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Before We Begin…

An Invitation To Mia’s Readers Club!

Please consider joining my Readers Club. I’d love to be able to stay in touch with people who have read my work. It won’t be spammy; I’ll be sending you notifications on my newest releases and special promotions.

Aaaand…

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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So just click on this link:

https://www.subscribepage.com/f7e7j8

and I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Love,
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And now on to Tina’s adventure!
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OFFICE POKER
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Tina blanched. What the hell did he just say? She stared across the conference table at the consultant, her eyes widening in surprise.

Without missing a beat, Brett Wallace continued. “And after I slide it in as far as it will go, I wiggle it around a little.” He was watching her, his hazel eyes unblinking. “Then I go still, while my other hand slides up slowly until it finds the spot and ever so slowly… presses.”

All the air in the Huddle Room became sucked out as she watched his face. He didn’t look away, he didn’t smirk. She gave as small nod, urging him on.

“And when that server powers up, I swear to God, Tina, it’s almost mystical. Four solid weeks of coding, troubleshooting and rewrites. But when the system comes on with a full green-lit board…” he drew in his breath and let out an exhalation of pure sensual pleasure, “Wow. Just wow.”

The silence hung in the room like a fog while Brett held her gaze.

She blinked twice. “Well… I’ve never been present for a server farm reboot…”

The small smile expanded and she saw the crevices of two dimples under his two day stubble.  “When you do it for the first time, you never forget it.” Still holding her in his gaze, his hand reached across the table and his fingers stroked the stack of schematics in front of her. “It’s really something to see when all you had a week earlier were shipping pallets of cables, components and processor towers.” His eyes never left her face.

Tina Grant cleared her throat as quietly as she could when she looked down and fingered the stack of documents on the table between them. He wasn’t just talking about a network, was he?  “So you think you’ll be able to make the deadline?” The Montana servers could only be offline for five days. If they didn’t replace them in that time window, all hell would break loose.

“Yeah, not a problem. My team will only need two, three at the most. The other couple of days are insurance.” He stretched his arms out to the side. “I can’t wait to strip you down.”

“What?”

“You know what.” His voice was silky now. “Peel off each layer…” He rolled his head like a big cat. “Until you’re down to nothing…”

“What are you talking about?”

He sat up in his chair. “What do you think I’m talking about?” Again his eyes held her.

“It better be about business, Brett.”

“I’m always all business.” He folded his hands under his chin, one finger rubbing his lower lip. “Now answer the question.”

“Peeling off layers? Stripping me down?”

He nodded slowly.

“You’d be well advised to watch the double entendres, Brett.”

His eyes washed over her face and he stayed silent.

“This is a place of business.”

“Mmm-hmmm…” he purred.

Tina chewed her lower lip. Since she made her presentation to the board in New York City back in November she had been politicking like mad to get the job of overseeing the replacement of the server farm. It would look great on her resume as well as give her a leg up for the next round of promotions. Tensor Inc. was going through another hiring spree, and that always meant opportunities for advancement.

So, now that they had given her the project, she couldn’t go crying to the Area President that she couldn’t get along with the shining star consultant across the table from her.

She eyed Brett. He sat there like the Cheshire Cat, not giving a shit that he crossed a line.

“Of course, I’d say I was referring to your data bloat, Tina.” He held her gaze. “And if that’s what you need for me to mean…” he gave a shrug. “That’s your decision.”

She wasn’t going to give away anything. When she felt her tongue move inside her mouth to lick her lips, she willed herself still.

“What I need Brett, is for this project to go well without bullshit distractions.”

“I didn’t think I was being distracting.”

“You’re kidding. Hitting on me out of nowhere? C’mon.”

They sat like two poker players, each trying to discern the other’s thoughts without giving away any tells.

Finally Brett’s eyebrows twitched, like he had just come to a decision. “Okay, so fire me for finding you attractive.”

“I’m also married.”

He leaned forward. “What if you weren’t? Would you still be…” the bastard almost smirked! “Befuddled?”

“I’m not in this room to get laid, Brett. I’m in this room to get a job done.” She patted the printouts. “Let’s get to work.”

He chuckled.

“Now what?”

He made a small shrug. “You didn’t answer the question, did you?”

She stayed silent.

Glancing at his watch, Brett said, “Let’s wrap this up for now, okay? The weekend’s calling.” He reached out and took the top stack. “Now the biggest challenge is bringing Montana offline without interruption of service. We can re-route, sure; but that’s going to result in a data lag. Now the lag will only be a fraction of a second, one at the most, and that will go on for about 30 minutes on the network.” He glanced up at her, his mouth still held a small smile. “Your customers won’t notice the lag on their data or text services, but voice calls will definitely be impacted.”

As he continued on about schedules and timing slots, she barely heard him.

No, she didn’t answer the question. If this guy had the slightest idea of what her weekend plans were, he’d have a stroke. Her comment about not looking to get laid at work was true. She was going to get laid tonight, and her husband was too.

Just not with each other.

She smiled to herself as they began wrapping up the meeting.


[2]

PUSHING THE ENVELOPE
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Tina was in her office on Monday looking at the clock on her desk waiting for Brett to walk in.

He was already ten minutes late. Ha! So much for his so called ‘professionalism’ huh?

She glanced up from her desk when he tapped on the frame of her open office door.

“You’re late,” she said. He was starting his second week here and the light grey suit he had on was the sixth suit he had worn since he first arrived. Not that she really noticed. Not that she cared or anything about how well it draped over his frame.

“No, not really,” he said, entering the office and plopping down in one of the visitors chairs. “I’m actually really, really early.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? It’s ten after 9:00.”

“Well, I’ve been here since before 7:00. I just came from the Area President’s office. Mr. Dellware wanted me to explain a few of the particulars about the project and phoned me last night.”

Tina’s face sharpened. “Why would he phone you? Why not me?” This was her project, damn it.

“Whoa… it’s not like that.” Brett held up a hand. “His reasoning was that Tensor is paying a bundle for me to be here. Not just the project quote, but a healthy per diem and my efficiency apartment. His view was that on weekends, I’m fair game whereas you are in-house staff that deserves the time off. As far as he’s concerned, I’m available 24/7.”

She eyed him skeptically. “Oh really? And what did he want to know?”

Brett shook his head slowly. “It’s hard to believe that a guy in such a senior slot in a telecom can be so damn ignorant of the technical side.”

“Dellware came up through Finance, not IT Brett. While the IT Division is the backbone of what the company sells, Dellware’s more of a policy and objectives type.”

“I see… that explains it then.” He snorted. “I just spent a huge chunk of my weekend giving a one-on-one tutorial in network logistics. Most of Saturday, and pretty much all day Sunday. I was here at 7:00 to show him the onsite hardware and some stuff under the hood over at Oz.” He gave another short laugh. “It was the first time he was inside the server rooms here in the building, did you know that?” He gave her a tilt of the head. “By the way, it’s cool that you call your server room ‘Oz’.”

Tina smiled. “Well, it is where the magic happens, right?”

“And you call Montana Emerald City?”

“Yep.”

“What do you call the headquarters in New York?”

Tina leaned forward across the desk and said in a stage whisper, “The Death Star,” and they both had a laugh.

Brett stood. “Well, I gotta get something to eat. Want to join me for breakfast?”

“Yeah, okay.” Tina stood. “As long as it’s a working breakfast.” She grabbed her laptop case.

“Sure. It’s why I’m paid the big bucks.” He took a deep breath. “I got stamina.” He gave her a grin bordering on a leer. “I just keep going and going…”

She eyed him carefully as they headed to the elevator. Yeah, he was pushing the envelope again.

Why did that make her feel good?
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I’M GOOD
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Tina was in the living room when her husband Ken came through the front door, his workday also finished. She was sitting on the couch, her feet tucked up underneath her and low jazz was playing softly on the sound system.

“Hey...” Ken said, entering. “Everything okay?”

She looked up at her husband of more than seven years. His three times a week trips to the gym since November were really showing dividends. He had taken off the jacket from his suit and she could see how his shoulders now were nicely filling out his shirt. She smiled. “You know something, you’re getting your money’s worth from your gym membership.”

His eyes sparked with a smile. “Yeah. Once I got my gut under control I’ve been concentrating on my delts and traps,” he said, pointing with a finger at his shoulder area. “I’m glad you noticed.”

“Me notice? Laurie couldn’t keep her hands off of you on Saturday!” Tina wasn’t exaggerating either. At Venus and Mars, Laurie spent a big part of the night while they were in the lounge just rubbing his shoulders up to his neck.

Ken’s eyes took on a more serious cast. “Did that bug you? I didn’t get any vibe that you were put off, babe.”

Tina gave a short wave of her hand. “No, not at all. She was my friend first, right?” Tina had worked for Laurie Porter for three years just when she had gotten out of college. Laurie had since moved on to another company, but had helped with Tina’s ascent up the ladder at Tensor before leaving. The two couples, Tina and Ken, and Laurie with her husband Steve had become close friends. So close, that Laurie was the one who encouraged Tina to delve into the Swinger Lifestyle last winter.

Tina clasped her hands together and sat up on the couch. “It’s just kind of funny, that’s all. You two guys really enjoy playing together—”

“She’s an awesome fuck.” Ken ran his hand through his hair. “I feel like I got the best of both world, babe. You’re petite and still look like you’re in high school, and Laurie’s lush and voluptuous—”

“Not to mention fifteen years older than me; and seven years older than you…”

He nodded. “Yeah, I know that. I’m a damn lucky guy.” He sat down beside her and brushed a wisp of her hair back over her ear. “How about you? Do you feel lucky too?”

She looked sideways at him, and her lips twisted a little as she stayed silent.

“Oh,” he said. “Not so much, huh?”

Tina scratched at her neck. “No, that’s not it… I think.”

Ken stayed quiet.

She looked up at him. “I mean, I love the gang we’ve met, and to tell the truth, partying and playing with Laurie and Steve has been awesome.” She shimmied her shoulders. “I’ve seen more naked people in the last month than I ever thought I’d see in my life!”

“And you’ve had sex with a bunch of them too…” he tried to force a smile, but his eyes were watching her closely.

“Yes! And it’s been great!” Her voice trailed off after making that assertion and she looked away.

“Ohhkaaay… but…” He began to rub her back, making small circles.

Tina dropped her gaze to the floor. “There’s a guy at my job who’s hitting on me.”

Ken’s hand froze. “Oh? Who?”

She gave her head the tiniest of shakes. “You don’t know him.”

“You sure? I mean, I’ve met a ton of people at your job at the Christmas parties and July picnics. Is he new?”

“No. I mean yes. I mean he’s a consultant that’s up for that server thing I’m overseeing.” She glanced over to Ken. “I mean he’s the consultant. He’s got a few others with him at the office, but he’s the guy running the project for the vendor.”

“And you’re the guy running the project for the client.”

“Yeah.” She dropped her head again and started washing her hands in the air, fingers running over one another.

“Whoa…” Ken reached across, his one hand easily covering hers. “This is really bugging you. How come? You’ve been hit on at work before.”

Tina nodded. “I know,” she said, her voice low. “Some of the times I didn’t even bother telling you either; it was such small potatoes. Every time it happened, it was never anything to me. I either blew them off or dropped a hammer on them and it stopped.”

Ken’s voice took on an edge as sharp as a honed butcher knife. “And this guy’s not backing off?”

“No, that’s not it. I mean, he’s not backing off…”

“But.”

She turned to her husband of seven years. “I haven’t told him to back off.” She felt Ken’s hand on her back go still. Oh boy.

“Why haven’t you, Tina?”

“Because… because it felt good.”

After a pause that felt like centuries, Ken’s hand resumed rubbing her back. Tina felt a sense of relief when he did. At least he wasn’t throwing a shoe at her or something. As he continued to stroke her, he said, “Maybe you want to see what happens?”

She whipped her head towards him and gasped. “No! I’m married!” She held up her hand with her wedding ring on it. “I’m not having an affair!”

“What if you weren’t?”

Her head recoiled as if he slapped her. “What if I weren’t?”

“Yeah.” Ken’s hand never stopped rubbing her back. “And be honest.”

She felt her lips twist again. “That’s stupid. I am. So what difference does it make?”

“You didn’t answer the question.”

“JEEEZUZ!” She jumped to her feet and spun around facing him. “Did you put him up to this? Is that it? Is this some kind of loyalty test or something?” She was shaking a fist at him.

“Whoa whoa whoa, Tiger Lilly.” Ken’s hands were up waving at her palms out. “I don’t even know who it is!”

Her heart was going a mile a minute, she was shaking she was so pissed off. She shook her fist at him again. “Then WHY the hell are you saying EXACTLY THE SAME THINGS HE DID, HUH?”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Ken had his hands on his knees and was leaning forward.

Her breath coming in heaves, Tina could feel the blood roaring in her ears.

“Hey, take it easy, okay? Count to ten, babe.” Ken’s voice was steady, but he was watching her closely.

“Ten!” She inhaled deeply, blew it out and repeated it. This was idiotic. No damn way would Ken put Brett up to something like that. Still, her husband saying word for word what Brett had said at work on Friday unnerved her to no end. She sat back down on the couch with a huff.

They sat silently beside each other for a few minutes. Finally, Tina reached over and took Ken’s hand. “Why did you ask that? Why did you ask ‘What if I wasn’t married’?”

“I wanted to know if he was in your head… I guess you answered that question,” he ended with a small laugh.

Still holding Ken’s hand, she began picking at one of his hangnails. “What do you mean by that?”

“C’mon… if you weren’t married, you’d give him some time, Tina. He’d be making time with you.”

Yeah, he would. “So?”

“So. Why don’t you?”

Her mouth dropped open as her head turned to him. “You want me to have an affair?”

“Take it easy. Maybe you’re just reading the signals wrong. I’m not saying that he’s that interested—hell, I’ve never met the guy. What I am saying is that it’s pretty damn exciting meeting someone, right?”

“Hmph! I passed that stage in my life a long time ago, Ken.”

“Hang on a second. I’m not telling you to go out and have an affair, okay? What I’m trying to say is that if you wanted to see what happens… I’m good.”

She stared at him, her mind a blank. “Whaaaat?”
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THIRTEEN YEARS, SIX MONTHS, AND TWO WEEKS
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Isaid I’m good, Tina.”

It was a slow count before Tina could continue. “How on earth can you be good with me having an affair?”

Ken’s shoulders shrugged slowly. “I said ‘see what happens’.”

“What the hell is the difference between ‘seeing what happens’ and having an affair?” They were still sitting shoulder to shoulder, Ken’s hand cupped inside of Tina’s.

“Look, the question on the table is ‘Do you want him?’” said Ken.

Tina looked away. Want was such a weak word for the desire for Brett that had grown in her the last few days. “I dunno…” she said in a small voice.

“Tina! It’s a yes or no question. Do. You. Want him?”

She didn’t look back to him. How in the world could she tell her husband that she wanted—no—craved another man? The same way, years earlier, she had craved Ken?

But after 13 years together, seven of them married, that intensity had disappeared. She didn’t get all fluttery when they were apart anymore. There wasn’t any of that high pitched roar in her ears she used to have when they were first together.

But that was the infatuation and lust of a college girl. She’d grown up, hadn’t she? Wasn’t that it?

No, it wasn’t. Because if she had grown out of that, why, sitting here, right now, did she crave the unknown touch of Brett? Why did the flesh of her ear tingle at the thought of his breath on it?

Brett was going to be something different than the sport fucking she enjoyed in the Swinger Lifestyle. The intensity of her desire for him told her that. There was fun and lust in Swinging, for sure. But what she had for Brett went deeper than fun and games. There was something more there. She felt so damn frustrated that she couldn’t put her finger on it; she knew there was something but what that something was eluded her, dammit! But how could she possibly explain this to Ken? He’s her soul mate!

Ken’s hand roughly shaking her shoulder made her teeth click.

“Tina! Just answer the damn question! Do you want him?” His face was dark. This was not a ‘hey, you wanna fuck some of our friends?’ conversation, and he knew it.

She flung his hand off her. “I’m trying to collect my thoughts!”

“Just don’t lie. Don’t shade it, don’t massage it, just tell me the truth.”

She sat forward on the couch, her elbows now on her knees. “What if the truth hurts?” she asked, hating the small voice that came out.

He leaned forward and began rubbing her back again. “I get that Tina; the truth hurts, yeah—but the bullshit will kill ya.”

So that’s it then. She turned her face to him. “Yes. Yes, I want him. I can’t get him out of my head.”

“Good.” Ken’s face relaxed. “That wasn’t easy for you to admit, babe.” He made a cheese grin and pointed at her. “It was written all over your face, but it took guts for you to come out and say it out loud.” He continued to rub the back of her shoulders.

“You’re not mad?” Dammit, again that small voice!

“No. Not at all.”

“You’re not jealous?”

Ken bit his lower lip, a thoughtful look crossed his face as he watched her. “No.”

“Not even a little?” He could at least say he was a little, right? She watched his face as the wheels turned behind his eyes.

Ken shook his head slowly. “No, not really. I think after 13 years, six months and two weeks we’re past that kind of juvenile stuff. We’re beyond jealousy, I think.”

Well, she sure wasn’t. If he had come to her, telling her about some chippie in his office hitting on him she would totally lose her shit!

He must have seen the look in her eyes, because he gave a short laugh. “I mean, I think that I’m beyond feeling jealous, how’s that?” He continued to stroke her like a spooked thoroughbred horse. “I’m too secure in us to feel threatened, babe.” He shrugged and gave her a hesitant grin. “At least I think so.”

Secure. Oh. That. Damn. She pushed her mouth to one side, raising the cheek. “Well, okay…”

“Whoa… I’m not saying I wouldn’t be hurt if you left me for another guy, I’d be devastated. I’m just not seeing that happen.”

“But having an affair is okay.” This was confusing.

“It’s not an affair. An affair means that you would be doing it behind my back. Sneaking around, lying to me.”

“So doing it in front of you is okay.” She tilted her head at him. “Ken, this is more than the sport fucking at Venus and Mars you know.”

He nodded. “I get that. This is going for dinner… dancing… having dates with the guy.”

She gave a small nod.

“It’s…” his hand groped along with his mind for the right words. “It’s being ‘woo’ed’ by a guy that’s the exciting part.” He gave a small cough. “I doubt this Brett fellow’s ugly.”

“No, he’s totally fucking hot in a Chris Pine kind of way.”

“Thrusters on full, huh?” he replied with a smirk.

“Oh yeah.”

“Good.”

Tina began shaking her head. “I don’t get you sometimes, Ken.”

He gave a small shrug. “I’m full of surprises, what can I say? Look, babe, you know when we’re at Venus and Mars… or at that house party we went to in February… or even when we just played with Laurie and Steve… I never fuck at the same time you do.” He leaned into her. “And you know why…”

She nodded. “Because you get a charge out of watching me fuck.” She shook her head again. “I don’t get it.”

“Neither do I. Just accept it.” He smirked. “I have! This is just another version of that as far as I’m concerned.”

She shifted her seat on the couch so she was facing him. “You mean it turns you on.”

“Yep.”

“The idea of me, being with a guy and sucking his cock, turns you on…”

Ken nodded, and she leaned forward, her hand rubbing his thigh. “That pretty soon, if all goes right, I’m going to be doing this to another guy.” She felt his thigh tense under his jeans and stroked her hand further up, towards his crotch.

“Yesss…”

“And being so hungry for his cock, I’m going to unbuckle his belt…” her hands flew, “and open his pants… and pull them off…” she stood, peeling Ken’s clothes off and tossing them aside and got down on her knees between his legs. Ken’s cock was swelling with this change of pace, but he wasn’t stiff yet. Her hands encircled his shaft and she nuzzled it against the side of her cheek, inhaling deeply. The salty scent of a man’s crotch as soon as she took off his pants always revved her up.

He began to lightly stroke the top of her head. She looked up into his eyes. “You want me to suck his cock, Ken?” she cooed. Not waiting for a reply, she popped her mouth over the tip, her tongue wetly caressing his shaft.

She released him and began to stroke him. Ken was fully erect now. Her hand gliding up and down, she said, “I hope he tastes as good as you, babe.”

“Either way, you’ll blow his mind…” Ken murmured. “You’re so fucking hot…”

She lowered her head down over him again, pushing her mouth as far down as she was able to go without gagging. Up and down, the fingers of her hand encircling him, her head bobbed. She began twisting her wrist, feeling Ken lurch under her.

“You’re such a hot fuck, Tina…” Ken’s hips began to nudge off the couch a little. He was so turned on!

Her hand wandered down to her own crotch and she began to stroke herself through her pants. She didn’t need to cum, but it felt so good as she gave him head. She opened her knees a little and her fingers found that spot. Right… there! Oh! A small climax buzzed through her anyway, and she squirmed.

“That’s enough of this,” Ken said. He rolled away from her mouth and onto the floor beside her. With a small grunt, he rolled her onto her knees. In a few deft moves, he had her yoga pants down around her knees and she dropped her shoulders to the floor.

She began to rotate her hips up at him. “Doggy style, huh?” she hissed. “Going to fuck me like a bitch in heat?”

He got behind her and entered her in a single thrust. Ouch! She wasn’t completely wet down there yet. A whimper escaped her lips. He held still for a moment and began to slowly fuck her.

“Play with your pussy, Tina,” he said.

She brought her hand up and began to rotate her fingertip across the top of her clit in small circles.

“Mmmm…” she sighed as another small climax tumbled across her hips. She felt the friction of his shaft smooth out as her juices began to flow.

“You’re tight!” he rasped.

“Not a lot of foreplay!” she hissed back. “It hurt for a second!”

He stopped. “You okay now?”

She lowered her face to the carpet. “Yesss…” her hand was buzzing across her pussy, her fingertips feeling the top of his cock as it slid in and out. “Maybe he’ll fuck me like this too… just yank my pants down and take me from behind…”

She felt Ken’s pace quicken as an image of her and Brett over a desk at the office leapt into her mind’s eye. Oh God…

“He’d fill your tight little pussy with his cum, baby. Just fill you all up!” Ken was slapping her with his hips, his hands grasping the saddle of her hipbone and lifting her up. She felt his hips begin to sway, and up inside his meat began to stroke across and up within her.

Oh God… She began to pant, feeling her orgasm build inside.

“I hope he’s as big as you!” she gasped, pushing back into his stroke. “He better fuck me hard!”

“Real hard! Really, really hard!” Ken gasped. She felt the flow of his orgasm sluice within her, coating her pussy walls. Ken grunted as his second jet of cream erupted into her. They kept pumping, and she rolled her finger around the crevice where they were joined until a dollop of his cum leaked out onto her fingertip.

She rolled her now slick finger over her clit and pressed down. Oh shit yeah! “That’s it baby!” she cried out as her own orgasm took her. “That’s it!”

Panting, they kept thrusting, emptying and filling until they slowed and were done.
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Ahalf hour later, they were in the kitchen in their bathrobes opening up the aluminum containers the Chinese food delivery arrived in. One thing they both had in common was they always got the munchies after a romp. The only odd thing was that Ken asked her not to shower after they got off the floor of the living room. She usually hopped in the shower after having sex.

She was somewhat puzzled, but let it go. She had put her panties back on, but didn’t need her yoga pants because of the thick terry cloth robe. It was damp down there—bullshit, Ken hadn’t orgasmed for a while—she was pretty damn wet down there. When she asked why he wanted her that way he said he’d tell her later.

Their plates filled, and the jazz music from the living room floating into the kitchen, they sat down at the kitchen table and started scarfing down their supper. Conversationally, they had taken a break from the topic of Brett; catching up on current affairs, latest gossip from work and their weekend plans.

After chasing down the last of the shrimp, Ken sat back and let out a satisfied belch as he rubbed his stomach.

“There! Great sex and a good supper! Life is good.”

Although they had taken a break from the topic of Brett, Tina had been mulling it over in the back of her mind. She toyed with the last dumpling and popped it onto her mouth. Swallowing it, she looked decided to pick up where they had left off. Well, discussion wise, anyway.

“You know, I’ve never been on a date,” she said.

Ken blinked in surprise. “What are you talking about? We’ve been on tons of them. Hell, I took you out on our first date three hours after we met!”

“I know. And if you had left Professor Ardz’s office five minutes earlier, we probably never would have met.”

Ken chuckled. “Ha! ‘Professor Ardz’… that was no professor—Gary was my house mate!”

Tina nodded. “Yeah, I know. But back then, he was my first year History prof, right? If I didn’t have those questions about that assignment, I would have missed you when I stopped by his office.” She nodded thoughtfully, “And that was the only time I ever went to see him.”

Ken gave a shrug. “Then it’s even further proof we were meant to be.”

“That’s what I’m trying to say, Ken.”

They had literally bumped into each other as Ken was leaving Ardz’s office after dropping off some tickets to a basketball game. He was hit by a thunderbolt as soon as they met, and that night took her to dinner. “When you came and picked me up at my dorm, I already knew we were going to be together forever.” She gave a short laugh. “When I was getting ready, I can remember how I was practicing in my head, ‘Tina Grant’.”

Ken sat back in his chair. “You never told me that before…”

“I know. It was stupid 18 year old girl stuff… I wasn’t going to tell you until we got married, but then I figured you’d laugh at me.” She leaned forward to him. “But I’m telling you now because our ‘dates’ weren’t really ‘dates’ for me; they were just what came naturally or something.” She gave a short laugh. “When you came by to pick me up, I was wondering what you would look like naked. I hoped you would be yummy, and you didn’t disappoint!”

Ken glanced away and his mouth did that ‘thinking lips’ thing. They looked like they were puckered up to kiss someone, an expression he made when he was having a serious think about something. After a moment his mouth relaxed and he looked back at his wife. “So you weren’t excited?”

“Hell no! I was thrilled to no end!”

“So… you weren’t… nervous…”

Tina nodded. “Yeah, that’s pretty much right. I did have butterflies in my stomach, sure. But that was more like how I felt the first time I went to Disney World with my parents. I was excited!” She slowly shook her head from side to side. “But I was not then, nor ever have been, anxious. I was never scared about us.”

“So you’re telling me you’ve never had first date jitters.”

“That’s right.”

He burst out laughing. “I was scared to death that first date!”

“Really? You didn’t show it.”

“Oh yeah! What am I doing as a grad student hitting on a first year girl? When is she going to wake up and realize I’m waaay too old for her? What are my friends going to think about me robbing the cradle?”

“You sure played it cool.” She sat back in her seat. “So you had jitters. I never did.”

“What about high school?”

“I only went out with two guys in high school. One was a jerk from the start, and the other guy was more of a pity thing than anything. Nope, no jitters there.”

“So you want to feel the jitters?”

“Is it so wrong to be curious? I mean, my Assistant, Gail… she’s 24 and sees a lot of different guys. On Fridays when she’s about to go on a first date with a guy after work, she’s… I don’t know… she’s extra perky.”

“Perky.”

“Yeah. She’s excited, and a little scared, and curious all rolled up into one. I’d like to see what that’s like.” Her face shadowed with a thoughtful expression of her own. “I’ve wondered what I missed out on.”

Ken scoffed. “You missed out on a lot of bullshit, Tina.”

“Oh really? You’re telling me that all of the girls and women you went out with during high school, college and your first year of grad school were bullshit relationships?”

A smile flitted over his face and was gone like a darting sparrow. “No… some of them were really sweet…”

She pointed at him, her finger like a spear. “That’s what I’d like! That wistful look! You know, I only started wondering since we tried out the Swinger Lifestyle… ‘What did I miss’? It’s sort of like I wish you showed up two or three years later. I mean, I’ve been… ‘established’ since I was 18!”

“You mean ‘locked in’.”

“I didn’t say that!” They stared at each other in silence for a moment. “But… maybe that’s true?”

He nodded. “There’s no risk, no mystery about how’s it going to go… no wondering…”

“That’s it! There’s no… no ‘wonder’! I’d like to know what it would be like to be pursued… to be courted.”

“To be ‘woo’ed’?”

“Yeah! Some wooing!”

Ken spread his arms wide. “Well, I already told you I’m good with it! The idea of some other guy finding my wife’s hot turns me on to no end! The thought of you going out on a date, making out with a guy, maybe even fucking him… that turns me on.”

“I don’t get it. I’d be insane with jealousy if you ever told me you’d want to do this.”

“I got my hands full enough with you babe, don’t worry about that.”

“Well, we can still play with Laurie and Steve, you know. And the rest of the gang.”

“Let’s just table the Lifestyle for now, babe. Let’s put that on a shelf until you’ve gone down this new avenue for a while.”

She stood up and crossed over to the table to him. He stayed in his seat, but lifted his hand to her waist. “But I don’t want you to think that you’ll be missing out on fun because of my… craziness, hon.”

He arched an eyebrow at her. “Don’t worry about that; I’m going to have fun too.”

“Oh? How?” His hand had moved from her waist and was stroking up and down the side of her hip, his fingers firm as they stroked her. He slipped his hand inside her robe and began to caress her flesh directly. Tina felt her knees shiver.

“Well, there’s some kinky stuff I’d like to try…” he said, his voice now guttural as his eyes took in the wet spot on her panties.

Oh God… this was too much… was he…? Before Tina could saw a word, Ken’s fingers began to tug at the waistband of her panties. He drew them down to the floor and she stepped out of them.

He dropped his head and looked at her bare mound. “Mmmm…” he said, his voice now just above a growl, “your pussy is all shiny from my cum.”

She rested her hand atop his head. Her voice soft, she said, “You put such a big load up in me, Ken.”

“Yeah…” he backed her up against the dining table and boosted her onto the edge. “I wonder if Brett will be shooting big loads up into you…” He squatted down and holding her knees up, he lowered his head down to her bare, glistening pussy. “I wonder what your pussy will taste like when I clean you up after him…” With a low moan of aching desire, he lowered his mouth to her folds and began sucking on her pussy, his tongue snaking inside her.

Tina gasped in surprise. He was licking his come from her pussy! She dropped her hands back down on his head. “You want to clean me up after Brett fucks me, Ken?” He murmured and nodded his head, his mouth never leaving her flesh.

Oh God… the absolute lewdness of the concept blew her mind and she sucked in her breath again.

She scooted back onto the table’s surface, moving aside the napkin holder and breaking away from him until she could get her feet onto the edge of the table. “Now, babe, clean out your wife’s dripping pussy… lick me all clean of that man spunk, babe.”

With another groan, Ken adjusted himself and resumed licking with gusto. His tongue, now broad, wiped up and down her outer lips on each side, over and over again as his muffled ahh’s of pleasure sounded.

“Man spunk for my man…” she whispered. “Man jizz for my man…” she repeated over and over as his tongue now began to whirr like a trapped moth’s wings on top of her clit. Oh shit yeah…

Wow! A bolt of pure pleasure shot through. “Oh Ken, that’s so good! Your mouth on my cum covered pussy!” She felt so dirty, so obscene saying that! She sucked in her breath and exploded. “On my wet, drippy cunt!”

Ken’s fingers shoved up inside of her while his mouth continued punishing her pussy with relentless pleasure. He tore his mouth away long enough to transfix her with his eyes, now almost black with lust. “I fucking love how your pussy tastes!” he snarled and dropped his mouth on top her sex again, yawning and slurping at her like a starving, feeding wolf.

The pleasure of her release shot though her like a fireball and she screamed. “Oh yes! Yes Ken! Don’t stop! Oh yeeeessss!” She began to babble and growl as he took her through her orgasm into the middle of an exploding star.

***

Lying in bed that night, Tina was still reeling from that evening’s events. Ken was beside her, already asleep, completely spent. After her orgasm, she had gotten to her knees in the kitchen and sucked him off until he came a second time, this time in her mouth. As soon as he was finished with his climax, he had hoisted her to her feet and again, kissing her this time, swabbed her mouth clean of any juice she hadn’t managed to swallow.

It was the most intense kiss they ever shared. Deep abiding love and spent lust of a completely different nature commingled in their mouths joining, and it went on for some time.

Even though it was only 8:00 pm, they fell into bed, and Ken was asleep in minutes.

What should she wear tomorrow? She couldn’t come into work in club wear for sure; the gossip mill would go into overdrive. But what the hell should she wear?

Her eyes flew open wide at the flutter of anxiety in her stomach. What if Brett had only been teasing? What if she got his signals completely wrong and wound up making a fool of herself?

Holy shit. That wouldn’t be good at all!

Argh!

After all the back and forth between her and Ken, the thought never crossed her mind that it was even possible that if the cards were on the table, Brett would take a pass! But now, in the darkness of her bedroom, that very real possibility reared up in her mind.

Now what does she do?

Oh boy…
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FABULOUS
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Tina’s mission to deal with Brett for good or for ill was derailed five minutes after arriving at the office.

She and her assistant Gail had been inching up their arrival times a little each day since she decided to mentor Gail in her career. At 24 years old, Gail decided that she wanted to make a career out of her employment with Tensor. She was already enrolled in two night classes at the Ohio State satellite campus. As a first year student, she was shooting for getting accepted into OSU’s School of Commerce in a year. She took Tina’s advice and was working towards a Finance degree.

So at 7:15, Tina came off the elevator and smiled seeing her assistant already at her desk.

Gail had a stack of files for today’s agenda already set out on one side and had her Calculus textbook open on the other, working on an assignment.

“Quiz tonight?” asked Tina.

Gail kept her head down and nodded. Tina heard the snuffle. She peered over to see the discarded tissues littering Gail’s desk. “Hey…” she said, “having problems with your problems?”

Gail shook her head. “No,” she waved her hand over her assignment. “This is pretty straightforward for me. I always had a knack for mathy things.” She turned her head to Tina with a weak smile, her eyes red-rimmed.

“Hey…” Tina put her hand on Gail’s shoulder. “What’s wrong?”

Gail’s lips formed a straight line and she muttered “Guys.”

Tina almost let it go with a platitude except for the single tear that appeared at the corner of Gail’s eye. Instead, she nodded and pointed to her office.

Gail flopped into one of the two visitor chairs in front of Tina’s desk and Tina took the one beside it. If this turned out to be some lame ass high school level kiddie stuff, so be it. Gail was worth it. Leaning forward, she took one of Gail’s hands. “Okay, spill it.”

Gail’s eyes went sideways. “This is embarrassing,” she huffed. “But okay…” She gave a shrug. “I’m a slut, I guess.”

Tina went still. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Gail shrugged again. “You know… you knew those girls too, back in your day, right? Easy girls?”

Tina made a small smile. “I’ll bet you twenty bucks right now it was a guy that called you that.”

“Well, yeah… but then other people piled on, and some of them were my girlfriends.”

“Some friends. What went down?”

“We were at Bennigan’s after work, okay? And remember that guy from Engineering I went out with last winter? Damian?”

“Sure. I remember that day pretty clearly. It was a Friday, and then the next Monday you and I started working on you building a career.”

Gail smiled wistfully. “Yeah… you’re right. Anyway, that Friday night I went back to his place and we had a lot of fun. It was great. Nothing too serious, but it was pretty good, you know? Friends with benefits, yadda yadda. Well, he wanted to get more serious, and I told him no way, and we parted company.” Her mouth twitched. “I thought we parted as friends…”

“So what happened last night?”

“Well, last night, at Bennigan’s I went out with the gang from work again, and I started chatting with some guy who works for a different company. His name’s Brandon, and he was really cool, and we were getting along great. Until Damian began to make a scene.”

“A scene?”

“Yeah. I really didn’t see it coming, but Damian must have gotten jealous or something.” She took a deep breath and it came out in a rush. “Damian started going off on me, with Brandon sitting right there! He said out loud for everyone to hear, ‘Make sure you wear a rubber, dude, that slut’s been everywhere!” She dropped her head. “And nobody said anything.” She lifted her head and looked at Tina, the tears flowing. “Nobody. They just looked over at Damian… then back at me… I don’t know how, but he then rattled off the names of all the guys I’ve slept with over the last two years! He must have spent a lot of time digging up all my sex life!”

Tina’s jaw had dropped open. “What a perfectly shitty and cruel thing to do.”

“Yeah! I didn’t think it was a lot of guys! It was only—”

Tina put her hand over Gail’s mouth. “Stop! Right there. There is no magic number, Gail. There’s no right number of partners that makes you okay. Not for people like that.” She held her hand over Gail’s lips. “You were slut shamed, hon, do you understand?” When Gail nodded, she took her hand away.

Gail kept going. “But all the others there went, like ‘Whooaaa!’” She looked around like a cornered rabbit. “And after they all went ‘Whoaaa’ they all just stared at me!” She began to sob, and Tina handed her the Kleenex box from her desk. “And then… they all just stared at Brandon! It was sooo awkward!”

“I’ll bet…”

“Then one of the guys, Moe, I think, he said something along the lines of ‘Well, somebody’s gettin’ lucky tonight, dude!’ to Brandon and everyone laughed!” Holding a fist of tissues beside her face, Gail wailed, “They all laughed at me!” She wiped her eyes and blew her nose and looked back to Tina. “Even Brandon!”

“So what did you do then?”

“Are you kidding? I left.” She shook her head ruefully. “I wish I was smarter. I wish I had some kind of snappy comeback, but I felt so humiliated… like I just shit my pants or something… that all I could do was run away…” She jerked her head up. “But I did it with style, Tina! I just calmly walked out on them. I didn’t start crying until I got home.” She smiled weakly. “And I haven’t stopped since, I guess.” She looked around again. “It’ll be all over the office by lunchtime,” she said in a quiet voice. “What the hell do I do?”

“Yeah, this is going to be tough to get past, Gail. But only for a few days, then they’ll find other stuff to carp about.”

“Really?”

“Yes, I think so. I think the first thing to do is keep your socializing away from the office.”

“No shit.”

“Gail, this kind of thing happens all the time.” Tina leaned over and patted Gail’s lap. “You think you’re the first woman this has happened to? Why do you think I never go to the office Christmas party?”

“Because you’re a snob?”

“No. I party with my friends.” Oh boy, if Gail had the slightest idea of the partying she’s done with her friends, she’d sure look at Tina differently. Very differently! Suppressing a smile at the thought, Tina continued. “I don’t like feeding into the office gossip mill.” She sat back in her chair. “This is a place of business, not a high school. If anyone at a supervisory level—team lead, manager… anyone gets wind of what happened last night they’ll shut it down hard. That sort of dreck has no place in a place of business.” Tina chewed her lip. Brett doesn’t count because he’s a consultant right? She hoped so.

“So what do I do? How do I look those people in the eye?”

Tina barked a laugh. “Some of them will have a hard time looking you in the eye, Gail.”

“Really?”

Tina nodded thoughtfully. “Yeah. Particularly, the other young women that were there. Remember when I said there’s no ‘magic number’ earlier? They’ll realize that and will feel pretty badly.” She scoffed. “This is part of the culture we’re in. It’s not fair, and I won’t sugarcoat it for you.”

“Not fair?” Gail scoffed. “That’s an understatement.”

“But in the future, if you see it happen to someone else, you’ll stand up for her, right?”

“Yeah… I will.” She looked straight at Tina. “I won’t stand by.”

“Good. Because silence is the voice of complicity.” Nodding to herself, Tina added, “and it should be taken head on.”

“Huh?”

“Look—you were humiliated because of your sex life, right?” When Gail nodded again, Tina continued. “What if you were a ‘Greg’ and not a ‘Gail’? What would have happened? If you were a man…”

Gail gave a small shrug. “I know, I know…”

“Well?”

“If I was a guy, all the other guys would have high fived me.”

“Right. You’d be a stud, not a slut.” When Gail nodded, Tina continued. “A guy’s a ‘Playa’, and a woman who enjoys sex with other partners is a ‘Skank’. Or he’s a ‘Lover Boy’ or ‘Playboy’ and she’s a ‘Whore’.” Tina shook her head sadly. “It’s a damn shame that society takes a woman’s sex drive and disempowers her, you know that? I think we should change the vocabulary. If he’s a ‘Playa’ then a girl’s ‘Marvelous’.”

“What?”

Tina nodded thoughtfully. “Yeah. If we call a guy a ‘Stud’, then why can’t a woman be called ‘Hypnotic’?”

Tina clapped her hands. “If we call him ‘Lover Boy’ we should call her ‘Marvelous’! I really love that word ‘Marvelous’!”

Tina grinned. “Or ‘Fabulous’!” They both laughed. Not a from the gut, tears in your eyes ‘Har-dee-har-har’ laugh, but a laugh nonetheless.

Tina stood. “Order in your lunch and eat at your desk for the rest of the week, Gail. You’re going to have to develop a corporate game face sooner or later if you plan to have a career anyway. This is as good a time as any to start.”

Tina got up. “You know, I’d hug you right now if it wasn’t inappropriate.”

“No, that’s high school. We’re colleagues, Gail.”

“You’re a great boss, Tina.”

“You’re someone I can count on, Gail.” She opened the door to her office, and as Gail was leaving, said, “When Brett Wallace shows up, send him right in, okay?”

“Oh!” Gail stopped and turned around. “He won’t be here today.”

“What?”

“No. He left town.”
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DRAGOONED
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Tina’s hand froze on the knob of her office door as Gail went to her desk.

“Yeah,” said Gail, “I got an email about it, You probably got one too. He’s gone to Virginia.”

Tina closed her eyes slowly and opened them again. What the hell? Slowly, she said, “And what is in Virginia?” Tensor didn’t have a single resource in Virginia. What the hell was he doing there?

Gail went to her monitor and opened her company email account. “It seems that there’s some system outage in a server farm up there that looks after like a huge part of the eastern seaboard. It’s gone down and Brett’s firm was drafted to get up there and get it back online.”

“Drafted,” Tina snipped. “It’s not like he’s a hockey player.”

“Nooo…” Gail said, still looking at her monitor. “Military.” She looked over to Tina. “Didn’t they used to have a draft or something? I think it was back in the old days, like the 70’s or something.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Tina came out of her office and stood over Gail’s shoulder reading the email. What the hell? His company had a contract with the Pentagon, and one of its clauses was that in extreme cases, could be ‘dragooned’ to fulfill duties, that should he shirk would be subjected to criminal penalties? What the hell?

Gail’s finger went further down the screen. “Yeah, what’s dragooned? Sounds like a word from The Hunger Games… it sounds creepy.”

Tina shook her head. “It means drafted. It means he has to obey by law.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. It came up when his account executive closed their deal with us. He was obligated to mention it, but also said it hadn’t happened since 2008.”

“Well, he’s only going to Virginia, not to Afghanistan, right?”

“Yeah.” Tina let out a sigh. “There’s nothing in there saying how long this is going to be. Damn it! Our project’s now on hold!”

“I left a voice mail with Mr. Dellware’s assistant already, to let him know you’re up to speed. Is there anything we can do on our end while we wait to see what Brett’s going to be doing?”

“Yeah. I think so. I’ll try to get hold of Brett and go over some stuff with him.” She shook her head again. “Damn it!” she said out loud.

“Hey, boss… no big deal. If we can’t do anything, it’s kind of like a snow day then!”

“No it’s not! I was going—” Tina’s mouth slammed shut and she began to blush.

“You were going to what?”

Tina snickered to herself. No way in hell was she going to tell Gail that it was going to be her own turn to be ‘Fabulous’. Nope. No way at all.
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WHAT IF I WASN’T?

[image: Chapter Header Flourish 1 copy.jpg]

Gail was completely wrong about it being a snow day. Without Brett being in the office, the responsibility for the final setup for the replacement servers fell entirely on Tina’s shoulders. It wasn’t like adding a thumb drive to your laptop. The complexities of replacing servers that were between ten and fifteen years old with state of the art was a hell of a lot more complicated than swapping out a drive. It was like rebuilding a World War I airplane into a fighter jet while it was still in the air. Just a few lines of bad code and the whole thing could crash.

She called Ken.

“I’m going to be heading to Montana on a red eye tonight, hon,” she said. “We’re doing the switchover soon and I want to be there for when it happens in case something goes wrong.”

“Oh?” he replied, “mixing business and pleasure with Brett?” She could hear the smile in his voice with a touch of anticipation. “Don’t forget to send me a postcard!”

“No… I’m going on my own. Brett’s not here—he got dragged off the project because of an emergency with a bigger client.”

“Must be one hell of a big client.”

“How about the Defense Department?”

“Yeah. That’s a big client.” They were both silent for a moment on the phone. Then Ken added, “You got my sympathy, babe, for what it’s worth. I know you were all ramped up to take this to the next level, and now the rug’s been pulled out from under you.”

“Well, what can you do?”

“Have you heard from Brett? Does he know anything about your change of mind?”

She shook her head as she answered. “No. He was already gone when I arrived this morning.” She blew out a breath. “My workload’s more than doubled with him gone, and we can’t reschedule the switch over.”

“Look, you sound swamped. If you gotta go, I understand.”

“Thanks babe.”

“Who knows? Maybe you can pick up some cowboy and take him for a ride out in Montana!”

Tina burst out laughing. “As if! Nope; I’m in for some really looong hours for the next couple of days.”

Gail tapped on her office door as she hung up. “I got your flight booked, but I don’t think you’re going to have time to head home to pack.”

Tina nodded over to the corner of her office. “I’ve kept a packed bag in the office for emergencies ever since Montana went down last Fall.” It didn’t have much more than a couple of changes of clothes and a spare toiletry kit, but it would do fine for what she had before her. She took the eTicket from Tina and glanced at it. Okay; she could put a couple more hours at her desk before heading out to catch the feeder flight from Black Rapids airport. Then Chicago, and out to Montana.

Two hours later, working on the last set of figures, her screen dinged with an email notice. It was from Brett. About time that son of a gun checked in!

Hey Tina

Sorry for bailing, but the client is in a real tizzy. And since the client does have the US Marines as well as nuclear weapons, I figured it was in my best interests not to get on their wrong side. Ha ha.

I’m going to be wrapping up here tonight and head back to your office tomorrow morning.

She quickly replied that she was heading to Montana for the switch over. If he wanted, he could join her there.

Five minutes later, Brett’s reply popped in.

Oh yeah? Well I’ll meet you there! With both of us onsite, we could wrap it up without too many problems, right? Then have a day or so to hang out.

She smiled and typed a reply:

Hang out doing what?

He replied immediately:

Too bad you’re married… ☹

She snickered and typed:

What if I wasn’t?

And sat back to watch the screen.
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Yes, Sir
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This time her phone buzzed with a text message:

I wouldn’t send this on the company’s email account. I’ve been looking at it since I first met you.

She opened the attached picture and gasped.

It was an image of a petite blonde woman with a pixie cut hair style just like hers. She was sitting on the edge of a stuffed armchair, wearing a white blouse and short black skirt. Her eyes were wide, almost fearful. Or was that yearning?

And her hands were tied up in front of her.

Tina’s heart began to pound in her chest. Her and Ken had played at the whole ‘Fifty Shades’ thing once or twice, but it never really clicked for them. Ken was just too damn nice.

Another text chimed in.

Would you like to see more?

She replied yes, and a Brett fired back another text.

Say ‘Please’.

Her stomach fluttered in that exquisite way, just between anticipation and apprehension. She paused for a moment, and then deliberately tapped out:

P L E A S E

And hit send.

There was a few moments delay this time and she began tapping her foot impatiently. Just as she was about to send him a message telling him to hurry the hell up, Brett’s reply popped into her phone.

Good girl. I think we’ll get along handsomely.

She opened the attachment. The second picture showed the same model, still clothed, but now tied to a bed. Oh god… She typed:

More

She watched her screen waiting for Brett’s reply.

No, Pet. That’s enough for now. I’ll see you in Montana.

Damn him! She recalled her conversation that morning with Gail. What do you call a guy who’s the female version of a cock teaser? Shit; she couldn’t think of any, but for sure, Brett was playing with her right now! She furiously tapped her phone:

That’s not fair!

It didn’t take Brett long to respond:

Pet, from now on, when we’re playing this way, address me as ‘Sir’. If you aren’t able to, then we can stop. Secondly, your role in this is to be submissive to me. That means to watch your sassyness and work on being submissive and accepting of my directions. Do you understand?

She really didn’t. Not at all, and said so. Brett replied:

You’re going to need to trust me. Can you trust me? I won’t injure you, but I do promise that I will be quite firm in my directions. If it gets too much for you, simply say ‘Red’ and we’ll stop. Is that acceptable?

She sighed and typed.

I guess so

Brett’s reply was immediate:

Pet, it’s either this game ‘Yes’ or this game ‘No’. There is no ‘I guess so.’ What is your desire?

She sat back in her office chair and blew out a breath, causing her bangs to flutter. This was way, way different than what she expected. But then, what did she really expect? She’d never done anything like this in her life! With her index finger trembling a little, she typed out

Yes

And pressed ‘send’. Brett replied again:

Yes what?

Part of her was well and truly pissed off at him. The other part though, was the thrill that shot through her when she read the screen.

“It’s now or never,” she said aloud as she sent the next text:

Yes Sir

And sat back in her seat, pressing her thighs together.
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STEP ON IT
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Sound asleep in her hotel room, Tina’s phone buzzed with a text message. She was instantly awake and grabbed it from the night table.

Pet?

She replied:

Here Sir

She waited for Brett’s reply, chewing her lower lip.

Did you obey last night?

“Yes Sir,” she whispered as she tapped out her reply. It wasn’t easy. After their time on the phone she had never been so aroused in her entire life! She told Brett via text that she was going to masturbate when she got to the Four Seasons in Butte, and he quickly instructed her that she was to NOT self pleasure in any way until he gave his permission. Now, sitting in her bed in her room, knowing that Brett was somewhere in the hotel as well, she felt that same schizophrenic feeling. On the one hand she was incensed that Brett would have the nerve to tell her whether or not she could masturbate. On the other hand, she felt a sense of pride that she did obey, even though it was hard falling asleep last night.

Thank you Pet. It wasn’t easy for you in several ways, I’m sure. You gave me a gift, for which I am grateful.

It was like he read her damn mind. She shook her head slowly from side to side as she debated her reply. She pursed her lips and tapped on the screen:

What if I’m lying?

Brett replied:

You’re not. I trust you as much as I’ve asked you to trust me.

For some stupid reason she didn’t understand, her eyes welled with tears as she tapped:

I’m not lying, btw. I DID obey.

After hitting ‘send’, she gasped and sent another message:

Sir

Brett’s response came back:

Thank you. Now we have a great deal of work to accomplish, but if we both focus we should have the project completed this afternoon. So for now, our Special Game will have to be put aside.

She nodded and typed:

That sounds like a good idea, Sir. As you wish.

After she pressed send, her phone rang. It was Brett.

“Hey…” she answered.

“Good morning Tina! What a beautiful day, huh?” He sounded like a completely different person than the man who she had been texting with. So much so, that she was disconcerted at the change in mood and tone from his bright and chipper greeting. She managed to gather the few wits she still had.

“My curtains are closed. I’ll take your word for it… Brett.”

“Exactly! It’s Brett!” His voice took on an almost conspiratorial tone. “There are times and places for everything, don’t you agree?”

“Yes—” she stopped herself before she said ‘Sir’.

“Aaand now it’s time for Tina and Brett to rescue Tensor Incorporated’s computer system! You up for this?”

“You bet.” She had gotten out of bed and opened the bedroom curtains. “You sure didn’t lie. It’s a beautiful day.” The sky was the bluest sky she had ever seen, framed by a ridge of mountains that girded the entire horizon.

“They don’t call this Big Sky country for nothing,” his voice caressed her ear. “You should see this place in the winter.”

“I bet it’s impressive.”

“Ready to get to work?”

***

Twelve hours later, Tina, Brett, and a team of six other project workers—coders, engineers and software gurus were standing at a keyboard in front of a bank of monitors. Each monitor had a green rectangle in the center, and they all had the same blinking message. “Press Enter to proceed.”

“Everyone ready?” Brett called out to the group, and a cheer went up.

Tina was scared to death. If everything went well, the green boxes would disappear and the screens would display the network configuration updates rolling through and the job was done. If they screwed up the changeover, the screens would all go black.

“Do or die time!” Brett called out. He took Tina’s hand and brought it to the keyboard. “Press enter and let’s start this show rolling,” he said. She felt her palms sweaty when she closed her hand and pointed her finger above the enter key.

“I’m scared to death,” she whispered to him.

“That makes all of us then,” he whispered back. “Just do it.”

She closed her eyes, exhaled and pressed the key.

The room went totally silent. She popped her eyes open to see all the screens black.

“Oh no!”

The screens all flashed to a grinning yellow happy face that said, “JUST KIDDING!” The happy face disappeared to show the updates rolling through.

Brett burst out laughing. “I do that every time! The look on all your faces is sooo worth it!”

Nervous laughter ran through the group. Except for Tina. Her jaw was still hanging open from Brett’s hoax when she turned to him. “It’s all good?” she asked.

“Yeah! I just added that little hiccup to mess with ya.”

“Oooh!” she grunted and slugged him in the shoulder. Now a cheer went up from the others. “You scared the living shit out of us!”

Brett was still laughing. Rubbing his shoulder, he said, “You got a wicked left hook.”

“You’re lucky I didn’t throw a shoe at you!”

Brett held out his hand. “Good job, Tina.” She shook it, and he went and shook hands with each of the other members of the team while calling out, “Beer blast! Let’s all go get really, really drunk!”

***

Two hours and three glasses of wine later, Tina was wondering what was going to happen next. Brett had told the rest of the team to take the next day off—if there were any problems with the upgrades, New York would have already called. So everyone but her was well and truly sloshed. Well, Brett was doing okay too; he had only been drinking club soda after the initial round of toasts.

She got up from the table and said her goodnights.

In the taxi taking her to her hotel, her phone buzzed.

Pet, now we can start. I stuck a note in your coat pocket with instructions. As well, a spare key to my room (2435) is with it. Await me there. I’ll be seeing you shortly.

She reached into her coat pocket and took out a folded sheet of paper. When she opened it, a room key card dropped into her lap. She read the page quickly. That flutter in her midsection returned with gusto. She typed on her phone:

Yes Sir

She called to the driver in front, “Any chance you could step on it?”
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YOU ASKED FOR IT
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She had followed Sir’s instructions. When she arrived at her room, there was a wrapped parcel waiting for her on the bed. Opening it, she found a plain cotton shift, almost sheer, a collection of bath oils, and some candles.

There was also a note:

Pet; I’ll be arriving at my room one hour after you text me that you’re starting your preparations. I’ll expect you to be waiting. Enjoy a nice bath (I didn’t know which bath oils you might prefer, and hope that you find one suitable). Be wearing this when I arrive please.

Sir

She sent the text and took her bath. After drying off, she phoned Ken.

“Hey, how’s the job going?” he asked.

“Good. We’re done with the major work and I’ll be heading home in a day or two.”

He was silent for a moment. “Oh really?”

“Yeah. Tomorrow Brett and I will do some monitoring of the new system; I think it’s all going to check out, and then we’ll be done here.”

“And how are things with Brett?” She could hear a sense of anticipation and excitement in Ken’s voice.

“Good. We’re getting together later.”

The silence hung again. Finally, Ken spoke. “You okay, babe?”

“Yeah, I am! I’m nervous and shit, for sure, but I’m also excited! I’ve never done anything like this before!”

“I’m as far away as the phone, baby.”

She ran her hand through her hair. “This is so totally weird.”

“Oh yeah. But it’s what you want, right?”

She was in too deep to have any doubts about that. “Yes, it is. You’re still cool with it? I mean, now that it’s actually going to happen, we’re still good, right?” If Ken so much as voiced a hint of a doubt about this, she would cut and run.

“I’m good, Tina. I can’t wait for you to tell me all about it.”

“I love you, Ken.”

“I love you, babe.”

She ended the call, excited and terrified to see were this was going to end up.

Her hand drifted down to her pussy. She wasn’t going to masturbate… well, not really. She just wanted to warm up a little, that’s all.

She sat on the edge of the bed, softly stroking herself. What would Sir have her do? Images of his face above her flitted through her mind as she tried to imagine what his mouth would taste like. Hell, what his cock would taste like! Bullshit! What was his cum going to taste like?

When a small moan escaped her lips, she stopped. That was enough. She was definitely warmed up now!

She finished getting ready, and put on a terry bathrobe. She made sure she had both room key cards and left her room, closing the door softly behind her.

She stared at the door for a moment. When she returned to this room, she wouldn’t be the same woman who had left it.

“Well, you asked for it, kiddo,” she said aloud, and turned down the corridor to the elevators. Her knees barely shook at all.
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CHAINS AND HANDCUFFS?
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Stepping into Brett’s suite the butterflies in her stomach became a flock of inflamed falcons. The lights were low and soft fusion jazz was playing on sound system.

“Hello?” she said, her hand on the doorknob to the room.

“Hello, Pet.”

She peered over to the windows. Brett was standing behind one of the floor lamps, half hidden by its glare.

“I… uh… I thought you’d arrive later.” She kept her hand on the doorknob, keeping it from closing all the way.

His voice was a low bass. “I know. Won’t you come in?” He hadn’t moved from behind the lamp.

“Step out where I can see you,” she said. The nerves in her stomach were on the cusp of turning into fear. “Please.”

He stepped out from behind the light. He had changed clothing too. He stood relaxed, his hands in the pockets of black satin lounge pants. He was barefoot, and had on a white linen shirt with the top three buttons open. She couldn’t see his eyes clearly, but he was smiling; an almost playful grin. “I’m happy you came.” His voice was steady, with a deep tone she had never heard before.

She swallowed her reply, because she wasn’t sure if she was glad to be there. Her mind finally grasped at something. “Thank you for inviting me… I guess.”

His smile faded and he nodded. “I don’t blame you for feeling a little nervous, Pet.”

A little? Tina huffed a breath of air. “Well… I’ve never done anything like this before.”

He nodded again. “In that case how you feel is perfectly reasonable. You do know that you are free to leave any time you desire, right?” Before she could reply, he quickly added, “I’d be terribly disappointed if you did, though.”

Brett watched her silently as she processed what he said. She was still holding onto the door and he knew that one wrong word and she’d be gone forever. He didn’t take her eyes from her, nor did he blink. He kept his silence as he watched her watch him.

She nodded slowly. “Yes, I think you would be.” She still held the door.

“Tina… what will you do?”

Her head swiveled to the door and back to him. “This… this isn’t what I expected,” she said, tugging at her bathrobe. The shift under it felt like nothing.

“I think I understand.”

“Really? Would you mind explaining it to me then? Because I’m feeling pretty mixed up right now to tell the truth.”

“You’ve never done anything like this before.”

“Ya think?” she scoffed as she tugged at her bathrobe. “Taking commands? Wearing nothing more than a floor length cotton nightie and coming to a guy’s hotel room? Yeah, this is a new one on me.”

“I don’t think you’ve ever come to a guy’s hotel room. Am I correct?”

She nodded. “This isn’t quite what I expected.”

“I see. You expected a candlelight dinner in an out of the way restaurant.” When she nodded, he continued. “And perhaps dancing that got closer and closer as the night wore on and the wine flowed.” She nodded again. “The whole dance of seduction until you surrender…”

“Yes.”

“Well that’s a common game, don’t you think? I think my variation on that game is much more interesting.” He tilted his head at her. “I’m honored that I’ll be the first man you’ll be with who’s not your husband.”

Tina chuckled at that. “Oh, you’ll be far from the first!” When Brett’s mouth dropped open she couldn’t help but laugh. “My husband and I have been Swingers since last year,” she said, covering her mouth.

Brett regained his composure. “I see.”

She let go of the door and it snicked shut. “So, I’ve had plenty of sex with other men.”

“Yes you have.” He tilted his head. “But…”

She nodded. “Yes. But, indeed.”

Brett smiled. “This is going to be somewhat different.”

“I hope so.”

He nodded slowly. “Swinging is a good place to start… but for some people, it lacks a certain… spice perhaps? They call it ‘Playing’ for a reason. Once you get past the insecurities and the worries that comes with being introduced to it, it’s a lot of fun, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

He took a step towards her. It was his first step towards her since he came from behind the lamp. “At a Swingers club, or a house party, you know how everything is going to end pretty quickly, more or less, right? You and your husband have secret signals you send to each other when you meet a new couple as to whether or not you’d be willing to have sex with them, right?”

“Yes.”

He took another step towards her. “So there’s no… mystery, is there?”

“No… not really.”

“No… risk. No…” he took another step and was right in front of her. “No anticipation.” He raised his hand and stroked the side of her face lightly with his fingertips. “No… seduction.”

She could only nod in response. The sensation of his fingers as they traced her cheek was electric.

“Pet… I’m not only going to seduce you… I’m going to claim you.” He traced her face with his whole hand now as she stared at him in silence.

Brett let the silence hang for a moment. Taking his hand away, he said, “If you’re ready to begin, remove your robe, please.”

Instead, Tina clutched it tightly. “I’m not into pain. I saw that movie. I don’t want to be beaten. That shit doesn’t turn me on at all.”

Brett gave a slight nod. “There’s much more to this than pain, Pet. I have no intent to flog, spank, paddle, whip nor slap you.” He shook his head from side to side. “That particular flavor isn’t your spice.”

“How do you know for sure?”

He gave a slight shrug. “After a while, one can tell. Is there anything else?”

“If I want you to stop, I say red.”

“Yes. And if you want me to slow down or take it easy, you say ‘slow down’ or you can say ‘take it easy’.”

“I can remember that.” She let go of the edges of her robe and shrugged it off.

Brett inhaled briskly at the sight of her. The thin cotton was almost transparent. He could see the curve of her narrow hips and the swell of her breasts easily. She was practically naked before him. From the very first time he had met her weeks ago he had dreamed of this moment. He had hungered for her at first sight, and now he would claim her. He gestured to the open double doors of his suite where his bed was and she stepped past him wordlessly.

Just like the main room, the bedroom’s lights were low. She stopped at the edge of the king sized bed. At each corner was a length of red satin ribbon. She turned to Brett.

Again, he reached out and stroked her face. “Remove your gown, please.”

“You’re not going to join me?”

“Not yet. Now take off your gown, Pet.”

The wide boat-neck of her gown slipped easily off her shoulders, leaving another puddle of fabric on his floor. She kept her eyes downcast as she felt her cheeks flame, which made her pissed off at herself. For heaven’s sake, she’d been naked in public a bunch of times by now—in front of total strangers even! But here, in front of this man, she felt embarrassed.

His finger went under her chin and lifted until their eyes met. His eyes shone with controlled desire. “You’re quite beautiful, you know.”

“I’ll bet you say that to all the girls.” Her mouth twitched. “Sir.”

“I’m saying it to you, Pet.” The finger under her chin twitched just a little.

She tilted her head in a nod of acceptance. “Thank you.”

“Now lie on the bed please. Face up.”

Okay… here we go… She crawled onto the bed.

Brett went to the foot of the bed and lifted one of the satin strips.

“Wait. I’m not sure I want you to tie me up.” She paused when his head lifted. “Sir.”

“I understand. You’ve never done this before, correct?” He sounded so… businesslike. His voice was even and steady; not a trace of insecurity nor hesitation. And definitely not romantic. Not at all! When she nodded, he said, “That’s why I’m not going to tie you.” He held up the end of the ribbon. “This has a loop in it that your foot will slip through. You can easily get free of it.”

“Then why do it at all?”

“Because it will serve as a reminder to you that it’s me who you are giving control to. Should you take your foot out of the loop, our little game ends.”

“So you’re tying me up without tying me up.”

He nodded. “You’re new at this. Perhaps we can indulge in the chains and handcuffs another time.”

“You own chains and handcuffs?”

He blinked at her brightly. “Wouldn’t you love to find out.” He waved the loop at her, his eyebrows asking the question.

She brought her foot up and he slipped it over. In no time at all her feet and hands were through the loop and she was spread eagled across the bed. Brett went to the foot of the bed and stared at her until she once again began to feel self conscious. She wanted desperately to cover herself, and at the same time was pissed off at herself for feeling that way.

“Being naked like this is uncomfortable, isn’t it, Pet?”

She only nodded silently.

“Good.”

He stepped over to the side of the bed. “Now we can begin.” He began to stroke her stomach, his warm palm making small circles over her belly button. “You skin is flawless, you know.”

“Thank you.”

His hand glided up her midriff, almost touching her breasts and returned back down to her belly button. “Now Pet, our little game has some other rules. You’re not allowed to orgasm until I tell you that you may. Do you understand?”

“I have to ask permission to come?”

“Yes.”

“You’re pretty sure I’m going to want to?” His hand felt warm, but she didn’t feel aroused in any way.

“Oh yes.” He kept stroking her. “Do you agree?”

“Okay.”

“Okay what?”

“Okay, Sir.”

“Good girl. Now close your eyes.”

She lowered her lids and felt his hand move up and down her torso. Now going past her belly button, lower and lower, just to the top of her mons. He drew a small circle again, right at the top of her pelvic bone and it reversed direction, towards her breasts. She felt the back of his thumb graze the underside of her boob and travel back down. Each stroke coming closer and closer to her pussy or her tits.

She squirmed just a smidge.

“That’s right… it’s beginning to feel good now, isn’t it?”

“Yes Sir.”

“I want you so bad, Tina…” he breathed. “But not yet.” His hand began to knead her flesh in places. She felt a slight pinching sensation at the bottom of her tummy, his thumb and fingers pressing her flesh together and releasing it. At the top, he cupped her breast, first gently, then more firmly pressing it between his fingers.

A small sigh escaped her lips.

Each stroke now took on a deeper intensity. His hand went between her legs, again teasingly, right up to the edge of her pussy before travelling back up her body. Her skin was responding with a will of its own; as his hand passed over. 

She squirmed again as he caressed and stroked her inner thigh, from above her knee right up to her groin. Now his hands began to massage her, the pressure of his hand moving on.

He covered her vulva with his hand and moved back and forth on top of it.

“Oh yeah…” she breathed.

“I can’t wait to be up inside you,” he murmured. I can’t wait to feel your pussy clasp my cock. Your wet, delicious pussy grasping at my cock as I slide up within you…” His hand still pressed on top of her pussy, making small circles.

“Mmm…” No matter how she tried to not show it, Tina’s hips began to gyrate.

Brett saw her new level of arousal and knew that it was time to kick it up to a new level.
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TENTACLES
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Keep your eyes closed Pet,” he said as he removed his hands from her body. She complied, and he opened the drawer of the night table where he had put the few things he needed for this encounter. He removed a sleep mask. In the past he used blindfolds for this, but found the elastic bands of a sleep mask were easier to put on and remove.

“Now you’re going to go further into yourself, Pet,” he said as he put it over her eyes. She kept silent as he adjusted it. Good. Her compliance was a sign of trust. Or was it experience? “You’ve worn a blindfold in bed before?”

“Yes Sir. My husband and I tried it a couple of times.”

“Oh? And how did you find it?”

Tina gave a small shrug. “No big deal, really. Ken put it on me and we made love. We saw it in that movie and decided to see what it was like.” She pursed her lips. “Like I said, no big deal.”

He stroked the top of her head. “There’s a little more to it than that, but at least you had a taste.” His voice took on that almost dusky tone again. “It’s rather ironic, you see. We’re going to become very intimate—”

“Yes we are, aren’t we? Having sex and all is pretty intimate. Sir.”

A quick smile flitted on his lips. “Yes, it is, isn’t it?” He leaned over to place his mouth closer to her ears. “But there are many levels of intimacy. Let me ask you, how well do the acquaintances you had sex with, when you indulged in Swinging know you?”

He saw her brow furrow under the mask. “Well, Laurie and Steve have been friends for years, so I know them pretty well…”

“Go on…”

“And I like Elena and Matt. We’ve had some chats after playing…” As Brett spoke to her, he began to stroke her again. “I mean, I know they have a couple of kids, and that Elena manages a store and Matt does something in the construction industry…”

“Do you know their sexual likes and dislikes? What turns them on? Or more importantly, what turns them off?”

Tina’s head gave a quick, small shake. “I know that I turn Matt on… and Elena wants to play with me girl on girl… but I don’t know what turns them off.” She squirmed again when his hand went up inside her thigh. “Mmm… that’s nice… Sir…”

“Does Matt like having his asshole rimmed?”

“I don’t know.”

“Does Elena?”

“Beats me.”

“Does your husband?”

Tina’s lips tightened. “I… I don’t know.”

He slid his hand up to her crotch, but instead of playing with her pussy, his finger probed between the cheeks of her ass. “Do you?”

“I… I’m not sure. You mean with your tongue, right? Matt and I tried anal, but it hurt too much. He’s never licked me down there.”

Brett kept his finger in the cleft of her butt cheeks, but didn’t probe any further. “Would you like him to?”

She gave a small shrug. “I don’t know. I’d have to have a shower first I think…”

He drew his finger from the crevasse, but pushed his hand under her hips, cupping her butt in his hand. “Anal sex, especially the first couple of times, requires preparation, Pet. And a shower is the least of it.” He gave one of her cheeks a squeeze and returned his hand back to her thighs.

He noted the almost imperceptible sigh when he removed his hand. She was definitely curious about it. With him.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, he began to stroke her again, over her entire body. He stopped for a moment and reached into the bedside drawer once more, taking out a small plastic bottle. He prepared his own massage oils himself. “I’m going to use some massage oil on you now, Pet. Do you have any objections?”

“No, Sir.” She heard the soft pop of a cap being flipped back, then Sir’s hands rubbing together. Her nose sniffed involuntarily, and an aroma of green leaves with a mild fruity undertone wafted around her. She took another sniff, deeper this time. It was wonderful. “What is that scent? Sir?”

Brett began to glide his hands along her torso, this time cupping and firmly stroking her breasts. “Jasmine.”

“It’s… wonderful…” In the darkness of the blindfold, the scent flowed into her. Combined with Sir’s firm hands she felt a sense she had never felt in bed before. She was absolutely getting turned on; but she also felt a sense of calm running under the surface. Her arousal increased with every movement of Sir’s hands, but there wasn’t the hurried excitement she usually felt when her body was at this stage.

“Do you like it?” his voice glided into her ear as smoothly as the scent did.

“Yes.”

“How much? On a scale of one to ten, how does this scent rank for you?”

“An eight, definitely. I like it a lot, but it’s new to me.”

His hands never paused. “I understand. I’m glad.” He resumed his caresses, the oil warming under his hands. Tina was responding superbly; now instead of small squirms and tremors, her body began to undulate under his ministrations. He’d have to be careful now or she’d climax too soon. And he wouldn’t have that. No… better for her to increase the pressure before permitting her release.

Silently stroking her, he drank her in. From the moment he first entered the boardroom when the Account Exec was closing the contract with Tensor he wanted her. Tina Grant was buttoned up and confident. The fact that she was so slight a woman; barely five feet tall and less than a hundred pounds soaking wet made her even more delectable. Brett loved petite women of power; like a Japanese Geisha who was also a Ninja assassin in her spare time. Such a woman would only respond to confidence, and he had that in spades.

Now he was going to open her up. She’d open herself up not just to him, but to herself as well. And that was the most rewarding part of this sort of game. Well, that and getting his cookies of course.

He leaned down against her ear again. “I’m enjoying this, Pet.”

“Hmm.” Again that sassy pause. “Sir.”

“You’re becoming a little impatient?” he couldn’t hide the smile in his voice as his fingers danced across the delicate folds of her pussy.

“Teasing can only go so far. Sir.” She shifted in the bed, her body underlining her point.

“Aside from your foray into Swinging, I’m getting the sense that your sex life has been… routine.”

She chewed her lower lip for a moment. “Our sex life had been fine… and the last few months have been exciting.”

He let the silence hang before adding, “But. There’s. More,” he dragged the last word out.

Tina nodded. “I hope so…”

“What else, Pet? What is the more?”

She went still under his hands. She didn’t completely tense up, but he felt her recoil anyway. He watched as she licked her lips. He knew that had she not had the sleep mask on, her eyes would be darting from side to side.

He repeated the question. “Pet… what is the more?”

She let out a quick breath with her nose and gave a slight shrug. “I don’t know…”

It was all he could do to keep from laughing at her for her juvenile reply; but he knew that would destroy the moment. Pet was afraid. He shook his head almost sadly. To be afraid of one’s own desires. Such a waste. But then, pulling them out from his Pets was his joy. “Let me help then.”

“How?”

“How what, Pet?” She had to be in a submissive headspace for this to have a chance of working.

“How can you help? Sir?”

“By listening. Here, in the dark, to you. There’s no one else… I’m hardly here at all…” his voice a soothing balm, just as his hands and the oil was. “Have you ever fantasized about being taken against your will?”

She gave a small shrug.

“Having sex with a complete stranger? A man you met at a restaurant, perhaps? Meeting a handsome man, and almost without a word between you, enjoying his body in the alleyway behind the building?”

This time she nodded slowly.

His hands went up to her breasts, and he began to massage them more intently; his fingers pressing her small nipples between them, the edge of his thumbnail raking across the pale pink of her areole. Her back arched slightly.

“His hands up your skirt, ripping off your panties as he loosened his trousers… planting you against the wall… entering you wildly as you held onto him…” Brett’s hand went back down to Tina’s pussy and began to massage it.

“Yesss….” Her thighs clasped together, trying to hold his hand in place.

“Or perhaps on a hot summer’s night entering a hole in the wall bar… the meeting place of a motorcycle gang… the thick aroma of leather and sweat filling your nostrils as they all grow still, savoring the sight of you standing there in your very short cotton dress…”

Tina inhaled sharply, almost a gasp.

Brett began to stroke her pussy now, up and down the outer lips, his fingers pressing. “Wordlessly a man approaches you. Bald headed and beefy. His biker boots scuffing the floor. He’s only wearing a leather vest over his naked chest, his muscles thick slabs…”

“Oh! Oh Brett! I’m going to come!”

Brett whipped his hand from her. “Not yet, Pet.”

“Pleeease!”

Ignoring her, his fingers pinched the outer rim of her belly button. Just as pinching your lip under your nose postpones a sneeze, his action ripped her back from the edge of orgasm. “Soon, Pet. Soon…”

“Please Sir!”

“Not yet. It will be worth the wait.” He watched her as she came off the edge. When her breathing steadied he resumed his massage with one hand. With the other, he wormed his way out of his lounge pants, his cock already stiff.

“His eyes glittered as he approached. When he stood before you he towered over you and you could feel his craving emanate like heat. A craving that matched your own. He smiles sharply at you, knowing you both want the same thing.”

Brett’s hand now went between her legs, firmly stroking her pussy, up and down until his fingertips rested on her turgid clit, making small circles.

Tina gasped at the stimulation; she was surprised he went right there so soon after pulling her back from a climax. But more than that was the jolt that shot through her unexpectedly. It was so strong she let out a yelp.

Brett saw she was ready now. He clambered over her, between her legs. “You lift up the hem of your skirt, showing him your bare pussy, damp with your own lust. Wordlessly, he lifts you off your feet, laying you on top of the pool table. You spread your legs as he drops his pants, his already hard cock shiny with precum.”

He watched her gnaw her lower lip while he placed his own hard shaft up against her pussy.

“Tina, Pet? What’s the magic word?”

“Plllleeease—” her voice broke into a wail as he entered her. She lifted her feet to wrap them around his waist, but they could only rise a little, held back by the silk. She strained against them, but didn’t slip her feet out. She felt him spreading her pussy as his shaft pushed deeper and deeper inside.

“That’s my hot wet Tina!” Sir growled. With the slow rhythm of a locomotive leaving the station his hips pushed into and away from her. She tried to grab him by the waist, but again felt the restraints and submitted to them.

She was spread wide open, just to be used by this man and loved it. She was but his piece of meat, to be used for his pleasure.

But it was his relentless lust for her she felt in Brett’s hard driving cock that pushed her up and up in her own pleasure. As he used and took from her, she lay there pulling her own pleasure from him. Pure lust had a purity, a truth.

She blinked a few times when the eyeshade was removed. She saw Brett above her, his eyes shining black. His hips were going in a small circle as his cock plunged in and out of her wet warmth. His lips were pulled back in a snarl—like a wolf in heat.

He grabbed a pillow and shoved it under her ass, making her hips at an angle where the top of his cock rubbed her clit. Oh god…

“In you Tina! I’m innnn youuu!”

“Harder!” she raged back at him. Her voice came out as raspy and guttural—as raw—as his own. If her hands were free right now, she’d be raking his back with her nails. She flexed her pelvis. “Deeper! All in meee!” She never felt this… this dirty. She never felt this wanton before.

An image of Ken flashed in her mind but for a split second and was gone. This wasn’t about her husband—it was about her. Her wants. Her flesh.

Her pleasure.

She squeezed her eyes shut when that luscious, pulsing glow in her stomach began.

“Tina! Open your eyes! Look at me!”

She obeyed, and his shinning face stared down at her, his eyes boring into her. Oh God.

With a free hand, Sir slid his hand between their joined hips. The small vibrator he had on the tip of his finger danced on top of her clit as he tried to spear her through the bed with his cock.

OH GOD!

She snapped her hands and feet from the restraints and clung to him with all her might, her limbs like the tentacles of a feeding predator.

And wailed in her ecstasy.
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TELL ME ABOUT IT
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Back in her own hotel room, Tina sat on the edge of her bed and stared at her phone. She knew Ken was waiting to hear from her, but she wasn’t sure if she wanted to talk to him. And sending him a text felt… rude. He was her husband dammit! Sighing, she punched the speed dial button and put the phone to her ear.

“Hello Tina.” His voice was bright.

“I did it, and I’m back in my room.”

There was a pause for a few seconds. “I’m really glad you phoned.”

Now it was her time to pause. That was it? She just fucked another guy a thousand miles away, and all he could say was ‘glad you phoned’? She sighed.

“How are you feeling right now?” Ken asked.

Well, that was better. A little better. She pursed her lips, wishing she had waited before calling. Now that she was talking to her husband, she felt confused.  “Umm… okay, I guess.”

“What sort of okay?”

“I feel kind of guilty.” When Ken stayed silent, she added, “I mean, I feel guilty that I don’t feel guilty, you know? I just had great sex with another man, and I don’t feel guilty about it. And not feeling guilty makes me feel guilty, because I should feel guilty.” There. That was succinct. I made absolutely no sense in her own ears hearing it out loud, but it pretty much described the confusion she was feeling.

“I see. Sez who?”

“Says who about what?”

“Who says you’re supposed to feel guilty?”

“Well I should! I mean—I just fucked Brett, Ken! I should feel terrible!”

“But you feel pretty good! You just said it was great sex!” She could hear the smile in her husband’s voice.

“Are you making fun of me?”

Now he chuckled! “No, babe; I’m not mocking you. Well, maybe a little bit, but I’m not laughing at you.” Then he chuckled again. “Okay! May I’m giggling at you, but not laughing, okay?”

Tina couldn’t help but smile too. “It does sound kind of strange, I guess.”

“Well… no, not really. I think it’s more of the complexities of being a woman in today’s world. I think it’s harder for women to experience pleasure than men. I mean pleasure for its own sake—particularly when it comes you sex. You’re sitting at the bottom of generations of pain, fear and guilt over your body.”

“Generations? What the hell does my family have to do with this?”

“Everything and nothing. Look—the double messages you get every day are filled with bullshit we guys don’t ever have to deal with. You see it in the magazine racks all the time! What I mean is that, you got laid, had a great time, and now a part of you feels shitty.”

“The part of me that’s married.”

“You did it with my blessing and encouragement!” Now he was laughing at her outright. “Look, babe, just handle this one thing at a time, okay? You had a good time with Brett, right?”

“Yeah.”

“He made you come?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Well there you go. For only the second time in your life, you had sex, alone with a guy and got off.”

“No! I orgasmed every time we went to the club! When I screwed Matt, when I fucked Steve… I got off lots of times!”

“Ahh… but I was there. You already told me that I was the first guy you got off with in bed; you told me that years ago. So as far as I’m concerned, your escapades on your own are way, way overdue.”

She chewed her lip. “So you’re really, really okay with this.”

“Yeah.”

“Completely okay?”

Now it was his turn to pause. “No… not a hundred percent. There’s a small voice in me that’s jealous and stuff.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I don’t know how anyone couldn’t have some ambivalence.”

“But it’s not strong enough for you to ask me to stop.”

“No, not even close. It’s too exciting.” Before she could say anything else, he asked, “Do you want to stop?”

“No, but if you asked, I would.”

“I believe you. But for me, it’s a turn on. And for you it’s an adventure in spite of any little voices of doubt.”

She nodded. He was right. “I love you, you know… and I came here to call you as soon as I could.” She pulled her feet onto the bed.

“I want to hear all about it.”

She smiled. “Second hand phone sex?”

She heard Ken’s snort over the phone. “I’m playing with my dick right now, so yeah.”

She slid her finger up inside her pussy and swabbed herself. Drawing her finger out and up to her mouth, she said, “He came up inside of me.”

Ken’s voice was low. “Oh yeah?”

“Yes,” she licked her finger, tasting the remnants of Brett. “I can still taste him…”

“Oh yeah, baby… tell me all about it.”

***

She gave Ken a blow by blow, stroke by stroke account of her escapade until he orgasmed. They chatted for a few moments after, said their goodnights, and hung up.

She slept like a baby. She was flying out tomorrow.

The next day at the airport she looked at the magazine rack and laughed. On the cover of this month’s Woman’s World was the headline ‘Melt Middle Aged Spread’ next to a photo of a smiling woman. But right below were photos of decadent chocolate cakes with the caption ‘Chocolate Bliss’.

Shaking her head she headed towards her gate. “Mixed messages indeed, Ken,” she said aloud.
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PLOW THROUGH
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Over the next three days, back at Tensor’s office in Black Rapids Tina and Brett were the paragon of professionals. They were wrapping up the project. Montana was running smooth as silk, not a single hiccup.

“So, my work here is done, Tina,” Brett said as they were in the boardroom looking through the last performance metrics from the servers. “You’re coming to the farewell dinner tonight?”

“Yeah, I am.” He had sent her a few texts the day after their encounter in Montana. His final one said that although he’d never forget that night, they’d be better off to resume their relationship as it had been before. She agreed.

As hard as it was to admit to herself, she missed his double entendres though.

“I’m glad. I’m catching the red-eye to New York afterwards, so we’ll say our goodbyes then.” He snapped his laptop closed. “Well, that’s it for me here.” He pushed his chair back and stood up.

Tina stood too. “Well, the party starts at 6:00, I’ll see you there. I have a bunch of stuff to plow through at my desk.” She cocked an eyebrow at him waiting… hoping actually that he’d take the bait. Plow? Desk? No way the old Brett would let it go by. Hell, she was able to come up with a few choice quips even!

But all he did was nod absently as he stuffed his computer into his briefcase. “Yeah, I guess so,” was all he said.

“I’ll see you there then,” she replied, and left the room.

She no sooner was seated at her desk when her phone buzzed with a text:

The skirt outfit you wore today drove me crazy!

She smiled and replied:

Good. I’m glad you noticed!

Brett fired right back:

Oh yeah I noticed! I’d be doing some plowing on your desk if I could!

She snickered. He was still the same old randy Brett:

I was wondering if you’d pick up on that

Brett replied:

LOL! Hey… don’t wear your panties tonight, okay? It’d be really sexy to know you were going commando at a company thing

She laughed out loud and typed:

HA! I haven’t worn underwear since Montana! Just Thigh High stockings!

The ‘arghs’ and ROWLLS of his reply were so worth it. She hadn’t worn panties since she got back from Montana; just Thigh Highs under her skirts. With little black bows. If Brett Sir was going to take advantage of anything, she wanted to be ready. Sadly, he had been a gentleman up until this text exchange. It was a little disappointing, yes; but his frustration at opportunities lost made up for it. Well, almost.

With a small smile, she typed:

See you tonight

Her lips twisted in thought and added:

Sir

She speed dialed Ken and they chatted on the phone for a few minutes before she hung up. She really did have a ton of work to plow through.
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THAT’S THAT
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It was the first time that the Black Rapids office had overseen an upgrade of this magnitude and so the Area President Dellware pulled out all the stops for the party. He had given his Executive Assistant the company Amex Black card and told her there was no bag limit. She had a blast spending money like it was her own wedding, booking the Grand Ballroom at the Sheraton in town. There was a cocktail party, a sit down dinner and dancing, table gifts for each of the 350 or so guests and cab rides home for all.

And an open bar of course.

Needless to say that by the time dessert was served most of the people attending were feeling no pain.

Both Tina and Brett were members of the minority. She had limited her alcohol intake to just the champagne toasts (there were four, and she was the subject of the first one). Brett had also limited his drinking.

The DJ had switched to slower numbers as the evening wore on, and Brett asked Tina to dance when an old track from the ‘80’s, Madonna’s ‘Crazy For You’ started playing.

“Do you know how to Swing dance?” he asked with a smirk as he led her to the floor.

“Of course. I was a member of a club.”

“Oh? Recently?” His eyebrow cocked.

“No, not that club—back in college I was a member of my school’s Swing Dance club.”

As the music played they did a slow version of the Lindy Hop. Brett’s hand on her waist felt wonderful, and she squeezed his shoulder and hand as they did the steps in perfect unison. As the song ended, he twirled her out and back, taking her into his arms as the final chords played.

She smiled up into his face and he kissed her on the forehead.

“Goodbye Pet.”

She went onto her tiptoes and kissed him briefly on the mouth. “Goodbye Sir.”

“I have to head to Chicago. My flight to New York leaves in three hours.”

“I’ll walk you to your car.”

“I’m glad.”

She headed to the elevator to the parking garage while he made his goodbyes to Dellware and the other executives. She pressed the button and got on the elevator when she saw him exit the ballroom and make his way down the corridor.

As soon as the door slid shut he wrapped her in his arms kissing her. His tongue was thick as it invaded her mouth and she lifted her leg to his waist. His hands slid up her thighs, cupping the cheeks of her ass as the elevator descended the two floors to his parking level.

When the door ding’ed open they walked down the sloping ramp to where both Brett’s and Tina’s cars were parked next to each other. His hand was palming her ass as they walked, the back of her skirt hiked up.

“In the back seat?” he said.

“No. Right across the hood.”

He glanced over at the elevator. “That’s a little risky.”

“Don’t worry, it dings before the doors open. We can duck out of the way.” They reached his car and she bent over the hood. “Please sir, fuck me dirty and cum in meeee…”

Brett didn’t need to be told twice. He undid his belt and opened his pants shucking them to his thighs, his hard on bouncing already.

Tina felt the cool steel of the hood of the car against her cheek as Brett moved behind her. She watched over her shoulder as he licked his hand and wiped it on the head of his shaft. She didn’t think it was necessary, she had been horny all day.

Before entering her, Brett nestled his shaft between her ass cheeks. “I wish I had taken your backdoor cherry, Pet.”

“Another time, perhaps,” she replied. She gyrated her hips.

She felt him rub it a few times across her outer lips before sliding it up inside her. He withdrew for just a moment, and grabbing her by her hips, pushed all the way up.

“Oh yesss…” they both murmured together when he bottomed out.

“You’re so wet, Tina!” he gasped.

“You’re so fucking thick!” She loved how his shaft felt. He didn’t have a very long one, but it was the thickest one she ever saw. So far. “I love how you stretch me!”

He bent over on top of her, his hands pawing at her tits through her blouse. He pulled up her blouse and roughly pulled her bra apart so he could massage her breasts while he filled her.

“You’re such a horny girl, Tina. So hot, so fucking horny.” He punctuated his last sentence with his deepest thrust yet.

“You’re such a pig, Brett. So sweetly fuckable.” She resumed her gyrations against him as she snaked her hand down to her crotch. She rubbed the pads of her fingers across the part of his shaft that was fucking her, and began to rub her clit.

Brett’s hands clutched the sides of her hips so hard she knew she would have bruises. He was almost there.

“Cum in me Bret!” she hissed. His own moan, and his slowing down to deliberate, sweetly tortuous thrusts and the spreading warmth inside told her she had pushed him over the edge. He collapsed over her panting.

“Oh shit that was good, Tina,” he gasped into her ear.

She made a ‘umm-hmm’ sound and shimmied her ass into his thighs. “I love you coming in me.” She bore down with her kegels, squeezing his already softening shaft. Her efforts were rewarded with a gasp from Brett.

He straightened back up, and so did Tina. He took her into his arms again, and they kissed deeply.

“I guess this is goodbye,” he said.

She nodded, a wistful smile on her lips. “Yes… it is.”

“It was a special time for me.”

She stood on tiptoe and kissed his cheek. “And me.” She reached over and opened his car door. “And now it’s done. I wish you well…” she raised an eyebrow. “Brett Sir.”

He nodded, smiling ruefully. “Done and done.” He got in, started his car and lowered the window. “Kiss me once for luck, Tina.”

She bent to him and kissed him, this time almost chastely, but yet with a deep affection. She stepped from the parking slot, leaving him to pull out and away. She watched as he turned to the exit ramp and left.

“Well, that’s that.” She said aloud.

The soft ‘beep’ of a car horn a few rows down made her turn her head. “Well… maybe not.” She straightened her skirt and began walking in its direction.
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GOT ANY PLANS?
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Tina felt like she was shedding a skin as she walked up the ramp to where Ken’s Acura  was parked, tucked into a corner of the garage. He lowered his window. His eyes were bright.

“He came inside you?” When she nodded her reply, he licked his lips and tilted his head to the backseat. She opened the rear door and climbed in. She rested against the opposite door. She raised one foot and placed it on the shelf below the rear window. She placed her other foot on the floor of the car. By the time Ken came around to follow her in, she was reclined, and her legs spread wide.

His eyes glittered as he took in her pussy, a dollop of Brett’s semen oozing out. “My cream-pie babe,” he said.

“You want to clean up after him, Ken?” she said in a cooing voice. “You want to clean up your dirty girl’s used pussy?” She felt a shiver talking so dirty. But it was worth it to see the effect her words had on her husband. He actually shivered.

“I’m going to clean up your drippy cunt, baby,” he said as he climbed into the back seat.

He squatted on the floor and lifted her leg over his shoulder. She watched, her eyes wide as he lowered his head and began to lap at her pussy.

“You like sucking on cum, don’t you Ken?” she said in a low voice.

“I love sucking cum out of your pussy,” he murmured.

She twitched when he slid two fingers up inside of her. He wiped them around, and pulled them out. He held them sideways over his open mouth as another dollop gently cascaded onto his tongue.

“That’s right, Ken, clean your baby girl up real good. Make your dirty girl all clean again.” Her fingers wandered down to her clit and she began to rub it gently as she watched her husband service her. He dropped his head back down and licked her thighs, his tongue wide up and down. Returning to her pussy lips, he spread them apart and thrust his tongue up inside.

She felt her tummy glowing again as her fingers lightly buzzed across her clit.

“That’s good, Ken… so good…”

His hands moved up her chest, snaking under her disheveled blouse and began to pinch her nipples as his tongue joined her finger pleasuring her clit. She gasped at the feeling, and her hips began to make small thrusts into his face.

She lay her head back against the armrest of the door. Closing her eyes, she felt Ken’s fingers probe up within her again, as his tongue took over from her finger, lapping like the wings of a buzzing june bug against her clit.

When he twisted his wrist around, up against the spongy mass of her G-spot, she let out a yelp.

“Right there, babe! Don’t stop! I’m almost there!”

Her words emboldened him even more as his hand began to plunge in and out of her.

The orgasm came out of nowhere. She went from being fully aroused to trembling, quaking babbling rapture in a split second. Her hips began to bounce off the seat as her legs seized up in surprise. She rode out her orgasm, and a second one, even more powerful swept over her.

Ken moved his hands, and held her by the waist as he continued licking her. He moved his tongue away from her clit so she could come back down to earth.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God,” she said over and over again.

***

She was cuddled up against Ken on the drive home.

“I wasn’t sure if you were there when Brett and I came out of the elevator,” she said.

“You kidding? I wouldn’t have missed it for the world! Thanks for giving me the heads up.” She was all tucked up next to him, his hand cupping her ass.

Her hand went up to his chest and she rubbed it. “I really liked that.”

“Which part?”

“All of it.” She opened the top three buttons of his shirt and slipped her hand in, playing with his nipples. “Brett’s thick cock… you watching….” her breath caught for a second. “And then you going down on me after.”

“I told you that was something I wanted to do.”

“Yeah, I know. But when you told me, it was just a fantasy you know? And most of the time, the reality falls short of the fantasy.” She tweaked his nipple and he twitched. “But today was perfect. It was just as I imagined it to be.”

Ken nodded. “For me too.” He darted his eyes over to Tina. “It was just as good for me, babe.”

Tina had stopped trying to understand why. She really didn’t have to understand why anyway. She didn’t understand why the Earth doesn’t fall into the Sun; she just accepted that it doesn’t. So if what she was doing as a hot wife turned her husband on in addition to being the most exciting sex she ever had, then so be it.

Ken cleared his throat. “Got any plans for the weekend?”

She smiled. “I got some ideas.”

“Can’t wait to hear ‘em.”

The End of ‘Make Me’

Click here to go to Book 3: A Wanton Wife!

Or Click here to get the whole series as a Box Set!
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That first step is always the scariest. My first cigarette (Hey! I quit years ago!), my first drink, and my first blowjob… each of those experiences were filled with trepidation. Sorry, but no—the first time I had sex, I was too turned on to be scared.

But in those other episodes, each and every time, I found that the fear was something to be acknowledged, but didn’t deserve to be the barrier it was. Which, I suppose, I try anything twice. Once to get past the nerves, and the second to see if I like it. I usually do!
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Turn the page for other books I’ve written!
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Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City…

Click here for Episode 1

Or…

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


Swinger Fantasies
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Wife swapping really isn’t a turn on for Damian. Something else is…

His fantasy is to watch Janice be taken by another man. To want to be taken by another man.

Click Here for Episode 1: Sharing Janice

Or...

Click here for all Four Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results…
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Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!

OEBPS/image_rsrc17Y.jpg
Mia Moorg





OEBPS/image_rsrc180.jpg
MiA

v

M OORE

»

A MIA MOORE NOVEL





OEBPS/image_rsrc17X.jpg
Dan’s
new job
has some
great

j ~ perks!

Meet the new
neighbors.

Check your }
clothes at the (£ \=(
door. |
WHAT?

A MIA MOORE NOVEL






OEBPS/image_rsrc17Z.jpg





cover.jpeg
THE HOTWIFE CHRO NlCLES

N . 1





OEBPS/image_rsrc181.jpg
Mia Floorg





OEBPS/image_rsrc182.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc183.jpg
AAN s # \\SA
) ,‘l.?__nln:hu

=T moOX

A= = IOESREZTEIE) =L@ T s
o o =OCbo i =ioa o i
o = =

kindle






OEBPS/image_rsrc184.jpg





