That’s an attitude I like. Listen, I was going to call a meeting with the other department heads to talk about this. I think we should discuss your ideas. I want you to be there.”

“Thank you, but I —”

Bob frowned. “Is there a problem?”

“No, not at all.”

“Good. I’ll set it up and let you know.”

Lauren left the office smiling. She was either going to get Bob, or a promotion. Or both.

At her desk a week later, Lauren looked up to see Gina’s hand on her hip, glaring down at Lauren.

“What’s this I see on the group calendar, your name in some meeting about the budget process?”

Lauren had to work hard to keep from smiling. “Bob asked me to be there.”

“What for?”

“Why don’t you ask him?”

“I’m asking you. You work for me, you know.”

“For now. At some point I’ll be out of here.”

“We’ll see about that.”

Lauren sighed. “Gina, give it a break.”

“You know, you really need to accept your position.”

“We both know I’m the one who should be in charge here.” Lauren hadn’t wanted this to escalate, but it’s how she felt. She was worried that she wasn’t going to get ahead because of how Gina was trying to hold her back, even though it was obvious to Lauren that she was more capable. Sure, she wondered about her own abilities of being able to perform as a manager, she had her own insecurities. But this situation was untenable.

“You’ll never get anywhere if you can’t learn to follow orders,” said Gina. “Like answering my question. Why are you going to that meeting?”

“I gave Bob some suggestions about the budget process. He just asked for me to be there.”

Gina’s eyes flamed. “We’ll see about that too.” And she strode away, Lauren amazed at how well Gina could walk in those four inch heels.

Lauren didn’t really think Gina could do anything about the meeting, it wasn’t like she could assign Lauren to something more important than what Bob had decided. Still, Lauren worried. Getting ahead was so important to her that she sometimes lost sleep over it. She knew it wasn’t healthy, but it was just the way she was, she just couldn’t relax. Sometimes she wished she could just go with the flow, not always be fighting to get ahead. For all she knew, she’d do just as well.

Gina didn’t say anything to Lauren about the meeting for a week, and Lauren breathed a sigh of relief.

Lauren did run into Tony one day while getting coffee, he seemed embarrassed, the interaction awkward. Lauren figured he was still sleeping with Gina. Lauren had moved on from that, if Tony wanted Gina, fine. Lauren did make sure that Gina saw her come back from the break room, though, just to give her something to think about.

The next day Gina came to work again spouting her just fucked look, appearing especially proud of it, virtually flaunting herself in front of Lauren. Again with the overnight bag, again with yesterday’s spiky shoes, shouting out to Lauren that Gina had got laid the night before.

Later, when Gina walked by Lauren’s cubicle, Gina mouthed, “You’ll never win.”

Lauren shrugged, and as she watched Gina swish away she thought, Why does she bother? I know she’s fucking Tony. Was this just because she saw me in the break room with him? Is she that insecure?

Besides, it was the day of the budget meeting, Lauren had other things on her mind.

The meeting went well. Lauren was the most junior person there. Bob graciously introduced her as almost an equal, even letting her present her ideas. To Lauren’s relief and a little surprise, everyone agreed with her recommendations.

When the meeting broke up, Bob and Lauren were alone in the conference room. “You did pretty good,” said Bob.

“Pretty good? They seemed to like it.”

“Mostly,” Bob agreed. “But you almost lost Tom at one point. You got sidetracked on the IT aspect.”

“I thought—”

“It was fine, but I think you need to prep differently for these meetings. You have the potential, and certainly your ideas were good, otherwise I wouldn’t have let you present them. But there’s more to getting something done in business besides good ideas. You have to be able to communicate effectively.”

Lauren was a little miffed, but on the other hand Bob had given her a chance, and he had also given her credit, something another boss might not have done. “Do you have any suggestions?”

“You might start with a few role plays.”

“Role plays?” For some reason Lauren’s mind jumped to sex, like Bob was suggesting something very much not work related.

“Yes, of course. Pretending you are someone else.” Bob hesitated, and again Lauren thought about a sexual role play, was that what he was implying? But Bob went on, “Like you are one of the members of the audience, listening to the pitch, thinking of the questions you would ask.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Is there any other kind of role play?” asked Bob.

And now Lauren was sure Bob was teasing her. She blushed, but quickly recovered, maybe Bob was just testing her to see how she performed under a different kind of pressure.

“There’s also the role reversal role play, where the subordinate gets to tell the senior person what to do. Just to see if she—” Lauren chose the word she carefully—“would know how to be in control.”

“I see,” said Bob, nodding. “Although I’d say that would require an acceptance by everyone involved of their positions. Another benefit of role plays is that they often highlight other aspects of the supervisor subordinate position.” Bob hesitated, perhaps waiting for Lauren to respond. When she didn’t, he went on, in a different tone. “In any event, you showed enough promise here today to make some additional special training worthwhile. I’d be willing to spend the time. Are you up for that?”

Lauren couldn’t help herself, she replied, “Are you?”

Bob greeted her with a little smile. “I see you can think fast on your feet. What else can you do?”

Now Lauren was sure Bob was flirting with her. She liked it, but she wanted to be careful. The last thing she needed was to come across like Gina. “I have quite a few skills,” she said, choosing her words carefully.

“Maybe we should discuss this over dinner,” said Bob. “Professionally, of course.”

“Of course,” said Lauren, knowing that Bob could have easily discussed it right now, or later in his office.

“When are you available?”

“I’m at your disposal,” said Lauren, with a completely straight face, she was proud of herself. “How about tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow I have another engagement. How about Thursday?”

“Fine.”

“Good. Do you like Italian?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll make a reservation at seven. Perhaps we should just meet there.”

“That makes sense,” said Lauren.

Lauren suspected Bob didn’t want to be seen leaving the building with her, not wanting to get gossiped about hitting on someone in the office.

Her suspicions were confirmed when Bob dropped a note on her desk the next day as he walked past, not even looking at her. The note just had the restaurant name and an address. It was located across town, where they wouldn’t be likely to run into anyone from the office.

Lauren smiled when she read it, and had to force herself not to gloat whenever she saw Gina. Lauren had a sinister thought of putting the dinner date on the company calendar so Gina would see it.

On Thursday, Lauren stressed a little about what to wear, she couldn’t exactly come into the office with a little black dress. Nor did she want to change in the office, otherwise Bob, who still might be feeling her out, or worse, maybe testing her in some strange way, would be suspicious. And Gina would certainly notice and wonder what was up. Still, Lauren spent some extra time on her hair that morning, wore a dress instead of a skirt, although she toned it down with blazer, a look she’d never used but had seen in a fashion magazine. The result was better than she expected, the dress was feminine, but the jacket kept it professional. She took a chance on a shorter length dress and slightly higher heels, although still nothing like what Gina wore.

As soon as Lauren arrived at the restaurant she was sure Bob had something else on his mind other than work. It was a small, sexy place, dark and sensual. She gave her name to the maitre’d, who said, “Yes, right this way.”

He led Lauren to the back of the restaurant to a very private booth, where Bob was already waiting. Bob stood up, and she held out her hand for a professional handshake. Bob smiled as he gripped her hand, his fingers lingering just a heartbeat longer than one would expect.

Lauren noticed that Bob was still in the same suit he wore to work, and she was glad she hadn’t changed. Still, he looked good, as always, his tie impeccable. The man knew how to dress.

“I took the liberty of ordering some wine,” said Bob. “But if you don’t drink, or don’t like wine, we can get you something else.”

“Wine is fine,” said Lauren.

Bob poured for both of them. “Normally, the sommelier insists on doing this,” said Bob. “But I’m a regular here, and they don’t mind.” He handed Lauren her wine and raised his glass in a toast. “To your skill development,” he said, his eyes twinkling.

Lauren loved the way Bob chose his words, the gentle repartee, everything with two meanings. She hadn’t done that for a while, she was a little out of practice, her last few boyfriends more interested in physical rather than verbal gymnastics. “To a learning opportunity,” she replied.

They both drank, Bob’s eyes on Lauren over the wineglass, his look so piercing that Lauren felt herself blush. Fortunately, the waiter appeared. Lauren was surprised when he started speaking Italian to Bob, perhaps reciting the specials.

Bob listened, and then partway through he stopped the waiter. “I’m sorry, Lauren, I realize you probably don’t speak Italian.”

“You must know this place well, why don’t you just order for me?” It was an old trick, but it usually worked, making the guy feel extra important. But Lauren was impressed, listening to Bob speak what sounded like perfect Italian to the waiter.

When the waiter left, Lauren asked, “Where did you learn to speak Italian?”

“My family is from Italy, I spoke it growing up, but forgot most of it. But I did an overseas assignment for a few years for my prior company, and it came back quickly.”

“I’d love to go to Italy,” said Lauren. “I’ve heard the art is amazing.”

“It is. I’m sure you’ll get to go.” Bob took a sip of wine. “I’m sure you can do anything you set your mind on.”

“About that,” said Lauren. “You mentioned something about some extra preparation for meetings.”

“Yes.” Bob proceeded to give Lauren some step by step advice on how to present her ideas, and also how to read the body language of her audience.

Lauren felt like she should be taking notes, and was actually getting a lot out of what Bob was saying, her mind shifting from this might be a date to this is a work meeting after all. Maybe Bob was just a little flirty. Still, he could have covered all this in the office.

When the food came, a veal dish that Lauren didn’t know but was delicious, the conversation turned away from work, and maybe with the help of the wine, Lauren loosened up a bit, talking about her aspirations. She realized she had told Bob much more about herself than he had shared, maybe she had babbled on, so she tried to shift the conversation back to him. Bob demurred, and the talk turned back to work and Lauren’s skill development.

The time passed quickly, Lauren still not sure if this was a date or a business meeting. When the waiter offered desserts, Lauren declined, thinking of her waistline and how much time she’d have to spend in the gym to work off the dinner and wine.

Bob said, “Would you like an after dinner drink?” His eyes held hers.

They had polished off two bottles of wine, and it was a work night. Maybe this was another test Bob was giving her. Or maybe he wanted the evening to shift to something more personal. But even if that were the case, Lauren didn’t want to rush things. “I’ve had more than enough,” said Lauren.

Bob hesitated. Lauren wondered if she had missed something, but Bob signaled for the check. As he was signing the bill, without looking up at her, he said, “I hope you found this helpful. If you want, we can do it again next week.”

“I’d like that,” said Lauren.

Outside the restaurant, Lauren had that awkward moment, not sure what she should do. Would Bob expect a kiss?

“Let me get you a cab,” he said.

Bob held the door for her when he had hailed a cab, and Lauren was so intent on getting in and dealing with her briefcase she didn’t even get to shake Bob’s hand or anything. “Next week, then,” said Bob, and closed the door.

The cab drove off, and Lauren turned in the seat, but Bob had already disappeared.

The next week, Lauren and Bob had a reprise of the dinner date. A different restaurant, the conversation mostly about work, but overshadowed with a subtle, and sometimes not so subtle, sexual overlay. Aside from the teasing, which Lauren could still have been imagining, Bob was the perfect gentleman.

They didn’t discuss their dinner meetings at work, Bob once again just dropping a note with the name of the restaurant on Lauren’s desk.

Lauren found herself thinking about Bob more and more. She really hadn’t learned much about him at the dinners, he was very adept at getting her to talk more about herself. She wanted to get to know him better. He was so confident, so sure of himself, and she loved how much he knew about food and travel and even business.

Near the end of the third dinner, and after a fourth glass of wine, the last one to get up her courage, Lauren couldn’t take the suspense any longer. “So, Bob, I really appreciate all the time you’ve spent with me. I’ve learned so much. But I can’t help but asking, do you do this with everyone? I don’t know how you’d have the time!” She tried to make it into a bit of a joke.

“I don’t do it with everyone. Just with those I see with a high potential. It’s like an investment, put some time in now, get a good return later. What’s good for you is good for the company, and good for me.”

“Oh, I see.” Lauren was disappointed. So it was about work after all.

Bob went on. “I think of it as sowing seed, you have to do a lot of that to get something good to grow.” He said it with a completely straight face.

Lauren couldn’t help but thinking about sex, Bob’s comment about sowing seed making her think of something really decadent. She squirmed in her seat. Just when she thought she had Bob figured out, he went and said something like that, with two meanings, hinting about sex. Or was she just imagining it?

Lauren had to find out. “I have to admit, I’ve enjoyed these dinners.” She took another sip of her wine, talking over the rim of the glass, trying to sound matter of fact. “And not just for the business talk.”

“I have as well, Lauren.”

Damn, he’s not making it easy. “Maybe sometime we could work on those role plays you mentioned.”

“Yes, I think you might be ready for that,” said Bob. “We can do that when we have another report to present.”

Lauren was ready to give up. She must have misread Bob totally. But she knew she’d kick herself later if she didn’t give it one more try. “Okay. So maybe the next time we have dinner, we can skip the work talk?”

Bob seemed to consider her words carefully. “What are you asking?”

“You know what I’m asking.”

Bob shook his head. “That’s a little risky. For both of us. Not that I don’t find you very attractive.”

Finally, thought Lauren. Bob had said something direct about his interest in her. Unless he was just trying to let her down easy. . . “Risky?”

“You know, people talking. You don’t want to get a reputation, especially since you have such great skills. You don’t want people ever wondering if your next promotion—and I’m sure you’ll have many—was because you were sleeping with the boss.”

“I think you’ve already taken some of that risk, just seeing me after work,” said Lauren.

“And that’s why I was so careful about it. I wish it didn’t have to be this way, but people could get the wrong idea. If we had these sessions in the office, people would talk, wondering why we were spending so much time together. Other employees would get jealous.”

Lauren polished off the last of her wine. “Forget that I mentioned it.” She wasn’t going to beg.

Bob reached out and put his hand over hers. “Please don’t be upset. I have really enjoyed these dinners and our time together. And you are right, it’s more than business for me. You are smart and fun to be with. But I just can’t risk it.”

Lauren was angry, but feeling Bob’s hand on hers, the first real intimate gesture he had made, mollified her. More than that, she loved his touch. She left her hand under his as she replied, “I didn’t think you were the kind of guy that was afraid of a little risk.”

Now Bob’s eyes twinkled. “As you know from your business training, there are two sides to the risk equation. What you could lose, and what you could gain.”

Lauren turned her hand over so their fingers meshed. “I could make it worth the risk.”

“I don’t know,” said Bob. “That would take a lot.”

“Give me a chance,” said Lauren, giving Bob’s hand a squeeze. “I’ve got a lot to give.”

“Let me think about it,” said Bob.

Lauren was on pins and needles all week. Now that she had made up her mind to really go after Bob, she didn’t want to fail, that’s just the way she was. This had all started as a way to show Gina she could win a man, a man Gina couldn’t have. But Lauren really did like Bob. She liked her job too, and didn’t want to mess that up, but she was young. What was the worst case? She and Bob would fall in love, and one of them would have to change companies. Or maybe not even, other people had met at this company and were still there after getting married.

Even if that didn’t happen, she would have beaten Gina.

One morning Lauren came in to work and there was a sticky note on her desk. All it said was, “OK.” She glanced toward Bob’s office, and he was looking at her, and nodded, then turned back to his desk.

Lauren smiled all day. Even Gina couldn’t get her down.

Friday night. Bob was picking Lauren up at her apartment, a real date. She had spoken to him only once that week, when she had gone into his office to drop off a report. After looking it over, he asked, “Are you available Friday evening?” When Lauren had replied she was, Bob said, “I’ll pick you up at eight, if that is good with you.”

Now, getting ready, Lauren felt great. No more having to dance around the conversation, this was the real deal. She could just go out and be herself, have fun, she hadn’t had a real date in forever. Her last boyfriend, once the short dating period was over, just wanted sex. The sex was okay, but she needed more than that.

Tonight she also could wear something more appropriate for a date. Given Bob’s inclination for nice restaurants, Lauren wanted to dress up a little more than she did for the office. She chose a form fitting dress with a low, but not too low, cut, just enough to show the top of her nice cleavage. Stockings instead of pantyhose, stockings always made her feel sexier. Nice pumps. And no jacket. If Bob wanted to look at her breasts, she was fine with that.

Lauren wasn’t surprised when she saw that Bob was driving a big BMW sedan. He held the door open for her, something no one other than Bob had done for a long time.

“You look beautiful,” said Bob.

Lauren smiled. “So do you.” Bob was in a suit as usual, but this one seemed trimmer, a little more chic, the tie a luxurious tone of red. He had also changed from his office attire, telling Lauren he considered the dinner special.

Inside the car, she melted into the lush seat. “I could fall asleep in this.”

“I hope that isn’t your plan,” Bob laughed.

“Not yet.”

The dinner was wonderful. A quiet French restaurant that Lauren had read about but had never been to. There weren’t even any prices on the menu. Everything was in French, and once again she let Bob order for her. He spoke English to the waiter, who had a French accent, and after the waiter left Lauren teased Bob about not speaking French.

“Not the language,” he responded with a smirk.

It went that way the entire night. Again Lauren tried to glean a little more about Bob, but he managed to keep turning the conversation back to her, without seeming secretive.

“So tell me something crazy you’ve done,” Bob asked at one point.

“Crazy how?”

“Just whatever you think is crazy.”

Lauren considered. What to share? “Well, at one point in college, me and my girlfriend. . .” She let it hang, just to get Bob thinking about something illicit, “. . .we skipped out in the middle of an exam and went shopping.”

“Hmm. I assume you aced the exam anyway?”

“It was an easy class. We had three hours and only needed about forty five minutes to answer the questions.”

“Okay, not bad, what else?”

“I answered one, your turn.”

“Why do you assume I did crazy things?”

“I didn’t, I just—.” Lauren bit her lip. Was this some kind of test? Was Bob really traditional and straight laced, and making sure he wasn’t getting involved with a psycho?

Lauren had only teased him with that story, she had any number of much wilder things she had done, especially in college, and especially with that girlfriend, but now she wasn’t sure she wanted to share those stories. “You started this,” she said. “It’s only fair that you at least tell me something you did.”

“Okay,” said Bob. He leaned back and thought. “One time, me and my twin brother—”

“You have a twin brother?” It was the first real personal thing that Bob had shared.

“Yes, didn’t I tell you that? Anyway, me and my brother, Jack, we were dating these women, and one night we went on a double date. Except that we switched dates. Just to see if they would notice.”

“You mean you took out his date, and he took out yours?”

“Exactly. Except we were all together. And the women were more than dates, if you know what I mean.”

Lauren was trying to get her head around that. “And so, you, the two of you. . .”

“The two of us what?”

Lauren was trying to figure out how she’d feel about that, finding herself with her boyfriend’s brother instead of him. She’d know, of course. Or would she? Lauren had an image of Bob and another Bob, Jack, not being just with Jack, but with both of them, wow, all of them rolling around in bed. She’d fantasized about two men, but never twins for some reason. Her skin grew hot thinking about it.

“Lauren?”

“Sorry, I was just thinking. . .” Lauren tried to get herself under control. “What did you do?”

Bob wagged a finger at her. “I’ll let you fill in the details.”

“You didn’t!”

“I never said I did. Or didn’t. What details are you filling in?”

Bob was going to leave her hanging. “That’s not fair,” she complained.

“Who said conversations have to be fair? Now it’s your turn.”

The topic was fun, or could be, as well as hot, but Lauren didn’t want to share anything specific unless Bob was going to reciprocate, and it didn’t sound like he was going to. And the thought of being with Bob and his twin had her so flustered she couldn’t think fast enough to come up with something that sounded crazy, but could be left open to Bob’s imagination.

“Let’s talk about something else,” she said.

Bob shrugged, and for a moment Lauren thought she saw something in his eyes, disappointment maybe? Then it was gone, and he was his charming self.

When Bob dropped Lauren off at her apartment, she considered asking him up, but her place was not very nice, the most she could afford, and she didn’t want to seem cheap, going to bed with Bob on the first real date. Not that she wouldn’t have. Just being able to throw it up to Gina would have made it worthwhile.

“I had a great time,” she said, waiting, hoping Bob would kiss her.

“Me, too.”

“I hope we can do this again,” said Lauren. “I’ll try to think of something crazy I’ve done.”

Bob leaned over and gave her a kiss, but not on the mouth, just a friendly peck on the cheek. “Lauren, I like you, I really do. But I’m not sure we are exactly compatible. I think we should just keep our relationship professional from now on.”

Lauren was stunned. What had she done? The whole date had been good. Something about the crazy stories? Had she sounded like she was hiding something, did Bob think she was too risky for him?

She fought back tears. She’d been rejected before, and she’d done her share of rejecting. But this was a real surprise. “Okay, Bob, if that’s the way you feel. Or should I say, Mr. Evans.”

“Lauren, don’t be like that.”

But Lauren was already out, and even slamming the door didn’t make her feel any better.

Lauren fumed about it all week, her mood shifting from disappointment to sadness to anger. On Monday she considered calling in sick, she didn’t want to face Bob again. But she wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction. And she had her job to think about, the last thing she needed was for Bob to be upset at her.

So he wasn’t interested. So what.

On Monday morning she was still mad, but feeling better. Why did she have to be like this, always trying to get ahead, always trying to force things? For the hundredth time she wished she could just let things go, accept the way things were, maybe the way she was supposed to be. In everything, her weight, her position at work, her attitude.

She tried to convince herself she didn’t need Bob. She dove into her work with a purpose, she wasn’t going to give him any reason to complain.

In the afternoon Lauren finished a report she knew Bob needed right away. She looked around for Gina, but Gina was nowhere to be seen, probably copping a feel with Tony in the break room. Sighing, Lauren brought it to Bob’s office. He was on the phone, so she got his attention by holding up the report. He beckoned her in, and she placed it on the desk, then turned to leave, but Bob held up his hand for her to wait. She stood there self consciously while he finished his phone call.

When Bob hung up she said, “That’s the report you needed, Mr. Evans.”

Bob gave Lauren a long look. “Are you still mad?”

“I’m not mad at all. Just doing my job.”

“Very well. Sit down while I look this over.”

Lauren had no choice but to do what he told her. She kept her legs primly together. She wasn’t going to give him a leg cross this time. Not today.

Bob took his time reviewing the report. Finally he said, “Did you do this yourself?”

“You don’t think I could?”

“Lauren, this behavior doesn’t suit you.”

And you leading me on doesn’t suit you, she thought. “I’m sorry, Mr. Evans. Was there anything else you needed?” Lauren tried to keep her voice flat.

“I didn’t mean to suggest you hadn’t done it yourself. Just the opposite. It’s very good. Your work is getting better all the time, and it was good from the start. I do have a few suggestions, though. That is, if you want to hear them.”

This was something else Lauren had no choice in. He was her boss. Plus she had learned a lot from him. “Of course.”

Bob got up and walked around the desk so that he was on the same side as Lauren. He opened the report and ran his fingers over a few lines. “This section, right here.”

Lauren tried to concentrate on where he was pointing, but she was distracted by his long fingers and large, powerful hands. How had she not noticed them before? She was mesmerized as they moved across the page. Bob was talking, but she didn’t focus on the words, just the warm cadence of his voice.

“And here.” Bob pointed to something on the far page, bringing his arm and body very close to Lauren. She wanted to be mad at him, she wanted to listen and learn, but she was caught up in his presence, in his scent. This was actually the closest together they had ever been, even closer than his quick kiss in the car, which had only lasted a second. Lauren froze, not wanting to trust her body, which seemed to want to push up against him on its own accord, and at the same time, not wanting to lose the connection, lose his touch.

Damn, damn, damn, she thought. What is wrong with me? Am I feeling this way because he rejected me?

Yet it wasn’t something she was thinking, it was what she was feeling. The warmth, the arousal. . .She didn’t dare look up at him, she was afraid her lips would tremble, or she would squeak, or even moan, just this little touch, his body against hers, was driving her wild—

“Am I interrupting something?”

The voice from the doorway shattered the moment, Lauren jerking away from Bob, at least as far as she could in the chair, like she had been caught doing something wrong. For his part Bob just turned his head.

“What is it, Gina?”

Now Lauren turned. Gina was leaning in the doorway, taking it all in. How long had she been there?

“I was just making sure you got the report you wanted,” said Gina, but she was looking at Lauren, not Bob, her eyes flaming.

“Yes, Lauren brought it in. It’s almost there. We’re just going over a few things.”

“I’d better take a look, in case I have to split up the rest of the work,” said Gina, her eyes never leaving Lauren.

Bob shrugged. “Sure.”

Gina came into the office and reached between Lauren and Bob for the report. “I’ll take it from here, Lauren.”

Lauren felt uncharacteristically sheepish. She hadn’t been doing anything wrong with Bob, but for some reason she felt like she had been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. She got up without a word and left.

Lauren did call in sick the next day. She actually did feel sick, deep in her stomach. Everything at work seemed so fucked up. Bob hadn’t done anything wrong by her, but Lauren for some reason felt cheated. And then there was Gina, who always managed to make her feel humiliated. Why was she letting Gina get so under her skin? Lauren wasn’t normally one for revenge, but she thought a lot about it all day. Revenge. Even the word sounded good. But today she couldn’t even bring herself to go to the gym.

The next day was no better. Lauren called in sick again, doing it early so she’d only get Gina’s voicemail. Shit, Gina even managed to make her message sound sexy. Today Lauren vowed she’d get her head straight, so she forced herself to go to the gym, where she worked out with a frenzy. Later that night she took a long hot bath and had a few glasses of wine, and felt a lot better.

The next day, Lauren tried to put everything out of her head. She knew she was a strong woman, normally very confident, she’d dealt with much worse situations than a petulant supervisor and a man who wasn’t interested in her. She went in to the office extra early, and managed to catch up on most of the assignments she had missed the last two days.

None of her co-workers seemed to notice anything amiss, greeting her as usual when they came in, a few asking her if she was feeling better, all seemed genuinely concerned. This helped Lauren feel better too.

Gina was late, arriving at the office with wild hair, like she had fucked in the elevator. Again she made a show of parading by Lauren with an overnight bag, but of course Lauren had no idea what Gina had worn the day before. Besides, Lauren shouldn’t care, she had to stop being so affected by Gina. Although, truth be told, Lauren wondered if she looked as good as Gina after having just had sex, if that’s what Gina had been doing. The woman, as jealous as she was, looked damned good all the time. Lauren sighed and marked her calendar for an extra spinning session at the gym.

An hour later Lauren went to the bathroom. She was just finishing up in the stall when she heard two other women come in. At first she thought nothing of it, but when she heard Gina’s voice, Lauren sat back down. She didn’t want to talk to Gina, even in the bathroom.

“God, I look like shit,” said Gina.

“You look like you just had sex,” said another woman, it sounded like Gina’s friend Julie.

“Well, I did, but that was hours ago,” said Gina.

Lauren heard the sound of someone rummaging in a purse, and the unmistakable pull of a hairbrush.

“Tony is keeping you busy,” said Julie.

“Tony, please,” said Gina, drawing it out, dismissively. “I’ve gone on to bigger things. And I do mean bigger.”

The bathroom reverberated with laughter. Now Lauren was really stuck, she couldn’t come out of the stall now, Gina would think she had been eavesdropping. Shit, if Gina were to check under the stall doors. . .

But Gina didn’t seem to care who was listening. “If you know what I mean.”

“Who?” asked Julie, eager.

A few more whisks of the brush. “Let’s just say that I’m getting a big rise—I mean raise—out of the boss.”

Julie’s voice was full of shock. “You are not!”

Lauren had to put her hand over her mouth to keep from yelping. They were talking about Bob! Gina was sleeping with Bob! Lauren realized she was biting her own finger.

“What about Tony?” asked Julie.

“He’s passable. You can have him if you want.”

Julie laughed. “Gina, you’re so bad.”

“Funny, that’s what Bob said.”

Again the two women laughed. Long after they had left the bathroom, Lauren was still in the stall, so angry that the blood dripping from her finger didn’t register until she tasted it.

Bob and Gina. Fuck them both.

Lauren washed off her finger in the sink, slapping on a band aid from the first aid kit. She didn’t remember the last time she was so mad. First Tony, and now Bob. She wanted to bitch slap Gina, and scratch Bob’s eyes out.

When Lauren looked at herself in the mirror, her eyes were red, and a small blot of blood was on her lip. She looked like she had just been fucked as well, as in fucked over.

She looked sad and beaten. Not like her at all.

And worse, she was jealous.

Lauren splashed cold water on her face and dried her eyes as best she could. She had to leave the bathroom sometime.

She walked slowly back to her cubicle, torn between jealousy and anger and sadness. A new stack of work was piled on her desk, no doubt busy work from Gina that would force her to stay late.

Lauren just couldn’t face that, not now. She marched to Gina’s desk, ready to have it out, but there was no one there. Full of purpose, but not sure what to do, Lauren found herself heading for Bob’s office. Better to get it out in the open.

Lauren walked in without knocking. Bob looked up from some papers, surprised.

“I need to talk to you,” gritted Lauren.

“Have a seat,” said Bob.

“I’d rather stand.” Lauren closed the door. It was glass, anyone could see them, but she didn’t care. She spun on Bob. “You’re sleeping with Gina!”

Bob didn’t say anything, which wasn’t exactly what Lauren was prepared for. Actually, she wasn’t prepared for anything, she hadn’t thought this through, her anger just carrying her along.

“Is that why you didn’t want to see me again? Because you had something going with Gina?”

“Anger doesn’t suit you,” said Bob.

“That’s the second time you told me that something doesn’t suit me. You don’t know me.”

“I don’t think you know me very well, either,” said Bob.

Lauren realized Bob hadn’t admitted or denied anything about Gina. “You never gave me a chance.” That was her sadness speaking, she knew, but it came out anyway.

“Look, there’s no reason to be jealous,” said Bob.

“Why would I be jealous?” asked Lauren, trying to regain control.

“Okay, okay, calm down. From your reaction, I just thought—.” Bob paused. “It’s not the other jealousy, is it? Are you interested in Gina yourself?”

“What?” Lauren was so flabbergasted she had to lean against the door. “Are you serious?”

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of,” said Bob quietly. “She’s quite an attractive woman. In fact, I’ve seen you staring at her more than once.”

“What are you talking about? Me staring at her? You’re the one who can’t pull your eyes away from her chest!”

“Is that what it is? Your are jealous of her breasts?” Bob shook his head. “I admit, that’s a surprise to me, it sounds a little—superficial.”

Lauren, in shock, opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. Then she was ready to speak, but the things she wanted to say would probably get her fired. “I am not jealous of Gina in that way—”

“Are you trying to convince me or yourself?”

“—or her breasts.” Lauren’s voice was shaking. And yet, she couldn’t help but throw in, “Mine are better anyway.”

Now Bob smiled. “I’m not sure you’d be the best judge of that.”

“Fuck you, Bob,” Lauren hissed, now beyond caring what she said. “You’re just trying to get me to show mine to you.”

“Lauren, you practically threw yourself at me. If I wanted to see your breasts, don’t you think you would have shown them to me already?”

This conversation was not going the way Lauren had imagined, if she had bothered to think about it beforehand. “I can’t believe you,” was all she could manage to say.

Bob stood up. “Listen, Lauren. I had a nice time with you. I told you that, and I meant it. Maybe if you had shown me this side of you things would have been different. I just need someone with a little more—spunk. Spontaneity. Willingness to try new things.”

“Like what?”

“Well, a lot more than cutting out of an exam to go shopping.”

“Are you going to throw that up at me? I can do much more than that!”

“Oh really? Like what?” Bob seemed genuinely interested.

“I can—.” Lauren had a few things she could tell him, but right now it would sound like she was making them up. Plus words were useless at this point. “I’d have to show you.”

Bob gave her a long look. Lauren realized her chest was heaving, her face flushed, with anger, excitement, maybe even arousal. Damn him, Bob did that to her.

“Do you really mean that?” asked Bob.

“Try me.”

Bob’s grin was downright cocky. “I may at that.” He ushered her out the door. “Now get back to work. You wouldn’t want to make Gina jealous if she sees you here. No telling what she might be willing to do.”

Work was the last thing Lauren could think of now. She stormed back to her cubicle, looking over her shoulder at Bob, who had gone back to work like nothing had happened. She wasn’t looking where she was going and slammed into someone, her arms reaching out protectively.

Right into the arms of Gina.

“Watch where you’re going, bitch,” hissed Gina.

“Gina, not now, believe me, not now,” said Lauren, her voice hard. She realized she was still holding on to Gina, their breasts pressed together, Gina’s body stunningly warm. Lauren quickly pulled herself away, feeling a peculiar heat. Damn Bob, she thought, that’s who has me so worked up.

“What’s wrong with you?” asked Gina. Then, her voice softer, “Are you okay?”

Lauren was so stirred up she didn’t respond well to Gina’s surprising note of concern. “None of your business.”

Gina’s eyes hardened. “Have it your way.” She pushed by Lauren and walked away.

Lauren’s legs shook, first Bob, and now Lauren. Why was everyone out to get her? And both Bob and Gina blowing hot and cold.

And why was her arm tingling where Gina had touched her?

Lauren couldn’t sit, so she got on the elevator and went downstairs and outside. She needed some air. Her mind was a confused mix of emotions, anger at Bob, anger at herself. And what the hell was up with Gina?

Gina. Lauren felt like she was in a competition with her. First for Tony. And now, for Bob.

Lauren walked, not even caring where she was going, she just wanted to get away from them both. What had she got herself into? She’d promised Bob she’d—Lauren wasn’t sure exactly what she had promised. It was pretty vague. But also open ended. Obviously she didn’t really have to do anything for Bob, that promise was useless.

She was still confused about Bob. At times he was gracious, polite. He hadn’t mistreated her in any way, other than being cocky and hurting her feelings. And there was no doubt they had some kind of chemistry. Or at least she had a chemistry, she wanted him. Or was that just because Gina wanted him?

No, Lauren’s interest in Bob had started before that. And after their dates, she wanted him more. She had just played it slow, she wasn’t looking for a quick roll in the hay, she could get that anywhere. Almost to prove it to herself, Lauren stopped in front of a shop window and just stood there, not looking in the window, just at the people walking toward her on the sidewalk. Within just a few minutes, two men passed her by, both of them openly ogling her.

She smiled grimly. She didn’t even have to smile at them, she didn’t have to even say anything. There were men to be had all over the place.

So why did she want Bob so much? Was it him, or something he represented? The good looking, smart, dry sense of humor guy with a good career?

And one who seemed interested in ‘something different,’ whatever that meant. Maybe something that he could get from Gina. Or was already getting from Gina.

Is that what Bob wanted, someone like Gina? Lauren and Gina couldn’t be more different. Yet Bob had taken Lauren to the dinners, spending a lot of time with her, seemingly interested. Was he looking for someone like her, or thought he should be, and was just sucked into things with the temptress Gina?

Lauren resumed her walk, a little slower, thinking things through. Gina upset her more than Bob. Sure, Bob had rejected her, but she really couldn’t say he was fucking around on her, it wasn’t like she and Bob had a real relationship. If anything, Bob seemed more disappointed than mean. Although he was a jerk if he was thinking he could get away with sleeping with Gina and still get Lauren too.

Gina. What was up with that woman? She seemed like such a total bitch. Yet Rosie had said it was all about jealousy, that Gina was jealous of what Lauren had. What was it Rosie had said? Her smarts, her hard work. Her looks. That was confusing. Gina, underneath all the makeup and tight clothing, was beautiful. She had a body that Lauren would kill for, with just a little time in the gym, Gina’s picture could be in magazines.

And yet, after all the mean things Gina had done, there was that little note of concern earlier, Gina asking Lauren whether she was all right. Lauren remembering the moment, crashing into Gina, Gina must have seen Lauren coming, she could have easily avoided her. Had Gina collided with her on purpose? And whose arms had gone around who?

Remembering Bob’s question, about jealousy. And that could certainly explain why she was so emotionally affected by Gina.

Lauren shivered, pushing those thoughts out of her head. Can’t go there. . .

Like it or not, Lauren was on this path, and she’d have to see it through. When the time came, if Bob offered her a chance to prove herself, she’d jump at it. Maybe not to show Bob, but to show Gina.

Just once, she wanted to beat Gina.

Lauren didn’t have to wait long. Back at her desk, there was the familiar sticky note. It read: “You get one chance, but a long one. Saturday, by seven p.m..” There was also an address, but it wasn’t a restaurant. It was out of the city, upstate. Lauren recognized the town, she’d never been there. It was two hours away by car.

What the fuck?

Bob wanted her out of the city, maybe for the whole weekend. Lauren took a deep breath. Should she do it?

She glanced at Bob’s office. Gina was standing in Bob’s doorway, looking right at Lauren, grinning like a Cheshire cat. Like she’d just won a lottery, or made a date for that night.

Her haughty look made up Lauren’s mind. She looked down, hiding her own smile. Gina might get Bob tonight, but Lauren would have him for the weekend.

Lauren guided the rental car up the freeway. It was a beautiful day, but she wasn’t thinking too much about the weather, she was too nervous. And excited. A weekend with Bob. Plenty of time to learn more about him, ease into things if she wanted to. All Bob’s talk about showing him something different was probably just talk. And Lauren was sure, if it came to that, if she decided to sleep with him, she could show him a thing or two that he’d find plenty interesting.

Yes, Bob was probably sleeping with Gina. Lauren would fix that; she’d show Bob he had made the wrong choice. Then a thought came to her. Had Gina known that Lauren was in the bathroom that day? Had she made up that story about Bob, just to get at Lauren? Bob had never actually admitted sleeping with Gina.

She’d find out, once and for all. And even if Bob had slept with Gina—who said he would want to again, after a weekend with Lauren?

It was a good thing Lauren had a GPS in the car, because she would never have found the address. It was down a country road, the entrance gated, the gate open, revealing a long winding driveway. When Lauren pulled up she sucked in a breath. The house was gorgeous. Huge and modern, it still managed to look right at home nestled in the woods, surrounded by well tended natural landscaping. Two tall oak entry doors were framed by floor to ceiling windows.

Lauren parked in the circular drive and took a moment to compose herself. When she got out of the car, she was struck by how clean the air smelled. She could have been a million miles from the city. She went up to the door, took a deep breath, and rang the bell.

The door opened immediately. Bob stood there, looking amazing, the first time Lauren had seen him in casual clothes, a nice pair of slacks, loafers, a pullover shirt that accentuated his pecs and muscular arms.

Lauren was glad she had dressed down a little. She was wearing a light summer dress and strappy heels, the kind of outfit that worked just about anywhere during the day, but also accentuated her curves. Bob smiled as his eyes drifted down from her face all the way to her pale red toenails.

“You came,” said Bob.

“I said I would.”

“Well, actually, I didn’t hear from you. The last thing you said to me was when we were in my office, and you said,” Bob cocked his head, “Try me.”

Lauren gulped. But she wasn’t going to quit now. “You didn’t think I’d show up?”

Bob shrugged. “I gave it fifty-fifty. But I do like surprises.” He looked over her shoulder. “No bag?”

“Pretty presumptuous, aren’t you?”

Bob grinned. “I’ll bet you a thousand bucks you packed one and it’s in the car.”

“Maybe I just like being prepared.”

“Pretty presumptuous, aren’t you?”

“Are you going to talk about my luggage or are you going to invite me in?”

Bob stepped aside and made a grand gesture of invitation. “Your weekend retreat.” He paused, then added, “Maybe.”

Lauren nodded and stepped inside, their bodies touching, she felt that jolt again, the arousal from being in Bob’s space. She wasn’t ready for that, so she quickly slipped past. The house was even more amazing inside, rich warm wood blending with natural stone, windows everywhere, letting in the light.

“Wow,” said Lauren, impressed.

“Like it? I built it myself. Well, designed it, I had it built, although I did do some of the work. I like getting away from charts and reports.”

“You’re a man of many talents,” said Lauren.

“You haven’t seen the half of it,” said Bob.

“And modest, too.”

“You can be the judge.”

“Like you are about breasts?” Lauren still couldn’t forget what Bob had said about her being jealous of Gina’s tits.

Bob shrugged. “Want a drink?”

“Just water. It’s a little early for anything else.”

Bob raised his eyebrow. “To drink, you mean.” He led her into the kitchen and filled water goblets for both of them. “To an open mind about new things,” he toasted.

That sounded harmless enough to Lauren, so she clinked his glass and sipped her water while looking around the modern kitchen. She was startled by the sound of the front door opening, followed by the distinctive click of heels on the stone floor of the entryway.

A voice called. “Bob? Whose car is that in the driveway?”

Lauren knew that voice.

Gina came around the corner into the kitchen, dressed in a very short, hot pink knit dress, so tight that Lauren could see her nipples, Gina shamelessly braless. Gina froze when she saw Lauren, the two women glaring at one another.

“What’s she doing here?” they both said at the same time.

Lauren couldn’t believe her eyes. Gina was crashing her weekend with Bob. And she had walked in like she owned the place. . .Lauren spun on Bob.

Bob shrugged. “You two ladies obviously have some issues between you that need to get cleared up. Getting you together away from the office seemed the best way to give you the chance to deal with it directly.”

Lauren didn’t need this. She slammed down her water glass and headed for the door. She’d never been so mad and so humiliated in her life. To believe she’d driven two hours for this. “This isn’t what I expected,” she said, which was much nicer than what she was thinking.

“Actually,” said Bob, “you kind of gave me the idea.”

That stopped Lauren cold. “What?”

“You said you were willing to try new things. That you’d have to show me. Well, here’s something new. The two of your together. Or were you just making all that up?”

“I meant I’d show you something new, not her.”

Bob shook his head. “That’s not what you said. Remember your training, we talked about this, having an idea is one thing, but you need to know how to communicate it.”

“You can be a real—”

“Asshole,” finished Gina, turning her glare on Bob. “I came all the way up here for you.”

Bob raised a finger. “Don’t push it, Gina. You’ve been making your own promises.”

Lauren had unconsciously stood next to Gina as they had both turned their ire on Bob. Their arms touched, and Lauren felt Gina’s heat. She must be pretty pissed. . .

“Look,” continued Bob. “You’re both here. It’s a nice day, you’re out of the city. Why not make the best of it?”

“This sucks,” said Gina.

“Damn right,” agreed Lauren.

“Then it can only get better,” said Bob.

“This isn’t my idea of a fun weekend,” hissed Gina.

“Mine neither,” said Lauren.

“See?” said Bob. “The two of you are agreeing already.”

“We’re agreeing that you are a shit for doing this,” said Gina. “I was expecting you all to myself.”

“Me, too,” said Lauren. She glanced at Gina. “And Bob said he wanted something new. Maybe you’ll get nothing now.”

Gina didn’t take the bait. “If she leaves, I’ll think about staying.”

“Same here,” said Lauren.

Bob shook his head. “You two seem to have your minds set on competing. Okay, have it your way. I know how to resolve this. Follow me.” Without waiting for an answer, Bob walked out of the kitchen.

Gina followed Bob immediately. Lauren waited a moment, watching Gina’s tight ass and great legs. She’d never be able to compete against that. Gina had even worn her fuck me heels.

Still, Lauren hated to lose. Somewhat reluctantly, but driven by her competitive spirit, she followed Gina into the living room. Two huge leather couches flanked a stone fireplace, the room rich with masculinity. Bob was sitting on one of the couches, his feet up on the coffee table, like he didn’t have a care in the world.

Gina was standing in front of Bob, one hand on her hip, her leg thrust out toward his crotch, practically throwing herself at him. Bob gestured to the couches and chairs. “Why don’t you both have a seat.”

“I’ll stand,” insisted Gina.

Lauren sat on the other couch, away from both of them. Unconsciously she wrapped her arms around her chest protectively.

“So here we are,” said Bob, cheerfully. “I wanted to give you two a chance to be friends. There’s no need for you to fight. Or to be jealous.”

“I’m not jealous of her,” said Gina.

“Me neither,” said Lauren.

“Maybe. Maybe not. The more you both protest, the more I sense jealousy. You might not even realize that’s what’s driving your emotions. Both of  you. But forget that for now. I hoped that the two of you would have taken this opportunity to get a fresh start.”

“Gina doesn’t want to give me a break about anything,” protested Lauren.

“Because she’s always trying to make me look bad,” said Gina.

Lauren was incredulous. “What? You’re the one—”

“Ladies, ladies,” Bob interrupted. “You both seem intent on being in competition. Okay, you are both smart, mature women. You want a competition, let’s have a competition.”

“Fine,” said Gina.

Lauren didn’t want to compete with Gina, but she realized she already was. “What kind of competition do you have in mind?” she asked, warily.

“Something new and different, just like you said you were willing to do,” said Bob.

Lauren held down her anger. “Fine. But I’m no slut, so don’t get any ideas.”

Gina spun around. “Who are you calling a slut?”

Bob reached out and held Gina’s arm. “No need for that. I won’t set the rules, you will. Both of you.”

“What do you mean?” asked Lauren.

Bob pulled Gina down next to him on the couch. Gina gave Lauren a sly smile, like she had already won something.

“Here’s what we’ll do,” said Bob. “Each of you can tell me privately what you want to do. Whatever you want. Something that you think will show me how far you are willing to go to win. You can suggest anything, you can even ask me to do something. But think carefully, it has to be something that will impress me. Remember, I like surprises. And sometimes a surprise is simply doing something unexpected, something I wouldn’t necessarily expect you to do.”

“And who’s to be the judge of this contest?” asked Lauren.

“Why, I will, of course. But to make it fair, I’ll give you both a vote as well.”

“She’ll just vote for herself,” said Gina, but her hand was already running up Bob’s leg.

“You might be surprised yourself,” said Bob. “You never know.”

Lauren was immediately suspicious. “Sounds like you’ve done this before.”

Bob smiled mischievously. “Every experience is different.” He put his hand over Gina’s, stopping her from rubbing him. “Now, are we agreed?”

Gina, half in Bob’s lap, said, “Sure.”

“What’s my option?” asked Lauren.

“You can leave,” said Gina.

“That’s right,” said Bob. “But if you do, you’ll never find out. About anything.” His hand was on Gina’s, but his eyes were on Lauren. “And deep down, I bet there are things you want to know.”

Lauren knew she should just get up and go. But Bob, damn him, had a point. She felt there was something she had to learn, about Bob, about herself, maybe even about Gina. “Okay. But the minute it gets weird, I’m out of here.”

“You are deciding on what you will offer to do, remember?” said Bob. He turned to Gina. “Gina, you first. Whisper in my ear exactly what you’d be willing to do to win.”

Gina wrapped her arms around Bob and pulled him close. Lauren cringed as she watched, helpless. Gina put her lips to Bob’s ear, but instead of whispering, she slipped her lips around his lobe and probed him with her tongue.

“Hey!” said Lauren. “That’s cheating!”

Bob said, “Is that it, Gina? You are going to kiss my ear?”

“For a start,” said Gina. Then she earnestly whispered something into Bob’s ear.

Lauren watched nervously, and as Gina kept going, Bob smiled. What was the bitch promising? Gina pulled away, smiling lustily at Lauren. “And then I’ll—” and she was back at it, cooing in Bob’s ear. When Gina finally pulled away she gave Lauren the same look she had outside of Bob’s office, like she had just beaten Lauren.

“Okay, Gina. I get it. Now it’s your turn, Lauren.”

Lauren took her time moving to the other couch, trying to think fast. She sat next to Bob, waiting until Gina was on the other couch. Gina did her leg cross thing, obviously trying to distract Bob.

Shit, thought Lauren. That’s not fair, Gina’s got such great legs. Well, I can distract him too. I’ll offer up something so wild Bob won’t even see Gina, even if she pulled off her dress.

Lauren suspected that Gina had probably promised Bob something sexual, a blowjob maybe, but if Gina had slept with Bob, she had probably already given him one, and much more. Bob had said that he wanted to be surprised—something out of character. Lauren had been so prim and proper with Bob, anything overtly sexual from her, even if it was less than what Gina had offered, would certainly be a winning surprise for Bob.

“Ready, Lauren?”

Lauren nodded. She swung up on Bob’s lap, completely blocking his view of Gina and her legs. She bent forward and grazed her lips against Bob’s, just a hint, not a kiss. Her lips traced a line across his face to his ear. “I’ll prove to you that my tits are better than hers, and not just in the looks department,” she whispered. “And I’ll prove to you that any other part of me is better too.”

There, she thought. That should be titillating enough, and certainly a surprise. All she’d have to do to win was give Bob a quick flash, maybe let him touch her tits. Totally out of character for her, at least as far as Bob thought of her.

“Okay,” said Bob. He gently guided Lauren off him. “Back to the other couch.”

Lauren complied, sitting as far from Gina as she could.

Bob looked back and forth between them. “You’ve both made interesting offers. And both ideas are certainly out of character. Gina, I see you as a woman in charge, so your offer is intriguing. And Lauren, your offer is certainly very different from what you’ve shown me so far.” He considered. “I’m going to make a decision, but then give the loser a chance to reconsider. It’s only fair, since you’ve probably never played this particular game.”

Bob looked at Lauren. “Lauren, I’m sorry, I’m afraid Gina’s offer is much better.”

Lauren squeezed her lips together. Of course. Gina would have done anything to win. She had probably been much more graphic, and Lauren had basically just implied she’d get naked.

“You can amend your offer,” prompted Bob.

Lauren glanced at Gina, who was looking at her strangely, grinning like she’d won, but her eyes were soft. Could Lauren possibly beat Gina at this game? She had to try, she’d never forgive herself if she let this opportunity pass by. She smoothed down her dress and went to sit by Bob, thinking hard. As Lauren was deciding what else she could suggest, Bob whispered in her ear, “Gina has offered to be a sex slave for a day.”

Lauren froze in shock. Now she knew why Gina had looked so smug. How could Lauren possibly top that?

She thought about what Bob had said. He wanted to be surprised. . .

“I will too,” Lauren whispered back, almost not believing her own words. A sex slave? She’d never even fantasized about anything like that. She was about to change her mind, but one look at Bob stopped her. He was grinning, and was also looking at her in a new way. She’d surprised him!

Lauren got up, her legs shaking, and returned to the other couch, giving Gina the same look Gina had given her, a gloating smile.

Bob said, “Lauren has upped her offer. Gina, do you want to change yours? And remember, be careful what you ask for.”

“I’m good,” said Gina, confidently.

“Then I am going to declare it a tie,” said Bob. As both women started to protest, Bob held up his hand. “All’s not over. I’ll give you both a chance to follow through. Then I’ll declare a final winner.”

“Fine,” said Gina.

Lauren hesitated. She never thought it would get this far. What had she done? Promised to be a sex slave? But she really so wanted to beat Gina. And now that it was in her head, the thought of being a sex slave to Bob, and beating Gina in the process, was sounding—really interesting. Even thrilling. Plus Gina would be right here, and even though the woman probably hated her, she wouldn’t let Bob hurt her, would she? Even with how she felt about Gina, Lauren herself would take Gina’s side if Bob did anything bad to Gina.

“Fine,” said Lauren, her voice determined.

Bob rubbed his hands together. “Great. Now there’s one other thing, before we begin. . .” He looked sternly over at the two women. “This should be more of a friendly competition. We all have to work together in the office, and I don’t want any bad blood. So I need you both to declare a truce.”

“I never had a problem until she started things,” said Lauren.

“Me? I didn’t start anything,” said Gina.

“This is exactly what I mean,” said Bob. “You have to stop it.”

“I’m getting tired of this,” said Gina.

“Me too,” said Lauren.

“Does either one of you want to leave?” asked Bob. When no one replied, he went on, “Good. Now kiss and make up.”

Lauren turned to Gina. She was pretty pissed at Bob, but was in so deep now she didn’t quite know how to extricate herself. Plus, she had to admit, she wanted to see how this would turn out. Just how far would she go? And at the back of her mind, Rosie’s words, about Gina being jealous. Even Bob thought so. Maybe Gina just couldn’t help herself. “Truce,” said Lauren, trying hard.

Gina stared at her, but when she spoke her voice didn’t seem angry. “Truce,” she whispered.

“That didn’t sound too convincing,” said Bob. “I think you should really kiss and make up.”

Lauren frowned. “You mean—”

“Yes. Kiss each other.”

“Bob, I’m not going to—“ Lauren protested.

“After what you just offered to do, you won’t kiss a woman?” said Bob. “Doesn’t give me a lot of confidence you are going to go through with your promise.”

Lauren actually had kissed another woman, her girlfriend from college, the memory coming back now, the thrill of the first time all over. But she had been a little drunk then, it all seemed like harmless fun. Now, very sober, Lauren’s eyes were drawn to Gina’s lips, they were beautiful, even nicer than those Lauren had first kissed.

“What’s the matter, you too good to kiss me?” said Gina, harshly.

When Lauren hesitated, Gina reached across the couch and grabbed Lauren’s arm, pulling them together. Gina’s lips sought Lauren’s, giving her a hasty chaste peck, then Gina started to pull away. Lauren, still stung by Gina’s words, wasn’t going to let her get off so easily. She grabbed the back of Gina’s head and pulled her closer, her mouth mashing against Gina’s. Lauren expected Gina to freeze, not thinking Lauren would actually kiss her back. But instead Gina’s mouth parted, her fingers clutching Lauren’s arm, her tongue slipping into Lauren’s mouth. Lauren hesitated, then their tongues were together, dancing, the kiss totally unlike what Lauren expected, it was warm, loving, passionate yet gentle, about as far as possible from what she thought Gina would kiss like.

Gina’s fingers dug into Lauren’s arm, her mouth pushing harder, at the same time pulling Lauren toward her, Lauren not resisting, freeing her pent up anger and energy and arousal, sensing from Gina all that and more, want, need.

Lauren’s hands moved on their own accord, they went around Gina, just as they had in the office, feeling Gina’s body though the thin dress, feeling Gina’s breasts crushing against her, the kiss driving Lauren wild, the craziness, kissing this woman who she had so disliked, her nemesis, her beautiful, sultry, competitor.

Lauren was gasping for air, every time she tried to take a breath her mouth was filled with Gina, she couldn’t get enough of her. She finally forced herself to pull away, otherwise she feared she would have suffocated.

Lauren tilted her head back, but didn’t let go of Gina right away. “Wow,” she murmured, her heart pounding. At that moment, she felt warmer toward Gina than she ever had toward Bob.

But Gina shocked her, reverting to form. “Well, Bob, are you satisfied? Now can we get this show on the road?”

Lauren pulled away, stunned and saddened. But when she looked in Gina’s eyes, they held a warmth that didn’t match Gina’s words of bravado. Lauren fixed her twisted dress and curled up in the corner of the sofa, her hands crossed over her breasts, feeling her chest still heaving.

“See?” said Bob. “That didn’t look so bad. In fact, I’d bet you both enjoyed that more than you are willing to admit. So now we can get started. Gina, you made the initial move there, that was really something. So Lauren has to be first to fulfill her offer.”

“Wait a minute!” protested Gina. “You just said I made the first move. Why don’t I get to go first?”

Bob smiled broadly. “Oh, you won’t mind going last. You see, Lauren has promised to be a sex slave.” He looked over at Lauren. “Didn’t you, Lauren?”

Lauren shuddered. She was still strangely hot from the kiss with Gina, and now this. “For you,” she responded, trying not to look at Gina.

“I don’t remember that as being part of the promise. You agreed to be a sex slave for a day. In fact, both of you made the same offer.”

“Hey!” exclaimed Gina.

“Well,” said Bob, “Your offer had a bit more detail, and I got the sense you’d go a little further, if you know what I mean. But for Lauren to make the same offer, that was really out of character for her. That’s why it was a tie. Lauren, I have to say, you outdid yourself, I am very impressed.”

“I’ll show you impressed,” gritted Gina.

“Gina, what do you have in mind for Lauren?” asked Bob.

“I’m not going to be her sex slave!” yelled Lauren, yet inside she was shaking with curiosity and anticipation. What would Gina want to make her do?

“You said you’ll be mine, and if Gina suggests something, and I like it, you have to do it,” said Bob.

Lauren crossed her arms. “Fuck you both.”

“That’s not a bad idea,” said Bob. “I’ll keep it in mind.” He laughed. “Okay, Gina, any thoughts?”

Gina stared at Lauren, a wicked grin on her lips. Lauren felt herself cringe. What would this wild, undeniably alluring woman make her do? Lauren could still leave, maybe that would be best. But her curiosity got the best of her, she’d at least wait to see what Gina demanded.

“Wait, I have to do something,” said Bob. He pulled his cell phone out of his pocket.

“No pictures!” said Lauren.

“I don’t remember agreeing to that,” said Bob. “But okay. This is something else.” He fiddled with his phone and set it down on the side table. “Okay, Gina, go ahead.”

Gina pointed to the large coffee table between the sofas. “I want her to stand up there.”

Lauren looked over at Bob, who nodded. “That sounds like a good start.”

Lauren, fuming, slowly got up and started to take her shoes off.

“Keep them on,” said Bob. “It’s okay.”

Lauren stepped up onto the coffee table. She was above average in height, and she towered over Bob and Gina, feeling very self conscious for no real reason, it was just a coffee table.

“Strip,” ordered Gina.

“What?”

“You heard me. Strip. Like a slut. You called me a slut, now let’s see you act like one. Take your clothes off like you’re at a strip club, trying to arouse everyone.”

Lauren shook with anger. She wasn’t ashamed of her curvy body, she actually felt pretty good about it after all her work in the gym, but this was demeaning.

“What’s the matter?” asked Gina. “Too good to kiss me, too good to take off your clothes in front of me?”

Lauren looked at Bob. “Bob? Is this what you want?”

“Sounds like a good idea to me.”

“Come on, slave, take it off,” said Gina. “Or I’ll rip it off.”

Lauren glared at Gina as she reached back and unzipped her dress. She let go, the dress slipping to her large breasts, which kept it from falling all the way down.

“That’s not very sexy,” said Gina. “Remember, you’re a slut, trying to get people excited.”

Lauren thought, what the hell. She didn’t care if Gina saw her naked. She’d never been to a strip club, but she’d stripped for men before. She held her eye on Bob, then slowly ran her hands along her sides, catching the top of the dress, sliding it down along her body, past her hips, letting it fall to the table.

“Come on, the rest of it,” said Gina, her eyes bright.

Lauren thought they expected her to remove her bra first, but her tits were her best feature, so instead she turned to the side and shimmied out of her underwear, lifting it with her toe. She bunched it together, then tossed it in Gina’s face.

Gina snatched it off, her fingers squeezing Lauren’s panties.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Gina,” Lauren said, her voice sultry. “I thought you were getting a little worked up, and you might want those to dry yourself off.”

“I’ll get you for that,” said Gina.

Lauren was smiling, getting into it. This might not be so bad after all. She ran her hands up under her breasts, lifting them, enjoying Bob’s obvious interest. Lauren reached back as if to unclasp her bra, but pretended to change her mind, instead slipping her fingers under the cups, touching her own nipples, stunning even herself, the idea of touching herself like this, in front of another woman. Her nipples responded instantly, hardening, Lauren wanted them to be pulled, she wanted Bob to jump up and grab her, maybe she could get him to do that, it would piss Gina off so much.

Lauren finally undid her bra, but instead of letting it fall, held it up against her breasts, hiding them, using the lacy fabric to rub herself, not even having to pretend to be getting aroused, because she was.

But it was Gina who jumped up, not Bob. Gina grabbed the bra out of Lauren’s fingers then quickly swept up her dress as well. Now Gina had all Lauren’s clothes. Gina stuffed everything under the seat cushion of the couch and sat on it, her arm around Bob.

“Hey!” said Lauren.

“You’re going to stay naked,” said Gina. “For the duration.”

“You wrinkled my dress!”

“You’re standing there naked, you’re going to be a sex slave, and you’re worried about your dress?” said Gina. “Your really are obsessive. You need to let yourself go. Starting now.” She made a twirling motion with her hand. “Turn around.”

Lauren pressed her lips together, hearing the truth in Gina’s words, then turned around carefully, still in her heels. When her back was to the others, Gina said, “Stop there.”

Lauren was both aroused and uncomfortable, she always thought her ass was a little big, not fat, but full, rounded, not one of those tight buns asses that guys seemed to like. But Bob said, “Nice.”

Gina’s voice, perturbed. “I think it’s a little big. Bend over, slave.”

Lauren was shaking, and not just from being on the table in heels. “Is that your wish, Bob?”

“As a matter of fact, I was thinking the same thing,” said Bob. “Bend over.”

Lauren bent over a little, her ass jutting back, feeling embarrassed.

“More,” said Gina.

Lauren reached down and put her hands on her knees for balance. She was now helpless, her naked backside and pussy in full view. Humiliated as she was, she felt a rush of excitement, there was something about being on display like this that aroused her in a way she never expected. She felt herself get wet, and hoped that Bob and Gina didn’t notice.

“See?” said Gina. “Kind of big.”

“I like it,” said Bob. “Admit it, Gina, she’s got a great body. Her breasts are amazing.”

“I’ll show you amazing breasts,” said Gina. “Turn around, slave, I want you to see these.”

Lauren turned around just as Gina freed her breasts from the top of her dress. They jutted out firmly at Bob, who immediately reached for them, fondling. Lauren felt a wave of jealousy, she wanted some hands on her breasts. Hers were actually larger, but Gina’s were firmer, with wide, dark areoles surrounding full nipples. Lauren self consciously covered her own breasts, they suddenly didn’t feel so sexy.

But she needn’t have bothered, neither Bob nor Gina was looking at her. Gina pulled Bob’s head onto her breast, and Bob took one of Gina’s nipples into his mouth, his hands pulling Gina’s dress down past her shoulders.

“Suck it,” said Gina.

Bob squeezed Gina’s other breast and Gina yelped. She started helping Bob undress her, together they almost ripped her flimsy dress. Not only had Gina worn no bra, she also had no underwear, and now she was completely naked, the dress mashed underneath them.

“See slave? I don’t care if my dress gets wrinkled.” Gina stood up in front of Bob, then bent over, her ass thrust out toward Lauren. “This is what a great ass looks like.”

Lauren couldn’t help but look, Gina did have a beautiful ass, not tiny, but smaller than Lauren’s, Gina’s thighs melding perfectly into her butt. Gina spread her legs, confident in her very high heels, giving Lauren an unobstructed view of Gina’s pussy, Lauren’s eyes were immediately drawn there, Gina was almost completely shaved, just a sexy thin strip of hair, Lauren had never seen that, Gina’s labia full and sensual.

Bob reached around Gina and spread her ass cheeks, and Gina giggled. Bob was looking at Lauren, smiling. “You like this, Lauren?”

Lauren turned away, embarrassed to be caught, but when Bob started kissing Gina she looked again, her eyes torn between Gina’s legs and her ass and her pussy, and watching them kiss, she was jealous, she admitted it, she wanted to be kissing Bob, she wanted Gina’s body. . .

If Lauren had been alone she would have started rubbing herself, but right now she just wanted to sneak away. Sensing her opportunity, she started to get down off the table.

Gina must have heard her, because without turning around she ordered, “Stay there, slave. You have to watch.” And then she whispered something into Bob’s ear and laughed.

Bob laughed as well. He pushed Gina down on the couch and then slipped to his knees in front of her. Gina lifted her legs over his shoulders and spread them wide, pulling Bob’s head forward. “Are you ready for this, Lauren? I bet you want this. But you can’t have it.” Gina’s eyes were on Lauren, a wide smile on her face. “Lick me, Bob,” she demanded.

Lauren gasped as Bob lowered his head between Gina’s thighs. Gina was right, Lauren wanted that. Gina spread her legs even wider, sinking in to the leather couch, pulling Bob’s head into her.

“You are so wet!” said Bob. “What got you this turned on?”

“You do,” said Gina, but her eyes were on Lauren.

“Maybe it’s more than that,” said Bob.

“Are you going to talk or lick me?” Gina’s eyes fluttered as Bob put his tongue on her. “Oh, Lauren, you can’t believe how good this is. Bob is amazing. I bet you’ve never been licked like this.” Gina stuck out her tongue at Lauren and pretended she was licking something.

Which drove Lauren crazy, seeing Bob licking Gina, Lauren loved being licked, it was even better than being fucked, it’s what always got her off, and seeing Gina’s tongue, remembering how it felt in her mouth. . .

Gina’s eyes closed, her head went back, Bob was obviously doing something very good. Lauren took the opportunity to reach down and touch herself, she was soaked, she’d never been so wet so fast, she hadn’t even been touched by anyone, she couldn’t help herself, she should have felt like a hussy, on display, and all she could think of was to rub her pussy.

Suddenly Gina’s eyes snapped open. “You don’t get to do that, slave.”

Lauren froze, her hand on her pussy. She was the slave, she had to obey. She reluctantly moved her hand away. Gina smiled, and as Bob continued to lick her, Gina kept her eyes locked on Lauren. Lauren couldn’t turn away, the sight of Bob, on his knees no less, licking Gina, wearing nothing but her heels, looking sexy as hell, Gina really getting into it.

“That’s so good, I bet you think about this at the office, don’t you Bob? Licking my pussy? I bet you can’t concentrate at work. Lauren, I want you to remember this the next time you are in the office, instead of feeling high and mighty, you won’t be able to concentrate either, thinking about me getting licked like this while you are standing there naked and helpless.” Gina squirmed on the couch. “He’s really good, Lauren. I love being licked by someone on their knees, don’t you?”

Which was exactly what Lauren was thinking, she had to force herself not to touch herself, she was so worked up she’d masturbate right in front of Gina, she was past caring. So was so wet. . .

Lauren watched, mesmerized, as Bob slipped his finger into Gina’s pussy, then two, then three, sideways, fucking her with his big fingers, his tongue still on her clit. Lauren could actually hear the sound of his fingers moving in and out, she was unconsciously leaning forward to get a better view, she wanted to hear it. . .

“Fuck, that’s so good!” yelled Gina.

Gina’s outburst made Lauren look at her face, Gina’s eyes closed again, her hands wrapped around Bob’s head. Gina looked. . . simply gorgeous. Lauren had never seen a woman like this, she’d watched a little porn, but it all seemed so fake, here it was really happening, she wondered if she looked like that herself when lost in sex. Gina’s mouth was parted slightly, her luscious lips quivering, the same lips that Lauren had kissed. Lauren suddenly had the urge to jump off the table and kiss Gina, to take those lips in her mouth, to lick them the same way Bob was licking Gina’s pussy lips.

Lauren never got the chance to find out if she would have acted on her urge, because right then Gina started to shake, her nostrils flared, and she moaned, Bob speeding up his thrusts with his fingers, and now Lauren was moaning too, seeing Gina have an orgasm, the most erotic thing Lauren had ever witnessed, even more exciting than watching a man come, Lauren unable to take her eyes away from Gina’s face, flush with the throes of a shivering orgasm.

Gina finally opened her eyes, looking right at Lauren, then another spasm hit Gina, and she sighed.

“Was that good for you too, Lauren?”

Lauren flushed, feeling her face turn red. Yet she still burned with desire. She wanted to call Gina a bitch, but she couldn’t, the image of Gina’s beautiful face, lost in the orgasm, still in her mind.

Bob pulled himself up onto the couch and looked at Lauren. “Gina asked you a question. Was that good for you too?”

Lauren turned away, not knowing what to say.

“I think she liked it,” said Gina.

“Maybe we should find out if she’s turned on,” suggested Bob.

“Oh, I can tell she is,” said Gina. “Lauren, look at this.” Gina kissed Bob, her mouth wide open, her tongue darting into his mouth. “I taste good, don’t I, Bob?”

“You do,” agreed Bob. He put his sopping fingers to Gina’s lips. “I’ve never seen anyone get so wet. Lick it off.”

Gina put her lips to Bob’s fingers but then stopped. Her eyes narrowed. “Make her do it.”

Bob laughed. “You are a bitch.” But he got up and stood in front of Lauren. “Get on your knees.”

Lauren did as she was told, her legs were shaking so hard she was having a hard time standing up anyway. Bob held his large hands in front of her face, Lauren wanted to turn away, it was so kinky, and yet her eyes were drawn to his fingers, wet and sticky, Gina’s musk filling Lauren’s nostrils. She wasn’t going to do it, it was too crazy. . .

Gina jumped up and grabbed Bob’s hand and shoved it onto Lauren’s face, smearing her juices all over Lauren, forcing her fingers into Lauren’s mouth. Lauren didn’t have time to think, she just reacted, as she had when Gina had kissed her, Gina’s scent made her dizzy, and Lauren started sucking on Gina’s fingers, then Bob’s, taking all of them into her mouth.

Swallowing Gina’s juices.

Suddenly nothing else mattered, not the hard wood against her knees, not the thought of the crazy thing she was doing, the taste of Gina in her mouth drove Lauren wild, she couldn’t get enough.

“She does like it,” marveled Bob. “Lauren, you surprise me again.”

“That’s all she gets,” said Gina. “Although I bet she wants more.”

“What else should we make her watch?” asked Bob.

“I can think of a few things,” said Gina. Gina dropped to her knees in front of Bob, her mouth feeling for him through his pants. “But I think Lauren likes watching, and I’m not sure I want her to have that pleasure. She’s to used to getting whatever she wants. So I’ll save this for later, maybe we’ll make her turn around when I fuck you, so she can’t get to see.”

“You’re mean,” said Bob.

“You were too,” said Gina, standing up. “Inviting both of us up here, this stupid competition. Of course I’d win. Look at this body, how can I possibly lose?” Gina gestured to her breasts and legs.

“What now?” asked Bob.

“I’m hungry,” said Gina.

Bob put Gina’s hand on his crotch. “I’ve got something for you to eat.”

“Later,” said Gina. “Right now, I’m actually hungry. Sex always does that to me. Do you have any food?”

“Of course. You mean you want to stop and go get something to eat?”

Gina looked at Lauren, still on her knees on the coffee table. “No, I want her to go get it.”

“I’m a waitress now?” asked Lauren, peeved.

“No, you’re still a slave,” said Bob. “Go in the kitchen. In the refrigerator there is some salmon and chicken, and some fruit. Platters are underneath the counter. Bring us something nice to the dining room.”

“This is ridiculous,” argued Lauren.

Bob sighed. “Lauren, you really do need to accept your position.”

Lauren fumed, those were the same words that Gina had used to her. Lauren always saw herself as someone who would be in charge, who would be on top. Even though she wondered if she could be the boss, that’s what she always thought she craved.

“You’re right, Bob. She’s always trying to be someone she’s not,” said Gina. “Lauren, it’s time you learned where you belong in the pecking order. Now get our food.”

Lauren, angry, yet somehow glad to be told exactly what she needed to do, got off the coffee table. She was still naked and went to retrieve her dress.

“No, you don’t get that,” said Gina. “But I want something to wear. Bob, give me your shirt.”

Bob took off his shirt and Gina put it on, but didn’t button it. Lauren thought she looked incredibly sexy, wearing nothing but a man’s shirt. Lauren started for the kitchen but Gina stopped her.

“Lauren, I always see you staring at my shoes. Do you like them?”

Lauren was going to say Gina always looked like a hooker in them, but she bit her lip. And she realized that Gina was far too pretty for a hooker.

Gina slipped out of her heels. “You wear them.”

“I can’t,” protested Lauren. “My feet are bigger than yours.”

“Good, they’ll remind you of how much smaller my gorgeous feet are. Do it.”

Lauren slipped off her own shoes and put one foot into Gina’s shoe. It was at least a full size smaller than what she wore, Gina had slim, elegant feet. Her foot screamed in pain, but the shoe was sexy, and Lauren felt a wave of excitement as she put the other one on and balanced on the four inch heels. She looked down at her legs, the tall heels accentuating her leg muscles, the spike making her feel so decadent, so slutty.

“Hey, those look pretty good on her,” said Bob. “Maybe you should wear something like that to work, Lauren.”

“Eyes here, Bob,” said Gina, although she was looking appreciatively at Lauren as well. “Now go and get our food, slave.”

Lauren gingerly made her way to the kitchen, glad to be away from them, but missing the eyes on her, the decadence of the slutty heels overcoming the pain in her feet. Maybe she would wear something like this to work, just to tease Bob.

In the kitchen Lauren leaned against the counter, still hot and aroused, not believing what she was doing, she’d just watched a woman get licked! And now she was totally naked, acting as a slave. What would happen next?

Lauren’s hands moved to her pussy, her clit jumped out at her fingers, and without thinking she began to rub herself, the image of Bob on his knees, and the look on Gina’s face. . .she moaned.

Suddenly her hand was slapped away. “What are you doing?” hissed Gina, right there, her mouth up against Lauren’s face, Gina’s breasts pushed into Lauren’s back. “I told you, no touching.”

“But I’m so—,” Lauren couldn’t help it, the words were out of her mouth.

“Turned on?” whispered Gina, her hand gripping Lauren’s wrist. “What got you so excited? Where you watching Bob? Or me?”

“Both of you,” admitted Lauren.

“Admit it, you are jealous!”

Lauren gritted her teeth and kept her mouth shut.

Gina laughed. “Be like that. But I know the truth. And now you know what it’s like to want something you can’t have. Now get our food. And I’ll be watching you.” She turned to go, then said, “And bring us some wine.”

Lauren hurried to get the food. She found three small platters, filling them with the fish, the meat, and a mixture of fruit. As she cut up the fruit she realized she’d never prepared food naked before, and she giggled, her first time in the kitchen naked, and she wasn’t even at home.

Lauren found a bottle of chilled white wine. From a wine glass rack in the corner, she took out three glasses, then after thinking, put one of them back. She was, after all, the slave, she wouldn’t be allowed to drink, nor should she.

If this was what it meant to be a slave, it wasn’t all bad. Even the pain from the shoes reminded her of her place. In a way, she kind of enjoyed it. She didn’t have to think about what to do, just do it. She had made her life so difficult, learning how to boss people around, always wondering if she would make the right decision, always insecure, worried about what people might think. Being told what to do was so—refreshing, so free. Nothing to worry about, nothing to think about. Just do what you were told.

She was being a slave, and nothing at all bad had happened, in fact, she was enjoying it. Even her embarrassment was fading away.

Lauren brought the food and wine to the dining room, where Bob and Gina sat at the large gleaming steel table, like a couple in a restaurant, if the restaurant allowed guests wearing just an open man’s shirt, and had naked waitresses. Lauren giggled again.

“What are you laughing at?” asked Gina.

“Nothing,” said Lauren quickly. She set the platters down and poured the wine, then stood there uncertainly.

“We need plates,” said Gina, harshly.

Lauren turned to go, but Bob said, “No we don’t. Come here, slave.” He gestured to the table. “Get up here. This time, lie down.”

“What?” asked Lauren, confused.

“Lie down on the table,” ordered Bob. “Face up.”

“And you call me a bitch,” said Gina. “Hurry up, Lauren, you heard him.”

“Come on, I’m hungry,” said Bob, lustily looking at Lauren’s body.

Lauren gingerly stood on one of the chairs, struggling in Gina’s heels. “Maybe I should take these off?”

“No, I like them,” said Bob. “Sit on the table, then swing your legs over.”

Lauren did as she was told, the cold steel of the table giving her goose bumps. When she swung around to lie down, her legs were momentarily thrust open, and she was surprised when she caught Gina looking at her pussy.

“Lie down flat,” ordered Bob.

Lauren flattened herself on the table, looking up at the ceiling, feeling even more self conscious than she had on the coffee table.

“Hold very still,” said Bob. He grabbed a strawberry and placed it on Lauren’s belly button, the coldness making her tighten up. “Still, I said,” said Bob. He proceeded to cover Lauren’s body with the fruit, cantaloupe between her breasts, peaches on her tummy, more strawberries.

The cold wet fruit made Lauren squirm, she felt so depraved. But nothing like what she felt when Bob bent over and sucked the strawberry out of her navel. His tongue touched her belly button and a shiver ran through her body.

“Umm, that’s good,” said Bob. He looked at Gina. “We need some whipped cream.”

Gina laughed. “I’ll get it.”

“And some bananas!” called Bob. He grinned wolfishly. “I wish I had a cucumber.” He continued to fill Lauren’s body with the fruit. “Do you like this, Lauren? I do say, you have exceeded my expectations.”

“You’re cruel,” Lauren gritted at him. She didn’t want to admit she was enjoying herself, although if she had been alone with Bob, being treated like his slave, she wasn’t sure she would have been enjoying it so much, there was something about Gina being there that changed the equation. And deep down, Lauren rationalized, she still wanted to beat Gina, didn’t she? Although at the end of the day, Lauren wasn’t sure if Bob was worth winning, he had a selfish streak, he wasn’t fair, and he had lied to her.

Even Gina hadn’t done that. Gina had just been, well, Gina.

Gina came back with a bunch of bananas and the whipped cream and set them on the table.

“Now,” said Bob, “Should we tease her a little?”

“Just a little,” said Gina, her eyes glittering. “I want her to suffer.”

Bob took the whipped cream and positioned it between Lauren’s breasts. Lauren stiffened, waiting for the cold blast. When it came she almost leaped off the table, the rush of air jolting her even though she was expecting it. Bob ran the cream down her belly, across her belly button, then back up, across her breasts, making a small pile at each teat. Then he shook the can and held it over her pussy, a mad smile on his face. “Want to be creamed?” he joked.

Lauren watched her legs open as if someone else was forcing her, her hips thrusting up, not understanding even her own body, reaching out for something as simple as whipped cream. Bob grinned and shot the cream over her pussy, her clit swelling at the onrush. Lauren groaned, thrashing on the table, jarring some of the fruit off her belly.

“Tsk, tsk,” said Bob. “Hold still.” Lauren tried, but every time Bob sprayed her she shook, she wanted to grab the can and stick the nozzle right up against her clit.

The can was empty, and Bob put it down. “Too bad.” He leered at Lauren. “You look delicious.” Bob ran his tongue along Lauren’s stomach, licking up the cream, sucking in some of the fruit. “You taste delicious, too.”

Gina was laughing. “You used up all the fruit, what am I going to eat?”

Bob glanced up at her, his mouth covered in cream. “You can have the meat. Or,” he paused dramatically. “The fish.”

“Ha-ha, very funny,” said Gina.

“What’s the matter?” asked Lauren, having a hard time speaking, she was so turned on. “You too good to eat off me?”

Gina’s eyes flared. “You’re the slave, I’ll do what I want.”

“She does have a point,” said Bob.

Gina hesitated, then bent her face over Lauren’s breast.

Lauren held her breath. Gina’s curly hair fell over Lauren’s neck, feeling wonderful, but blocking her view, and for some reason she wanted to watch Gina. Lauren reached up and moved Gina’s hair aside, just as Gina wrapped her lips around Lauren’s nipple.

Lauren moaned again, the feeling of Gina’s mouth, just the sight of it, this beautiful woman, a woman she wanted to hate, sucking the white foam off her breast, it was such a turn on. Gina licked up the cream and smacked her lips, pulling at Lauren’s nipple, hard, maybe thinking it would be painful. If only she knew, thought Lauren, that’s what turns me on more than anything, I could never get a guy to suck my nipples as hard as I wanted.

Lauren gasped, pretending to be in pain, and just as she hoped, Gina sucked her harder, pulling Lauren’s stiff nipple into her mouth. Gina’s hand came up and grabbed Lauren’s other breast, roughly squeezing the nipple.

“Please,” gasped Lauren.

“Oh, does this hurt?” asked Gina. “Too bad, I like it.” Gina sucked even harder, and Lauren thought she might have an orgasm right there, she’d dreamed of this, her nipples being manhandled.

But she’d never thought it would be by a woman.

“I want some of that,” said Bob, and he pushed Gina’s hand aside and started sucking on Lauren’s other breast. Lauren was in heaven, her two breasts being suckled at the same time, hard, one of her favorite fantasies, never imagining it would really happen.

And she was not only being sucked, but being sucked hard. Just the way she loved it. Lauren bit her tongue, she wanted to let Gina and Bob know how good it felt, but she was afraid they would stop if they realized how much it was turning her on.

Gina finally pulled away, Lauren’s nipple exploding from her mouth with a loud pop, the teat impossibly elongated. Gina glanced up at Lauren, maybe expecting to find some sense of pain in her features, but Lauren couldn’t fake that.

“Hmm,” said Gina. “Maybe we need some kind of clamp for this.”

“Ouch,” said Bob, laughing around Lauren’s other nipple.

A clamp, thought Lauren. Oh, please, yes! She’d never even considered that. It would really hurt, but hurt in a way Lauren immediately wanted to experience.

Gina’s eyes were on Lauren as she flicked her fingers over the teat, snapping. Lauren couldn’t help it, she moaned. Gina had seen her reaction, she’d stop for sure. But Gina, surprisingly, kept doing it, alternating the quick flicks of her finger with rough squeezes. Lauren gave up trying to hide her excitement and openly let herself enjoy every single touch.

“I’m going to get all the whipped cream if you keep playing with her tits,” said Bob.

“No you’re not,” said Gina, and both of them raced to lick the rest of the cream off of Lauren, their mouths meeting just above Lauren’s pussy. Lauren watched with envy as Bob and Gina kissed each other, laughing, their mouths full of cream. Lauren arched her pussy up, she wanted someone to touch it, please. . .

“Are you going to lick that up?” asked Bob, pointing to Lauren’s pussy.

“Maybe you can have it later,” said Gina. “I think we’ve given Lauren too much attention already. After all, she’s the slave.”

“If that’s what you want,” said Bob. “But it’s a shame to waste that whipped cream.”

Gina laughed. “Okay, but just for you.”

Gina reached between Lauren’s legs and slowly ran her finger through the whipped cream to pick some of it up, making Lauren gasp. Had Gina meant to touch her clit? Gina smeared the cream on Bob’s lips.

“Here you go,” said Gina, then she kissed Bob, making a mess of the cream on their faces.

Lauren was hoping that Gina would go back for more, she wanted fingers on her pussy, she wanted lips on her pussy. But Bob was pulling Gina away from the table.

“All this appetizer has got me worked up for the real thing,” said Bob, as he led Gina away. “Come on, let’s go to the bedroom.”

Lauren watched helplessly from the table, and was surprised when Gina looked back at her. Gina suddenly said, “I think Lauren should have to come and watch.”

“Whatever,” said Bob.

Feeling as alone as she now was, Lauren jumped off the table, not caring about the food falling to the floor, not caring about how sticky she felt from the fruit and the dripping cream. She just wanted to follow Gina and Bob.

Lauren walked as fast as she could in Gina’s heels, following the sound of Bob’s voice down a long hallway. At the far end, a wide double door was open and Lauren paused in the doorway, no longer caring that she was stark naked.

The bedroom was huge, one wall full of windows, the curtains pulled back. It was dark outside, it was later than Lauren had realized. A king sized bed was along the far wall, against a massive dark headboard of wood and metal, like the door to a castle.

Bob was pulling Gina toward the bed, but Gina was looking over her shoulder, waiting for Lauren. “Come here, Lauren,” said Gina, patting the bed. “I want you to see this up close.”

Lauren crossed the room and sat at the edge of the bed as she was told. It was getting easier and easier to do what Gina told her, for some reason Lauren felt no need to resist as she had before. She was discovering this new side of herself, so different from her take charge attitude at work, her drive for independence. She felt oddly comfortable being ordered around, and she was excited at the same time. It was so refreshing just to not have to think, to just surrender. To Bob. And even to Gina.

“Remember, no touching,” said Gina. She playfully pushed Bob back onto the bed. “Now, where were we. . .” Gina unbuckled Bob’s belt and pulled off his pants, Bob’s erection springing up, right through the slit in his boxers. Gina laughed. “He’s got such a nice cock, don’t you think, Lauren?” Gina wrapped her fingers around Bob’s erection and pulled the skin tight as she moved her hand down his shaft. “So smooth.”

Lauren squirmed as she watched Gina’s elegant fingers stroke Bob’s cock. Gina was right, Bob had the smoothest skin, Lauren longed to wrap her own hands around Gina’s, to stroke Bob together.

As if reading her mind, Gina looked at Lauren and said, “Do you like this? I bet you want it.” Gina pointed Bob’s cock at Lauren. “Too bad, though, it’s all for me.” Gina pulled Bob’s boxers off and tossed them at Lauren. “Wipe yourself up, slave, you’re a mess.”

Lauren did as she was told, using Bob’s underwear to wipe off the last of the whipped cream, her eyes never leaving Bob and Gina. Gina straddled Bob, her hand guiding him toward her pussy.

“God,  I can’t wait for this nice cock,” said Gina. “That appetizer got me so worked up too.”

“You already had your orgasm,” said Bob.

“Just one,” said Gina. Poised over Bob, Gina looked over her shoulder at Lauren. “Have you ever watched someone have sex before?”

“No,” whispered Lauren.

“Does the idea excite you?”

“Yes,” admitted Lauren.

“Good,” said Gina. “But tonight you can’t get what you want, like you always do at work. Now you can see what it’s like to watch other people get what they want, while you don’t.”

Lauren didn’t understand what Gina meant, the words not really registering, her attention on the graceful curve of Gina’s back, the nice spread of her ass, one of Gina’s hands on Bob’s cock, the other on his muscular chest.

“Enough talk,” said Bob. “Let’s do it.” He thrust up with his hips, seeking Gina’s pussy.

Lauren realized she was holding her breath. Just as Bob was about to enter Gina, a thin beeping sounded from down the hall. Gina pulled Bob’s cock toward her, but suddenly Bob rolled to the side, flipping Gina off of him and up against Lauren.

“What the fuck?” exclaimed Gina.

“Time’s up!” said Bob.

Lauren grabbed Gina so she wouldn’t fall off the bed. Gina was so stunned she didn’t pull away.

“What the hell is going on?” asked Gina.

Bob was shaking his head excitedly. “It’s midnight. You each promised to be sex slave for a day. The day is over. So now you have to be the sex slave, Gina.”

“That’s not fair!” Gina’s fingers dug into Lauren’s arm.

“Who said life was fair?” said Bob.

“But I didn’t finish!”

“If you hadn’t been so focused on teasing Lauren, you would have. I warned you, be careful what you wished for. Now you have to be the slave.”

“You’re such an asshole,” muttered Gina.

“Careful, slave, I could make you pay for that. What do you think, Lauren?”

Gina finally seemed to realize she was in Lauren’s arms and pulled away. “I don’t want to play anymore.”

“So you are too good to be the slave?” asked Lauren. “I was willing to do it, and now you aren’t?”

Gina glared at her, but then she turned away. “Fine. Whatever.”

Bob turned to Lauren. “I bet you had some time to think about what you want Gina to do.”

Lauren had, but perhaps not in the way Bob was thinking. But who knew what he was thinking? She was revising her ideas about him. He had this selfish, self centered streak. She couldn’t deny that she had been turned on by this kinky game, but Bob was too cocky. Lauren wondered what he’d think of being the slave.

The question was, what to do about Gina?

Gina confounded her. Gina had mostly been mean to her, and yet every so often, Lauren saw this look in Gina’s eyes, something she couldn’t describe. It was there right now, a mix of defiance, anger, and maybe jealousy. Just as Rosie had said.

And certainly beauty. Gina’s eyes were stunning.

“You’ve been very mean to me, Gina,” said Lauren, softly. “I don’t know why. I never did anything to you. So let me ask you, if you were me, and someone treated you like that, what would you want them to do?”

Gina didn’t respond, but merely sat cross legged at the edge of the bed, her head down.

Lauren went to stand in front of her, still in Gina’s heels, towering over Gina. She lifted Gina’s chin to force Gina to look up at her. “Answer me.”

“I’d get back at her,” said Gina, sullenly.

“Is that what I should do to you?”

“I’m the fucking slave,” said Gina.

For some reason Lauren didn’t feel as good as she expected, finally getting her turn to be in charge. It forced her back into the mode of having to decide what to do, to think, instead of just react. Part of her did want to get back at Gina, for how Gina had humiliated her, but another part wanted something else. Lauren just wasn’t sure exactly what.

Lauren stalled. “Gina, go in the bathroom and wash off all your makeup.”

“What?”

“You heard me. I want to see you without makeup, especially around your eyes.”

“I supposed you want me to prance around naked in just my heels, too.”

Lauren crossed her own legs, admiring Gina’s shoes. “I kind of like them, I’m going to wear them. But I do want you naked. Take off Bob’s shirt too.”

Gina got up slowly and headed for the bathroom. When she was gone, Bob asked, “What do you have in mind?”

Bob was clearly enjoying himself, his cock was still hard. Lauren had to admit, he had a great body, and she was a little surprised that Bob had managed to control himself, he’d stopped things just when he could have fucked Gina. “I don’t know, Bob, what do you suggest?”

Bob shrugged. “I’m kind of interested in what you want to do. What’s all that about the makeup?”

“She has such beautiful eyes, I just want to see her without it.”

“Hmm. So what’s with this animosity between you two? You really don’t know what it’s about?”

“No, I don’t.”

“Well, while you’re figuring it out, why don’t you come over here and keep me warmed up?”

“You seem pretty warmed up to me.”

“I’m jumping out of my skin. You can’t believe how hard it was to not fuck Gina.”

“Why did you stop, anyway?”

Bob grinned. “Because I want to fuck you.”

“That’s because you want someone new. You already slept with Gina, didn’t you? You lied to me.”

Bob pulled Lauren over to him. “I don’t remember denying anything.”

“You bastard. How long?”

Bob laughed. “What does it matter?” He ran his hands over Lauren’s breasts. “You like this rough, don’t you?”

Lauren wanted to stop him, she was very quickly losing interest in Bob, but his hands felt so good. “Yes,” she admitted.

Bob grabbed one of Lauren’s nipples in his mouth and sucked hard. “Like this?”

“Harder!” she begged.

Bob bit her nipple and Lauren gasped. It wasn’t a love bit, it was a real bite, anyone’s normal reaction would be to cry out in pain, to pull away, but instead Lauren pressed into Bob’s mouth. “Do that again!”

“If I bite you any harder you’ll bleed.”

“I don’t care! Do it!” Lauren threw back her head, waiting, waiting. . .And then it came, the jarring pain, first in her nipple, and then coursing through her body, overwhelming her. “Fuck!”

Bob pulled his mouth away, and Lauren felt a huge loss. She looked down at her engorged nipple, expecting to find blood. There wasn’t any, but she could actually see tooth marks, the skin red, inflamed.

“Your slave is back,” said Bob.

Lauren turned to see Gina leaning against the wall, totally naked, her makeup scrubbed off. She looked like a goddess. Her body was slender, but not skinny, her hips giving her a graceful curve, her skin smooth, her legs elegant. Naked against the white wall, Lauren’s eyes were drawn to Gina’s trimmed bush, her labia open, her clit clearly visible from across the room.

Lauren had never really looked at a naked woman, not like this, just staring at her, like a piece of art.

“What are you looking at?” demanded Gina.

“You,” said Lauren. “Do you know how beautiful you are?”

Gina’s voice dropped to a whisper. “You’re one to talk.”

“First you fight, and now you two are arguing about how beautiful the other one is,” said Bob. “I’ll never understand women.” He grabbed Lauren’s breast. “Hey, some attention over here. Let’s make the slave watch, just like she made you watch.”

Before Lauren could reply Bob had pinched her already sensitive nipple, and Lauren’s lip trembled as Bob kept squeezing it, harder and harder. Yet she never took her eyes off of Gina. Lauren bit her tongue, hard, but she couldn’t hurt herself more than Bob was, the pain was incredible, but she didn’t want it to stop.

Bob twisted his fingers savagely, and Lauren yelled, the pain finally too much.

“Stop it!” cried Gina. “You’re hurting her!”

“She likes it,” said Bob. “Don’t you, Lauren?”

Lauren nodded numbly. God help her, she did, more than she could ever imagine.

“What do you want, Lauren?” asked Bob.

Lauren’s eyes were still on Gina, who no longer looked defiant, but rather concerned. It made her even more beautiful.

“I—I want Gina to do that,” Lauren whispered.

Gina’s eyes widened in surprise. Lauren beckoned to her, and, after a moment of hesitation, Gina slowly approached the bed.

“This is interesting,” said Bob. “The master wants the slave to bring her some pain.”

Gina stood by the bed. “Are you sure, Lauren?”

Lauren nodded. “Please.”

Bob scooted out of the way as Gina took his place. “This I want to see,” said Bob.

Gina reached out and touched Lauren. “You have such beautiful breasts.”

“Now you’re one to talk,” said Lauren. “You’re breasts are perfect.”

Gina gingerly touched Lauren’s red nipple. “Doesn’t this hurt?”

“A little.”

Gina gently kissed Lauren’s nipple. Lauren could see Gina’s lips touch her, but she couldn’t feel anything, her nerve receptors seemed to be broken. Until Gina’s mouth tightened, and then all Lauren’s nerves awoke with a crash.

“Just a little?” asked Gina.

“Okay, a lot,” admitted Lauren, cringing, more in desire than in pain.

“And you like that?”

Lauren nodded. “I never knew how much.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to—.” Again, Lauren was faced with making a decision. She just didn’t want to, she realized she was much more comfortable and things were so much easier when she was the one taking the orders. Not only easier, but she felt better, more free, more alive.  “I want you to do whatever you want,” she told Gina.

“But I’m the slave.”

“I know. I don’t care about that.”

“You could order your slave to have her way with you,” suggested Bob.

“Yes!” said Lauren. “That’s what I want. Gina, do whatever you want.”

Gina smiled mischievously, but this time Lauren sensed only teasing, not meanness. “What if I want to fuck Bob, and force you to watch?”

Lauren shivered. “If that’s what you want.”

“That sounds good,” said Bob, reaching for Gina.

“What if I want to make you lick me while Bob is fucking me?” asked Gina.

Now it was Lauren whose eyes widened. Was Gina being mean again? “Is that what you want, Gina?”

“You don’t seem too sure of yourself,” said Gina. “Not like you are at work.”

“I—it’s nice just being able not to have to always think,” admitted Lauren. “I—I realize I actually like being told what to do.”

Gina grew quiet. “I’ve never seen this side of you at work.”

“You never gave me much of a chance to show you anything,” said Lauren.

Gina looked away. “I guess not. I just have such a hard time competing with you.”

“Why do you feel you have to compete?”

“Because you are so beautiful, and so smart. I’m never going to get everything you are going to get.”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Gina, you are beautiful and smart too. I think you just use your energy the wrong way.”

Gina looked up at Lauren, her long natural eyelashes alluring. “You really think I’m pretty?”

“Of course you are. Even more so without your makeup.”

Gina smiled shyly, the first time Lauren had ever seen her look like that. It was adorable. She suddenly leaned over and kissed Gina. At first she meant it to be a friendly kiss, but as soon as their lips touched, Lauren felt that now familiar heat, and Gina’s lips were so luscious. . .

Lauren pulled Gina toward her, expecting resistance, but Gina was already moving toward Lauren, their lips grazing each other, gently at first, exploring, hesitant, but at the same moment both women surrendered, their tongues seeking the other, pressing. Gina moaned into Lauren’s mouth, and the murmur of the acceptance melted Lauren’s heart.

“I’ve wanted to do that since the minute I saw you,” whispered Gina. “You’re so beautiful. I thought I was cursed, I didn’t want to like you, I was so jealous, and yet, I was so drawn to you. I—I think that’s why I treated you so badly.”

Lauren’s eyes opened wide. “I had no idea.”

“Will you forgive me?”

“Only if you forgive me for being so insensitive.”

“I think I could begin to—.” Gina turned away shyly.

“What?”

“Nothing. Maybe later. You’re an amazing kisser.”

“So are you.”

“You’re the first woman I’ve ever kissed, I swear.” Gina kissed Lauren again, this time lovingly. “I never had any interest in another woman until I met you. I’m sorry I’ve been so mean. I know I’ve been terrible. I just didn’t think I could be as good as you, so I competed the only way I knew how, with men. I’m so sorry.”

Lauren put her finger on Gina’s lips. “Shh. That’s all over with. Let’s start over.”

“But I think I’ve hurt you.”

Lauren smiled. “Then make it up to me.”

“How?”

Lauren pulled Gina’s hand onto her breast. “Hurt me a different way.”

“I can’t, I don’t want to.”

“Please,” whispered Lauren, urgently. She’d never wanted anything so much as that. To be taken by Gina. Now.

“Are you telling me this as your slave?” asked Gina.

“I don’t want you to be my slave. I want you to tell me what to do. I want you to do whatever you want to me. That’s how you can make it up to me.”

“That sounds so mean,” said Gina.

“Don’t think of it that way,” said Lauren. “Think of it as pleasing me. Of me—accepting my position. You were right about that.”

“Are you sure?”

Lauren squeezed Gina close. “I’ve never felt so sure of anything in my life. I want you to tell me what to do. Anything.”

“What about Bob?”

“Yeah,” said Bob. “What about me?”

“You’ve been kind of an asshole,” said Gina.

“You have,” said Lauren. “But I have to give you some credit for getting me and Gina together.”

“And he does have a nice cock,” said Gina.

“Is he good with it?” asked Lauren.

“You really want to know? I feel bad about that, too.”

“I do. Tell me.”

Gina reached for Bob’s cock and stroked it. “He’s actually a pretty good fuck.”

“Let me see,” said Lauren. “Please.”

“If that’s what you want,” said Gina.

“Tell me it’s what you want. And tell me what I have to do. Put me in my place.”

Gina nodded, understanding. “Move down the bed.”

Lauren, so happy to be told what to do, slid down to the foot of the bed.

“Now watch carefully,” said Gina. Gina pushed Bob down on his back, and then she straddled him, sitting on his lap, but facing Lauren. Bob’s cock stood stiffly against Gina’s belly. Gina grabbed it and began rubbing herself with the tip, and within seconds her entire clit reddened and swelled.

Lauren fell to her knees on the floor, bent over the bed. She began sliding back and forth, grinding her own pussy against the edge of the bed.

“Come closer,” said Gina.

Lauren slid forward, but she must not have been moving fast enough because Gina reached out and yanked Lauren’s hair. The pain was exhilarating, shooting right into her brain.

“I said closer!” said Gina.

Now Lauren was just inches from Gina’s beautiful pussy as Gina continued to tease herself with Bob’s cock.

“Put his cock in me,” ordered Gina.

Lauren wrapped her fingers around Bob’s quivering cock as Gina lifted herself up. Lauren couldn’t take her eyes off of Gina’s pussy, her labia opened wide, her clit so temptingly close.

“Do it!” hissed Gina.

Lauren guided Bob’s cock as Gina lowered herself on it, burying it to the hilt. Gina moved up and down on Bob, taking him deep. She still hadn’t let go of Lauren’s hair, pulling her up so that Lauren was also straddling Bob.

“Are you jealous?” asked Gina.

“No,” said Lauren. “I love watching you, you’re so beautiful. When I watched you come before. . .”

“Did that excite you?”

“God, yes!”

Gina pulled Lauren forward and kissed her hard. Lauren felt linked to Bob through her, Bob had started to thrust upward, and Lauren had to fight to keep connected to Gina’s lips. She didn’t want to let go.

“Does that feel good?” breathed Lauren.

“There’s only one thing that could make it better,” said Gina.

“What?”

When Gina hesitated, Lauren pleaded, “What can I do to make it even better? Just tell me what to do!”

“I want you to lick me!” yelled Gina. “Lick me while he’s inside me!”

Lauren started to move down, but Gina held her up by her hair. “I know you want me to tell you what to do, but I have to warn you, if I get really worked up, sometimes I—squirt.”

“I want to do that to you, I want to get you that excited,” whispered Lauren. “Please, let me try.”

Gina pushed down on Lauren’s head, guiding her, directing her, the intensity of her desire and her command driving Lauren wild. She lay down between Bob’s legs, watching his cock go in and out of Gina.

Lauren had never imagined this, she’d never thought of being with a woman this way, she had touched a woman only once, through her clothes, that drunken sleep together in college, the two girls a little ashamed the next day. This was totally different, this wasn’t embarrassed exploration, this was pure lust, she wanted Gina so much, she wanted Gina to tell her what to do. She wanted to get Gina so excited she lost control.

Lauren tried to kiss Gina’s clit, but Bob was bucking so hard, so Lauren flattened her tongue and held it stiffly against Gina, tasting her juices, so amazingly good, feeling Bob’s cock run against her lips. She wrapped her arms around Gina’s hips, feeling Bob’s hands already there, the two of them hanging on as Gina flailed wildly.

“That’s so good!” said Gina. “Right there, right there!”

Lauren let go with one hand and reached down to touch herself, she was dripping, her normally tight labia wide open. She rubbed herself in time with Bob’s thrusts, her tongue flicking out now, sucking on Gina, not able to get enough of Gina in her mouth.

“Oh, Lauren!” said Gina.

Lauren glanced up at Gina, she wanted to see, she could feel Gina getting close, she wanted to watch Gina come. Gina was looking right at her, so sexy, so connected, it was as if Bob wasn’t there, his cock could have been a sex toy, it was just the two of them, just Gina, staring into Lauren’s eyes.

Gina reached down and slipped her hands under Lauren’s arms, her fingers seeking for Lauren’s nipples, her nails clawing, her fingers pulling the teats. Lauren moaned, if Gina kept doing that she was going to come, everything that had been building for hours ready to explode.

Gina was wild now, her only support Lauren’s nipples. Every time Bob thrust upward Lauren’s teats were yanked hard, like a chain pulling against an anchor in a hurricane. Lauren pulled Gina’s clit into her mouth, sucking on it gently, not knowing what Gina liked, just wanting to make her happy, to excite her, to do whatever Gina wanted.

“Careful, careful,” warned Gina.

Which only made Lauren lick harder and faster, she wanted this so bad, she wanted to see what Gina would do, she wanted to taste every bit of Gina.

Gina’s grip tightened on Lauren’s nipples, and Lauren smiled, she knew exactly when Gina was going to come, Gina squeezing so hard, the pain amazing, way beyond what Bob had done to her, so close. . .

“Oh, god, no, no, watch out!” yelled Gina, and she pulled herself up, away from Bob, away from Lauren, Bob’s cock slipping free, but Lauren tightened her grip, not letting Gina escape, she saw Gina’s entire pussy suddenly pull back and then explode, Gina’s juices hurtling toward Lauren’s face. Lauren caught one last look of Gina, Gina’s eyes locked on Lauren, a mix of fear and worry and pleasure and desire and disbelief. Then Lauren closed her eyes and locked her mouth over Gina’s throbbing pussy, the juices shooting into her mouth, Lauren swallowing as fast as she could.

Bob groaned, Lauren felt him spasm beneath her, but she didn’t care, all she cared about was Gina, she wanted this to be perfect for her. Lauren slipped her entire tongue inside Gina, catching the last squirt, reveling in it as it passed over her tongue and down her throat.

The very taste of it was too much for Lauren, it pushed her over the edge, her fingers grabbing at her own clit, her orgasm making her dizzy, the blood rushing to her head. She buried her head even deeper into Gina’s pussy, not wanting it to end.

Lauren lay there, panting, until Gina gently pulled her up, and the both of them freed themselves from Bob.

Gina cradled Lauren against her chest, her fingers cleaning the remnant of her juices off of Lauren’s cheek. “Sorry about that,” said Gina. “I just got so turned on, the thought of you, of all people, licking me. . .”

Lauren kissed Gina’s fingers, sucking them gently. She smiled. “You taste so good.”

“I’m glad I didn’t squirt so much,” said Gina.

“You did!”

“No, just this little bit, right?”

“I swallowed it. So much, I can’t believe it.”

“Really? Was it okay for you?”

“It was amazing. I’ve never been so excited in my life. I hope you don’t mind, I was rubbing myself, I didn’t ask for permission.”

Gina’s voice grew stern. “Bad girl. Next time, you have to ask permission.”

“Yes, Gina. I’m sorry.”

“Hey,” said Bob. “I’ve got a mess here, how about someone cleaning me up?” He indicated the cum on his belly.

“Go fuck yourself, Bob,” said Gina.”Maybe I’ll just sit on your face and make you clean me up.”

Lauren wrapped her fingers around Gina’s arm. “Please, no. That’s my job.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Lauren? Me sitting on your face?”

Lauren nearly swooned, just the thought of it, maybe even better than doing what she just did, the thought of Gina standing over her in those tall heels, ordering Lauren onto her back, Gina squatting over her, lowering herself over Lauren, her pussy coming closer, closer, both of them knowing Lauren would do anything Gina told her to do.

Knowing Gina could do anything she wanted to Lauren.

Anything.

“Yes,” whispered Lauren.

“We’ll see,” said Gina. “If you’re good.” Her voice full of threat. And promise.

“I will be,” promised Lauren.

“Then I guess we don’t need Bob anymore,” said Gina.

Bob laughed nervously. “Come on, Gina, admit it, I got you off.”

“You were okay,” said Gina. “But Lauren is better. And I kind of like the idea of telling her what to do, now that I know she likes it. How about you? You like being told what to do?”

Bob looked away. “Maybe. Now and then.” He turned back to Gina. “But I don’t like the idea of coming on myself.”

Gina laughed and flicked her finger at Bob’s cock. “Too bad. You have to learn you can’t always get what you want. And be careful what you wish for.” Gina got up and pulled Lauren with her. “Come on, Lauren, let’s take a shower and get out of here. We’ve got a lot of starting over to do.”

“Wait!” said Bob. “Lauren promised to be my sex slave for a day. That means she’s still got the rest of the night and all day tomorrow.”

Gina raised her eyebrows. “Is that right? What do you say to that, Lauren?”

“If I remember, Bob said something about the loser upping the bid. I guess I lost, although it feels like I won. So I’ll be Bob’s sex slave for the rest of the night and tomorrow. Or—.” Lauren got on her knees in front of Gina, looking up into her beautiful eyes. “I’ll be your sex slave, for as long as you want me.”

“That’s not fair!” said Bob.

“Tough shit, Bob,” laughed Gina. She looked down at Lauren, smiling, but not gloating. “Plus, you said that we’d all get to vote on who the winner was. I think I won. What’s your vote, Lauren?”

“I think I won too.”

“Hmm,” said Gina. “Let’s both agree that Bob is the loser.” Gina looked over at Bob, who was staring at them incredulously. “How about you Bob? You want to cast a vote? Either way, you lose.”

“Do I still get to be your sex slave?” asked Lauren. Lauren, subservient, yet oddly at peace, waited, wondering how she could be so calm and yet so aroused at the same time.

Gina smiled. She grasped Lauren’s chin and pulled Lauren back to her feet. “Let’s see how well you can wash me in the shower,” she said. “Then I’ll decide.”

“What about me?” asked Bob.

“Get some towels. You can dry us off after.”

“Can’t I watch?”

“What do you think, Lauren?” asked Gina.

“He’s been a real jerk,” said Lauren. “But you decide.”

Gina laughed. “Well, it is his shower. Okay, Bob, you can watch. But no touching. Unless I say so. And we don’t need washcloths. Lauren is going to use her tongue.”

Lauren started shaking with expectation. Oh god, yes!

Gina must have seen the look on her face. “Don’t get so excited. I’m feeling very dirty right now. I’m going to make you lick me very clean. Everywhere.”

Lauren moaned, not needing to think. Not that she was beyond caring, just the opposite, she had been transformed, a whole side of her personality and sensuality awakened. She was ready for anything with Gina, it was more than just a physical desire, a deep undercurrent of emotion guiding her, telling her that Gina would not hurt her, that Gina wanted her to feel good, and not just physically. And that Gina had feelings for her as well.

Still, Gina was able to surprise her.

“Bob,” said Gina. “I saw some binder clips on the kitchen counter. The big ones. Go and get them.” Then Gina smiled, in control, yet deep in her eyes letting Lauren know whatever she did, she did it for both of them.

“Binder clips?” asked Bob.

“Yes. If Lauren does a very good job licking me clean, I think they will make wonderful nipple clamps.”

“Ouch!” said Bob. “That will hurt.”

Gina cradled Lauren’s face into her chest. “I’d never really hurt her. I just want to make her feel as good as I can.”

Gina grasped Lauren’s still hard teat and used it to pull Lauren toward the bathroom.

Lauren almost feinted as Gina squeezed hard, the joyful pain a promise for the future, not only this night, but for many days and nights to come.

~  ~  ~  ~  ~
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Janet’s first marriage was a disaster, and her rebound relationships more of the same, all sex and no love. She promised herself that if she finally settled down it would be for all the right reasons. When she met Mason, she thought she finally found who she wanted to be with, a good, supportive man. So what if their love life wasn’t so wild? She’d been there, done that.

Mason’s no wimp, but he does enjoy watching other man check out his sexy wife. It’s his little secret, just something to pass the time when he’s at some boring work event with Janet. But when he witnesses Janet running into ex lover Brad, he’s stunned by her reaction—and his own.

Janet is amazed at how her revelations to Mason about what she did with her old boyfriends spices up their love life. It’s just harmless fun, right?

Until she meets up with Brad again, this time on purpose.

Not only for her, but for Mason.
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Peter’s wife Andie is hot, but when it comes to sex, she just goes through the motions, and not very often at that. She says she loves him, but married him for all his good qualities, not anything physical. The only way Andie can get excited is by fantasizing about other men. Not faceless, nameless men, but real men she knows, men she has flirted with. Although Peter wishes he alone could turn Andie on, her fantasies help rekindle their love life.
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            Three stories of revenge served hot

Giving Him What He Deserves: A wife gets a sweet revenge on her cheating husband.

The Kissing Game: Tired of always having her men stolen by her so called friend, a  woman finally gets her just revenge.
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Allie Shows Her True Colors

Rob is totally smitten by co-worker Allie, but she’s all work and no play. A totally buttoned up professional from a traditional background, she seems to have no time for men. But Rob pursues her relentlessly, and after he hits it big financially, she agrees to marry him. Rob’s flying high, and his only concern is whether they will be physically compatible, because Allie is saving herself for marriage.
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Except the photographers, who have ideas of their own. It turns out Allie was saving herself for her wedding . . . just not in the way Rob had hoped.
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