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Rachel couldn’t remember ever being this
nervous, or this turned on. As she checked her reflection in the
mirror behind the marble sink she took a deep breath, hoping to
calm herself a little before she left the bathroom. He’s just a
man, she told herself, but she had watched him strip naked on
stage, admired his muscular body, seen his impressive manhood
rising proudly, fantasized about being with him, dreamed about
sleeping with him and imagined the feel of that cock inside
her.

She had dreamt about the other strippers that
she had seen performing on the same stage too, all three of them
just as well built, just as handsome and just as well hung as Sal.
The knowledge that they were all relaxing in the hotel suite’s
other rooms just a short distance away added something to her
excitement. She had got to know them all a little in the last few
days, learned that none of them were the kind of man who would
spurn the advances of a fan eager to touch what they had watched on
the stage, and she couldn’t shake the thought that if she asked
them they would all be keen to make love to her.

Four men, she thought, the idea scaring her
but arousing her too, the memory of their toned bodies, their stiff
cocks ….. she knew that this night would never come around again
and that turning her back on the opportunity to live out her
wildest fantasy would be something that she would regret
forever.

When she had met Sal at her local gym she had
immediately been attracted to him, and seeing him on stage had been
enough to turn him into a perfect dream lover. Now he was naked in
the next room, lying in an enormous bed, waiting for her, and there
were three more handsome men who’d be more than happy to fuck her
too, just down the corridor. How on earth had she got to this
moment, she wondered as she resisted the temptation to make any
more adjustments to her long brown hair, which tumbled onto her
shoulders in loose curls.

She told herself to calm down as she rested
her manicured fingers on the edge of the sink, scanning her
reflection again. Her hazel eyes stared back for a moment before
they glanced over her body. She knew that she looked hot, her form
flattered by the lace edged teddy that she wore, the skimpy garment
cut so cleverly that it accentuated her curves in all the right
places. When she leaned forward to check the glossy lipstick on her
full mouth the dark shadow between her ample breasts seemed to grow
for a moment, her soft flesh straining against her flimsy clothing.
The cool and conditioned air of the palatial bathroom had combined
with her rising desire to ensure that her dark nipples had
stiffened, poking rudely, and Rachel realized that she looked just
as horny as she felt. He’ll be fucking me in a few minutes, she
thought, and her body reacted enthusiastically, a heat that seemed
to have an origin deep inside her spreading slowly and bringing a
glow to her skin. She wondered for an instant whether her desire
had betrayed itself by dampening the thin fabric between her legs,
but the briefest touch told her that it was dry there for now,
though she knew that her body was beginning to anticipate the
pleasure that lay await for it in the room next door.

With one final glance around the biggest and
most luxurious bathroom that she had ever seen, she took a deep
breath and headed for the door. He’s just a man, she told herself
again as she turned the door handle, trying to make herself relax a
little so that she could enjoy what would surely be the experience
of a lifetime. She decided to focus on Sal first, the thought of
having four men sharing her still a little overwhelming, though the
fantasy was so exciting, so inspiring. Adopting what she hoped
looked like a confident smile, she opened the door and stepped into
the bedroom, her naked feet sinking into the deep carpet. The room
was decorated in a variety of tasteful shades of cream, the subdued
lighting adding richness to the scene.

He was sat up in the bed waiting for her,
several big white pillows behind him, a thin sheet covering him
from the waist down. This was literally a dream come true for
Rachel. The idle fantasy of sleeping with a handsome, sexy male
stripper was one she shared with millions of women throughout the
world, but how many of them got the chance to live it out? He
returned her smile, perfect teeth white beneath those oh so
kissable lips, set on a face that was endlessly handsome, almost
hypnotic in its ability to entrance. She had seen him naked before
of course, but close up his body was even more impressive. Tanned,
toned, taut and defined, he had the physique that only someone with
enormous focus and the time to work on it could aspire to. As
Rachel’s eyes briefly glanced lower she imagined that she could see
the telltale bulge of an erection in the folds of fabric over his
hips, though she found it easy to look away to meet his compelling
dark eyes again. Was he hard already? Was he just as excited as
her? The thought that his lust might match hers was another turn
on, and when he spoke he confirmed what she was thinking, somehow
raising the tension in the room even further.

‘My God Rachel, you look so hot! When we
first met at the gym I thought you were cute, but the more I saw
the more …. you are truly gorgeous!’ Confidence flooded through
Rachel as she heard his confession, the knowledge that she was
indeed desired helping her to relax a little. She slowly paced
towards the bed, watching him as his eyes danced over her body,
suddenly finding herself enjoying being the centre of his
attention. When she reached the foot of the bed she paused and
looked down at him, her hair falling forward a little.

‘So you’re glad I wanted to come back here
with you?’ she asked as she slowly moved a handful of curls away
from her face, tucking them behind an ear before letting her hand
rest at the top of her neck for a moment.

‘Undoubtedly, we all were. The guys all like
you and we were all hoping you’d come back with us.’

‘Were you fighting over me?’ she teased as
she watched him, not moving closer for the moment.

‘No honey,’ he smiled, his usual confidence
returning, ‘we were hoping to share you.’ Rachel’s heart lurched in
her chest, her wildest fantasy suddenly very real, and he saw the
shock in her face. ‘If that’s what you’d like Rachel, that is what
we’d like to do for you. Remember, this is just sex, not love. We
want to give you pleasure, to give you sex that you’ve never had
before, help you live out a fantasy. Whatever you want….’

‘Okay, yes I do want you all,’ replied Rachel
as she met his eye, unable to believe what she was saying, ‘but I
think we should have a few minutes alone together first.’ Sal
watched as Rachel’s hand slowly moved lower to cup a full breast,
thumb stroking the erect nipple and exciting them both.

‘Oh fuck…,’ he sighed, and Rachel was sure
that she saw movement under the sheet, his manhood stiffening and
shifting in response to her teasing. She smiled again,
acknowledging his arousal as she brought her free hand up to cup
her other breast, fingers curling slowly over them, fingertips
slipping under the lacy cloth.

‘So, you’re a boob man?’ she smiled, tugging
at the fabric to reveal just a tiny bit more of her cleavage,
knowing now that she had him under her spell.

‘I love your body, every single part of it.’
He had recovered his composure now and they were both enjoying the
anticipation, both knowing that their fantasies would become
reality and wanting to savour every moment.

The wall to her right was made entirely of
glass, the darkness of the night outside obscuring everything but
the countless twinkling lights of the city, and the feeling that
other eyes outside might be on her was hard to shake. The
exhibitionist streak in her found the darkness exciting, the idea
that anyone could watch while she fucked this handsome man
empowering her and boosting her ego.

‘A lot of men seem to like my boobs,’ she
continued, pulling the fabric of the teddy away to uncover a
breast, hand slipping over the creamy skin, fingers brushing over a
now very stiff nipple. Without thinking, she moved forward to kneel
on the bed, surrendering to an instinctive urge to be closer to the
man of her dreams. His erection was plainly visible beneath the
sheet now, the promisingly thick outline of his turgid member
moving as it grew.

When Rachel pulled the teddy off her
shoulders so it fell around her waist, exposing her bosom and the
soft curve of her tummy, he moved forward and sat up before moving
onto his haunches, unable to resist her any longer. He took a
nipple into his mouth, making Rachel sigh as he caressed the stiff
teat with his tongue. She buried a hand in his thick black hair,
watching as he feasted, still struggling to believe what she was
seeing, feeling her arousal grow again as he moved his mouth to her
other breast. When he released her she hurriedly pushed the teddy
off her body, the feel of the material on her round bottom, hips
and thighs as she removed it almost a tease in itself, before
kneeling close to him and taking him in her arms in a long awaited
embrace.

Rachel’s soft breasts pushed against his
muscular frame as their lips sought each other, the first of
countless kisses as hands explored smooth skin. When Rachel felt
his strong hands urging him over her she didn’t resist, moving one
leg over him so that she could sit in his lap while facing him.
There were a few moments of awkward adjustment before she felt the
head of his prick at the entrance to her sex and it was an
animalistic lust that urged her on now, the need to feel him inside
her something that she could not resist or delay.

She slowly sank onto him, her sigh almost a
growl of lust as he filled her sensitive pussy, his shaft
stretching the liquid walls. God, he’s big, she realized as her hot
sex enveloped him, the head of his prick so deep inside her. She
sought his eyes and they shared a look of wordless satisfaction as
their bodies melded, becoming one for a few moments of bliss. Their
gaze was locked as Rachel began to move on him, finding that she
could lift her hips a little and enjoy the delicious friction of
his rock-like erection as her hot quim slid up and down it.

The caressing strokes of her pussy walls
inspired incredible pleasure for him too, the thrill of having a
beautiful young woman pleasure him so wonderfully too much to bear.
He rested his hands on her hips, her skin warm beneath his
fingertips as she rode him, feeling the steady rise and fall as her
beautiful brown eyes, dilated by desire, looked into his own. He
knew then that Rachel was an incredible woman, one without equal
among the countless women he had bedded, and a small part of him
wished that he could keep her all to himself, if only for that
night, but even as the thought registered in his mind he realized
that his body had a more urgent agenda. He felt the stirrings of
his orgasm deep in his groin, knowing that already there was
nothing he could do to stop it.

‘Shit, I think I’m coming,’ he managed, but
Rachel simply smiled, maintaining the delectable movement of her
sex on him without a moment of hesitation.

‘That’s okay, honey,’ she whispered, voice
thick with lust. ‘Come if you want to, come inside me if you’d
like. I’ve got all night and I’m sure your friends will be able to
look after me while you recover.’ She stopped her movements,
settling onto him, bathing his shaft in her juices as she smiled
again. ‘After they’ve fucked me for a while, I’m sure you’ll be
ready for me again.’ His powerful hands stroked her shapely thighs
as he felt his cock begin to throb, Rachel leaning forward to kiss
him softly before she continued. ‘I’ve not even seen this lovely
cock of yours yet, not close up, not properly, let alone played
with it, kissed it, licked it …. actually, I’m looking forward to
sucking it a little…’ He could feel her tensing muscles deep inside
herself, her body squeezing his shaft a little, the intimacy of the
moment overwhelming. ‘Does that feel nice?’ Rachel continued as she
began to fuck him again. ‘I want to do everything with you, and it
might just take all night,’ she whispered in his ear, her tongue
following her words to caress there, and that was enough. She felt
his hands move to her hips again as he held her on him, his cock
exploding inside her as he came, thick wads of sperm bathing the
most hidden parts of her sex as his dick jerked with each
squirt.

She could feel him coming, and the compliment
of his hasty ejaculation was another source of arousal for her,
though she was certainly planning to have much more fun with her
fantasy lovers before the sun rose…

 


When he awoke from his slumber a few moments
later he felt Rachel’s body, soft and warm against him, before he
opened his eyes. He was a little embarrassed to have come so
quickly, but he had wanted her since their first meeting and his
mind had inspired as much of his arousal as the breathtaking caress
of her sex on his cock. He reflected on his countless previous
conquests, but he couldn’t recall anyone that had given him
anything even approaching the thrill that he had just experienced
with Rachel. In fact, nowadays he found that getting a woman into
his bed was just too easy and the sex was often so uninvolving that
he’d have to concentrate or risk losing interest completely. Never
had he met a woman like this one, a woman that excited him enough
to make him come so quickly, so hard and so completely.

As if she had heard his thoughts, she began
to stir alongside him, her pretty face turning to his.

‘Hello handsome,’ she smiled. ‘Recovered
yet?’

‘Getting there,’ he responded with a smile of
his own.

‘I should hope so. I’ve got plans for you,
but perhaps it’s time to call in some reinforcements.’ This woman
is so different, he thought again. Most women were so excited at
being with him that they simply became passive servants, more than
happy to do whatever he asked, but she was an incredible free
spirit. She wanted to be with him, but only on her terms.

She jumped off the bed, opening the bedroom
door and calling to the three men that were relaxing in front of a
giant television, each one of them sharing a beer.

‘Logan, could I borrow you for a few
minutes?’ The powerfully built black man stood, grinning
good-naturedly at the cheers of the friends that he had been
sitting between. ‘Don’t worry you two,’ continued Rachel, ‘I just
need five minutes with Logan, then we can have some fun together.’
Adam and Dan nodded and smiled, Adam raising his beer in salute as
though it was the most natural thing in the world for the four of
them to fuck a woman together. Part of Rachel couldn’t believe what
she was doing, but the men had become her friends in the last few
weeks and it seemed that their laid-back, no strings approach to
sex was something that she had happily adopted!

‘There’s an incredible bathroom in here,’ she
continued as Logan stepped into the bedroom, finding herself happy
for him to see her naked for the first time even though he was
still fully clothed, ‘and I thought we could share a shower. I
think your cock would enjoy me giving it a nice soapy wash, and
there’s something I’d like you to do for me too.’

 


Five minutes later they were in the biggest
shower cubicle that Rachel had ever used, enjoying a warm deluge
that would have put a rainforest to shame. She had been as good as
her word, soaping every inch of his ebony frame, leaving his still
slumbering cock till last. He had truly enjoyed the feel of her
hands on his body, and she had made the most of her opportunity to
touch every part of him, her mind comparing him to a classical
statue, so firm and perfect. She had never been intimate with a
black man before, and the contrast of her pale hands on his dark
flesh was a new experience that she had been dreaming of since she
had first seen him, stripping on stage.

By the time she began to turn her attention
to his cock it had begun to awaken a little, firming slowly as she
soaped him. Even his cock is perfect, she marveled silently as she
stroked him, kneeling as she warmed to her task. He was a lovely
size, long without being freakishly so, fat without being out of
proportion. More remarkably, his prick was perfectly straight and
completely smooth, lacking any of the prominent veins she had seen
on her other lovers. It’s truly perfect, she decided as she let the
falling water rinse him, his shaft now fully erect. She
contemplated sucking him, knowing that she would enjoy pleasuring
him in that way almost as much as he would, but her own body was
begging for attention and she knew that he would be happy to accede
to any request that she cared to make. Quickly standing, she
wrapped her arms around him for a few moments, giving him the
pleasure of her soft, warm, slippery body as she enjoyed the feel
of his hard cock pressing against her tummy.

‘Your turn to kneel, honey.’ He silently
obliged, knowing what she wanted, and as she leaned against a tiled
wall he settled at her feet. ‘That’s right handsome, put that
pretty face between my legs…’ A moment later his tongue had found
her sex and she gasped as it brushed over her clitoris. Very nice,
she thought as he began a series of long licks, her thrill doubled
when she looked down to see his full mouth on her pussy, eyes
closed as he lapped away.

How did I get here, she wondered again as she
felt arousal growing inside her. I’m just an average girl next door
from nowhere, yet… She looked down again as she put a hand against
the wall, steadying herself as her knees weakened. Beneath his
questing tongue she could see his erection, now pointing skywards
as its owner tasted her, his task obviously a turn on for him too.
Jesus, that’s a nice cock, she thought again as she began to
approach orgasm, and in that moment she knew what she wanted.

Urging him back onto his feet, Rachel held
him once more, their mouths meeting in a passionate open mouthed
kiss before she turned her back on him, putting both hands on the
tiles. He reacted quickly, strong hands on her hips as he moved her
into position and a moment later she felt his cock on her pussy
lips, the anticipation almost too much for her as he probed
hesitantly. Rachel groaned with frustration but even as the breath
left her he slid home, shocking her with the sudden penetration for
a moment, before he began to fuck her with a muscular intensity
that completed her bliss and took her to the edge of ecstasy, the
side of her face hot against the cool wet tiles as she leant
against the wall for support, the warm water soaking them both. The
cubicle was full of the sound of their bodies slapping together,
accompanied by their wordless gasps as they coupled hungrily. She
could think of nothing but the magnificent dark cock that was
pistoning in and out of her and inspiring such incredible bliss,
the pleasure seemingly having taken control of every fibre of her
being. This was just another fantastic episode in a life that was
changing so much and though she had always enjoyed an active sex
life, nothing she had experienced before could compare to the
living out of a lifelong fantasy like this, not when the reality
was proving even more incredible than the dream! The thought that
Adam and Dan were waiting patiently for her nearby and Sal was
doubtless ready to fuck her again too was an incredible one. She
didn’t feel like a slut, she felt like a queen with an army of
servants to satisfy her every whim, and what she wanted tonight was
to be fucked, to come, come and come again and experience true
satisfaction. The feel of Logan’s cock was magnificent, but even as
her orgasm overtook her and she came, groaning wordlessly as she
surrendered to heaven, she began to imagine what she’d most like
next. An image of herself on all fours, Adam fucking her from
behind while she sucked Dan’s lovely long shaft, appeared in her
mind and she knew it was another fantasy that she simply had to
fulfil. Her mind was clouded by bliss, by the pleasure of the
moment as well as the anticipation of what was to come, but as she
wondered how she had found her way to this heavenly night a small
part of her mind answered her, traveling back six months, back to a
conversation with her best friend Rob, the start of a series of
chance events that had led her to this moment of ecstasy…

 


‘You’ve got to tell her, Rob.’ Rachel could
see the frustration and uncertainty in her friend’s face and her
heart went out to him. The confident and successful man she had
known for so long seemed to have disappeared for now, replaced by
someone who was a victim of circumstance, at the mercy of events
that he had no control over. They had met at the same café
countless times before but she had never seen him as low as
this.

‘I know, I know,’ he replied, not meeting her
eye as he stared into his coffee. ‘I was just hoping that something
would sort itself out. I’m really good at my job, and I’ve had
offers before. Now I’m being laid off all the people that were
interested in poaching me in the past aren’t taking my calls – I
feel like a leper.’ It occurred to Rachel that for the first time
in their years of friendship there was a contradiction in Rob. He
was a tall and handsome man, and his devotion to the gym had given
him a body that was both lean and muscular. She was used to
noticing admiring glances from other women when she spent time with
her friend but today his body language was enough to discourage
anyone, an air of defeat enveloping him like a cloud. His face,
normally so open and friendly, seemed to wear a mask of defeat and
his brown eyes had lost their warmth. Even his dark blond hair,
usually sharply cut, looked a little unkempt today.

When Rachel had started work after leaving
college five years ago Rob had been her first boss, and a
friendship had blossomed immediately. He was only a couple of years
older than her and they had sensed that they were kindred spirits,
sharing a sense of humour and an outlook on life that meant they
became close very quickly. When Rob successfully applied for a more
senior role with a competing firm they had made a point of keeping
in touch through phone calls, emails and frequent lunch time
coffees, the fact that Rob was no longer her supervisor removing
the only flaw in their relationship.

Rob’s career had skyrocketed while Rachel’s
had stalled, promotions at his new company coming along at regular
intervals while she stayed in the same job she had been in on her
first day in work. Rachel had always felt that that was the only
difference between them – she was happy with her job, enjoying the
routine and liking the people she worked with too much to think of
moving on. The money was enough for her and she just didn’t see the
need to change. Rob was much more driven, his obsessional side
giving him a need to aim for perfection in everything that he did,
and the success that he invariably achieved meant that his
superiors were keen to give him more responsibility, knowing that
he would reward their trust in him by helping to make their company
more profitable. Now all that had changed, the reputation that he
had spent so long building rendered meaningless by an international
takeover that had left his job, and the job of everyone in his
office, redundant.

‘Listen, you’ll find another job – you’re too
good at what you do to be out of work for long. You do need to tell
Cassie what’s going on though.’

‘I just wanted to get something first. I
thought that I’d be able to jump into a new job, and then I could
let her know. I still have another three weeks before they shut the
office.’ Rachel paused before replying, not wanting to say the
wrong thing while her friend was so vulnerable. He had been married
to Cassie for four years and though she had met his wife several
times there was no love lost between them. Fiona had always felt
that Cassie was more attracted to Rob’s status and bank balance
than to him, and Cassie had always seemed to see her as a rival,
despite the fact that Rachel and Rob had never been more than
friends. He had been engaged when they first met, and though she
had been single at that time she had never dreamt of trying to
steal Rob’s affections. She had occasionally wondered how things
might have turned out if they had both been single when they had
started working together, but they had got so used to the platonic
nature of their relationship that the thought of being anything
more to each other was a little difficult to imagine. She’d had
several boyfriends over the last few years, but none of her
relationships had developed into anything more serious and she
remained philosophical about her love life, enjoying the advantages
of being single and confident that the right man would come along
one day and a new episode of her life would begin, when the time
was right.

‘Rob, she’s your wife, she deserves to know.
I’m sure she’ll be sympathetic.’ There was another silence between
them, both of them contemplating the effect his redundancy might
have on his marriage.

‘You’re right, as always. I’ll tell her
tonight. Are you heading to the gym after work?’

‘No, Ben mentioned something about meeting up
tonight, so I think I’ll be busy,’ Rachel replied as she grabbed
her jacket, preparing to leave. Rachel had met Ben a few weeks ago
and after a few months of being single she was enjoying having a
boyfriend again. When she was single she always spent more time at
the gym but Ben provided the opportunity for a completely
different, and far more enjoyable, workout! In normal circumstances
Rob would have picked up on the hidden message in her words and
made a suitably arch comment, but today he still seemed more
preoccupied with the contents of his coffee cup.

‘Okay, I guess I’ll speak to you soon.’
Rachel paused for a moment, knowing that she couldn’t leave her
friend like this. ‘Listen, give me a ring tomorrow, yeah? Let me
know how things went with Cassie and let me know how you are. I can
see that this has hit you hard – I’m worried about you.’ At last he
looked up and met her eye, looking utterly beaten.

‘Thanks. Don’t worry, I’ll be fine. I’ll
speak to you tomorrow.’ He managed a smile, a brief glimpse of the
old Rob appearing for an instant. ‘You have a good night, and
thanks.’ Rachel flashed him an encouraging smile and headed back to
her office, aware that she was already late.

 


It was several hours later when Rob parked
his expensive saloon car in the driveway of his home. Though his
job was disappearing he had been as busy as ever that afternoon,
determined to do a good job right up to the last day. Rachel’s
words returned to his mind and he tried to steel himself for the
grim task ahead. He’d had another disappointing email that
afternoon, from the manager of a rival firm. Six months ago he had
told Rob to contact him if he wanted a new challenge but now, after
avoiding his calls for a fortnight, he had finally contacted him to
say that he ‘wasn’t in the position to make an offer for the
foreseeable future.’ He had now accepted that there was every
chance that he would be facing some time without a job and had
already started broadening his search, considering anything he
could turn his hand to rather than not work at all.

Locking his car, he turned to his home, light
spilling through the windows in the twilight. Cassie was always
home at this time and he knew that she would be preparing a meal
for him. He remembered the conversation that they had had shortly
after their marriage when he had suggested that she give up work,
never imagining that he wouldn’t be able to provide for them both.
She had been an assistant in a local shop but hated the repetitive
work, the rude customers and the unsocial hours so when he had
pointed out that he earned around ten times as much as she did and
that they could comfortably do without the extra income she didn’t
need any persuading to leave. He had been more than happy to share
his money with her, and she had thrown herself into the role of
full time wife, keeping the house and garden perfect, taking on all
the cooking and dishwashing and happy to deal with all the everyday
chores that came with running a home.

She had always been keen to please him in
other ways too, happy to make love when he was in the mood and
making the most of her naturally flirtatious nature to create an
amorous atmosphere. He had been sexually attracted to her from the
moment he first saw her and she had never lost her allure. Cassie
enjoyed making the most of her undoubted good looks and curvy
figure, and Rob found her just as irresistible as he always had.
Her lively personality certainly helped, a cheeky remark never far
away, and these things combined to ensure that their sex life
remained as active as it always had been.

When Rob unlocked the front door he was
greeted by the sound of Cassie’s voice, singing along happily to a
tune on the radio. Following the sound, he found her in the kitchen
with her back to the door as she worked at a counter. She hadn’t
heard him come in and he watched her in silence for a moment, still
enjoying the look of her body, despite its familiarity. Though it
was still afternoon she was clad in a thin silk dressing gown that
ended way above the knee, her legs enrobed in black stockings. She
was wearing a pair of black high heels too and though she was
preparing a meal Rob knew that she had more than eating on her
mind.

Despite his depressed state, Rob’s eyes
wandered over her shapely form. She was only five feet tall but her
body was all curves and her full bottom, accentuated by her heels,
poked rudely out behind her. Her long black hair, perfect as
always, cascaded down her back and as Rob stepped towards her he
could smell her expensive perfume. Sensing his presence, Cassie
turned to greet him with a ready smile, her full lips painted a
deep glossy red.

‘Hi Rob, I didn’t hear you come in! I thought
you’d go to the gym tonight – I wasn’t expecting you so early.’

‘No, I didn’t fancy it.’

‘Never mind. Dinner will be another half an
hour at least, but I’m glad you’re here – I wanted to show you what
I bought today,’ she replied, turning off the radio. Rob didn’t
reply, slipping his jacket off and throwing it over a chair as his
wife continued, her dark eyes twinkling with mischief as she spoke.
‘You remember I said I needed some new underwear? Anyway, I’ve been
into town and treated myself. I was planning to just get some
things for everyday wear, but they had a sale on some really nice
stuff. I got a little carried away and spent a lot more than I’d
planned to, but I knew you wouldn’t mind. When I got home I tried
everything on and I really like it all but I thought I’d wait until
you got home so you could see it too. If you think it’s too
expensive or you don’t like them I can always take it all back.’ As
she finished speaking she began to undo the belt holding her
dressing gown shut, looking up at him through her dark fringe as
she did so, knowing that she could still entrance him with her
sexuality. Despite himself, Rob felt a stirring in his loins as she
began to reveal a little more of her perfect body, the creamy skin
of her neck and the top of her chest first before her full cleavage
popped into view, held in place by a sexy black bra that showed her
breasts off wonderfully. ‘Do you like it?’ she asked quietly,
though she knew that Rob was now a lot less interested in what she
was wearing and more focused on what lay beneath.

‘Very nice,’ he managed, and Cassie knew then
that she had him, but she decided to continue the game a little
longer.

‘It looked lovely in the shop and I did try
it on there. It was so perfect on me that I couldn’t resist getting
the panties too.’ With that, she let her robe fall to the floor,
revealing a tiny pair of cute panties that only just managed to
cover her sex. Rob suddenly realized that he was hard, Cassie
having turned him on as skillfully and effortlessly as ever, his
eyes wandering from bosom to crotch to thigh, admiring the sexy
stockings there before feasting again on the curvaceous body
beneath his wife’s new purchases. ‘I had to get some stockings too
to complete the look, then I thought I needed shoes to show the
whole collection off.’ Cassie knew her husband well enough to be
sure that she had him exactly where she wanted him, her power over
him as much of a turn on to her as the growing bulge in his
trousers. ‘As I say, dinner will be at least half an hour, so…’

‘Upstairs,’ whispered Rob as he met her eye
at last, suddenly needing the escape of sex, needing to distract
himself from real life for a few minutes. Cassie giggled
delightedly and a small part of Rob wondered if she was happy at
the promise of sex in his reply, or pleased that she had again used
her sexuality to manipulate him. I just can’t resist her, Rob
thought, knowing that the pleasure she could give him put her
firmly in charge and made him her slave.

She playfully darted for the stairs as
quickly as her heels permitted and he followed, powerless to resist
her. At six feet tall he was a foot taller than her, and his
frequent trips to the gym meant that his sixty pound weight
advantage was all muscle, but her hold over him was founded on
something much more subtle, yet infinitely more persuasive.

As Cassie climbed the stairs Rob was treated
to a close up view of her perfectly formed bottom, the back of her
panties barely more than a thong and leaving acres of flesh on
display. Below that, her wonderfully shapely thighs moved with a
hypnotic grace, the movement of her body making him a slave to her
charms. Needing to touch her, Rob felt his hand reach out, his body
rather than his mind making the decisions now. A moment later he
had claimed his prize, hand resting on a soft globe and squeezing,
his cock straining under his clothes as he touched her.

‘Careful! I don’t want to fall, and these
heels…’ Rob didn’t respond, his urges overtaking him completely
now, and he impatiently put his hands on her hips, hooking his
fingers into her panties and roughly pulling at them, leaving them
halfway down her thighs. He was rewarded by a pornographic sight,
the slim pink lips of her shaven sex only a few inches from his
face, the wrinkled flesh of her asshole just above it, and Cassie
was suddenly unable to move, her panties trapping her where she
stood. Rob was unable to think about anything other than fucking
the delicious little pussy in front of him, completely enslaved by
his lust, and he began to fumble with his belt buckle, impatient to
release his straining cock.

‘Rob!’ giggled Cassie. ‘Can’t you wait?’ He
was sure that he could detect an edge of satisfaction in her voice,
a pleasure in the knowledge that she was desired so helplessly. He
might have trapped her on the stairs, but she would always have the
upper hand, and they both knew it.

He was far too aroused to care about the
balance of power in their relationship now, his prick springing
free as he pushed his trousers down a little. He took a moment to
use his hands to urge Cassie down, his wife obediently placing her
hands and knees on the stairs before reaching back to pull her
panties down a little more, easing them over her knees and then
over one shoe, leaving them hanging on the other ankle.

‘You’re such a bad boy,’ she sighed as she
felt the head of his prick against her sex, but a part of him knew
that she was completely in charge, and he was simply dancing to her
tune.

Any concerns he might have had were
overwhelmed by the physical need in his groin now and when he
pushed his prick against her she simply opened up to receive him,
the lips of her pussy parting obediently before caressing his shaft
as he slowly sank home, marveling at the wet heat that he was
suddenly bathing in. Holding onto her hips again in an attempt to
keep his balance, he began to slowly thrust in and out of her, the
pleasure so breathtaking that he knew that he was only seconds away
from spending inside her.

‘Fuck…’ he groaned as he began to pump away
with a steady slow rhythm, Cassie suddenly silent and submissive.
Her expensive perfume combined with their own scents, filling his
nostrils as his balls prepared to unload. Cassie looked back over
her shoulder at him, an unreadable expression in her dark eyes, and
as their eyes met he began to come, cock throbbing inside her hot
sex as it squirted deep inside.

When his passion had spent Rob suddenly felt
a wave of fatigue overwhelm him, the chemicals flooding his body
combining with the stresses of the last few days to drain his
energy for the moment and suddenly he found himself unable to
support his own weight. There was a moment of awkwardness as they
carefully adjusted their positions, moving apart now. Rob sat on a
stair, recovering, and Cassie stood again, smiling down at Rob as
she did so.

‘Come on lover boy, I haven’t finished with
you yet!’ As Rob began to slowly stand too he looked down for a
moment, glancing at Cassie’s feet. Her skimpy black panties were
still resting on one stocking clad ankle, the stiletto heel of
Cassie’s shoe helping to create an image that was almost
fetishistic. Despite his recent exertions, Rob felt the sight begin
to inspire him, and he knew that Cassie was only just getting
started. She looked down the stairway at him as she ascended, her
expression briefly making him wonder if she could read his mind, so
sure she seemed of her power to arouse him. He summoned up the
energy to follow her to the bedroom, letting her take the lead.

‘Lie down,’ she ordered, and he was happy to
oblige, collapsing onto the soft mattress. She quickly knelt by
him, small hands busy on his shirt, systematically beginning to
undress him. Soon he was naked and his wife sat back as she smiled
down at him again, eyes wandering over his muscular frame. ‘Very
nice. You are looking quite defined at the moment – all those extra
gym visits are paying off.’ Rob had been going straight from work
to the gym quite frequently recently, the routine of exercise
helping to calm his troubled mind, and he was probably in the best
shape of his life as a result. Cassie had always encouraged him to
keep fit, and enjoyed having such a muscular and toned husband,
though she never joined up herself, knowing her allure was based on
something that no gym could provide.

‘Oh yes, very nice indeed,’ she mused as she
ran a fingertip across his midriff, tracing the outlines of the
individual muscles there. ‘You are looking so ripped – that is one
hell of a six pack!’ Rob relaxed into the bed, knowing that his
impossibly sexy wife was as turned on as him now and that the fun
was not over yet. ‘There’s only one part of you that’s not looking
so firm, but I think I can do something about that.’ He watched as
she slowly reached behind herself, unhooking her bra but in no
hurry to take it off, instead slowly peeling it away from her body
and revealing her round yet pert boobs gradually, slipping her
hands under the cups of the bra as it fell away and covering as
much as she could, teasing him. ‘No signs of life yet,’ she
commented. ‘My nipples are harder than you are at the moment.’ Her
hands began to move against her body as she spoke, palms brushing.
‘Perhaps I could start without you…’ When she moved her hands away
to show him he could see that her dark nipples were indeed stiff
and when her fingertips began to toy with them he felt a familiar
stirring in his groin, the sight of her soft breasts as she
pleasured herself an inspiration. ‘Ah, movement,’ she smiled.
‘You’ve always been a sucker for a little teasing. To be honest
though, I don’t want to wait too long. Perhaps I need to get to the
heart of the matter.’ When she lay alongside him, face by his
crotch, supporting herself on an elbow, he knew her intentions and
blood began to fill his shaft. ‘Wow, the first hint of a bit of
oral and suddenly you’re springing to life! Men are so
predictable…’ Cassie lowered her head and when he felt her perfumed
hair fall onto his skin his prick began to rise, though she ignored
it for a moment. Her soft lips began to kiss around his cock,
finding sensitive spots on his hips, and when he felt her tongue
begin a series of little licks there he gasped, his work worries
completely forgotten for the moment.

‘Nice?’ she whispered as she glanced up, a
glimmer of amusement in her eyes.

‘Oh yes,’ he replied, his shaft now semi
erect, standing away from his body but not yet fully stiff.

‘You know, he is looking a little …. tacky at
the moment. I’m not sure I want to put it in my mouth.’

‘It was clean before I put it in you.’

‘Cheeky bastard!’ she laughed. ‘Do you think
I should?’ He knew that he was being teased again, but he knew his
wife well enough to know that she didn’t want to stop any more than
he did. She wanted him inside her again but he had to be hard
first, and she knew the one thing guaranteed to get him hard, fast.
‘I suppose it’s only our juices, all mingled together. Quite
romantic, in a way,’ she mused as she wrapped a thumb and
forefinger around the base of his shaft. Leaning closer, she pushed
her tongue out and gave him a long, soft, wet lick, smiling as he
sprang to attention in response before licking him again with
another slow and sensual contact. A moment later she had devoured
him, taking his entire length into her mouth and sucking gently for
a moment, making him gasp.

‘Oh Cassie…’ he managed as pleasure flooded
through him, the sight of her pretty face as she sucked him adding
to his lust. When she let his cock slide from between her lips he
was stiff.

‘Tastes lovely,’ she whispered before taking
him into her mouth again, moving her head in a slow rhythm, her
sweet lips providing a soft friction that was maddeningly exciting.
He watched as her cheeks flushed a little, the thrill of pleasuring
him so intimately a turn on for her too, and as he watched she
warmed to her task, punctuating her deep sucks by releasing him to
lick and kiss the swollen head of his cock. She met his eye again
each time, enjoying the thrill of his eyes on her as she licked
him. ‘I love being your little slut,’ she said, a shameless look in
her eyes, ‘but I think it’s time you did a little work too.’ She
took his cock into her mouth again, moving her body over him until
her sex was over his face. He happily accepted the invitation,
resting his hands on her buttocks as he licked at the lips of her
exposed pussy, feeling her groan as an added pleasure on his shaft,
hot breath rushing over it. After enjoying lapping at her sopping
quim for a couple of minutes he began to use his tongue on her
swollen clitoris, the fingertips of one hand moving over her flesh
to tease the lips of her sex. He felt the colder air of the room on
his prick as she released him, finding it impossible to do anything
but enjoy the feel of his tongue on her.

‘Oh fuck Rob, that’s it! Just …. go on, just
there…’ Emboldened by her heartfelt words, he let his fingers delve
a little deeper, feeling the wetness as they slipped between her
lips. Cassie pushed her body back a little, feeling an instinctive
need for the penetration, and he pushed two fingers deep into her,
his own cock throbbing in response to the thrill of feeling her
pussy’s tight heat.

He could feel Cassie’s fingers encircling his
shaft and a moment later she had taken him into her mouth again,
her tongue dancing on the head of his prick as he fucked her with
his fingers, but when he began to suck her clitoris she came,
releasing him again as her body was flooded with pleasure.

‘Oh my God! Don’t stop! Yes! Oh…’ Cassie had
always been a noisy lover and Rob smiled smugly as he pleasured
her, proud that he had inspired such bliss in his lover. Even as he
smiled he felt his own orgasm rush over him, the feel of Cassie’s
hot little hand sliding along his length enough to make him unload
again, sperm slowly oozing from the tiny hole at the tip of his
cock. Cassie’s head had sunk onto his right thigh but he could feel
her hand on him still as she watched him spend, his juice sliding
down over her fingers and lubricating her palm as she gently milked
him.

‘Wow!’ was all he could gasp as his head sank
back onto the bed, both of them enjoying the afterglow of their
orgasms, and once she had recovered a little Cassie moved off Rob
and cuddled up next to him, the two of them enjoying the feelings
of contentment and satisfaction together.

Rob had completely forgotten about his
problems at work but as he lay there they somehow seeped back into
his mind, his impending redundancy once more beginning to preoccupy
him. He knew that Rachel was right – he had to tell Cassie, and
there was never going to be a good time or an ideal moment. The
decisive nature that had served him so well at work in the past
returned to him for a moment, and he decided that the time was
now.

‘I’ve got something to tell you, Cassie.’ She
didn’t react for a moment and he wondered whether she was asleep
but she slowly turned to look at him, a question in her eyes.
‘They’re closing the office.’ He watched as she absorbed the news,
not quite ready to believe what she was hearing.

‘But you’ll be alright, won’t you?’ It was
his turn to look back in silence, not understanding her question.
‘I mean, they won’t let you go. You’re too valuable to lose to a
rival, aren’t you?’

‘They’re letting everyone go.’ He could see
his news finally hit home, her face betraying her concern as she
began to clutch at straws, hoping that the implications would not
be as severe as she feared.

‘You’ll find something else. There must be
lots of companies out there that are keen to snap up a young
go-getter like you. I bet you’ll be inundated with offers once you
start letting people know that you’re available.’ She looked
hopefully up at him, not wanting him to contradict her, but he knew
he must.

‘I’ve been making calls all week. The
industry’s taken a real pounding and no-one’s recruiting. Most
people I spoke to are looking to get rid of people too.’ She was
silent again, trying to find another positive, but after a few
moments he knew that she had accepted what he had told her. What
she said next shocked him however, and when in future years he
looked back he often thought of that moment as the beginning of the
end of their marriage.

‘I’m not going back to work.’

‘Sorry?’ He couldn’t believe her reaction,
for a moment genuinely thinking that he had either misheard her or
misunderstood what she had said.

‘I hated my job, and I wasn’t very good at
it. I’ve tried lots of things without ever making a go of it – I’m
not like you. You’re a great worker, but it just isn’t me.’ He was
too shocked to speak and lay in silence as he absorbed her words
and the unspoken message that they carried. She had become used to
not working and he had happily supported her, but the fact that her
first reaction was one of concern for herself hit him much harder
than he could have anticipated. She knew how important his career
was to him, to his self-respect and pride, but her first concern
had been that her life of leisure was in peril and he suddenly felt
so alone. At the moment he needed his wife’s love, support and
understanding the most she had let him down, thinking of herself
and apparently not considering his feelings or needs at all. The
mood their lovemaking had created was now long gone, and he
reluctantly sat up. He knew he should challenge her, but what was
the point? He couldn’t make her care, and that was the thing that
was suddenly breaking his heart.

‘We’ll just see what happens, shall we?’ he
managed as he moved to the edge of the bed and began to dress.

 


When Rachel called in at the gym after work a
few days later she was surprised to see Rob already there, jogging
on a running machine at a characteristically brisk and determined
pace. He was always very focused when he exercised, but as she
approached she felt that he looked detached, his eyes empty and his
mind a thousand miles away as his legs worked.

His toned and lean body moved with the
efficiency of a machine and his intense air meant that he could
easily be mistaken for a professional athlete. The brief running
vest and shorts he wore did nothing to hide the impressive
musculature that he had built up and Rachel couldn’t help but
admire his physique. It suddenly struck her that he was just her
type, tall, handsome and muscular. She had never gone for the body
builder types that she sometimes saw in the gym, the guys who felt
that the bigger they became the better. To her they looked out of
proportion and their self-obsessed manner was a massive turn off
for her too.

She had known Rob for such a long time that
she never thought of him in a sexual way. He had always been spoken
for and she had never been single for long, never finding meeting
guys a problem. As she unexpectedly caught her reflection in the
gym’s full length mirrors she was reminded why, her shapely body,
emphasized by the skin tight lycra that she wore, her pretty face
and mass of brown curly hair combining to create a package that
would turn any man’s head. She liked to think that her cheerful,
friendly and positive personality made her someone that people
wanted to spend time with, but she was wise enough to know that men
were very visual creatures, making an instant judgment based on
looks before a word had been spoken. Rob never seemed to look at
her in that way though, his marital status more than enough to
ensure their relationship stayed platonic. Rachel had always
happily accepted that, and as their friendship had developed over
the years she continued to somehow ignore his obvious physical
charms, as though he was a brother rather than a friend.

It was the platonic love that she felt for
him that tugged at her heart now, knowing that her friend was hurt
and wishing that she could do more than offer words of support. She
jumped onto the running machine alongside Rob’s, quickly setting it
to a pace that she was comfortable with and jogging alongside him,
though he still didn’t acknowledge her presence.

‘Earth to Rob! Anyone home?’ she asked,
adopting her most light-hearted tone, hoping that she could do a
little to help him out of the worrying low that he seemed to be
stuck in.

‘Oh hi Rachel – sorry, I was miles away,’ he
replied with a brief look over at her, a distracted smile
confirming that he was pleased to see her.

‘I could see that! How are things going?’

‘I had a call from an old workmate last night
– he has his own business now and he seemed to think that he could
have something for me. I don’t know much about it but I’m meeting
him in a couple of days for a chat. I’m really hoping that this
will be the bit of luck that I need, because tomorrow is my last
day of work – after that I’m officially unemployed. I have told
Cassie what’s happening, but she wasn’t particularly supportive.
When she realized that we might be struggling for money for a while
she seemed to be more worried about her lifestyle than anything
else.’ Rachel didn’t respond for a while, Rob’s words confirming
her long held suspicion that Cassie had always been more keen on
his bank balance than him.

‘She perhaps just needs a bit of time to
adjust,’ she offered, ‘it is a big shock for her too, just like it
was for you.’ Rob pounded on in silence as he considered her words,
but when he spoke it seemed that he had seen the truth at last.

‘I don’t think she loves me, Rachel, at least
not enough to make it worthwhile. A wife should stand by you
through everything, but in my heart I know that she’s not there for
me. If my meeting goes well I could be working next week and life
can carry on as normal, but I’ll always remember that look on her
face when I told her. No concern, no sympathy, just a panic that
her easy life might suddenly be at risk.’ He kept up his pace as he
spoke, staring into space, into a future that was looking
increasingly bleak for him, and his old friend could do nothing but
offer words that she felt were hollow and inadequate.

‘Don’t worry about that for now, Rob. All
this stress and change is a difficult thing to bear. You’ll be
working again soon and when you’ve got your career back on track
you can have a think about …. you can think about your future a
little more clearly. It’ll all work out fine in the end, just you
see!’ Rob turned to smile at her again, looking a little more
positive now, showing his old spirit for a moment.

‘Thanks Rachel, you’re a good friend. Don’t
worry, I haven’t given up yet!’

‘That’s the Rob I know and love!’ she
laughed, glad that she had managed to lift his mood a little.

‘Do you want to lift some weights? I’ve been
on this machine a little too long today now, and we can have a
proper talk then.’

‘Why not? I can’t stay for long though – I’ve
got a date tonight,’ responded Rachel as she shut her machine down,
glad to see Rob turn to her with a new interest, forgetting his own
concerns for a moment.

‘Oh, seeing Chris again? That seems to be
going well. Is it the start of something big?’

‘I don’t know about that! I don’t think he’s
really husband material…’ They headed to the weights room together,
two friends enjoying each other’s company.

 


‘We are having desserts, aren’t we?’

‘Sure,’ replied Rachel, happy to look at the
menu again. Meals with Chris were invariably indulgent three course
affairs and though she enjoyed keeping fit she tried to enjoy life
too, the occasional feast something that she was happy to treat
herself to.

One of the things that had first attracted
her to Chris had been his love of the finer things in life, his
willingness to pursue pleasure something that made him a great
boyfriend. They had enjoyed weekends away, last minute holidays in
the sun, days at an expensive spa and trips to the capital to see
some of the bands that Rachel loved live, and she was still getting
used to Chris’ unpredictability. He constantly surprised her with
exciting and fun things to do, and tonight’s meal was the latest, a
visit to a new and exclusive restaurant. Every time they met she
had fun, his lively mind helping to make him entertaining company,
but she somehow knew that their relationship wouldn’t last forever.
His constant pursuit of new experiences made her sure that he’d one
day tire of her and though they got on famously they had very
little in common. Rachel was a confident and adventurous young
woman, but at her core she thought of herself as honest, dependable
and true. Chris had charmed her with his witty banter, engaging
personality and charm, but she had known from their first meeting
that he was not someone she could ever trust. This knowledge was
enough to immediately doom their relationship to being nothing more
than a short term fling, though she had never told him that.

She had never regretted her decision, Chris
helping to confirm her initial thoughts as she got to know him
better. He was always a little evasive about his job, telling her
that he was a self-employed trader, but he seemed to be involved in
a succession of informal deals of varying degrees of legality. He
had a string of meetings in some rather unusual locations with men
who he only referred to by their first names or nicknames and
though he was always more than generous with his money she had
noticed that he always paid for every purchase, big or small, with
cash. When she thought about it as she watched him peruse the menu
she realized that she didn’t really know a lot about him, and the
fact that he was always vague about his family, his past and
anything else that she questioned him about made her sure that they
had no future. She had decided to treat each date as a one off,
something to be enjoyed for what it was rather than a step on a
journey to something else, and this seemed to suit them both.
Neither of them wanted to discuss their relationship so there was
no talk of moving in together, making a commitment or planning for
the future and they were both happy with that too. After every date
Rachel felt that she might not see Chris again, part of her
expecting him to catch the eye of another pretty young woman
somewhere and instantly forget about her, but she wasn’t in a hurry
to commit to anything long term and he was certainly keeping her
entertained. The fact that he was a confident and enthusiastic
lover was a decided bonus, his unexpected keenness to ensure she
enjoyed their lovemaking as much as he did going a long way to
making her feel valued and persuading her that their
commitment-free relationship was just what she needed right
now.

‘Oh wow! Have you seen the sundaes?’ asked
Chris, and Rachel obligingly turned a page to look at them. They
were expertly photographed, the light lingering on the glossy
sauces as they crawled down a mountain made of fluffy cream and
rich looking ice cream.

‘Oh my God, they look so sinful!’

‘Don’t they just! One each?’

‘God no, I couldn’t manage one! I wouldn’t
mind having a taste of yours, though.’ The look in his eye warned
her of what was coming a moment before he spoke.

‘That’s very kind, but let’s finish our meal
first, shall we?’

‘You’re terrible!’ Rachel giggled, Chris’
cheeky grin enough to disarm her completely.

‘If you’re really keen, I suppose I could dip
it in the cream, then you could taste it and the dessert at the
same time…’ The waitress appeared before Rachel could respond,
leaving her mute and open mouthed as he effortlessly turned his
charm on the young girl taking his order.

Ten minutes later the waitress returned with
a sundae that looked even more indulgent than it had in the menu.
It was only after she had left that Rachel realized that she had
only given them one spoon, and Chris was enthusiastically using it,
collecting cream and sauce before savouring the sweetness on his
tongue.

‘Oh, you have to try this, babe,’ he teased,
knowing that she was unable to. She arched an eyebrow in response
as he pushed the shiny spoon into the sweet mountain again, but
instead of taking more of the dessert for himself he slowly
extended his arm, offering her a taste.

Sighing good naturedly at his game, Rachel
obligingly leant forward and parted her lips, pushing her tongue
forward just a little. As she did, she felt a droplet of something
cool on her tongue, and Chris’ face betrayed the fact that she did
still have some power over him.

‘God, Rachel…’ She could taste the droplet of
cream on her tongue, and she knew Chris would be finding the sight
a turn on, his dirty mind twisting the image into something quite
pornographic. Time for some fun, she decided as she closed her lips
around the spoon and sucked it clean, her cheeks hollowing
slightly. A moment later she leaned back again, the spoon slipping
from her mouth, and she met Chris’ eye as she deliberately
swallowed.

‘I love your cream in my mouth…’ she
whispered, keeping her voice low so the other diners weren’t aware
of her words. ‘So nice, sliding down my throat…’

‘Fuck, you are so hot,’ he stammered, his
sudden uncertainty adding to Rachel’s pleasure. Acting on a sudden
impulse, she brushed an unused knife off the edge of the table,
catching his eye again to ensure that he knew that her game was not
over yet. Quickly kneeling by the side of the table, her short
skirt riding up her naked thighs a little, she glanced at her
fellow diners to ensure she wasn’t being observed before sliding a
hand under the table’s cloth cover and resting it on his thigh,
quickly sliding it up onto his crotch.

‘I love it in my mouth,’ she whispered as she
squeezed the bulge in his trousers, briefly parting her lips again.
For the briefest moment she remained there, mouth open as though
waiting for his cock, before quickly sitting again as though
nothing had happened. She had completely overwhelmed him and his
dessert was forgotten, his body overtaken by another need, one he
couldn’t satisfy quite so easily.

‘I just need a minute,’ he mumbled, rising
from the table and heading for the toilets, trying to obscure the
evident bulge at his groin with his hand. Rachel smiled wickedly to
herself, enjoying her triumph in this battle of the sexes, but when
an even more naughty idea popped into her mind she found it
impossible to ignore and after a few moments spent wondering if she
had the courage to live out this particular fantasy she rose from
the table too.

A few seconds later she was at the door to
the men’s toilets, listening intently. The restaurant wasn’t too
busy, and it was likely that Chris was alone in there, but
something made Rachel hesitate for a moment. She was brave and
adventurous by nature, but she had never contemplated something as
reckless as a quickie in such a public place. She knew it was Chris
that had inspired her wild side, but did that mean that he was
subtly manipulating her into chasing him so wantonly? The need she
felt for him now was real enough and she decided that the time for
analysis had long passed. Taking a deep breath, she opened the door
and slipped inside.

Chris was facing a sink, his back to her as
he washed his hands, but he saw her reflection as she headed for a
cubicle, their eyes meeting in the glass. To her overwhelming
relief, it was clear Chris was alone and a wink and a smile was all
it took to make him follow her.

The excitement that Rachel felt was all the
proof she needed that she had made the right choice. They could
have left the restaurant and headed for either of their homes,
making love in privacy as they had several times before, but that
would never have matched the thrill of such a reckless coupling as
this. The adrenaline rush was incredible, the risk of discovery
something that added to her lust and amplified it, giving it an
electric edge that was new to her. Once she was inside the relative
safety of the cubicle she surrendered to the thrill, pulling her
skirt up around her waist and turning to face the wall as Chris
closed the door on them both. She put both hands on the tiles and
shamelessly pushed her bottom out, glad that she had worn her
sexiest and flimsiest panties, sure that the sight of the white
lace vainly trying to cover her buttocks would be enough to rouse
her boyfriend’s passion even further.

‘Come on then,’ she whispered, glancing over
her shoulder as Chris, his face full of desire, fumbled with his
belt. She reached behind herself with one hand, trying to pull her
knickers down, but a moment later she felt the fabric straining
against her body for an instant before they tore and were suddenly
gone. He ripped them off me, she realized, and the knowledge that
she was wanted so much was a turn on for her too. When she felt the
head of his cock pushing against her she gasped, the reality of
what they were doing suddenly hitting her as her body reacted to
him. It was as though her pussy was itself accepting him, needing
his penetration, needing to be filled and fucked, leaving Rachel a
slave to her desire. For the briefest but most frustrating of
moments she could feel him fumbling behind her, her own body
wanting to push back against him to satisfy her own need, but
without warning he sank into her, his shaft probing deeply and
filling her completely. Something between a gasp and a sigh passed
her lips, a little hot breath escaping as she surrendered to him.
His hands were on her hips now and she imagined that she heard
something that sounded like a growl as he began to fuck her, though
she wasn’t sure whether the sound was her own reaction to his stiff
prick as he moved inside her. The familiar wet friction was so
thrilling like this, the fear of discovery making each thrust
exquisite as the sound of their coupling filled the room. Chris had
locked the cubicle door but the noise of their bodies slapping
together was unmistakable and if someone came in now…

Just as the thought entered Rachel’s head she
heard a loud squeal from the door’s hinges as someone came into the
room. Chris stopped instantly, the sudden interruption frustrating
Rachel so much it took a superhuman effort to hold back a moan of
thwarted lust, but she just managed to remain silent. The feel of
Chris’ prick deep inside her, feeling so good yet so maddeningly
still, was almost a torture to her. She had never been interrupted
like this before, never had to stop mid coitus and deal with the
sudden change in sensations, and it was infinitely more difficult
that she could have imagined. She simply needed to fuck, more than
she ever had before, the need to have that cock moving inside her
again feeling as essential as breathing at that moment.

They could both hear the sound of urine
falling into the aluminum urinal outside, but the world beyond
their cubicle had an abstract quality now, the only reality that
they knew the feel of their bodies together. There was a moment’s
silence before a tap started running, and it was obvious that the
newcomer hadn’t noticed what was going on behind the thin partition
a few feet from him. Gaining a little confidence as the electric
hand drier whined into life, Chris began to slowly fuck Rachel
again, careful to remain silent, his prick rocking back and forth
at a leisurely pace. She found the slow friction even more
frustrating than the stillness, looking over her shoulder
imploringly, hoping he would wait for a few moments longer, but all
she got was a wink and a ‘shush’ gesture, Chris putting a
forefinger to his smiling lips.

Just when she thought she could bear this
delicious torture no longer the dryer shut off and the door
squealed again, signaling the stranger’s departure. The urge to
fuck was now too much for either of them to resist, Chris
immediately starting to pump away in an animalistic passion. Rachel
bent a little lower in an attempt to help him go deeper into her,
the interruption somehow giving the thrusts she was feeling now an
added weight and intensity. When she felt Chris grab a handful of
her hair the feeling that she was being taken, her consent nothing
more than a fortunate coincidence, only added to her lust and the
words that tumbled out of her mouth surprised even her with their
frankness.

‘Yes, go on, fuck me! Harder, fuck me!’

‘Christ!’ exclaimed Chris as he redoubled his
efforts. ‘You’re unbelievable! What a fuck…’ Rachel could only
groan in response for now, eyes closed as her body shuddered under
the pounding it was receiving, Chris gasping with every breath as
he delivered it. Something told her that he must be close and she
voiced her body’s needs, a primal request that came from somewhere
deep inside her.

‘Don’t stop, come, come inside me – I want it
inside me!’ Instantly he obliged, his hands returning to her hips
as he came, pulling her back onto him as he unloaded inside her,
Rachel resting the side of her face on her arm, gasping for air as
she savoured the thrill of their unexpected and dangerous coupling,
feeling so alive at that moment. Once he had slowly withdrawn
reality suddenly hit her however, and she realized how vulnerable
and exposed she had been, the sudden comedown all the more shocking
after the heights she had reached.

She was glad that Chris took charge, making
sure she looked respectable before briefly stepping outside to
ensure she could go straight into the ladies’ toilets without being
noticed. Once in there she took a couple of minutes to put her
clothes straight, check herself in the mirror and calm herself down
a little. When she emerged Chris was standing in the corridor, her
jacket on his arm.

‘Hi babe, I’ve paid the bill – I didn’t want
that dessert after all.’

‘That’s okay,’ she replied as she put her
jacket on, ‘I’m ready to go.’

‘Seems you were ready to go about ten minutes
ago!’ he whispered as he held the door for her.

 


‘It’s a great opportunity, Rob.’

‘I know, Brendan, I know.’ Rob sighed again
as he looked through the paperwork laid out on the table in front
of him. ‘You’ve certainly done your homework – all the figures add
up and it’s a sound business plan. With the right investment
there’s a lot of potential for profit, but I don’t think I’m the
person you’re looking for.’

‘It can’t be just the money, surely. You’ll
be getting a redundancy package, and we’re not talking about a
massive amount of investment. Within months you’d be seeing it
coming back to you as profit anyway.’

‘I can accept that it’s relatively small, but
it would leave me in a really serious amount of debt. I have too
many financial commitments to risk it – if it doesn’t go perfectly
the profit might not service the loan in the short term, let alone
give me an income to live on.’ Rob and Brendan had been friends for
years, so Brendan knew that his attempt to persuade Rob to join him
in business had failed.

‘I still think you’re making a mistake,
you’re just being too pessimistic in your projections,’ he
commented as he began to collect the paperwork that he had brought
with him, arranging it all in a neat pile before returning it to
his briefcase. They had arranged to meet at a quiet bar that they
both knew and liked, knowing that in the early afternoon it would
be quiet enough for them to find a table to meet at without running
the risk of being overheard.

‘You’re probably right, but I just can’t risk
it at the moment. It feels a bit too much like putting all my chips
on black and praying. It’s a steady income I need at the moment,
not a business opportunity.’

‘No problem,’ smiled Brendan, ‘I wanted to
give you first refusal. I’m sure I’ll find someone to come in with
me, but it would have been nice to go into business with a friend
that I know I can trust.’

‘I appreciate that,’ said Rob as they stood
and shook hands. ‘Thanks for thinking of me.’ Brendan dismissed his
words with a wave of his hand.

‘Good luck anyway, not that you’ll need it.
Let me know if I can do anything to help. We must meet up socially
sometime soon – we haven’t done that for too long. How is
Cassie?’

‘She’s fine, thanks. Listen, as soon as I’ve
got some work I’ll give you a ring and the four of us can
celebrate, yeah?’

‘I’ll look forward to it.’ With a last nod,
Brendan turned and left, leaving Rob alone. He sank back into his
seat, feeling utterly beaten. He had been so hopeful that his old
friend’s business idea would offer something more attractive than a
large investment of cash and an uncertain return. He’d got the
impression that Brendan would have been able to guarantee him at
least some income and he would have happily accepted anything now,
so desperate had he become. He had now exhausted every avenue that
he could think of and not even come close to getting a job offer,
but what else could he do but keep looking? Once more he turned
Brendan’s business proposal over in his mind, knowing the figures
would add up in exactly the same way that they had before. He just
wouldn’t have enough money to live on, and if things went wrong… He
tried to drag himself into a more positive frame of mind, picturing
Brendan and his wife at a restaurant with himself and Cassie,
celebrating his new job, but it was a hard image to visualize.
Could he ever return to his old life, the one he had taken for
granted? He just couldn’t imagine landing another good job now and
Cassie’s attitude since he had told her about his redundancy had
troubled him greatly. Rather than be supportive, she seemed to have
become more distant and every day that passed left him feeling more
and more let down, the feeling that she wasn’t someone that he
could rely on a wedge driving them further and further apart.

The sudden realization that his marriage was
moving towards its end hit him like a bolt out of the blue. Even if
a good job appeared unexpectedly, what he had learned could not be
forgotten and he knew that he couldn’t imagine spending the rest of
his life with Cassie now. He knew too that if a job didn’t come
along, his selfish wife would soon find an excuse to bail out
rather than make any sacrifices. She had never enjoyed work, and
her parents were both indulgent and rich enough to support her
indefinitely. She was probably concocting a story for them already,
he bitterly reflected, one in which he was a heartless bully
abusing their sweet daughter.

Standing again, he suddenly decided to head
for the gym. He had paid his fees in advance and he still had a few
months before his membership expired so he should use it while he
could, he reasoned. It had always been a place to go when the
pressures of the world had been too much, and how he would cope
when he could no longer afford to use it didn’t bear thinking
about. Perhaps Rachel will be there today, he speculated as he
checked his watch, realizing that it was later than he had thought.
He had no way of knowing that the decision that he had just made
would change the course of his life completely.

 


Half an hour later Rob was at the gym,
emerging from the changing rooms and heading for the weight
training area. He had sent Rachel a text message to let her know
his plans, deciding that she was probably still at work. The gym
had been very quiet when he arrived, but it was getting a little
busier now as some of the regulars left their offices. He knew
Rachel wouldn’t arrive for a while, making sure that she’d cleared
her desk before she left work as, despite her laid back attitude to
her career, she was very conscientious and put meeting the demands
made of her at the top of her priorities. It was one of the things
that they had in common and one of the reasons that they had become
such good friends, so it struck Rob as a little ironic that he
found himself with more free time than he knew what to do with
while his old workmate was still busily trying to fit everything
into the little spare time her job left her with.

There was only one other person using the
weights, a tall dark haired man that Rob had noticed there before.
He was obviously no stranger to weights, his torso rippling with
muscles beneath the loose vest that he wore, but his smile seemed
genuine as he nodded a greeting to Rob. For a few minutes they were
both quiet as they focused on their routines, but when Rob sat at a
bench to use some dumbbells he could sense the stranger’s eyes on
him. Feeling a little uncomfortable for a moment, he decided to
ignore him, reasoning that it was just idle curiosity that had
generated his interest. He’d have no problem in confronting him if
the need arose, but Rob was aware that he would be more than
matched in physical size and muscularity. He needn’t have worried,
the stranger breaking the silence in a friendly tone that removed
the tension immediately.

‘Excuse me my friend, I don’t mean to
interrupt, but could I give you some advice?’ Rob detected a slight
accent in the man’s voice, but his relaxed and familiar manner was
very disarming and he smiled in response as their eyes met
again.

‘Yeah, of course. I don’t know anything about
weight training that I haven’t taught myself, and you look like
you’ve spent a lot more time here than me!’ The stranger grinned in
response, a hand briefly rasping over the dark stubble on his chin
as he crossed the room.

‘Thank you,’ he responded with a slight nod
of his head, ‘my body is my living so I have to keep it in the best
condition I can, but it is always good to know that I am
succeeding!’ Grabbing another dumbbell from the rack, he stood next
to the bench where Rob sat, flexing his arm slightly and making his
muscles tense and stretch beneath the skin. ‘One of the first
things that I learned is to always stand with weights of this type,
or you are storing up problems with your back for the future.’ Rob
obediently stood, still unable to place his tutor’s accent, but
happy to accept his advice and glad of the distraction. He briefly
wondered if the man was a fitness instructor, so confidently did he
begin to talk him through a series of free weight exercises, but he
dismissed the thought and soon began to enjoy learning the new
techniques he was shown. A few minutes later they came to a natural
stopping point, both men pausing to take a drink from their water
bottles.

‘By the way, I am Sal,’ said the stranger,
offering his hand. ‘Short for Salvatore.’ Italian, thought Rob as
they shook hands, realizing what the accent he couldn’t place
was.

‘I’m Rob, good to meet you. Are you an
instructor here?’

‘Oh no, I just thought that I could help you.
Do not worry, I will not be charging you for my advice!’ Both men
laughed, already relaxed in each other’s company.

‘When you said your body was your living, I
just presumed, I suppose.’

‘No, I am a dancer, but I run a dance team
and lead training sessions for them so I am used to giving
instructions!’ Rob was a little surprised, feeling that Sal was far
too muscular to be a dancer. He looked more like a boxer,
everything about his body suggesting power rather than grace.

At that moment Rachel appeared, wearing lycra
shorts and a tight vest that had already succeeded in catching the
eye of several male gym goers as she searched for her friend.

‘Hi Rob! I was beginning to think that you’d
gone home already!’ Rob was keen to avoid the strained atmosphere
between him and Cassie for as long as possible, but the sight of
his old workmate was enough to cheer him up and he dismissed the
thought of what awaited him at home.

‘No, Sal here was just showing me a few new
techniques. Sal, this is Rachel.’ Sal again extended a muscular
arm, his big hand engulfing Rachel’s but holding it with a
surprisingly gentle touch.

‘Nice to meet you,’ he smiled, perfect white
teeth gleaming. Very nice, thought Rachel as she looked into his
dark eyes, sensing a confident masculinity there that complemented
his obvious athleticism.

‘Nice to meet you too,’ she replied. ‘Do you
work here?’ Both men laughed in response, confusing her for a
moment before Rob spoke.

‘I’ve just asked him that! He’s been giving
me a little advice, that’s all.’

‘And now your wife is here, I’ll let you
exercise in peace,’ added Sal with a brief bow of his head, before
turning his attention to one of the weight machines.

‘Oh no, we’re not a couple,’ responded
Rachel.

‘Really? I do apologize, I presumed …. you
look like a couple, that is all. Good to meet you both!’ Sal
returned to his workout, leaving them to exercise and talk together
as they had so many times before. Rachel didn’t want to ask about
Rob’s recent interview, knowing that if any good news had come from
it he would be falling over himself to tell her so she made small
talk for a while, telling him about some of the office gossip she
had heard recently and explaining that Chris had recently promised
to take her for another weekend break. They chatted away about
everyday life as they had always done, words flowing as
effortlessly as ever, but it was inevitable that the conversation
would return to Rob’s search for work, and he told her of his
unsuccessful meeting as they moved from machine to machine.

‘Oh no, that’s a real shame. It sounded so
hopeful too!’

‘I know, I’ve exhausted all my business
contacts now and I’ve applied for every job I can find. I’m
beginning to get a little bit despondent about it all.’ It was
difficult for Rob to admit to her how negative he was feeling, his
pride and faith in his own ability always enough to keep any fears
and uncertainties he had to himself in the past, and Rachel knew
that her friend was at a very low point.

‘You’ve got to keep going, honey,’ she said
as she put a reassuring hand on his shoulder. ‘You never know
what’s around the corner.’ She had no idea how prophetic her words
would prove to be.

Sal was still working out nearby and when he
overheard them talking about Rob’s interview he left the machine he
was working on to stand by them, interrupting them in the same
slightly formal manner that he had spoken to them with earlier.

‘I am sorry to eavesdrop, but I think I may
be able to help you, Rob. If you are without a job you could
perhaps work for me? I am very busy and I do need another man to
join my team.’ Rachel was excited to hear his offer, despite the
fact that she had no idea what sort of work Sal did, but Rob was a
little more uncertain.

‘That’s great!’ exclaimed Rachel. ‘You’ll be
glad to be back at work, whatever it is, won’t you Rob? Even if
it’s something different it’ll keep you busy and keep the money
coming in until something else comes along.’ She didn’t understand
why Rob was so reticent, but when he spoke her face was a picture
of shock.

‘Sal is a dancer, Rachel.’

‘Oh.’ Rachel knew that if there was one thing
that Rob wasn’t good at it was dancing, and she was lost for words
for a moment.

‘I perhaps should explain a little more,’
continued Sal. ‘I am not a dancer in the way you are thinking, I
think. My dance group is called Alpha Heat and our audience is one
that appreciates the beauty of the male body, rather than the art
of dance itself.’ Rob didn’t grasp his meaning, but Rachel
understood at once.

‘You’re strippers?’ she exclaimed.

‘That is not a word I like to use. Our shows
are a blend of dance, performance and bodybuilding.’ Rachel smiled
at his pretension, though Rob seemed to be in shock.

‘So when you’re dancing, performing and doing
those bodybuilder moves, are you taking your clothes off at the
same time?’ He smiled a little sheepishly, knowing his attempt to
give his profession a more artistic image was obviously not fooling
his audience.

‘There is an aspect of the erotic about our
show, that is true. It is impossible to separate the male body from
sex completely, and our audience does have certain ….
expectations.’ I’ll bet they do, thought Rachel as she looked at
Sal with new eyes, finding it all too easy to picture him on stage,
wearing very little, or perhaps nothing at all… While Rachel’s
imagination was beginning to create a most distracting image, Rob
was finding it impossible to think that Sal and him could become
workmates.

‘Thanks for the offer Sal, but I really don’t
think I’m going to be able to work for you.’

‘Nonsense!’ he exclaimed, taking them both by
surprise. ‘Do you think people are born to do what I do, and just
stroll out onto a stage one day and start performing? Of course
not, there is a lot of training, a lot of practice and only these
things can make you able. I can help you with them both and I know
you can do it.’ Neither of them knew quite what to say to that for
a moment, but Sal had already thought of a compromise. ‘Look, next
week there is a show at a theatre not far from here. Let me give
you two complimentary tickets and you can see us at work. It will
also give you some time to think about it and perhaps summon up a
little courage.’ He made his last comment with a smile, but it was
clear to Rachel that he had already found Rob’s weak spot,
realizing that he was the type of man who could not turn his back
on a challenge. He had been rummaging through his bag as he spoke
and suddenly he had two tickets in his hand. Rachel was surprised
when Rob rose to take them from him, and it seemed that Sal had
been at least partly successful in persuading him to consider the
offer.

‘Thanks Sal, we’ll be there next week and
I’ll give it some thought.’ As they shook hands again before Sal
turned to leave, Rachel tried to make sense of Rob’s sudden change
of heart. Sal had been quite clever in his choice of words, but her
friend wasn’t a man that could be manipulated so easily. When Rob
spoke again she understood, however.

‘I know what you’re thinking, Rachel. There’s
no way in the world I could be a male stripper. There’s no way in
the world that I can face the future without a job, though. If
nothing better comes along we can go and check out Sal’s show next
week – if nothing else, we’ll have a fun night out and if anything
more comes of it, then…’ Rachel still couldn’t imagine Rob on
stage, but she was looking forward to seeing Sal and his friends in
action already!

 


‘I can’t believe you’ve got me playing
golf.’

‘I wouldn’t say you were playing golf,
Rachel. You’re more waving a stick in the vague area of a
ball.’

‘Chris! You’ve been playing this game for
years, and this is the first time I’ve tried it! Anyway, it was
your idea.’

‘We couldn’t really come here and not at
least attempt a game, could we? I really only wanted to get you out
here so you could see how beautiful it is. No more golf after
today, I promise.’ Rachel gave him an indulgent look as she rested
the head of her club by the ball at her feet, both of them giggling
at her ineptitude. It had been Chris’ idea to spend the weekend at
what seemed to be a very expensive country hotel, and Rachel wasn’t
aware it had its own golf course until they had arrived. She didn’t
mind that he had arranged a round for the next day, as she had
already booked herself into the hotel’s spa for an afternoon of
pampering. Their brief game this afternoon had been a spur of the
moment decision, something to do in the free time they had between
checking in and what promised to be another indulgent evening
meal.

‘Okay, I think I’ve got the hang of it now,’
giggled Rachel as she prepared to swing. ‘I’m going for a hole in
one!’

‘Wait, let me show you the proper grip
again,’ said Chris as he moved behind her, his arms snaking around
her, hands covering hers. ‘You need to move your body too, like
this.’ He tried to move her body with his own, but only succeeded
in making her laugh again.

‘This game is difficult enough without you
mauling me around!’ Though the course was almost deserted and there
was no-one nearby, she lowered her voice before speaking again. ‘It
is a bit off putting when your instructor insists on prodding you
with his hard on when you’re trying to focus!’ Chris smiled
sheepishly before responding.

‘That’s not my fault, I’m trying to show you
how to play golf and you’re turning me on!’ Rachel gave him another
arch look before returning her concentration to the tiny white ball
near her feet.

‘Right, watch this…’ She raised the club
above her head and tried her very best to swing it down in a smooth
arc, overjoyed when she heard the distinctive sound of it
connecting with the ball. ‘I did it!’ she squealed with excitement,
looking on proudly as the ball shot skywards, her pride evaporating
as she watched it speeding enthusiastically towards a copse of
small trees on the left of the fairway, disturbing the foliage as
it landed amongst them.

‘That was really not too bad, Rachel. This
game does take a long time to master.’ Chris quickly placed his
ball on the tee and Rachel stood back as he smoothly moved into
position, spent a moment to set his feet and then swung, his ball
following a precise line down the exact middle of the fairway.

‘Show off.’

‘I have been playing golf since I was a kid –
you’ll get the hang of it! Come on, let’s go and find your
ball.’

Five minutes later they were amongst the
trees, using their clubs to part the bushes in a vain attempt to
locate the missing ball.

‘Can’t we just get another one out of the bag
Chris? You’ve got loads in there!’

‘We’re not supposed to.’

‘Hmm. It would be a lot easier.’ Rachel was
squatting by a thorny bush, trying to look under it and quickly
coming to the conclusion that she didn’t like golf at all. Chris
liked to play by the rules, but he too was beginning to think that
Rachel’s ball had managed to fall in a position where it would
never be found, and he strode over to where she was, looking around
one last time for it. Rachel sensed his presence and looked up at
him, placing a hand on his hip to help her balance as she did
so.

‘Please Chris,’ she pleaded in her best
helpless little girl tone, widening her eyes in an attempt to look
as needful of mercy as possible, ‘can’t we just use another ball?’
He grinned at her shameless begging, enjoying being in charge for a
moment.

‘I suppose we could …. it’s really not
approved of, and I don’t like to break the rules, but I may be open
to persuasion…’

‘Oh please Chris,’ persisted Rachel, her hand
beginning to caress a little, ‘just think, the quicker we finish
the game, the sooner we’ll be back at the hotel. I know a much more
fun game that we could play there…’ Her hand slipped over his
crotch, gratified to feel a little stiffness there, but though she
thought she would get her way now, his reply surprised her.

‘I’ve got a better idea,’ he smirked, ‘why
don’t we combine the two games?’ He quickly glanced over his
shoulder at the deserted fairway before unzipping himself and a
moment later he had pulled his stiffening cock into the light.
Rachel felt her body react to the unexpected sight, the beginnings
of her arousal inspired by the unusual and public location as much
as by the close up view she had of him as he visibly grew
firmer.

‘Let’s see if I can remember the proper
grip,’ Rachel commented as her fingers encircled the base of his
cock. She could feel his shift stiffening under her fingertips, the
smooth skin shifting as he grew, and her heart began to beat a
little faster, anticipation flooding her imagination. She used her
free hand to unbuckle and unfasten him, though when his trousers
began slide down he grabbed them, not keen at the thought of any
eagle eyed golfer who might pass spotting his naked ass among the
greenery!

‘I’ve just found two balls!’ joked Rachel as
she cupped him, enjoying the look of pleasure in Rob’s face as he
enjoyed her hands on him. Deciding to take her time, she leant in a
little closer, parting her lips but pausing before they touched the
now straining head of his fully erect dick. She let her tongue wet
her top lip, leaving it moist as she looked up at her lover,
enjoying postponing his pleasure and wondering how long it would
take before he began to beg her. She soon got her answer.

‘Go on Rachel!’ She remained silent, suddenly
curious to see what he might say next. It would be so easy to take
him into her mouth, to give him what he so obviously wanted, and a
large part of her wanted to do it too, but she bided her time,
caressing his balls and the base of his shaft with fingers that
were barely moving, noticing that he seemed to be getting even
firmer, more blood rushing into him under her gentle touch.

‘Don’t tease me,’ he said, his comment part
instruction and part plea, and Rachel decided to cede a little,
releasing his shaft and running the very tip of her tongue along
its length from base to tip, his eyes on her. When her tongue had
reached its destination she repeated the lick along the other side
of him, from base to tip again. A low moan from deep in his chest
confirmed he found the touch pleasurable, but she knew he wanted
more. You’ll just have to be patient, she thought to herself
wickedly, replacing the little licks with kisses along him. She
took care to keep the contacts quite prim, her lips pursed tightly,
the kisses only brief contacts with his now impressively erect
tool. He remained silent now, having realized her game and
determined not to surrender to her teasing, but she knew she had
the upper hand. As she continued her little kisses along him she
broke the pattern by parting her lips and holding him in her mouth
for a second like a dog with a bone, her tongue sliding over him,
but a moment later she released him and returned to her delicate
pecks again. The brief flood of pleasure she had inspired, and its
sudden end, combined to frustrate Chris immensely.

‘Oh Jesus babe, what are you doing to
me?’

‘Don’t you like it?’ she asked innocently
between kisses.

‘Yeah, but…’ He couldn’t bring himself to
ask, to beg for what he wanted, and it occurred to Rachel that the
longer she teased him the quicker he would ultimately come. She had
been wondering whether she was brave enough to undress enough for a
quickie where they were, and decided that this time she would let
him have his fun – hopefully she would be amply rewarded later in
their hotel room! That didn’t mean that the teasing was over quite
yet, however…

‘Oh, were you wanting me to suck it?’ she
asked as the kisses continued and before he could respond she
continued. ‘Like this?’ She took him then, as deep as she could,
her tongue massaging the base of his shaft.

‘Fuck, yes!’ he exclaimed, a little too
loudly for such a public place, but Rachel hadn’t quite finished
tormenting him yet. She released him as quickly as she had taken
him in, his face a unique combination of shock, surprise,
frustration and anger.

‘I thought that might be what you wanted –
did you like it?’

‘Don’t stop!’

‘Perhaps I was a little too quick there,’
replied Rachel, knowing that she was completely in charge and
enjoying every moment. ‘Let’s try going slowly…’ She kissed the
head of his prick and moved her lips over him as slowly as she
could, their perfect circle forming a heavenly portal that his cock
moved through as it entered paradise, a ring of soft warmth that
caressed him as he discovered again the bliss of being in her
mouth. Once she had taken as much of him as she could, the tip of
her nose just touching his stomach, she withdrew even more slowly,
ensuring every part of him experienced the pleasure of her lips for
as long as possible before she stopped at the head of his manhood,
keeping it in her mouth as her tongue languidly explored it,
brushing over it, moving and returning. When she sensed he was
close she moved back a little more, letting his prick out and into
the daylight again. She was incredibly turned on too now, but she
made a point of keeping her cool as she spoke again.

‘So, is slow better than fast, do you
think?’

‘You are so good at that! Listen Rachel, I
know what you’re doing. You win, okay? You’re the boss! If you want
me to beg …. please, please, please, suck my cock for me, make me
come – I’ll do anything you ask!’ She knew his surrender was more
than a little tongue in cheek, but she had tired of the game
too.

‘Okay babe, but you owe me big time –
remember that when we get back to the hotel!’ She didn’t wait for a
reply, taking him into her mouth again and letting her head move up
and down him, her lips caressing as she sucked, knowing he must be
close. Thinking that she might as well finish the job in style,
when she heard him groan she moved off him one last time, leaving
her open mouth near the tip of his prick as she waited for his
seed.

She had sucked him before but only during
foreplay, and she knew from experience just how much men enjoyed
the thrill of seeing themselves unload. Grabbing his cock to ensure
her clothes and face were not splashed, she slid her tongue under
the head of his prick just as he exploded, the first squirt of
juice splashing to the back of her mouth. She looked up at him with
a smile in her eyes as she collected his semen, now dripping from
him, and knew that he would remember this moment for the rest of
his life.

Once the last drop had fallen she briefly
took the tip of his flagging member between her lips again and
sucked gently, taking the last of his spend, before looking up once
more to make eye contact again as she swallowed, enjoying the look
of satisfied disbelief on his face.

‘There – that wasn’t so bad after all, was
it?’

‘You are an incredible woman, Rachel!’ he
gasped, reaching out for a convenient branch as his knees weakened
for a moment.

‘I think it’s time to go back to the hotel,
don’t you?’ said Rachel as she stood, picking up her club.

‘Yeah, yeah,’ agreed Chris as he adjusted his
clothing, ‘I think I’ve had enough of golf for one day. In fact,
when we get back I might take a nap – I suddenly feel a little
tired for some reason.’

‘Don’t forget your promise,’ replied Rachel
as they returned to the fairway.

‘Oh, don’t worry, I might have given up on
golf for now, but give me a few minutes and once we’re back in our
room I think I might try for another hole in one!’ They linked arms
as they laughed together, heading for the hotel.

 


A few nights later Rachel was pulling up
outside Rob’s house, parking her little hatchback in the street
outside but not shutting off the engine immediately. On the
occasions she had gone inside the house Cassie had always been less
than friendly, never able to accept that her husband might have a
platonic friend of the opposite sex, so she avoided going in when
she could. Rob had always been both disappointed and a little angry
that his wife should react in such a way to one of his oldest
friends, and when he knew Rachel was picking him up he always made
sure to be ready in good time so he could leave the house as soon
as she turned up. It meant that she’d be spared having to put up
with Cassie’s unnecessarily cool manner towards her, and that they
didn’t have to start the evening in such a negative way, or talk
about it as they headed out. This night was no exception and Rob
was already opening the car’s door as Rachel turned to look for
him, pleased to get out of the house. Since his job had ended he
had redoubled his efforts to find work, but he still had an
enormous amount of free time that he didn’t know what to do with.
He could sense that Cassie wished he wasn’t around, feeling a
little uncomfortable now that her husband was there to see just how
she spent her days. As far as Rob could see she did very little of
anything, living her life in such a leisurely manner that things he
would have rushed through in a few minutes seemed to take all
morning. Their sudden lack of income meant that she now felt unable
to indulge in her regular shopping trips too, so they found
themselves spending all day trapped in the same house, the
frustration building in both of them. As a result having somewhere
to go was such a relief that he was grinning broadly by the time he
jumped into Rachel’s car.

‘Hi Rob! You’re looking mighty cheerful!’

‘Hi Rachel, I’m just glad to get out to be
honest. The atmosphere in there is terrible! It’s like Cassie has a
big sign around her neck saying ‘get a job ASAP, or I’m off’. She
think’s I’ve failed her and suddenly I’m not the man she married,
even though all that’s changed is me getting made redundant.’

‘Oh dear.’ Rachel paused for a moment as she
pulled out into the traffic, before deciding that it was time to be
frank. ‘If she did go, would that be such a disaster? To be honest,
it doesn’t seem like she’s doing anything for you now, just when
you need her, and maybe it’s taken a bad time like this for her to
show her true colours.’ Rob was silent as he considered her words,
and his response.

‘You’re right,’ he said finally. ‘I’ve known
it for a while, to be honest. When things were going well it was so
easy to pretend that everything was fine, but now neither of us
feel like pretending. She wants to go, I don’t care whether she
stays or goes and it’s all over, really. The only question now is
how we deal with it.’

‘I’m sorry, Rob.’ As she drove she reached
over and squeezed his knee for a second, unable to do more and
knowing that no words could help him at that moment. All she could
do was try to lift his spirits for a short time if she could, and
she decided to try to take his mind off the problems in the house
he had just left. ‘Have you been looking forward to tonight?’

‘I’ve been looking forward to getting out and
spending some time with you, but I’m a bit less sure about the
show,’ he replied. ‘I still think it’ll be a waste of time as far
as a job goes, but it’ll be an experience.’

‘I’m sure it will! I’ve been thinking of
nothing else for days!’ They both laughed at that, Rachel happy to
have lightened the mood.

‘You are such a pervert – remember what Sal
said about it being a blend of dance, performance and bodybuilding?
This is art, not live pornography for horny women!’

‘You’re right. I love art, I love live shows,
and I love bodybuilding. If you combine the three and serve them
with a generous portion of muscular and naked men, then that’s my
ideal night out!’ They were still laughing when Rachel pulled up in
a car park near the theatre a few minutes later.

 


‘I think I’m the only man here,’ whispered
Rob as he looked around the rapidly filling auditorium.

‘No, look over to the right by the stage,
there’s two men down there.’ He craned his neck a little to
see.

‘Oh yes, you’re right. One guy has a pink
shirt on and the other has the biggest moustache I’ve ever seen.
One final detail – they’re holding hands.’

‘I don’t see what your problem is,’ teased
Rachel, ‘what were you expecting? The only people here are people
who like to look at naked men. They’re either women or gay men.
You’re the exception, but you’re here on a fact finding business
mission.’ Their conversation in the car had put them in a jovial
mood and it was one that they were both keen to maintain for as
long as possible.

‘Oh yes, that’s right. I must keep my
business head on. I have heard that the market is predicting that
penises will rise in the near future!’

‘Well, having had a look at the audience, I
expect a lot of openings becoming available, and knickers are
expected to drop!’ Just then the lights went down and the crowd
shrieked with delight.

Initially darkness reigned, but after a few
moments blue lights began to strobe around the theatre and the
noise from the audience seemed to double, but when four shadowy
figures became visible on stage they managed to get even louder.
Dry ice began to billow from the wings as the lighting suddenly
changed , everyone around them leaping to their feet as they saw
Alpha Heat clearly for the first time and they had no choice but to
stand with them. They recognized Sal immediately, his dark good
looks catching the eye as he commanded the front of the stage, but
Rachel quickly decided that the three men with him were just as
striking in their own different ways. Next to Sal in the centre of
the stage was an equally muscular blonde man, his tanned face a
marked contrast to Sal’s pale skin. On his left was a shaven headed
black man, the air of menace about him diffused by a wide smile
that showed a set of gleaming white teeth. On the far side of the
stage was the final member of the group, a man who looked a little
younger than the others. His face was decidedly boyish, short dark
hair adding to his innocent look, though he was almost as stocky
and muscular as the others. They were all dressed identically in
very smart and expensive looking black suits, giving them the air
of bodyguards, especially as they were all standing stock still
with their hands behind their backs, like soldiers on parade. When
the applause had begun to die down Sal lifted a microphone to his
mouth, confidently addressing the crowd.

‘Good evening! We are Alpha Heat!’ His words
sent the crowd into another round of cheers and applause, the four
men on stage relaxing their poses a little to grin and acknowledge
the audience, catching the eye of individuals and offering brief
waves. ‘Are you ready for the show of your lives?’ He let the
audience explode again, completely comfortable and composed,
working them with ease. ‘Well, the four of us are ready to …. give
it to you!’ Rachel thought that the double entendre was a little
corny, but it seemed she was alone in her opinion, everyone around
her seemingly going crazy. ‘Let me introduce you to my friends –
this is Adam!’ He stepped to his right and lifted the fist of the
blonde man above his head like a referee at the end of a boxing
match, the crowd whooping its approval. Sal strode to the black
man, grabbing his shoulder. ‘Say hello to Logan!’ The broad grin
appeared again as he stepped forward and bowed a little, spreading
his muscular arms wide. ‘And finally,’ continued Sal as he headed
to the other side of the stage, ‘this young man is the baby of the
group – Dan!’ Sal reached for the man’s hair, pretending to ruffle
it, and Dan responded with a broad smile that dimpled his cheeks,
something about his face giving him an air of innocence that the
others lacked. ‘Finally,’ continued Sal, ‘my name is Salvatore.’ He
bowed with the same formal air they had both noticed at the gym,
and the crowd roared its approval for him too. He moved to the
centre of the stage and the others departed into the wings, loud
music with an insistent beat filling the air as Sal took off his
jacket and threw it offstage, the crowd clapping along.

The next five minutes were a revelation to
Rob and Rachel. Sal somehow managed to live up to what he had told
them, blending dance, performance and a series of impressive
bodybuilding poses into a seamless routine that showed his body off
to perfection. Rachel had been right too of course, and by the time
the number was drawing to a close he was wearing nothing but an
incredibly tight pair of briefs that clearly showed the contours of
what they both thought looked suspiciously like a fully erect cock.
Having watched him slowly strip in an erotically charged routine
that aroused everyone in the audience, Rachel included, she decided
that Sal had the perfect body. Muscular and powerful, yet supple
and agile, he had taken on the persona of the ideal man on stage
and every woman in the crowd had bought into the fantasy
completely, their imaginations all creating the same dream, one in
which Sal was alone with them, and they were doing much more than
dancing.

Rachel had never been to a show like this
before and was sure that there must be a limit to how far the
dancers could go before the authorities took an interest, so the
climax of the act took her by surprise. Sal’s routine had obviously
been timed precisely, the music building to a dramatic ending, but
he matched the final moments perfectly, everything seeming to
happen almost at once. Just as the music ended Sal grabbed his
briefs with two muscular hands, pulling them away from his body and
up above his head in one fluid movement. They had obviously been
held together with Velcro to enable such a dramatic moment but no
one cared about his underwear, every pair of eyes in the building
focused on his crotch, the sight of a perfectly hard and erect
cock, generously proportioned and pointing skywards, seeming to
shock the audience into silence. A heartbeat later the room was in
total darkness as the stage lights went off, Rob and Rachel both
unsure if they had seen what their eyes had registered, though the
cheering crowd confirmed that they hadn’t imagined it. The bedlam
that ensued continued for some time, some women almost hysterical,
everyone excited and aroused.

After a couple of minutes pause the lights
came up a little and more music started, Adam reappearing on stage
dressed in some sort of military uniform, but Rob and Rachel needed
to talk, to discuss what they had seen, more than they needed to
watch. Cupping a hand around his ear, Rachel leaned closer to
speak, trying to make herself heard over the crowd.

‘Did I just see Sal’s cock?’ Rob turned to
her, confusion in his face as he replied.

‘I think so, but it happened so quickly, it
was only for an instant.’

‘It looked big though, didn’t it!’ whispered
Rachel with just a little too much enthusiasm for Rob’s liking.

‘It didn’t look that big,’ he smiled, before
they turned to watch as Adam got further into his routine. He wore
only a tight white T shirt and khaki cargo pants and when he tore
the thin T shirt off his body to reveal a chest that was smooth,
tanned and impossibly defined Rachel settled back into her seat,
knowing that she was going to just love the rest of the show!

 


When the show was over Rob and Rachel left
the theatre to join the eager throng at the stage door. Two
security guards were ensuring that no-one could enter the building
that way, though it was obvious that the women that had gathered
there would like nothing more than the chance to swarm into the
dressing rooms and get their hands on Alpha Heat! It took some time
for Rob and Rachel to force their way through the crowd and get to
the doorway but Sal had told the guards to expect them and a moment
later they were on the other side of the door.

‘God, those women were really keen, weren’t
they!’ laughed Rob. ‘Sal and his friends are big strong guys, but I
wouldn’t fancy their chances if that lot got their hands on them!’
After two hours of watching Alpha Heat perform a series of hot
routines, each one more of a turn on than the last, Rachel knew
exactly how they felt. The strippers had performed solo routines as
well as numbers where they had all been on stage, each one pushing
the boundaries of what they were legally allowed to do as far as
possible. The shock she had felt when she had glimpsed Sal’s cock
had been duplicated in the climax of Adam’s act, his stiff member
clearly visible for a brief moment before darkness engulfed him,
but then the crowd knew just what to expect at the end of each
routine. When the four men danced together for the first time they
initially appeared behind a screen, the lighting reducing them to
silhouettes, so when the outline of four fat and very stiff cocks
appeared the crowd went crazy. The shadowy figures appeared to be
pleasuring themselves, muscular hands stroking their rods, and for
a moment Rob thought that the audience would storm the stage. When
the screen dropped to reveal Alpha Heat all holding a wooden
truncheon between their legs the crowd’s disappointment and
frustration was tangible, and the rest of the show had done nothing
to calm them. When the show had ended the auditorium had quickly
emptied, and Rob commented that a lot of husbands were in for one
hell of a night! Rachel had noticed quite a few women head straight
for the toilets and she wondered whether any were dealing with
their frustration in there rather than wait. She was really turned
on too but as they waited backstage she put her own desires to one
side for a moment as she wondered what Rob had made of the show,
and the thought of becoming a part of it.

‘So, are you taking the job?’ she asked as
they waited in an empty corridor, knowing that the events of the
evening would have been even more shocking to Rob than they had
been to her, but his reply surprised her.

‘I can’t believe how wild that crowd got! And
those women outside – you’d have thought that those guys were
gods!’ She had been expected an emphatic no, but it seemed that her
friend had been seduced a little by the fame that Alpha Heat were
enjoying.

At that moment Sal appeared in a doorway a
little further along the corridor, clad only in a towel wrapped
around his waist. He had obviously just stepped out of the shower
and the sight of his muscular torso up close quickly rekindled
Rachel’s interest, her mind quickly wandering to consider what lay
beneath his towel.

‘Come in guys,’ he grinned, pushing the door
of his changing room wide. ‘I’m sorry if I kept you waiting. Did
you enjoy the show?’

‘Oh yes!’ replied Rachel a little too
quickly, embarrassment overtaking her when she realized how
over-excited she had sounded.

‘Thank you,’ replied Sal, far too gentlemanly
to pick up on her obvious enthusiasm. ‘Rob, I’m still hoping that
you will join us. As I mentioned last time we met, I can give you
all the training and advice you need and the only question is
whether you can step forward.’ Again there was a subtle challenge
in his words, and Rachel listened with interest as her friend
responded.

‘To be honest Sal, it looks like you guys are
having a lot of fun, and the idea of it is very tempting, but I’m
not sure. Once I’ve got on that stage my face will be seen and
there’ll be no going back to my old career. It’ll permanently
destroy any chance I’ve got of getting a job in the real world –
none of the companies I’d like to work for would ever employ
someone that had worked as a stripper, so I’ll have completely
burnt my bridges. If working with you guys doesn’t work out for
some reason, I’d be completely stuck.’

‘I had considered that problem too,’ replied
Sal as he turned to rummage in a case that seemed to be full of
stage costumes, ‘and I think I may have a solution.’ He found what
he was looking for and held it up for them to look at. It was a
mask, a deep red in colour with apertures for eyes, nostrils and
mouth. It reminded Rob of the masks he had seen Mexican wrestlers
wear on TV in the past and he began to understand Sal’s idea. ‘I
don’t think it is fair to ask you to simply join us – the four of
us have been perfecting our act for several years and it would not
be right to expect you to become part of our team right away.
Instead, you could be a separate part of the show – a guest.’ Rob
hesitated, not sure what to say, and Rachel looked at the mask with
interest. It had an air of malevolence about it, something that
gave it a sinister quality that she couldn’t quite explain. A
moment later it hit her.

‘It looks like the face of a devil,’ she
commented, and Sal turned to look at it with a new interest.

‘You are right Rachel, I had not noticed that
before.’ The three of them looked at the mask in silence, the empty
eyes seeming to look blankly back at them. ‘Il Diavolo,’ Sal
whispered, and Rachel shivered at the sudden change in atmosphere.
The mask seemed to have a persona of its own, even though it was
just a few pieces of cleverly stitched material. Rachel found
herself imagining what Rob would look like with it on, performing a
routine similar to the ones Alpha Heat had delivered earlier. For
the first time in her life she found herself imagining him naked,
wearing nothing but the mask, prick full and firm, hard as rock as
it pointed skywards…

‘Perhaps it needs horns!’ laughed Rob,
bringing Rachel back to reality suddenly, shocked at how arousing
the image that had appeared unbidden in her mind had been.
Forbidden fruit, she mused, reflecting that as she had always
thought of Rob in platonic terms the sudden imagining of him in
such a sexual way was infinitely more exciting. The strange feeling
that these thoughts, and her arousal, were wrong somehow gave them
much more power and it took some effort to dismiss them and focus
on the conversation.

‘That I hadn’t considered,’ Sal said, ‘but
it’s a very good idea. People have a fascination with evil, and it
would be a powerful image.’ He turned his attention to Rob again,
his confident smile making Rob feel that Sal was not about to take
no for an answer. ‘At the risk of appearing immodest, I believe I
have created the perfect opportunity for you. I could let you dance
in one of our shows as a special guest, wearing the mask. If it
goes well and you enjoy the experience we can talk again. I still
think that you’re born to do this and I know the other guys would
be happy to have you join us – we really do need another man to
complete the show.’ He hesitated, dark eyes weighing up Rob’s
reaction to his pitch, Rob himself finding the idea strangely
tempting and somehow knowing that Sal knew he was interested. ‘Of
course Rob, I cannot force you into this and if you say no to me I
would have to sadly accept that. However, you saw the show tonight
– it is an incredible way to make a living! You could become a god
with us!’

‘A god, or a devil,’ responded Rob, something
in his voice making Rachel think that she already knew what his
answer would be. Just then Sal’s phone beeped and he glanced at the
screen for a moment, his smile returning again.

‘They have started early tonight,’ he
commented to himself, looking up before he explained his words. ‘We
also do private shows – there is an advertisement in the main
show’s programme – and my email address is there for anyone who
wants to express an interest. After every show I get a lot of
interesting emails, but I wait until the next day. Sometimes when
people sleep on it, they decide that making a fantasy a reality is
not always a good idea.’

‘So what happens in these private shows?’
asked Rachel.

‘Everything that happens on stage in a
theatre is in public, legally. If a customer wants to pay for us to
perform somewhere private – most of the private shows are in the
customer’s home – the public decency laws do not apply.’

‘So anything goes?’ asked Rachel, her
imagination overtaking her. Sal only smiled in response, but he saw
concern on Rob’s face and quickly addressed it.

‘The private shows are very separate – I
would not expect or want you to be involved, Rob. We have been
doing this for several years and it’s taken us a long time to get
comfortable with the idea. I am in charge so I am always there, but
Dan rarely joins us as he doesn’t always enjoy them. Adam is a born
exhibitionist and nothing fazes him so he is always keen. Logan is
a little more unpredictable, sometimes he says yes, sometimes no.’
Rob decided to ignore this new revelation even though Sal’s phone
announced the arrival of another email as he spoke.

‘You’re going to have to give me a little
more thinking time, Sal. There is one thing I’d like to ask about
though – money.’

‘Of course, I should have thought. I
apologize for not being clear about this earlier. Here, let me show
you an email from the theatre…’ Sal quickly found what he wanted on
his phone, turning the screen so that Rob could see. ‘We would be
splitting that amount between the five of us, with myself taking a
little more than my share as I manage the group too.’

‘Of course …. so is that what you’re paid for
the tour you’re on now?’

‘No my friend, that is what we are being paid
for tonight.’ Rachel had been unable to see the screen, but she had
never seen Rob look so shocked.

‘I never realized…’ he managed and as Sal
watched Rob’s face he made Rachel think of a gambler laying down a
winning hand.

Just then a door at the far end of the
corridor burst open and the remaining three members of Alpha Heat
emerged. Dan was first out, his leather motorcycle jacket and the
bag on his shoulder suggesting he was about to depart. As he passed
Sal he put a hand on his shoulder, not breaking his stride as he
passed.

‘Night boss, see you at practice,’ he said in
a surprisingly melodic voice. He caught Rachel’s eye as he passed
her, his face lighting up as he smiled and winked at her, but a
moment later he was gone, disappearing down a second corridor,
doubtless heading for an exit that was less crowded than the nearby
stage door. His colleagues had a very different demeanor, their
loose limbed stroll a contrast to his purposeful stride, and it was
clear that they weren’t in a hurry to go anywhere. It was Adam that
spoke first as they both stopped in the corridor where the others
were.

‘Hey Sal, is this the new guy?’ he asked with
what seemed to be a genuine interest. It was Rob that responded,
his confident response a welcome reminder to Rachel of the old
Rob.

‘Not yet, we’re still talking about it.’

‘Well, don’t talk about it for too long, we
need some help here! This slave driver has got us doing the work of
five men! We’re just popping outside to say hello, Sal,’ he
continued, and his boss simply nodded in response, still more
focused on Rob. Logan put two muscular hands on Sal’s shoulders as
he passed, a broad grin appearing as he spoke, his voice much
deeper than Rachel had anticipated.

‘We love you really, Sal!’ They had both made
a good impression on Rob and Rachel, their friendly banter and
ready smiles implying that they were all good friends and were
ready to welcome Rob into their team, should he want to join them.
They headed straight for the stage door and slipped outside, the
screams that greeted them echoing back into the corridor. The sound
was obviously familiar to Sal, who didn’t react at all but simply
continued his conversation.

‘Thank you to both of you for coming tonight.
Rob, I really hope that you decide to join us and if you have any
questions then please ring me. I’m hoping you take up my offer, if
only for one show initially, but please let me know your decision
as soon as you can. Now, I need to get myself dressed!’ With a
smile at Rachel and another handshake for Rob he returned to his
dressing room, leaving them alone in the corridor.

‘I can’t believe I’m here, Rachel.’

‘It’s a bit surreal, isn’t it! Mind you, I’m
getting the distinct impression that you’re beginning to get into
all this!’ Rob paused before he responded, knowing that his friend
knew him well enough to have a good idea what he was thinking.

‘Did you see that crowd? And those women
outside? What a rush it must be for those guys, having all those
people going crazy for them! I know he’s playing me, but what have
I got to lose?’ Rachel was overjoyed to see the excited look on her
friend’s face, glad that the old Rob was back and not too concerned
about the unusual events that had inspired his return.

‘My friend the male stripper,’ she mused. ‘I
never thought I’d say that about you!’

‘I’ll think about it overnight, and I suppose
I’ll have to ask Cassie what she thinks too,’ said Rob, a cloud
passing over his face for a moment. Before Rachel could respond the
stage door opened again, Adam and Logan reappearing, but now they
had company. They were escorting four women along the corridor,
both of them looking very pleased with themselves. It was obvious
at a glance that the women had been selected from the crowd as they
were all pretty, well-dressed and very excited to be backstage with
their fantasy men. The group passed Rob and Rachel, heading for the
vacant dressing room at the end of the corridor, Logan the last in
the procession. He had a wide grin on his face and as he passed Rob
he caught his eye, leaning closer to speak.

‘Living the dream, man, living the dream!’
Rob and Rachel watched in shock as they filed through the doorway,
Logan putting a big hand on the bottom of the slim blonde in front
of him. She turned and smiled in response to the contact before
they too entered the room, the door swinging to behind them.
Silence reigned for a few moments, both the onlookers more than a
little shocked, but Rob soon found his voice.

‘Do you think….’ Rachel rolled her eyes at
his naivety.

‘Perhaps they’re giving them a signed photo
each,’ she joked. ‘Come on, let’s listen,’ she whispered as she
headed down the corridor.

‘No, Rachel!’ Rob hissed, but he followed his
friend to the now closed door. As they stood in silence Logan’s
distinctive voice carried through the thin wood.

‘Why don’t you both kneel down, then I can
give you a close up show!’ After a few seconds a female voice
responded.

‘God, you’re big! How do you get hard so
fast?’

‘You’re an inspiration, beautiful! Don’t be
shy, put a hand on it. You too darling, that’s right.’

‘It’s so amazing,’ commented another feminine
voice, then silence returned and they could only guess at what was
happening behind the door.

The theatre was an old building and the doors
were equally aged, complete with old fashioned lock. Unable to
resist, Rachel sank to her knees and put her eye to the keyhole.
What she saw took her breath away and she dragged a reluctant Rob
down alongside her so that he could see too, the two of them taking
turns to peek.

Logan was facing the door, his back against
the far wall, looking down at the two women kneeling before him.
The slim blonde had been joined by a curvy redhead and they were
both raining kisses on Logan’s cock, his erection rising stiffly
between them. They worshipped his ebony tool, two pretty faces
eagerly caressing with lips and tongues, working from the base and
along his impressive length to the swollen head, warm touches
making him throb with delight.

Rachel found it an incredible turn on and Rob
felt himself beginning to harden as they watched in turn, both of
them enjoying the vicarious thrill even though they were a little
jealous of the participants that they were spying on.

The slim blonde took the head of Logan’s
prick into her mouth, soft lips caressing as she slowly began to
slide her mouth down his pole, knowing that she would be unable to
take his full length. The redhead watched on, her hand on the top
of Logan’s thigh, waiting for her turn. When the blonde had taken
him as deeply as she could there was still room for the redhead to
lick again at the base of his cock, but when the blonde finally
released Logan with a gasp she didn’t hesitate. Rather than take
him deep she began to fuck him with her mouth, head bobbing as she
created a delightful wet friction that made Logan growl with
pleasure.

After enjoying the sight of the pretty
redhead pleasuring him for a few seconds he gently moved her off
him and urged the blonde to her feet. Seconds later he had bent her
forward, pulling her black dress up her long legs, revealing toned
thighs and a pert little bottom half covered by a tiny pair of
panties. The redhead was quick to pull the blonde’s panties down
and off, the blonde stepping out of them as Logan moved behind her.
The redhead was keen to help further, taking his meaty shaft with a
pale hand that looked so small on it and guiding him home.

Logan sank deeply into the willing fan with
one long stroke, the blonde’s pussy obviously having been hoping
for this moment since Sal’s first dance ended a couple of hours
ago. Her groan echoed down the corridor as the fat black cock
inside her began to slowly pump in and out, fucking her with a
confident languid rhythm.

‘Let’s go,’ whispered Rob, increasingly
worried that they’d be discovered, and Rachel reluctantly rose, the
two of them quietly heading for the exit. Once they were outside
the now deserted stage door they stood in the cool air, both
needing to discuss what they had just seen.

‘I’m so shocked,’ said Rob, ‘I know these
things happen, but those women just gave themselves to him – they
didn’t say a word, just followed them into the dressing room and
couldn’t wait to get his cock into their mouths.’

‘They weren’t shy, were they,’ responded
Rachel, though she had to admit that a part of her was more than a
little jealous, the fantasy of being taken so impersonally by such
a muscular and well hung man something that she had dreamt about
more than once in the past without ever thinking that she might see
it acted out.

‘Sal was right, they do get treated like
gods. I wonder what Adam was up to – I couldn’t see him with those
other two women.’

‘No, neither could I. I’m guessing that they
weren’t playing cards though! I wouldn’t mention what we’ve just
seen to Cassie though.’

‘No, she wouldn’t be too impressed if she
thought I was getting into some sort of wild lifestyle. I suppose
I’d better go and have a chat with her about all this.’

‘Are you going to go for it?’ Rob paused
before he responded, turning to Rachel as the first drops of rain
fell in the darkness.

‘I really don’t know, Rachel.’

 


As Rob drove home with Rachel through
deserted city streets that night, he pondered his choice. He
certainly had nothing to lose and the new life that Sal had offered
him seemed full of excitement but he couldn’t shake the feeling
that it just wasn’t him. He was used to business, to meetings and
emails, not cheering crowds, outrageous stage outfits and the
shameless adulation he had witnessed backstage a little earlier.
Though Cassie was very open minded, he felt that she would be
concerned about how her family, friends and neighbours would react
to the news that her husband had become a male stripper and would
urge him to return to a more conventional business role. The fact
that he seemed to be unable to find one at present left him in a
dilemma without an obvious answer.

When Rachel pulled up outside his house he
knew immediately that something was wrong, but he said nothing to
his friend, only saying goodnight and waiting as she drove away
before turning to the house, knowing that whatever had happened he
had to face it alone. His home was in darkness, the usual welcoming
lights absent, and it had a cold and empty feel to it. The silence
that greeted him when he opened the door was another signal that
the house was empty and he quickly checked his mobile, wondering if
Cassie had sent him a message that he had missed in the excitement
of the evening. He had left her watching television and she had not
told him that she was planning to go out that night. It was
certainly unlike her to not let him know where she was. There was
no message on his phone but when he went into the kitchen he saw
some sheets of paper on the counter there, and a moment later the
truth hit him like a sledgehammer.

Cassie had left a note for him and he only
had to read the first few words to know what had happened. In
characteristic style she had got straight to the point, telling him
that she was leaving him and going to live with her parents. She
had managed to fill three pages with an attempt to justify her
decision and though Rob glanced through it he didn’t really take it
in, immediately seeing that what she had written was more aimed at
making her feel better than to help him understand her decision.
She’s actually done it, he thought as he slumped onto one of the
dining chairs, left me as soon as things got difficult, as soon as
it looked that the good times were over. He looked around at the
immaculately appointed kitchen, everything in its place, realizing
that this house was already part of his past. Without Cassie,
having a luxurious and spacious house in a select part of town was
suddenly a luxury that he didn’t need and certainly couldn’t afford
at the moment. We’ll have to sell it, he thought, realizing a
moment later that there was no ‘we’ anymore, just a solitary
‘I’.

Losing his job had hit him hard but his
marriage ending so unexpectedly had left him with no anchor, no
stabilizing force in his life. He had stepped from the predicable
path of working, getting married, having kids and then working to
support them until retirement came around. Now his future was a
completely blank canvas, a mystery. He sat in silence for a few
minutes as he slowly came to terms with the enormity of the change,
the resourcefulness that had served him so well throughout his life
coming to his rescue again as he began to make some plans, making
decisions that fitted in better with his newly single and rootless
status. Once he had resolved things in his mind he slipped his
mobile from his pocket again, quickly composing a message – ‘When
does training start?’ – and hitting send.

 


Back at the theatre, Sal was in a comfortable
armchair in his dressing room when his phone buzzed. He picked it
up and smiled at the message, sending a brief reply - ‘Be at the
gym at 8am tomorrow’ – before putting it down again.

‘Something important?’ asked the curvy
redhead kneeling at his feet.

‘No, just some good news,’ he grinned as
reached out to gently caress the side of her face, eyes dancing
over her naked body.

‘I was hoping to meet you,’ smiled the
redhead, green eyes meeting his as he managed to tear his gaze from
her voluptuous form, ‘I mean it was nice to meet Logan and Adam but
when you walked in on us I hoped that we’d get some time together.’
Sal said nothing in response, thinking that his companion had
seemed to be quite happy in Logan’s company, though she could do
little more than watch while that slim blonde he had been fucking
got the pounding of her life. Instead he gave her his most charming
smile, watching happily as she returned it before turning her
attention to the full erection she was holding, putting it back
into her mouth and wetly sucking, soft fingers caressing the base
of his shaft.

Sal leaned back and enjoyed the moment,
sighing contentedly. He was living the perfect life, doing a job he
loved with a small fortune in the bank and he was sure Rob joining
would help keep Alpha Heat’s success on an upward trajectory. At
this moment a gorgeous stranger was happily sucking his cock,
somehow grateful that she’d had the chance to pleasure him so
selflessly.

’You don’t mind swallowing, do you?’ he asked
politely and the redhead only paused for the briefest moment,
mumbling her assent. Yes, life is so perfect he thought as he came,
balls pumping thick squirts of come into the pretty girl’s
mouth.

 


A few weeks later Rachel found herself taking
her seat in another theatre, a two hour drive from the city where
she lived, full of anticipation at the thought of Rob’s debut on
stage. He had insisted on the show being a long way from his home,
very mindful of the risk of being recognized even though he would
be wearing his devil mask, and he was still thinking of this
performance as a one off experiment so it made sense for it to be
at a location where he wasn’t known to anyone, just in case.

Rachel still couldn’t believe what had
happened to her friend. His redundancy, and the fruitless search
for work that followed it, had been devastating for him, but Sal’s
job offer and Cassie’s unexpected departure had combined to
seemingly change him completely. There was a new reckless side to
him now, the sudden disappearance of all the stabilizing influences
in his life inspiring a devil may care attitude that made his
impending appearance on stage just a few feet away a little more
understandable. Rachel was near to the front row and she would
certainly have a close up view of the performers in a few minutes.
Her mind returned to the previous evening when Rob had showed her
his costume for the show, which consisted of a crimson cape and a
tiny pair of red leather shorts that were held together at their
sides by two strips of Velcro. It was obvious that they were
designed to be removed in a hurry and when she looked at him with a
questioning eye he shrugged, explaining that Sal had told him to go
as far as he felt comfortable to. It was obvious that it was
planned for his routine to end with him completely naked however,
and as Rachel had not seen him rehearse she could only imagine what
lay in store for her. She had seen the other guys strip, but would
Rob be brave enough to go all the way? Rachel hadn’t asked how
Alpha Heat managed to get themselves turned on enough to be fully
erect in the brief moment that they let the audience see them naked
and she wondered whether Rob would be able to pull off the same
trick. The thought of seeing her friend on stage, stark naked and
sporting a hard cock was a little too much to take on board, many
competing feelings filling her mind.

Meanwhile Rob was backstage, getting
increasingly nervous as he waited in the dressing room. He was
sharing the room with the four members of Alpha Heat and was glad
of the company, their relaxed chat distracting him from the
butterflies in his stomach. It was obvious that experience had
banished any nervousness that they might have felt a long time ago,
and they all exuded an air of quiet confidence. As Rob was
appearing as a guest of the group he would not be joining them on
stage at all and he only had his own five minute performance to
think about, but that was certainly more than enough for him! Sal
sensed his discomfort and sat by him, lowering his voice a
little.

‘Be confident, Rob. You have taken on all the
training and practice you need and when you walk onto the stage
your nerves will disappear – everything will be perfect.’

‘I can’t believe I’m here.’ Sal could see
that Rob might be losing his nerve.

‘Listen, we are all scared, all nervous. You
must believe me. The only thing that gives us courage is the
knowledge that this feeling is temporary, part of the anticipation,
and it will pass.’ Just then a buzzer sounded for a couple of
seconds and Alpha Heat all stood, checking the mirror one last time
before heading for the door.

 


Rachel enjoyed the show, the knowledge of
what was coming at the climax of each routine adding to her
pleasure. As before, each individual performance ended in a
skillfully timed moment, the dancer completely naked, erection rock
hard and looking magnificent for the briefest instant before
darkness engulfed him. The crowd loved it, responding with screams
and cheers, but Rachel was anticipating her friend’s performance
with more than a little concern. Would he be able to live up to the
high standard that Alpha Heat had set? She worried that if his act
didn’t go well the knock to his confidence could be devastating,
coming so soon after all the recent upheavals in his life.

When Sal strolled onto the stage again,
smartly dressed in a dark business suit and a crisp white
collarless tie the crowd roared its approval, but Rachel’s tummy
flipped with nerves as he began to prepare the crowd for Rob’s
arrival.

‘I’d now like to introduce a special guest of
ours, a gentleman that I know you’re going to love. He’s here to
touch that devil inside all of us – please welcome El Diavolo!’
Again the crowd provided a noisy welcome as the lights dimmed and
dry ice began to float across the stage. Suddenly red lights
pierced the clouds of smoke, dramatic music helping to create an
ominous atmosphere. When a silhouette appeared at the rear of the
stage, slowly moving forwards, the crowd screamed enthusiastically,
their excitement seeming to double when they saw the outline of two
devil’s horns on the figure’s head.

 




The music reached a climax as Rob stepped
into a spotlight and the brief moment of silence that followed was
filled with more excited shouts. It was obvious to both Rob and
Rachel that Sal’s choice of persona had been inspired, the audience
more enthusiastic about Rob than they had been about any other act
that evening and Rob had barely moved yet! He stood there
motionless for a few more seconds, face obscured by his mask and
body hidden by the cape that almost reached his ankles.

Sal was right, he thought, as his eyes
flitted across the faces on the front row, now I’m on stage the
nerves have gone! He felt a new confidence spreading through him as
he saw how willingly the crowd bought into his new identity and
suddenly the thought of performing was a lot less daunting than it
had been. He began to execute his routine, the series of
well-rehearsed moves flowing into each other as Sal had promised
that they would, confidence suddenly flooding through him. His cape
was made of material light enough to float up as he moved,
revealing glimpses of a body that had never been so toned. The
others had told him that a brief work out just before going on
stage would help add a little definition to his muscles and the
audience certainly seemed to love what they were seeing, but their
whoops of excitement were nothing in comparison with their reaction
to the central dramatic moment in his routine.

Taking up a position in the centre of the
stage, Rob began to spin on the spot. He started slowly but quickly
increased the speed of his turns, centrifugal force lifting the
cape until it was almost horizontal, a red blur as his body was
completely exposed at last, only his leather shorts beneath. He
reached up to the clasp at his neck with one hand, releasing it so
that the cape suddenly flew loose towards the side of the stage. At
the same moment he stopped dead, raising both arms above him like a
victorious boxer saluting the crowd, and the audience erupted. His
heroic pose had been deliberately inserted into the routine to give
him a few seconds to recover from the spin, but as he tried to
overcome his dizziness he realized just how well he was being
received. Some of the audience had left their seats to stand at the
edge of the stage, the looks on their faces an inspiring blend of
excitement, lust and worship. As he began the final phase of his
act, strutting slowly along the edge of the stage, he sensed that
the crowd was losing control, the number of women rushing to the
front of the auditorium growing all the time. The boost to his ego
was immeasurable and he suddenly realized how the other dancers got
so turned on while on stage. At this moment almost every woman in
the audience was completely under his spell and would be happy to
do just about anything he wanted. Somehow he had seduced a thousand
women! He could feel himself getting turned on too, and when he
thought about the climax of his act he knew what he wanted to do.
He knew that Sal would be happy for him to stop without going all
the way but he was intoxicated by his new found power and, much to
his surprise, he found that he actually wanted to be naked, wanted
the audience to see him erect and need him even more than they did
now. He felt his cock stiffen again at the thrill of what he was
about to do, the confidence that the audience had given him a drug
that seemed to have changed him completely.

He met the eye of some of the women at the
front of the crowd, seeing the anticipation there. You want to see
it – you’re desperate to see my cock, he thought, knowing these
women were just as aroused as he was, the thought of hundreds of
hot little pussies dampening inside their panties turning him on
even more. As his eyes scanned the audience he suddenly spotted
Rachel, her expression unreadable. He hesitated for a moment, the
thought that his closest friend would see him naked and see his
swollen prick something that he hadn’t considered, but his arousal
and excitement quickly took over. She’ll be just as turned on as
all the others, a voice in his head told him. She wants to see it
too.

He knew that the music only had a few seconds
to run and he moved to the centre of the stage, only a couple of
inches away from the outstretched hands of the women standing at
the stage’s edge. Everyone knew what was coming next, Rob teasing
the crowd by hesitating, enjoying the madness he seemed to be
inspiring in them. All eyes were on the only item of clothing he
wore as he rested his hands on his hips. His heart was pounding in
his chest, excitement rather than exercise making it race and he
couldn’t believe how aroused he was. He began to loosen the
fastenings, catching the eye of a pretty young blonde leaning
against the stage. Her face was flushed and he somehow knew that,
in the crush of bodies that had developed there, she had somehow
managed to discretely get a hand onto her pussy unnoticed, perhaps
squeezed into the top of her jeans while all eyes were on the
stage. When her eyes closed for the briefest moment he realized
that she was at the point of orgasm and he decided that the moment
had arrived.

He ripped at the Velcro and his shorts came
away in his hand. He lifted them above his head like a trophy but
not one pair of eyes followed them. Everyone in the auditorium was
transfixed by his cock, standing rigidly to attention and as hard
as rock. Rob felt close to coming and the blonde at his feet was in
ecstasy, her pretty face full of bliss as the women around her
reached out vainly to him, oblivious of her secret. Rob’s cock
began to throb a little as his heart tried to pump even more blood
into it and time seemed to stand still as he met Rachel's gaze
again. Something passed between them in that moment, neither of
them understanding what, and an instant later the lights went out.
The audience screamed their approval as Rob found his way offstage
in the darkness, grateful for a dressing gown that a stage hand
passed to him, suddenly needing the privacy of his dressing
room.

 


Rachel was in shock. Her mind was reeling at
what she had just seen and the image of her friend on stage, naked
apart from his mask, was impossible to shake. The show had turned
her on a little but Rob’s routine had been something different
entirely. He wasn’t a handsome fantasy figure like the members of
Alpha Heat – he was a friend, a real person that she knew well and
now she had seen him naked and seen his impressive erection it
seemed that they had shared an intimacy. The fact that she had seen
him as a lover would see him, wanted to do more than watch him,
wanted to touch him and take the first step to becoming lovers,
meant that she was struggling to imagine them going back to a
platonic friendship. She knew that her sudden desire was just a
physical reaction, the animal part of her reacting to what she had
seen, but at that moment the emotions she felt seemed so real, so
powerful. She had planned to visit him backstage, to congratulate
him and to see how he felt after his debut, but the thought of
being close to him right now concerned her. How would she react,
she wondered, not sure whether their friendship and mutual respect
would be enough to combat her more primal feelings. She had an
instinctive desire that was proving impossible to ignore, and it
was seemingly ready to drive her to serve the needs of her body,
ignoring any possible consequences.

Her mind made up, she stood and joined the
rest of the audience as it filed out, slipping her phone from her
pocket to send Rob a message.

Twenty minutes later she was pulling up
outside Chris’ house. It was a warm summer night and she felt sure
that he would be relaxing on the patio at the back of the house so
she decided to surprise him by going down the narrow path by the
side of his home rather than knock on the front door. It was
impossible to shift the image of Rob’s rampant cock from her mind,
but she thought that if she could get her hands on another one it
would go quite some way to helping to deal with the lustful
thoughts that were consuming her. When she turned the corner the
garden was empty however, but the empty chair and open patio doors
both suggested that Chris wasn’t too far away. She was sure that he
wouldn’t mind her sneaking in to surprise him, but when she reached
the open door it was her that encountered the unexpected.

Chris was sitting on a couch with a man
Rachel only knew as Dom, one of his business contacts. That wasn’t
too much of a shock, but the fact that they were both half naked
and stroking each other’s cocks certainly was! Rachel was too
surprised to speak or even move for a moment, the sight of another
two stiff pricks doing nothing to dampen her arousal but the shock
of seeing her boyfriend enthusiastically caressing one of them
while he received the same treat from its owner was impossible to
accept. Chris saw her at once and began to get to his feet before
he realized how comical he would look with his shorts around his
knees and his cock standing stiff.

‘Babe, it’s not what it seems… I mean, I’m
not gay, you know …. we were just fooling around…’ Rachel hesitated
before replying. She had always known that this moment would
arrive, the moment when Chris let her down, though she had never
envisaged it looking quite like this! She suddenly realized that
she’d not see him again, and found that she didn’t really care.

‘Don’t bother!’ she managed, turning on her
heel and heading back to her car.

 


Rob felt like a victorious gladiator, Sal,
Logan and Dan all sharing the same dressing room and eager to slap
him on the back and welcome him to their world, having watched him
make such a success of his performance.

‘That was fantastic!’ grinned Dan, the others
all beaming with approval.

‘I did think it went well,’ responded Rob, a
little unsure what to say.

‘Are you kidding?’ exclaimed Adam. ‘Did you
hear the crowd?’

‘They really bought into the concept – the
devil idea, and the mask. You did it, as I knew you would!’ Sal was
understandably proud of his latest recruit.

‘I think it’s time you enjoyed some reward
for your effort,’ added Logan, ‘in fact, I can hear them from
here!’ It was true – when the four men fell silent the sound of
shouts, chants and screams could be heard from the crowd that had
formed outside the stage door, despite its distance from the room
they were in. He was urged from the dressing room by the others,
the noise increasing in volume as they approached the stage door.
Adam put a hand on the handle, but the sound of Sal’s voice made
him pause.

‘Wait! Rob, I think you have forgotten
something.’ He held out the leather mask. ‘This is the person they
are waiting for.’ Aware of the others’ eyes on him, he
self-consciously put it on before turning to Adam.

‘Okay,’ grinned the Australian, ‘let’s go!’
He opened the door and stepped out, the noise doubling, Logan, Sal
and Dan following him out and inspiring further cheers and
screams.

Rob checked his mask and followed them but
the crowd’s reaction shocked them all. They went crazy when they
saw him, the two security guards at the base of the short flight of
metal steps suddenly struggling to keep the pressing crowd from
surging past them and into the building.

‘Oh my God,’ whispered Sal, his cool gone for
a moment, and after briefly waving they realized that only
retreating inside again would prevent a riot so they quickly
stepped back inside, closing the door behind them.

‘My word,’ grinned Logan, ‘You are a very
popular man, Rob!’ Rob didn’t know what to say – he was struggling
to believe that the reaction he had just witnessed was down to him.
He undid his mask again, finding himself a little afraid of the
strange power it seemed to have over women, or at least the women
that were enthusiastic enough to be waiting backstage!

‘Are you not going to stay and party with
us?’ asked Adam. ‘You’ll need to keep your mask on if you are –
you’re stuck with it now, mate!’ Rob wasn’t sure what he meant for
a moment, but the memory of his last backstage visit quickly came
to him. ‘We were planning to invite a few of those lovely young
ladies to spend an hour or two with us,’ continued Adam, ‘and I’m
sure there’s at least a couple that would be able to put up with
your company!’ They all laughed, but Sal put a hand on Rob’s
shoulder as he spoke.

‘We are all single men, Rob. I know things
are more complicated for you, so you must do what you feel is
best.’

‘Thanks guys, but I might give it a miss
tonight. I’m a married man, or at least I was until a few days ago,
and I need a bit of time to get my head around things.’

‘No problem, man,’ smiled Logan. ‘There will
be ladies waiting for you next time, and the time after that, and
the time after too.’

‘I’m going to duck out as well,’ added Dan.
‘I’ve got some mates nearby and I’m going to catch up with them
tonight.’ He turned to Rob before speaking again. ‘I’ll show you
the other way out - unless you fancy your chances on your own out
there!’

‘No thanks,’ replied Rob, feeling like part
of the team already.

‘Just the three of us then,’ continued Adam,
‘shall we start with six and see how we get on?’

‘Goodnight, guys’, said Dan, and they all
briefly exchanged farewells before Dan led the way down a corridor
to an unobtrusive fire door a few yards away. Quietly pushing it
open, he briefly looked outside before donning a black baseball cap
and stepping outside. ‘Come on Rob, there’s no-one around.’ Rob
followed him outside into the alley.

They were in a side street that ran alongside
the theatre and after a few steps they were passing the crowd
outside the stage door. Rob worried for a moment, but all eyes were
on the closed door and no-one even glanced at them. Even if they
had, without his mask Rob was just another man in the street and
Dan’s cap obscured enough of his features to ensure he wouldn’t be
recognized. Rob couldn’t help but steal a glance at the throng as
he passed. The women there all looked young, glamourous and very
excited at the prospect of seeing their idols again. He couldn’t
believe that he’d inspired such enthusiasm! As they strolled by,
seemingly invisible, Rob heard a few snatches of conversation.

‘Do you think they’ll come out again?’

‘I’ve heard they invite some people backstage
for a private party.’

‘God, I wish I could get my hands on one of
them!’

‘The guy with the mask – he was so hot…’

Still struggling to believe the events of the
evening, Rob slipped unnoticed into the shadows, heading for
home.

 


As Rachel drove home she tried to make sense
of the scene she had just walked in on. She knew Chris wasn’t gay,
yet she had stood there watching as he happily stroked his friend’s
cock! His own prick had been rock hard under Dom’s fingers, and
something told Rachel that this wasn’t the first time they had
played with each other like this. They had both seemed so relaxed
about it and she couldn’t help but wonder what would have happened
if she hadn’t interrupted them.

She had got to know Chris quite well and she
suddenly reflected that in a strange way her discovery made sense.
She had never expected him to stay faithful to her forever, his
adventurousness and the pleasure seeking side to his personality
making it inevitable that he would stray. He was the kind of man
that wanted to experience everything and if the chance for a little
fun came along he would be unable to say no. As she approached her
own home the sense that she had been betrayed slowly began to ebb,
replaced with a more philosophical feeling that her brief fling
with Chris had been fun while it lasted and that she was glad that
she had met him. I’m single again, she realized as she opened her
door and flicked on a light, a brief sadness passing over her for a
moment as she kicked her shoes off. She smiled ruefully as she
remembered why she had called in on Chris in the first place, Alpha
Heat’s show turning her on before Rob’s performance amplified her
lust and gave it a strangely personal twist. She had been hoping
that he would help her to satisfy her needs, but Dom had beaten her
to it! Instead of her boyfriend helping her extinguish the fire she
felt in both her heart and her pussy, he had only stoked the coals.
Now her shock had subsided, she found the memory of the two men
sitting together, fingertips sliding over two very stiff cocks,
another turn on, the latest in a series of arousing events that
evening. It was now after midnight and she headed for her bedroom,
shedding her clothes as she went, but as she stood by her big
double bed and slipped out of her underwear she knew that there was
something that she simply needed to do before sleep would come. She
was just too turned on to ignore the needful ache in her pussy and
there was only one thing that would make it go away. Sometimes you
just have to do it yourself, she thought as she lay on her back on
top of the crisp white sheets, her head relaxing onto a soft
pillow.

She spread her legs without hesitation,
finding that now she had decided to pleasure herself she was
looking forward to banishing the frustration of the evening, and a
moment later the two middle fingers of her right hand were
massaging the skin around her clitoris, enjoying the feel of her
body responding, knowing that there would be nothing to stop her
getting the satisfaction she needed this time. After a couple of
minutes she let her fingers dip lower, sliding over the lips of her
sex, feeling the dry warmth there, knowing that her body would soon
respond to her expert touch. As the fingertips returned to her
clitoris, small circular movements on her skin increasing the heat
a little, her free hand found a breast and caressed the nipple to a
rubbery stiffness. The memory of Sal’s stiff dick came to her mind
unbidden and her eyes closed as she imagined him in the room. In
her mind he was naked, erect and watching her as she rested the
fingertips of both hands along the lips of her sex, gently parting
them for a moment in a shameless display of lust for her imaginary
lover and when she touched her pussy lips again she wasn’t
surprised to feel moisture on her fingertips.

Needing something more now, she pushed the
index finger of her right hand between the folds, gasping at the
pleasure she inspired, the digit easily slipping between the slick
and sensitive walls. She wished it was a cock penetrating her now,
filling her much more completely that she could manage and exciting
her far more than her finger could. For a moment she withdrew it
again, letting the now damp tip play on her clitoris again, the
slickness adding a little something special to the pleasure of the
contact, but the temptation to penetrate herself again was too much
to resist.

She pleasured herself in this way for the
next few minutes, fingers alternating between massaging the most
intimate part of herself and pushing into her increasingly hot and
sticky sex, a poor replacement for the parade of handsome men in
her mind. She thought about the guys from Alpha Heat, considering
each one in turn as a potential lover, imagining each one of them
pushing into her and fucking her with an athletic prowess. She
wondered what would have happened if she hadn’t walked out on Chris
and Dom – would they have shared those two wonderfully rigid cocks
with her? Perhaps fucked her in turn? Maybe she would have found
herself with one prick pumping into her tight little quim while the
other was pushing into her mouth, her lips and tongue an
alternative source of pleasure.

As her fantasies grew wilder her breathing
grew shallower, her heart pumping faster as pleasure began to fill
her body. When she pushed a second finger inside herself her sex
happily accepted it and she began to toy with her clit with one
hand while the other fucked her pussy with an increasing urgency.
As her orgasm approached she found herself remembering her brief
glimpse of Rob’s cock, surprisingly meaty and long. How would it
feel inside her, she wondered, what would it be like to make love
with him, to let him fuck her, for them to do everything together?
The idea was a massive turn on and it was the image she held in her
mind as she began to come.

Meanwhile, Rob had also returned home and had
decided on a quick shower after his eventful evening. As water
cascaded over his body he finally began to appreciate how well he
had done his job that evening. Despite his initial nerves, he had
nailed every single move of his routine and ensured they flowed
together, creating a professional act. He now realized just how
well it had gone down with the audience and he smiled as he
remembered the women crowding around the stage door. The other guys
will be in the middle of an orgy right now, he thought as he soaped
his body, and he found himself a little jealous. He still thought
of himself as a married man and had said no to their invitation
with an almost instinctive reaction but now he reflected that he
may have been too hasty. Cassie was long gone and he wouldn’t be at
all surprised if she had already lined up some other rich guy to
take advantage of, so why was he so reluctant to have a little fun?
He thought again of the women he had seen talking about him in the
street outside the theatre and knew that they would have been his
to command, if he had joined the others at their backstage party.
His prick began to stiffen as he imagined the fun he could have had
and he remembered Adam’s comment about selecting six women. He
could have had his pick, perhaps selecting two more for himself, or
even three! He had never experienced sex with more than one
partner, and the thought of two women sharing his cock made him
hard, helped by the soapy hand that began to caress his shaft. Next
time I’m definitely going for it, he decided as he remembered the
blonde on the front row, looking him in the eye as she came. He
imagined the blonde’s sweet little pussy, hot and wet for him, and
tried to imagine how many other women in that crowd he had turned
on, hundreds of women squirming in their seats as they fantasized
about fucking him…

The memory of Rachel’s shocked face suddenly
appeared in his mind and he found himself wondering whether he had
aroused her too as his hand continued to travel the length of his
now fully erect member. Had she fantasized about him, imagining the
two of them together? This thought inspired the familiar heavy
feeling deep inside his balls and he knew he was about to unload.
He held onto the picture of Rachel in his mind, imagining that she
was there watching him wank, wanting his cock like the rest of the
audience had, and at the moment that he came his dream evolved,
Rachel joining him in the shower to make love with him. As he
ejaculated, thick wads of spunk flying from the tiny hole at the
tip of his tool and hitting the glass of the cubicle, it was the
thought of him and Rachel together that flooded his mind.

A few miles away the same thought was in
Rachel’s mind as she lay on her bed in bliss, body tensing as
another wave of pleasure coursed through it, her hips lifting off
the bed to meet her probing fingers. In her mind Rob was over her,
his meaty shaft probing deep inside her as he fucked her with an
insistent rhythm, the two of them truly one as they spent together.
The two friends were unknowingly sharing the moment, their minds
and bodies as one, despite the distance between them.

 


By the time Rachel made it to work the next
morning she had managed to get her emotions under control. A few
hours’ sleep had given her some much needed perspective and she
found that she could look back on the events of the previous day
with a little more detachment than she had managed when she
returned home that night! In the cold light of day, the very real
passion of the previous evening seemed more like a harmless fantasy
that she had briefly enjoyed surrendering to, and now her practical
nature had taken control. Yesterday’s concerns seemed trivial now
and she had no problem giving her old friend a ring.

‘Good morning superstar! Do you still have
time for everyday people like me?’

‘Hi Rach, it’s good to hear from you. What a
crazy night! It feels a bit like a dream – I can’t believe it all
really happened. Going on stage, doing what I did, the reaction of
the audience and then backstage afterwards …. it’s just so
surreal!’ Rachel remembered what they had both witnessed when she
had last gone backstage and she wondered what had happened in her
absence last night, but she knew that now was not the time to
ask.

‘You were brilliant,’ she enthused, keen to
support her friend, ‘but I think you know that already! I’ve got so
much to ask you but I’m at work at the moment – are you free to
meet up at lunch time?’

‘That would be great! I’ve got a lot to talk
about too – I’ll see you at the usual time, usual place.’ As the
call ended Rob found himself smiling at the familiarity of his
words, arranging to meet at their favourite café as they had so
many times before. He was looking forward to seeing Rachel again
too and somehow felt like the old days he had thought had gone
forever had unexpectedly returned. He seemed to have found a
well-paid job after all, though he could never have predicted the
role fate had chosen for him, and suddenly the future looked bright
again. As if to confirm his thoughts his phone rang again, Sal’s
name flashing up on the screen.

‘Good morning Rob! How are you feeling
today?’ Sal’s deep voice was full of cheer, and Rob knew then that
he had been completely accepted as the latest addition to Alpha
Heat, but Sal was more interested in how his new recruit was
feeling after his first performance. ‘I want to ask you about your
future. Everything went perfectly last night, but you are a free
man and I must consider your views. You have a future with us, but
only you can decide whether that future is for you.’

‘Don’t worry Sal, last night was an
incredible experience and I can’t wait to do it all again! My only
regret is that I left you a little too early last night – I got
home and felt like I’d missed out on a party.’

‘Really?’ Rob could hear the surprise in his
new boss’ voice. ‘Perhaps I misjudged you, Rob. I felt that you
needed some time to consider the future of your marriage and I
wanted you to feel comfortable about leaving us – it was not my
intention to drive you away. Rest assured that there will be more
parties in the future, more than you could ever need. If you feel
that way it might be time to introduce you to the other side of our
business. It is a little more …. intense, but it is very lucrative
and in some ways infinitely more satisfying.’ As Rob listened, Sal
went on to explain just how their private parties worked….

 


A few hours later Rachel and Rob were at
their favourite table at a busy café not far from Rachel’s
office.

‘So he’s invited you to an orgy?’ asked
Rachel, amusement and excitement in her voice. Rob laughed as he
responded, happy to be with his friend in their regular meeting
place, now looking forward to the future with anticipation and
genuine enthusiasm, not fear and pessimism.

‘Don’t you remember him mentioning the
private parties that they perform at? People contact him direct and
they go to the customer’s home and put on a show there.’ Rachel
could remember Sal telling them that because the parties were on
private property they were not restricted by the law and she
wondered just how wild they got, though her imagination was already
creating a very explicit scene in her mind and she was keen to hear
more.

‘I remember, but he didn’t really say what
happened at these parties. They’ll be stripping of course, but I’m
guessing that they go a lot further than that! Did he give you any
idea of what they get up to?’

‘Not really, no. He said that they’re led by
what the customer wants, and no two parties are the same, but that
I should go along to the next one just to see what happens. He’s
suggested I wear black trousers and a black T shirt – if I set up
the music system and the lights they use, people will think I’m
some sort of roadie rather than El Diavolo.’ He added a theatrical
flourish to his voice as he mentioned his stage name, Rachel glad
to see the old confident and cheerful Rob back, hopefully for
good.

‘So you’re not taking the mask?’

‘God no, I want to know exactly what these
parties entail before I commit – to be honest I think you’re right,
things will almost certainly get a lot more intense than they did
in the theatre, but I need to see for myself.’ Rachel suddenly
found herself feeling a little left out.

‘Do you need an assistant roadie?’ she asked
in as innocent a tone as she could muster, Rob looking up at her
with a new interest.

‘You want to tag along?’ He realized then how
interested Rachel was in this new world of sexuality that he had
stumbled into, and found himself happy for her to join him on his
journey.

‘I’ll ask Sal, but he is a really laid back
guy and I can’t see him objecting. Have you got a black T shirt?’
Rachel giggled at his question, looking forward to the evening
already.

 


Rob wasn’t surprised when Sal readily agreed
to allow Rachel to accompany them to the next private party he had
arranged. His boss reasoned that Rachel’s presence would not
present a problem, as long as she stayed in the background and
wasn’t likely to be offended by anything that went on, so a few
days later the two friends found themselves waiting for Alpha Heat
in Rob’s car, discretely parked on a suburban street. They had
booked into a nearby hotel as the party was quite a distance from
where they lived, Rob and Rachel both booking a single room each
and Alpha Heat taking the hotel’s top floor suite.

‘This is a really nice part of town,’
commented Rachel, ‘these houses are all so big!’ The homes were
more like small mansions than everyday family homes, each one
standing in its own grounds and seemingly big enough to house
several families. ‘These people must have money coming out of their
ears!’ she commented, and Rob smiled in response.

‘If you knew how much Sal charges for these
evenings you’d be surprised. I think it’s only these sort of people
who could afford it.’

‘So the woman who’s booked him must be some
successful businesswoman,’ mused Rachel.

‘Actually, I think not. From what Sal told
me, there’s a young lady that lives in one of these houses with
very indulgent parents. This party is her twenty-fourth birthday
party, and her folks have gone away for a couple of nights so she
can let her hair down. I think they’ve paid for anything she wants
for the evening – catering, alcohol, entertainment, you name
it.’

‘Wow, lucky girl. Do you know exactly what’s
going to happen tonight?’

‘Not really. Sal should be here in a minute
and we’re going to go in and set everything up, then he’ll leave
and in a couple of hours Alpha Heat will turn up and put on a
show.’

‘Yes, but I get the feeling that there will
be a bit more to this show than just a few dances.’

‘I agree, but Sal won’t tell me anything. He
just says that every night is different and when I’ve been to one
I’ll understand.’ At that moment Sal’s sleek black car came around
the corner, pulling up a few yards away. When Sal got out Rob and
Rachel quickly joined him and both of them noticed that he seemed
very businesslike, his usual friendly nature hiding behind his
stage persona and the smart black suit that he wore.

‘Good evening. Rachel, it is nice to see you
again. Are you both ready? Please remember, from the moment this
young lady opens her door we are on stage – everything that happens
tonight is part of the performance. Your role is simply to ensure
that the sound and light equipment is safe and everything functions
correctly. It will also give you a chance to find out what these
evenings are like first-hand Rob, and tomorrow we can talk about
the next event, if you’d like to be involved.’ Without waiting for
a reply he turned and walked towards the imposing doorway of the
nearest house and a few moments after he had knocked on the door it
was opened by a pretty dark haired girl, her brown eyes widening in
shock and excitement as she looked up into Sal’s handsome face.

‘Oh my God!’ she exclaimed, a big smile
appearing as she recognized the visitor, ‘it’s really you! When I
emailed and got such a quick reply I couldn’t believe it, and the
friends that I went to the show with all said that you’d never
actually turn up, but…’ Her words had fallen from her mouth in a
torrent but when Sal grinned down at her she seemed to lose her
train of thought and simply stare back at him, looking like a star
struck teenager. She seemed completely under his spell and Rob and
Rachel could both see how effortless it was for Sal. If he had
suggested to the girl that the two of them should go inside and
fuck she would have happily agreed and it was then, watching this
pretty young woman so powerless, that they knew just how easily
Alpha Heat’s stage persona could seduce women. Sal wasn’t put off
by the girl’s reaction in the slightest, introducing himself with
his usual cool and friendly manner.

‘Hello Jane, it’s good to meet you in person.
I am Salvatore.’ He extended a hand and Jane held it for a moment,
her own small hand disappearing in his. Rob was sure he saw a
slight flush appear on Jane’s face and for a moment he felt that he
was intruding on something private. ‘This is Rachel and Rob, they
are not part of the show but are simply here to set up equipment
and to assist Alpha Heat in ensuring that your evening is as
enjoyable as possible.’ Sal politely waited for Jane to invite them
inside and after a few moments she recovered from her shock.

‘Oh yes, hi guys! I hadn’t thought that you’d
need to get everything ready first. How stupid of me, come on in –
do you want to have a look around?’ The house was even more
impressive inside, Rachel and Rob taking in the size and elegance
of the place, though Sal seemed oblivious to the luxury and
opulence that surrounded them. ‘This is my parent’s place,’
continued Jane, ‘but they’ve gone away for the weekend and I’ve got
some friends coming around tonight and as it’s my birthday in a few
days I wanted to have a proper party, a real celebration. There’s
lots of drinks and a caterer will put a buffet out later so now
you’re here everything is done. I’m so excited – Alpha Heat in my
own home! It’s going to be the best party ever!’ She had led them
into the focal room of the house, a massive living room with
several couches and armchairs scattered around a sunken central
area, steps leading to the outside edge which formed a low walkway
that hugged the four walls.

‘This will be perfect,’ said Sal, almost to
himself, Jane still looking up at him with more than a hint of
worship in her eyes. She was dressed casually in jeans and a T
shirt, her long dark hair falling onto her shoulders, and Rob
decided that she was very cute. Her skin was pale and her perfect
complexion gave her an almost angelic quality, though her big dark
eyes gave him the impression that there was a devil hiding inside
this little innocent. Her informal clothing didn’t hide her curves,
a nicely rounded bottom and full bosom giving her a natural
sexuality that would catch the eye of any man, and Rob began to
wonder just what would happen in this room later that evening…
‘Rob, I’ll need to you start setting up the sound equipment along
that far wall. Rachel you can help him, and I’ll discuss everything
else with Jane.’ Sal’s words broke Rob out of his brief daydream
and he set to his task, Rachel following him as he headed for the
door. Once they were outside Rachel was full of questions.

‘What do you think it’ll be like later? Did
you see her face? She was so excited to meet Sal! How old do you
think she is? She’s very pretty but she seems quite young!’

‘Sal told me that this is her twenty-fourth
birthday coming up. Yeah, it’s all a bit weird isn’t it! I’m
beginning to think that we might be a bit shocked when the show
starts,’ Rob replied as they headed back to the cars. ‘She might
look cute and innocent, but I think we’ll see a different side to
her tonight!’

‘I wonder what her friends are like?’
speculated Rachel as they began to unload the equipment from the
car.

An hour later they had got everything set up,
with a little help from Sal. Impressive-looking speakers had been
placed against the walls, and Rachel had helped Jane transform a
small bedroom down a corridor from the main room into a temporary
dressing room, ensuring there was somewhere for Alpha Heat to
prepare in privacy. As the girls tidied and cleared the room Rachel
took the opportunity to chat to the excited young birthday girl,
curious to find out a little more about her.

‘Are you looking forward to the show?’

‘Oh God yes, now I’ve met Sal and given him
the cash and I know it’s all definitely happening, I can’t wait. He
won’t tell me exactly what happens during the show – he says it’ll
ruin the surprise – but after I saw them on stage I’m so
excited!’

‘Do your parents know what’s happening?’

‘Well, sort of. They know I’m having a party
and they’ve given me the money for everything, but they think I’m
having a live band, not strippers!’ She giggled as she spoke and
Rachel smiled too, sensing that although Jane was a few years
younger than her they had a lot in common. ‘Sal told me that El
Diavolo won’t be here tonight, that’s the only disappointment. He
was the best part of the show.’

‘What was it that made him your favourite?’
asked Rachel, curious to know what had so impressed the young
girl.

‘I don’t know really,’ she mused as they
tidied. ‘I’m not sure if it’s the mask – because you can’t see his
face you concentrate on his body more, if you know what I mean.’
Rachel nodded, the memory of Rob’s toned physique coming to her
mind all too readily.

‘Do you know him?’ asked Jane suddenly,
taking Rachel by surprise.

‘Not really,’ she lied, trying to sound
convincing, ‘he’s very mysterious – no-one really knows who he is.’
Jane considered her words for a few moments, seemingly happy to buy
into the myth.

‘I’d love to meet him.’ She glanced over at
Rachel, hesitating before she confided a secret. ‘Since the show I
can’t stop thinking about him! Last night I couldn’t sleep for
thinking that I might meet him tonight. To be honest, the only way
I could get some sleep was to play with myself, imagining him in my
bedroom with me, that lovely big cock…’ Rachel imagined this pretty
girl masturbating in her lonely bed, dreaming that Rob was fucking
her. She obviously didn’t realize that her fantasy man was only a
few yards away from her and Rachel wondered about the strange world
that he had become a part of.

 


Before he left, Sal beckoned Rob and Rachel
outside and they walked with him to his car, enabling them to speak
without Jane overhearing.

‘I want you both to stay here, ensure that
the equipment isn’t tampered with and to ring me if there are any
problems. I’ll return with the others in a couple of hours and
we’ll be ready to start the first routine almost immediately, so be
ready. Keep a low profile and remember you’re just here to support
us. I don’t want you to get involved with the party. No drinking,
no eating the party food and absolutely no mixing with the
guests!’

‘No problem,’ replied Rob, wondering why
Rachel was laughing.

‘If Jane knew Rob’s secret identity I think
he might struggle to avoid mixing with her!’ she giggled, and Sal
permitted himself a small smile.

‘Yes, she did ask about you, and she is very
disappointed that El Diavolo will not be making an appearance
tonight. After tonight you can decide whether he will appear at the
next private party. I’ll see you both soon!’ He jumped into his car
and drove off, leaving a confused Rob in his wake, and Rachel
decided to explain a little for him.

‘You’ve got a fan in there,’ she said,
indicating the house with a nod of her head, ‘she spent last night
playing with herself while dreaming about El Diavolo coming into
her bedroom and fucking the life out of her!’

‘Really? God Rachel, I can’t get my head
around that – I’m just an everyday guy, not some sort of sex
symbol!’ As they spoke Jane emerged from the house and approached
them, an excited smile still plastered to her face. As she spoke
she put a hand on Rob’s arm to attract his attention and when he
turned her sudden appearance silenced him for a moment.

‘Sorry to interrupt Rob, but do you need
anything? You’ve been working so hard and I haven’t got you a drink
or anything! Is there anything I could do for you?’

‘Oh, no, no thanks. I’m fine, honestly.’

‘If you’re sure. I’m going to take a shower
and start getting ready but just shout if you need anything.’ With
another cute smile she headed back to the house, Rob suddenly a
little more interested in her pert ass as she departed. Rachel
stepped closer to whisper in his ear as he eyed Jane’s body.

‘Is there anything I could do for you? Push
my pretty little backside into the air and let you fuck me?’

‘Rachel!’ she hissed as he turned to her.

‘Don’t tell me you weren’t thinking about
it!’ she retorted with a grin.

 


Rob and Rachel were happy to follow Sal’s
orders, minding the expensive sound equipment that they had set up
and patiently waiting for his return, but when Jane called to
Rachel from her bedroom she was happy for the distraction as time
had begun to drag a little.

‘Everything alright, honey?’ she asked as she
peeped through the open doorway.

‘Yes, come in, I just wanted to ask your
advice.’ Rachel obediently stepped into the room, immediately
reminded of her teenage days. Clothes were strewn everywhere and in
the centre of the chaos Jane stood smiling at her, now wearing a
tight pink dress that ended halfway up her thighs. The cute girl
next door had transformed herself into a sexy temptress, the dress
making her simply irresistible and it stuck Rachel that she didn’t
realize just how hot she looked. ‘I bought this dress for tonight,
but I’m not sure about what to wear underneath – what do you
think?’ As Rachel watched, the young woman slowly turned on the
spot, giving her the chance to cast an eye over her curves, and she
understood her concern.

‘It is a bit tight – you can see your bra and
knickers through it.’

‘You’re right, it doesn’t look right.’ Jane
was looking at herself in a full length mirror as she spoke and for
a moment Rachel thought that she’d select something a little less
revealing but the dark haired girl surprised her. Quickly unzipping
the dress, she stepped out of it and unclipped her bra, letting it
fall to the floor. Rachel only had a moment to take in her firm
breasts, crowned with dark nipples, before she reached down and
pulled off her panties, stepping out of them and standing
completely naked. An instant later she was donning the dress again,
the neatly trimmed dark pubes above her pussy quickly hidden as she
threaded her arms into it and zipped it up, clothed again. She
quickly slipped into a pair of high heels that perfectly matched
the pink of the dress and slowly turned again for Rachel’s
benefit.

She had looked hot before but now she looked
positively indecent. The dress still clung to her but now it was
like a second skin, highlighting rather than obscuring the twin
globes of her buttocks and emphasizing the swell of her thighs. As
she turned Rachel’s eyes moved up over the little swell of her
tummy to her bosom, nipples poking rudely through the thin
material. She was every man’s fantasy brought to life and though
Rachel had never been attracted to girls even she found Jane’s
sexuality so overwhelming that there was a little spark of arousal
deep inside her.

‘What do you think?’ Jane asked innocently,
her tone making Rachel wonder again if she understood just how sexy
she looked. If she had walked down the street like that she would
have caused a riot, but she seemed to be completely oblivious to
the effect she would have on any man who saw her.

‘You look incredible,’ managed Rachel, ‘but
it is a little…’ The right word just wouldn’t come, but Jane
understood.

‘I know what you mean,’ she replied in her
usual breezy tone, ‘it is a bit slutty, but it is a party and
everyone that’s coming tonight is a good friend. There won’t be any
men here, apart from Alpha Heat of course, and I won’t be leaving
the house so it won’t matter.’ The doorbell rang and she squealed
with excitement, heading for the still open doorway. ‘My guests
have started arriving!’ Rachel made her way back to Rob, who was
checking the equipment for the thousandth time.

‘Did you see her?’ she asked as she sat next
to him.

‘No, why?’ he replied, but as Jane reemerged
from the hallway, arm in arm with two young blonde women, his face
was a picture. Her friends were pretty, but she captivated him. If
she had been stark naked she wouldn’t have been as sexy, her dress
emphasizing her sexy little body rather than hiding it and he
didn’t need to say anything, his lust evident from the expression
on his face.

‘Just think,’ whispered Rachel, ‘El Diavolo
could have her any time he pleased…’ The dark look that Rob threw
her was new to her, frustrated lust seeping from every pore, and
Rachel decided he wouldn’t appreciate any more teasing!

 


An hour later the room was full of Jane’s
friends and Rob checked his watch, knowing Alpha Heat would appear
at any moment. Rachel had started playing the music that Sal had
selected with the intention of building up some atmosphere, and the
anticipation in the room was tangible. When they heard car doors
slamming outside Rob hovered a finger over the button Sal had
pointed out to him as Rachel kept an eye on the entrance hall. She
could see Jane opening it before she hurried back to the living
room and she knew the time had come. She nodded to Rob and he
touched the button on the console, the sound system immediately
responding with a dramatic fanfare, before an impossibly deep voice
announced the boys’ arrival.

‘Good evening! Please welcome, live and
unleashed ….. Alpha Heat!’ The room erupted in a cacophony of
shrieks, squeals and screams of excitement as the four men suddenly
appeared on the walkways at the edges of the room, fully dressed in
expensive and well cut black suits and inspiring cheers of approval
as they confidently met the eyes of as many of the young women as
they could. The partygoers were thrilled at Alpha Heat’s sudden
appearance but at just the right moment Sal signaled to the others
and they strode to their improvised changing room, leaving the
crowd baying for more.

‘Thirty seconds,’ reminded Rachel, but Rob
was already counting the time on his watch. At the correct moment
he pressed another button and the music changed once more. The
young women in the room cheered again as a slow tempo reggae number
started, the sensual rhythm of the languid beat adding to their
anticipation, and right on cue Alpha Heat appeared again, still
dressed in the smart suits they had worn when they arrived. They
stood together at one end of the room, all eyes turning to them as
Dan stepped forward to speak.

‘Good evening ladies! We are Alpha Heat!’ Sal
waited for the resulting to cheer to die down before he took
over.

‘We plan to give you the evening of a
lifetime! If you’ve seen our stage show you’ll know we try to push
the limits of what is permitted as far as possible, but
tonight…’

‘There are no limits!’ completed Adam with
grin as Logan prepared to take his turn.

‘We are here to give you what you want!’ he
announced with a big smile as he spread his arms wide, ‘So what do
you want?’ The room went wild again, everyone shouting at once, Rob
and Rachel shocked by the enthusiasm of the responses.

‘Cock!’

‘I want to get fucked!’

‘Get naked for us!’

‘Show us what you’re packing!’

‘I want to see you spunk!’

The four men were completely unshocked by the
volley of obscene requests that were hurled at them, smiling or
laughing at each one until they began to dry up, Sal again
speaking.

‘There are no limits, ladies. Enjoy the
evening!’ The other three men suddenly retreated, leaving him
alone, and Rob changed the music again, a mid-tempo operatic song
changing the mood. Sal walked slowly through the room, the girls
now all sitting on the couches and armchairs watching him and
unsure of exactly what would happen next. Somehow he had succeeded
in silencing and calming the room, though the excitement and
anticipation was still palpable. Stopping next to a tall slim
blonde that was perched on the edge of a couch, he smiled
confidently at her before reaching up to caress the side of her
face. Rachel watched enviously as the blonde’s eyes closed in
response to his touch but a moment later he had moved on. He
slipped his jacket off as though it was the most natural thing in
the world but instead of the whoops of approval Rob had expected it
seemed to add to a quiet tension that was building. When Sal
reached the centre of the room he slid an arm around Jane’s
shoulders and she responded by jumping up and hugging him. He held
her for a moment before his hands slid down her back and caressed
her bottom, picking her up and turning as she clung to him so
everyone in the room could see his hands on the birthday girl’s
ass. Some of her friends cheered or clapped, but others were quiet,
realizing that this wasn’t the strip show that they were expecting
but something far more intimate.

When he released her and began to move
through the crowd again it was noticeable how some women stepped
closer to him, hoping for a touch for them too, while some didn’t
meet his eye and moved away, not comfortable with such intimacy
with a stranger. He respected their wishes, only approaching those
that were happy to receive his attentions, and Rachel found herself
intrigued by what was rapidly becoming some sort of mass seduction.
He caught the eye of a petite oriental girl that was sitting
between two friends on a long couch, simply standing before her
with one arm reaching to her in invitation, and after some
prompting from her friends she stood and took his hand. He took her
other hand and put it on his chest, the girl accepting his unspoken
request by beginning to unbutton his shirt, and when she reached
his belt he took her hands in his again, guiding them to his
crotch. Her nervous smile was suddenly replaced with pure shock and
Rachel guessed that Sal had guided her fingers over his hard cock
but he quickly returned her to her seat, where she covered her face
with her hands, though there was a smile beneath them.

Everyone realized what had just happened and
it only encouraged some of the bolder girls to try to catch Sal’s
eye. When a curvaceous blonde stepped in front of him he happily
accepted the challenge, urging her to her knees in front of him.
She was keen to unbuckle him but rather than let her take the lead
and go further, he took her hands too as his trousers fell to the
floor, revealing a very tight pair of briefs. The blonde buried her
head in his crotch and Rob could see her mouth on the very obvious
bulge down there but he stepped back to leave her alone, parading
around the room again. All eyes were on his impressive swelling and
he took his time, ignoring the occasional touches on his buttocks
as he walked among the girls, slipping his shirt from his shoulders
and removing the thin black tie that he had been wearing, holding
both items in his hands as he moved to the steps at the edge of the
room. How can he be so confident, wondered Rob as he watched him
smile at the women that looked back at him, searching for his next
victim. Pointing at a slender young brunette, he smiled
encouragingly as she stepped forward, the audience finding its
voice again with some cheers and applause as she apprehensively
moved closer. Without speaking, he led her to the highest step and
urged her to sit there, her face suddenly level with his crotch.
When he held the tie by her face she understood immediately,
allowing herself to be swiftly and expertly blindfolded. He
whispered in her ear as he tied a knot, a brief nod from the girl
making everyone wonder what she had just agreed to, but he
surprised everyone by throwing his shirt over her head, covering
her completely. With a glance at the crowd he began to tug at his
briefs, the point where his prick met his abdomen peeking into view
and inspiring the crowd to cheer encouragement, wanting to see
more. Rachel couldn’t wait to see his lovely big cock again, but
she, and every woman in the crowd, were disappointed when he
grabbed the edge of his shirt and held it to his waist. His free
hand was pushing at his briefs and soon they had hit the floor,
though nothing could be seen through the thick material of his
shirt.

Everyone in the room realized what was
happening at the same moment. The brunette’s head was still covered
by his shirt and Sal was now completely naked. It had been obvious
that he was erect from the bulge in his underwear and now his
briefs had gone …. when the brunette’s head began to move back and
forth beneath its cover the crowd all cheered, Sal’s grinning in
triumph, and there was only one act remaining to complete his
routine. With a dramatic flourish he grabbed his shirt and held it
aloft, revealing a sight that shocked the audience into silence,
but only for a moment. The brunette, still blindfolded, had happily
taken the head of Sal’s cock into her mouth and as her soft lips
slid up and down its impressive length the rom erupted in a
cacophony of cheers, shouts and whistles. Sal stood immobile as he
was pleasured, waiting for the perfect moment before gently urging
the brunette to her feet and coolly strolling back to the changing
room, leaving chaos in his wake.

Rob took his cue to change the music again,
his mind a blur. Rachel was lost for words for once, her mind
working overtime, wondering how the other three guys were going to
follow such an explicit act.

 


She didn’t have to wait long to find out.
Logan was next out and his act seemed in some ways a natural
progression from Sal’s. He had changed into casual street clothes
and initially his routine followed the lead his boss had set,
strolling among the assembled women as he gradually got naked.
However the young partygoers he was moving among were not awed into
silence as they had been with his boss but were instead full of
excitement about what was to come, the anticipation helping to
create a buzz of breathless chatter. Logan’s friendly vibe had
generated a more laid back atmosphere than his predecessor and once
one spectator had been brave enough to put a hand on his defined
stomach as he strutted past her the others gained a little
confidence too and soon they were all keen to touch him, his smile
widening with every caress. He was happy for the audience to take
control, pausing among a throng of particularly enthusiastic girls
and standing stock still, arms posed above him like a body builder
while they tore at the flimsy shorts that he wore. A moment later
they were in shreds on the floor and the room was full of cheers as
his impressive erection swung up in front of him, the uncertainty
of a few minutes ago forgotten. Rob was impressed at how the two
men had worked the crowd, Sal imposing himself upon them and
creating an unexpected tension, making the change of emphasis in
Logan’s more laid back style all the more effective.

Logan began to strut through the room, but
now far fewer women shyly avoided him, a collective courage seeming
to sweep through them. A cute redhead reached out to him with a
pale hand and her manicured fingers stroked his length as he
passed, creating a cheer of approval from those nearby, and that
seemed to act as a signal to the others. Everyone wanted to have a
feel of that impressively thick black rod now, and Rachel guessed
what would happen next a moment before it did. As Logan paused to
allow half a dozen hands to share the thrill of caressing his shaft
a curvy little brunette with a mop of curly hair leant closer and
planted a soft kiss on its head with her full lips, her face
flushing a little with excitement. When she glanced up she only saw
his happy smile amongst the faces of so many onlookers cheering her
on and it gave her the confidence to go a little further, sliding
soft lips down the shaft a little before pulling back and releasing
him.

‘Suck it!’ someone yelled, and when others
began to encourage her too the brunette went for it, taking as much
of his length as she could manage before sliding her lips wetly up
and down him. When Rob looked around the room he saw that everyone
was smiling and excited, keen to get a view of their friend sucking
the cock of a male stripper, a complete stranger to her, and when
she released him she actually got a round of applause!

Now everyone seemed to want to take her place
and as Logan padded around the room he was stopped every few paces
by young women who wanted to share the thrill their friend had
enjoyed, the wild abandon of performing such an intimate act in
public something that they wanted to enjoy too. At one point they
were almost fighting over him, three blondes kneeling at his feet
and all raining kisses and licks on his glistening shaft, competing
over the prize of taking the bulbous head into their mouth and
sucking it. Logan wasn’t at all fazed by their enthusiasm, resting
his powerful hands on their heads in turn to gently control them,
ensuring they all got a turn.

His route around the room took him close to
the point where Rob and Rachel were sitting by the sound equipment
and for a crazy moment Rob wondered whether Rachel would want to
take a turn. She didn’t of course, but as he strode past, naked and
magnificent, she eyed his thick tool hungrily. She had been single
for a while now, and she would have loved to take her turn stroking
that cock, and feel its heat on her hands. She knew that if she
sucked him she’d not be able to stop and as he passed she realized
that she was just as turned on as all the other women in the room.
Her curiosity had brought her here but now she wished she hadn’t
come, knowing that there would be much more frustration for her as
the night progressed. Look but don’t touch, she thought as Logan
left the room to a wild ovation from the crowd, wishing she had
Chris to call on that night.

Rob was wondering whether he would be brave
enough to perform at one of these shows in the future, but he knew
that he would. He had come too far to stop now and the thought of
parading round the room and letting all these women take turns in
pleasuring him was turning him on too!

After a short break Adam was next out and he
surprised everyone by emerging completely naked, his long shaft
almost against his stomach. The first thing he did when he emerged
was grab Jane, pulling her from an armchair and enveloping her in
an uninhibited hug. She put her slender arms around his muscular
frame as he held her and when his hands slipped lower to caress her
shapely bottom she didn’t pull back, responding by offering her
lips for a kiss that he readily accepted. After a few seconds the
kiss deepened, her friends cheering their approval as Jane slipped
her tongue into Adam’s mouth and for a moment Rachel thought Adam
would lift Jane’s dress, exposing her naked ass to the room, but
the kiss ended and he whispered in her ear. After a moment’s
hesitation she nodded and he was gone, leaving Rachel wondering
what he had asked her.

Everyone wanted to kiss Adam after that, and
more often than not while he was kissing one lucky girl another was
enjoying the feel of his engorged prick in her hand. Inevitably the
touches were replaced with kisses, licks and sucks as the girls got
bolder, Adam teasing one girl by holding the base of his shaft and
instead of steering his prick into her open mouth caressing the
side of her face with it for a moment before letting her have her
prize.

As he made his way around the room, a slim
girl with long brown hair and a wicked smile blocked his path,
turning her back on him and pushing her pert little bottom onto his
crotch. Adam took up the challenge readily, grabbing her hips and
grinding against her as she leant forward, smiling at the cheering
onlookers. The girl was wearing a short skirt and it would have
been easy for Adam to tug it up over her hips but after a few
moments he left her, heading for the dressing room as he waved a
farewell. As the room relaxed again Rob leaned closed to Rachel to
whisper in her ear.

‘For a moment I thought he was going to fuck
her.’

‘So did I! She certainly wouldn’t have
objected, would she! I can’t believe how wild it’s got. Do you
think you’d do a show like this?’ The grin Rob gave her in response
was all the answer she needed. ‘Countless pretty girls fighting
over the chance to suck your cock? I guess it was a stupid
question!’ Rob laughed before responding.

‘I think I might give it a go!’ Rachel found
herself picturing him in his mask, letting the girls in the room
taste his cock in turn. The thought added to her arousal a little
but when she imagined someone on their knees pleasuring him her
mind took her from bystander to participant. Suddenly she was
fantasizing about having her friend’s cock in her mouth, wondering
how it would feel on her tongue, moving between her lips, perhaps
even squirting its hot seed into her mouth… would she swallow it,
complete the intimacy, suck the remaining droplets from him as he
spent, gasping with the bliss that she had inspired in him? With a
determined effort she banished the thoughts from her mind. Get a
grip, she told herself as she glanced at Rob, concerned that he had
somehow been able to read her thoughts. He was busy preparing for
the next act and for once Rachel was glad that she didn’t have to
look him in the eye, still concerned that he might be able to guess
what she was thinking. It’s been one hell of a night, she told
herself, blaming her lustful thoughts on the events of the evening,
though she couldn’t shake the thought that something more
significant than a strip show was inspiring her feelings.

‘We’re ready,’ said Rob, interrupting her
thoughts and confusing her for a moment.

‘Ready for what?’

‘The next act,’ he replied with a glance. ‘I
wonder what Dan’s going to do?’

Alpha Heat had performed at so many of these
parties and their show had evolved and adapted over time, so that
they could give each individual audience exactly what it wanted.
Sometimes they found that a lot of the women they were dancing for
were more uncomfortable with going any further than just watching
them perform and they adapted their routines accordingly, but if
the audience wanted to do more than spectate they were more than
happy to meet that need too! Jane’s party was one of the wildest
that they had appeared at but they were up to the challenge and Dan
was more than ready to perform the most explicit routine in his
repertoire. When the music started he strolled confidently out,
dressed very casually in a sports vest and loose grey jogging
pants. Rather than parade through the room like the others he stood
at the top of the steps at one end, everyone turning to watch him
as he addressed them from his improvised stage.

‘Good evening ladies – are you enjoying the
show?’ He waited for the inevitable cheers to die down before
speaking again. ‘For the next act I need a volunteer – who wants to
get fucked?’ The room went wild again, several women trying to
catch Dan’s eye, but he noticed a curvy blonde that her friends
were enthusiastically nominating and smiled at her. ‘I think we
have a recruit,’ he said as she was forced to her feet by her
friends, ‘would you like to join me?’ He held out a hand in
invitation and the girl reluctantly stepped over to him. This is
like some cheesy magic act, thought Rachel as she watched, but she
knew what must surely be coming next would never be seen in any
theatre!

‘What’s your name, honey?’ asked Dan as he
put a comforting arm around the nervous girl.

‘Sammy,’ she replied hesitantly.

‘Your friends seemed awfully keen to get you
up here, Sammy!’

‘She hasn’t got laid for a year!’ shouted one
of the women Sammy had been sitting with and the girl cringed as
everyone laughed.

‘It happens to the best of us,’ responded Dan
as he gave her a comforting squeeze, ‘but that doesn’t mean you
have to let your friends bully you into joining me up here!’ Sammy
met his eye for the first time and it was clear to everyone present
that her natural shyness was fighting her desire, a fire that had
been stoked by months of frustration and ignited by the events that
she had witnessed that evening. She spoke in a surprisingly clear
and confident tone, making it obvious which side of her personality
had come out on top.

‘What the hell – let’s do it!’ she exclaimed,
turning to accept the encouragement of her friends, but Dan had one
more thing to say.

‘Before we get this party started, I could
use three more ladies to help me out up here. I want to make sure
Sammy has a night to remember, so if there’s anyone horny enough to
help who doesn’t mind a bit of girl on girl action now’s the time
to shout up!’ Sammy looked a little taken aback by this but she
stayed where she was as Dan selected three assistants from a
surprising number of volunteers. Rachel was shocked to see the
petite oriental girl that had seemed so embarrassed when her hands
had met Sal’s cock earlier among the three. She’s obviously more
horny than shy right now, she thought as she was joined by two
others. It was less of a surprise to see the brunette that had
rubbed herself against Adam and the curvy blonde that had buried
her head in Sal’s crotch joining her, the three girls following
Dan’s request to sit on the steps, ready to join him if needed but
happy to watch from their front row seats.

‘Now Sammy, has it really been a year?’ She
nodded silently as she looked up at him, passive as he took her
hand. ‘A whole year since you’ve had one of these in your hand?’ he
asked as he quickly pulled his thick cock from his pants and laid
her hand on it. For a moment Rob thought she was going to faint as
her knees sagged a little, but she was simply briefly overwhelmed
by the unexpected turn of events, and a moment later had begun to
let her hand explore its length. ‘You haven’t forgotten what to do,
have you?’ grinned Dan as she wanked him, laughter rippling through
the room. ‘Why don’t you sit on the step and see if you remember
how to give head? Blondie, why don’t you help her out down there?’
The curvy blonde was there in a moment, the girls sitting either
side of him and licking along his length before their tongues met
at its head. ‘Go on, give her a kiss,’ Dan urged, an encouraging
hand on Sammy’s shoulder, and to Rachel’s surprise she happily
complied, her tongue leaving Dan for a moment to jostle against the
other girl’s, their lips meeting a moment later as their tongues
entwined for a few seconds, but she wasn’t about to be distracted.
Breaking the kiss, she took Dan deeply into her mouth, the other
girl reluctantly returning to her role as spectator as Sammy
pleasured his shaft. The partygoers were really enthusiastic now,
shouts and whoops of encouragement urging Sammy on, but Dan pulled
her to her feet again.

‘You certainly haven’t forgotten, honey! Now,
would you like to get fucked?’ With the crowd roaring her on she
had little option but to say yes, but it was clear that she needed
no forcing now.

‘Yes please! Come on, let’s do it!’ The
response was like something Rob would expect to hear at a sporting
event and the noise drowned out Dan’s words, but the other three
girls were suddenly standing and surrounding Sammy, six hands
quickly undressing her, and a moment later she was naked and back
in Dan’s arms. Rob felt a pang of envy as he watched Sammy push
herself against Dan, full breasts soft against his muscular chest,
and he knew he wanted to be in his friend’s place soon.

‘Let’s see, are you ready?’ he asked as his
hand snaked between her legs. When his fingers touched her sex she
gasped a little, the reality of what she was about to do suddenly
hitting her, and he took charge. He turned her so that she was side
on to the room before urging her to lean forward and moving behind
her. Sammy had put her hands on the short handrail at the edge of
the stairs to steady herself as she bent at the waist and Rob and
Rachel could see the pink lips of Sammy’s sex wetly waiting for
Dan. A moment later they watched open mouthed as he rubbed the tip
of his cock along them, preparing her for his penetration and
wetting the head of his shaft. ‘Okay everyone, shall we countdown
for Sammy? She’s been waiting a year so another ten seconds won’t
matter!’ The girls surrounding them quickly took up the invitation,
chanting the numbers from ten, and when they reached zero Dan
simply thrust into her with one long deliberate stroke, inspiring
more cheers as he began a slow and measured fucking. It was clear
from her uninhibited groans that she was having the time of her
life, but Dan had something more planned for her. Again he
whispered to the three girls on the steps and the oriental girl was
first to react, moving to sit at Sammy’s feet and surprising
everyone present by leaning in close and licking at her swollen
clitoris with a busy little tongue. The other girls were keen to
join in, both of them kneeling and taking a nipple each, sucking
and licking at the rubbery flesh, while Dan continued with his
relentless thrusting.

Unsurprisingly, all this attention was
driving Sammy crazy and she began to come, her body trembling and
tensing as pleasure ripped through it, the sensations her four
lovers had inspired enough to overwhelm her completely. When the
moment was right Dan withdrew and let Sammy slowly collapse into
the arms of her three friends before saluting the crowd, his cock
still hard but now shiny with Sammy’s juices. After a brief bow he
retreated to the dressing room, the room full of a strange mixture
of excitement and shock.

Again Rachel and Rob shared a look, both
amazed at how Alpha Heat continued to shock them. They knew the
last number was the climax of the show and that all four of the
dancers would be involved, and after Dan’s performance they had a
very good idea of what was likely to happen! Rob had overcome his
initial shock and was feeling quite comfortable with what was
happening, even wishing that he had been brave enough to insist on
being involved tonight. He’d be having the time of his life, he
knew, and he couldn’t wait for the next show!

Rachel was a little more shocked that the
four men could seduce a room full of women so easily, and that the
partygoers would be so keen to pleasure them in such a public
setting, but she had to admit that she had shared their lust. If
she was honest she had to acknowledge that if she he was at the
party as a guest, she would have been just as keen to get her hands
on one of those lovely cocks, and if one had been offered to her
mouth it would have been hard to resist. She wasn’t sure she’d have
been happy to get fucked in public like Sammy had, but a few weeks
of enforced celibacy was driving her mad and she could only imagine
how she would feel in twelve months… She watched as two women
helped Sammy to her feet, collecting her clothes and escorting her
to a bathroom to dress, recover and freshen up, the friends she
passed on her way treating her like a star, kissing her, patting
her naked shoulders and congratulating her. It was clear from the
beaming smile on her face that she had loved every minute and
Rachel found herself silently congratulating her too. Why shouldn’t
she have a bit of fun among her friends if she wants to? Who am I
to judge her – no one got hurt and she’ll remember tonight as one
of the best experiences of her life!

There was quite a gap between Dan’s
performance and the last act, and Rachel noticed a handful of women
leave. It was obvious to everyone that things were going to get
even ruder soon and the few women that didn’t want to get intimate
with Alpha Heat began to slip away, though they all sought Jane out
and gave her a big hug before they left. It occurred to Rachel that
she hadn’t seen much of Jane that night – she had simply been lost
in the crowd! She was sure she must have enjoyed having Alpha Heat
in her home, and her broad smile as she chatted with her friends
seemed to confirm this. As she watched the hostess Rob nudged her,
pointing at his watch again before starting the next sequence.

‘Are you ready for this, Rachel?’ he asked
excitedly, and she knew then how into it he had become. ‘They’ll
all be out for this one, and I’ve got a feeling that they’re going
to go out with a bang!’ Rachel rolled her eyes at his little joke,
smiling at her old friend and feeling closer to him than ever. She
had helped him on this strange journey into a new world and helped
him find himself again and she was so glad, but the future that had
once seemed so predictable and settled was now full of unspoken
possibilities.

When Rob cued the final music of the evening
the crowd reacted immediately, knowing the next act was about to
start. However, rather than an up-tempo song to set the pulse
racing, the room filled with the sound of a laid back jazz number
and the four men ambled back out, no macho strutting now but a
casual stroll, all of them wearing the dark suits that they had
started the evening with. They stood in a line on the steps that
Dan had fucked Sammy on only a few minutes ago, Sal stepping
forward to speak as he had done at the start of the evening,
reaching out with both hands to quieten the heartfelt round of
applause that had broken out.

‘Thank you, ladies! I hope you have enjoyed
the show tonight.’ Again he had to wait while the cheers and
applause died down. ‘Before we leave you, we’d all like to spend
some time with you again, and now you’ve watched Dan’s routine I
think you’ll have a good idea of what I’m talking about. If you’re
not comfortable with that, then we’d like to say goodnight to you
and give you our heartfelt thanks and best wishes to take on your
way home.’ No-one moved, anyone too fainthearted for what was about
to happen having already left. After a moment’s pause, Sal
continued. ‘For those of you who’ve chosen to stay, who would like
to be fucked?’ Again he was met by a tide of enthusiasm, though
some of the girls seemed a little nervous, but he had one more
important topic to address. ‘Before we begin, we mustn’t forget the
birthday girl – come and join us Jane!’ A moment later she was next
to him on the steps, leaning against him as he rested an arm on her
shoulders. ‘I’m sure you’ll understand that Jane deserves to get
some extra attention tonight! I need to ask you Jane, do you have a
favourite member of Alpha Heat?’ Rachel and Rob both remembered
what she had said earlier about El Diavolo, but she quickly chose
from the four men who had given her a party to remember.

‘It’s you, Sal!’ she giggled, and he smiled
broadly in response.

‘That’s the right answer!’ he laughed. ‘Could
I ask that you two ladies vacate that couch for us?’ In the centre
of the room was a backless leather couch and he escorted Jane to
it, leading her by the hand like a true gentleman. Everyone watched
them move through the room, but the remaining members of Alpha Heat
all started to undress at that moment and suddenly there was
something much more interesting for the partygoers to look at!

Dan, Adam and Logan all moved into the crowd
but now the girls were not content to merely watch them, eager
hands grabbing theirs and pulling them close. Rob and Rachel
watched as something truly remarkable happened.

Adam was surrounded by half a dozen women and
led willingly to the couch that they had been sharing. Three hands
were on his prick and he was as hard as iron in a moment, his
arousal helped by the worshipping touches of other hands on his
toned body. Rachel wasn’t surprised to see the girl that had rubbed
her ass against him earlier among the group and now she was even
more shameless, wrapping her arms around him as she kissed him,
Adam responding happily. A moment later her friends began
undressing the slim brunette and once her knickers had been tugged
down she was urged onto the couch. Rachel looked on as Adam knelt
between her slim legs, pushing into her pussy without hesitation,
her friends kneeling or sitting in a circle around them, watching
as he fucked her with slow and steady strokes and an assured air
that implied he had more than enough energy to fuck every single
one of them, if they wanted it.

Rachel was shocked – it had all happened so
quickly! It seemed that only a minute ago everyone in the room had
been fully clothed and now there was an orgy in full swing. When
Rob looked to his left he met the eye of the pretty oriental girl
that had gone down on Sammy a few minutes ago. She looked so
innocent as she smiled back at him, arms resting on the back of one
of the couches as she leant on it, but a moment later her face
transformed, eyes closing and mouth opening a little as she finally
got what she had been dreaming of all night. Behind her was Logan
and though the couch was obscuring Rob’s view it was obvious that
he had just entered her, taking her from behind as she knelt on the
couch. A cute redhead crouched by her, putting a hand over hers to
attract her attention, and when she opened her eyes again she
smiled at her friend. When the redhead moved closer she responded
by seeking her lips and the two girls kissed languidly, tasting
each other. When the kiss ended Rob saw the oriental girl speak and
though he couldn’t hear her words it seemed obvious what she had
asked for as a moment later the redhead stood and quickly tugged
off her jeans and panties, her friend reaching between her legs to
caress the pink lips there, making her gasp. When the redhead threw
one leg over the couch and managed to balance there it gave her
lover the chance to taste the sweet pussy that she had been
fondling and Rob realized just how hard he had become.

Rachel was watching Dan as he reclined in an
armchair. Though he wasn’t moving a muscle, he was pleasuring
several girls! He had become a pornographic fairground ride, girls
taking turns in climbing onto his stiff pole. A tall blonde had
turned her back on him and sat on her prize and now she was
groaning loudly, gasping each time she sank onto him, feeling that
impressive prick so deep inside her. When she clambered off to let
one of her friends have a turn, a short but very curvy black girl
that Rachel hadn’t noticed before took her place. She had stripped
completely naked and faced Dan as she mounted him, leaning in to
kiss him with her full mouth as a brunette knelt behind her,
guiding Dan’s staff into her wet pussy. She smiled as she began to
work her hips on him, managing an impressively quick rhythm as she
raised her body a little, offering Dan a big dark nipple to suck
on. He happily obliged and the girl sighed as her pussy moved on
his shaft, wetting it with her juice as it slid wetly up and down.
Two young blonde girls watched on, already naked and waiting for
their turn, hands on their pussies. When one leant to the other to
make a comment her friend smiled in response before reaching
between the other girl’s legs to feel the wetness there, and a
moment later they were playing with each other rather than
themselves.

Rob had already noticed that more girls had
tired of waiting and decided to entertain each other instead until
their turn came, several girls kissing and embracing. On the far
side of the room the curly haired brunette that had sucked Logan’s
cock earlier was indulging in a passionate sixty-nine, a cute
blonde lying on top of her and licking at her pussy while enjoying
the feel of a tongue probing deep between the lips of her own quim.
At that moment Rachel tapped his arm, drawing his attention to what
was happening in the centre of the room.

She had been watching Sal and Jane stand
embracing in the centre of the room, exchanging kisses like lovers
as their hands slid over each other before Jane began to undo Sal’s
shirt. He unbuckled his belt and a moment later he was naked,
embracing her again, and Rachel could sense Jane’s anticipation as
she felt Sal’s stiff prick against her tummy. When he whispered in
her ear she nodded and he unzipped her pink dress, letting it fall
away. He helped her down onto the couch that he had picked out for
them and knelt between her legs, dipping his face between her
thighs. Rachel watched on enviously as the pretty girl’s face
betrayed the pleasure that Sal was inspiring in her, his busy
tongue and lips touching every sensitive spot and making her
gasp.

There was one thing that she wanted more than
anything however, and as Rob and Rachel watched on Sal stood for a
moment before lowering himself over her and sliding his erection
into her tight, hot pussy. Both watchers were filled with arousal
and jealousy as Sal supported himself on muscular arms, his thick
shaft probing into Jane’s needful quim, her pale little hands on
his back urging him on.

The onlookers both had the same thought –
they were not happy with being forced into the role of spectator,
but both felt unwilling to join in. Rob knew tonight was all about
Alpha Heat and without his mask he was just their assistant, while
Rachel felt it simply wasn’t right for her to just strip and ask
the men she had got to know as friends to fuck her. There was no
escape for either of them and all they could do was sit and watch,
wait for the evening to end and then deal with their frustrations
later.

Sal signaled to Logan and after a couple of
minutes he disentangled himself from the women he was with and
moved to his boss’ side. When Sal pulled his rampant tool from
Jane’s sopping pussy and stood Logan didn’t hesitate, taking his
boss’ place. Jane kissed him and wrapped her arms around him as he
entered her, her face again the picture of bliss as she felt his
ebony rod stretching her sex. A moment later her was fucking her
with the same measured pace Sal had employed, a steady rhythm that
suggested he could fuck her all night if needs be, and it seemed
that Jane would have been more than happy with that!

‘They’re all going to fuck her in turn,’
whispered Rachel, ‘lucky girl!’

‘Lucky guys!’ replied Rob.

‘She is cute. It’s just a shame El Diavolo
isn’t here to give her the birthday present she really needs!’

‘Don’t, Rachel! It’s bad enough to have to
watch all this without thinking that I could be getting involved if
I had that damn mask with me!’

‘I guess we’re both frustrated – I’ve been
watching these guys perform all night and now I’m the only woman in
the room not getting to do what she’s been dreaming of all night!’
Rob wasn’t sure what to say for a moment – they had never had to
talk about their desires so openly before – but he wanted to help
his friend.

‘There’s nothing to stop you joining in,
no-one is going to complain!’

‘I know, but I just can’t! I know these guys,
and…’ As she spoke, they both watched Logan pull his cock out of
Jane, Adam moving into his place and entering the willing girl,
fucking her with a swift intensity that made her groan, the sound
filling the room. ‘Oh God, I wish I could, but…’

Rob noticed that the room was beginning to
empty, some of the girls grabbing their clothes and leaving. Dan
moved over to Jane but Adam was having far too much fun to
surrender his place and with a wink at his friend he withdrew for a
moment, urging Jane to turn on the couch and get on her hands and
knees. Once she had obliged he entered her again, the sound of his
body slapping against her filling the room as she groaned again.
Dan took his opportunity, moving to stand at the other end of the
couch, his prick still proudly erect and only a few inches from
Jane’s pretty face. When she saw it she didn’t hesitate, opening
her mouth and wrapping her sweet lips around the glistening head.
After giving it the briefest of sucks she began to lick along its
shiny length, eagerly lapping at the juices of the countless
friends that had already enjoyed Dan, the abandon of her
uninhibited behavior a thrill in itself. When she had tasted enough
she took him in her mouth again, surrendering to him, letting him
rock his hips and gently fuck her mouth as Adam held her steady,
his powerful hands on her hips as he continued to screw her with an
ever increasing passion. Rachel sensed that she had come at least
once already, the events of the evening making her very public
fucking all the more arousing, and under the skilled hands of Alpha
Heat she had been taken with an expertise that she’d never
experience again!

Just at the point where Rob felt Adam must
surely be close to coming he withdrew and Dan pulled back too. Jane
looked up with a questioning glance that made it clear she wanted
more, but she had no need to worry. The two men swiftly swapped
positions, Dan plunging into her pussy while Adam offered his prick
to her willing mouth. She eagerly accepted it and a moment later
her lips were slick with her own juice.

Though Sal had been busy entertaining some of
the other women in the room he now strode over to Rob and Rachel,
suddenly more businesslike.

‘The party is coming to a natural end now,
and I need your help. Rachel, I’ll need you to take Jane back to
her bedroom in a few moments – I don’t want her left there alone
and naked, even though she is among friends. Rob, in a couple of
minutes you’ll need to turn the music right down and try to turn
some of the lights off. We’ll head back to the dressing room and I
want the women still here to have a few moments to collect their
clothes with some dignity, not to be left embarrassed.’ Rachel had
wondered whether the act would have some sort of climax, and she
had already imagined watching one, or possibly all four of Alpha
Heat come in a spectacularly public fashion but when Sal sensed
Jane had had her fill he signaled to the others and Rob took his
cue, turning the music down and turning off some of the lights. The
four men seemed to melt into the shadows and Rachel was at Jane’s
side in an instant, helping her from the couch, supporting her as
she stood, knees trembling a little.

‘Come on, let’s get you back to your
bedroom,’ she urged as Jane put an arm around her. A few moments
later they were in the privacy of her room, Jane collapsing on her
bed with a happy but exhausted sigh. ‘Are you okay, honey?’ Rachel
asked, putting a concerned hand on her leg, surprised at how hot
her skin was.

‘Oh yes, I’ve never felt better! Those guys
all know how to fuck a girl – I thought I’d never stop coming! Such
lovely big cocks…’ She seemed to slumber for a moment and again
Rachel found herself taking in her beauty. In the afterglow of such
a breathtaking encounter she looked more lovely than ever, a fallen
angel. The pretty mouth that had so recently encircled a stiff cock
looked so kissable and her skin had a pale glow that Rachel had
never seen before. Her breasts were perfect and her dark nipples
were happily erect, stiff and begging to be sucked, while the thin
line of dark pubes at her crotch was damp with sweat. Looking lower
Rachel could see the darker flesh of her pink slit, the lips a
little more relaxed and parted after all the attention she had
received and something made her think of the girls that had turned
to each other that night, kissing, touching and licking feminine
flesh, so great was their passion. ‘Will you stay with me?’ asked
Jane, and Rachel knew then that she wanted a woman for the first
time in her life.

‘Of course I’ll stay honey, shall I lie down
alongside you for a while?’

 


Meanwhile Rob was back in the changing room
with the others, having already packed away the equipment. They
were fully clothed already, keen to get back to their hotel after
their exertions, but Sal had one more surprise for Rob. Reaching
into his bag, he handed him a couple of pieces of red cloth – his
El Diavolo shorts and mask. Rob’s confusion showed on his face, not
sure what Sal meant by his actions, but his boss was happy to
explain.

‘No man could sit pressing buttons all night,
watching what’s just happened out there and not come away with a
dick you could chop a tree down with!’ The other three dancers
laughed as he continued. ‘You know that Jane was hoping to meet you
tonight – if you put those things on and go to her you will make
her the happiest girl in the world. Even if you come after a few
seconds she won’t mind – all she wants is to be fucked by El
Diavolo!’

‘Go on mate, go and fill your boots!’ added
Adam. ‘You’ll regret it later if you don’t!’ Rob took the mask and
shorts and began to change.

 


Rachel was holding Jane, finding the
temptation of having this delightful creature in her arms too much
to bear. I’ll kiss her, she thought, just steal a kiss, and then…
She didn’t know what was driving this new desire, but she knew she
couldn’t stop it and when she lowered her head she saw a smile on
Jane’s lips a moment before they met her own, the young girl happy
for the contact. So soft, thought Rachel as the kiss continued,
lips parting only to create the joy of meeting again, and she found
her hands sliding down Jane’s back to caress the soft flesh of her
bottom, fingertips delving into the crevice there…

When she heard a noise at the door Rachel sat
up instinctively, and when the door flew open she was too shocked
to speak. Rob, or rather El Diavolo stood there, naked but for
shorts and mask, looking muscular and magnificent, the bulge at his
crotch impossible to ignore. Jane was surprised too but she reacted
very differently, her sleepy slumber forgotten as her hero and
ultimate sexual fantasy strode from her dreams and into her
bedroom.

‘I can’t believe it!’ she gasped. ‘It’s
really you!’ She was off the bed and in his arms in an instant,
hard nipples pushing against his chest as she looked up into the
dark slits of his eyes. Rob couldn’t believe he had this pretty
young girl in his arms, naked and so in awe of him, but what she
asked almost made him come in his shorts. ‘Will you fuck me? Fuck
me hard and fast – I want you to really give it to me!’ Rachel
moved off the bed as Jane pulled Rob down on top of her, shock now
mingling with frustration as she realized that her brief experiment
with lesbianism was over and she was relegated to the role of
spectator once again. She wasn’t sure whether she should leave or
stay but the devil in her wanted to at least have the thrill of
seeing them fuck even if she couldn’t be involved.

Rob’s shorts were off in an instant and Jane
was more than ready for him, spreading her legs and giving Rachel a
brief glimpse of the pussy she had dreamt of kissing herself a few
moments ago, but it was Rob’s erection that demanded her attention,
just as big and firm as she remembered it from her brief glimpse of
him on stage, but now she had a much closer view! Yet another hard
cock I can’t have, she thought with a groan of frustration,
watching on as he pushed it slowly into Jane’s welcoming sex.

After his night’s frustration, Rob was more
than happy to oblige Jane’s request, pumping furiously in and out
of her as she put her slim hands on his buttocks, encouraging his
determined efforts, both of them gasping with an animalistic
passion as they mated with an intensity that only such a strange
evening could inspire. Rob was aware of Rachel’s eyes on him as he
finally got the satisfaction he had needed all night, but he was
too horny to care and a part of him found her presence an added
turn on, proof that he could fuck in front of an audience as the
other members of Alpha Heat had. If Rachel had been brave enough to
join them on the bed he would have been more than happy to fuck her
too, so unstoppable was his passion, but neither of them were
courageous enough to make that happen, Rachel still watching but
increasingly feeling that she should leave them in privacy.

The intensity of their lovemaking meant that
it couldn’t last for long and Jane had one last request for the
evening, the last piece of her fantasy that would complete her
night, and she gasped it into Rob’s ear, her words broken up by her
need to catch a breath.

‘Listen – don’t come inside me …. don’t …. I
want you … I want you to come in my mouth …. I want it…’ As Rob
felt his balls tighten, about to explode at last, he withdrew with
a groan of satisfaction. Jane’s request suited him very well, the
thought of this young girl worshipping his cock so completely
enough to tip him over the edge, and when he knelt on the bed she
was happy to take him in her mouth, the head of his prick warm on
her tongue as she looked up at his faceless mask, her fantasy
complete. With a wordless gasp he exploded and Jane’s big eyes
widened in shock as she felt the first squirt of his spunk hit the
back of her mouth, quickly followed by several more, muscles deep
in his body pushing the hot fluid out at a velocity that surprised
her. Rachel watched as she opened her mouth a little, a thin line
of sperm escaping and slipping down her chin and she turned to
leave, her frustration driving her from the room. I wanted both of
them, she realized as she headed for the main room, hoping for some
time to clear her head before Rob returned.

‘Rachel, look out! Is everything okay?’ In
her hurry to leave she had almost run into Sal as he emerged from
the doorway of the changing room.

‘Oh sorry Sal, it’s just been a strange
night,’ she managed as she looked up at his smiling face. In
contrast to her flustered state he looked as relaxed as ever, like
a man returning from a long holiday.

‘Of course, this is another day at work for
me and sometimes I forget the effect it can have on people. Perhaps
you should not have come tonight.’

‘Oh no, it’s been an …. experience, but I ….
I guess I’m just a little frustrated, that’s all.’ Sal realized
where she had come from and guessed at what she had just
witnessed.

‘Of course, it must be difficult, and Rob is
a friend, so…’

‘Yes, I’m not sure how I feel about him now,
we’ve been friends for so long, but seeing him like that and…’

‘Don’t worry Rachel, everything will seem a
little better in the morning. Would you like to come back to the
hotel with us, rather than wait for Rob? I could send him a
message, and when he has finished here his car is outside and he
can return alone, I’m sure.’

‘Yes please, that would be good.’

 


The cold air outside was a relief to Rachel
and by the time she climbed into Sal’s car she felt a little more
in control of her emotions. Dan, Adam and Logan had obligingly
squeezed into the back so she could have a bit of space in the
front of the car alongside Sal as he drove, and as they headed back
to the hotel they chatted about different everyday topics like any
workmates might after a long day, so when Sal turned into the
hotel’s underground car park she felt almost back to normal. Once
he had found a space and parked he spoke again, a hesitancy in his
voice that she hadn’t heard before.

‘I’m sorry Rachel, but I feel I have to say
this and please don’t misunderstand me. I sent Rob into Jane’s
bedroom as I could see how frustrated he was and I never extended
the same consideration to you. If you would like to I’m sure all
four of us would like to help you with that in any way you see fit,
should you want to.’ Rachel wasn’t entirely sure what he was
offering her and she hesitated for a moment.

‘Are you offering to…’

‘Let me be more explicit, if I may. You have
seen tonight that we are all more than capable of making love
without any emotional entanglements, to have sex with the sole
purpose of giving our partner pleasure. If you would like to spend
some time with any or all of us tonight I can guarantee that we can
help you deal with the frustration that you are feeling.’ Suddenly
Rachel felt just as she had when she had hurried from Jane’s room
as she realized that Sal was offering her exactly what Jane had
enjoyed. Though she felt so unsure she knew that saying no would
leave her with a lifetime of regret and she tried to find a way to
accept his offer while keeping a little dignity.

‘I …. I think…’ He saw her dilemma
immediately and briefly put a hand on her knee to interrupt her
before he spoke again.

‘As you know we have booked the suite on the
top floor of the hotel. Why don’t you go to your room and freshen
up. Come up to the top floor and see how you feel then, yes?’

 


Two hours later she was in the middle of the
most intense sexual experience of her life. She had needed some
time with Sal, just the two of them making love, to blow away all
the extreme events and thoughts of the night and return her to a
sense of normality, but once she had enjoyed the reassurance of
being in his strong arms and enjoyed the feel of him deep inside
her she felt ready to be adventurous, her passion returning again.
Showering with Logan had been unspeakably erotic and she had loved
surrendering to his powerful body and now she felt reborn, a new
woman ready to take on the world, starting with Adam and Dan!

Once she had dried off she wrapped her towel
around herself, now more than happy to explore her slutty side and
offer herself to the two men that were waiting for her, relaxing in
front of the television with a beer each. She strolled down the
short corridor to where they were sitting, happy to sit between
them on the big couch there.

‘Hey guys, having fun? Anything on the
TV?’

‘Not really sweetness,’ replied Adam, ‘I was
beginning to get a bit bored. What have you been up to?’

‘Oh, your friends have been fucking me. I was
getting a little jealous of Jane earlier – she had more sex than
she could cope with and I was sat there watching, so I decided it
was about time I had what she had.’

‘Jane was a sweet girl,’ added Dan as he
pulled down the jogging pants he was wearing to reveal a dick that
was already stiffening, ‘when I showed her this she was very happy
to pop it into her mouth.’ Rachel knew that he was getting hard for
her and she knew her body was reacting too, readying itself to be
taken again. There was an insistent heat in her crotch and she knew
that she wanted more.

‘People tell me that I’m a sweet girl too, so
perhaps I’d better look after that for you,’ she giggled, meeting
his eye briefly before she leant into his lap, a hand encircling
him, feeling him firming under her touch. When she took him into
her mouth she sighed contentedly, knowing that this crazy night
wouldn’t end until she was completely satisfied. She was living the
unbelievable dream of having four men to serve her, four handsome,
well hung men that wouldn’t judge her, men that knew how to make
love to a woman, men that would treat her with respect and meet her
every request.

She sensed Adam moving by her side and when
he urged her up onto her knees she happily complied, another tingle
of excitement passing through her when he gently pulled the towel
from her body. She continued feasting on Dan’s prick, expecting to
feel Adam’s rod pushing into her at any moment, so she was
surprised when a soft tongue began to lap at her pussy lips before
teasing her clitoris. She groaned around Dan’s manhood as Adam
quickly heightened her arousal, pulling her head back to give
herself a moment to gasp for breath, so skilled were the
Australian’s touches.

‘Fuck, he’s good at that!’ she commented, Dan
grinning in response.

‘So I’ve heard, and you’re pretty good too!’
At that moment she felt Adam briefly lick at the wrinkled skin of
her asshole, the new sensation adding to her delight before he
returned to pleasuring her pussy with a succession of long lapping
licks.

‘God, I think I’m coming already!’ she
exclaimed, and Adam knew just how to make her orgasm a memorable
one. A moment later he was pushing his fat member into her, making
her gasp as she took Dan into her mouth again, letting the two men
fuck her in unison. She held her body still, focusing on the feel
of two cocks moving in and out of her, the sensations they inspired
enough to make her come, her mind lost for a moment, nothing but
pleasure in her thoughts, the joy of making love all she could
feel. She had never felt so satisfied, but she knew that she would
soon want more. Even as the two men withdrew and helped her lie on
the couch, covering her with a blanket, she began to think of Sal
again and she knew she wouldn’t make it back to her own hotel room
that night.

 


The next morning Rob and Rachel travelled
home separately as Rachel had to be back at her desk very early.
She got to work in good time but found it almost impossible to
concentrate on her work, memories of the previous evening
continuing to flood into her consciousness. The sight of Jane on
her hands and knees as Adam and Dan serviced her, the cheers as Sal
revealed the young women on her knees sucking his prick, the feel
of Logan’s shaft inside her as he fucked her in the shower – her
mind was still trying to process all the events of the evening and
the mundane duties of an office worker were certainly not diverting
enough to distract her!

At one point a pretty young apprentice asked
her for some advice about accessing the company’s electronic
database, and when Rachel sat alongside her she noticed for the
first time how cute she was. As the teenager stared in confusion at
the complex screen in front of her, Rachel suddenly found herself
imagining what it would be like to kiss her pouty little mouth, so
soft…

Get a grip, she told herself, forcing her
mind back to work. It was bad enough having endless images of well
hung strippers invading her mind without suddenly starting to find
women sexually attractive too! When her phone beeped a little later
she was glad to find Rob had suggested they meet up for coffee at
their favourite haunt, knowing that talking about last night would
help her start to get things out of her system, and she managed to
focus on her work a little better, knowing that she was meeting her
old friend again.

 


When she got there Rob had already ordered
for them and she slipped into the seat opposite him, glad to see
him smiling.

‘Hello again! You made it home then! I did
wonder whether Jane had imprisoned you and turned you into her sex
slave!’ Rob’s smile widened, happy to see that Rachel was able to
joke about the events of the previous evening.

‘Not quite, no! Once I’d …. finished, she
seemed to need to rest, so I covered her up and made a run for it.
There was no-one else around by then and I knew Sal had given you a
lift so I got dressed and drove back to the hotel. I did think
about ringing you, but I figured you’d be tired.’

‘I was busy, actually. Do you remember
suggesting I join in with the other girls last night? Well, I sort
of took your advice and spoke to Sal about it. He was very nice and
they ended up giving me what they had given Jane a little
earlier.’

‘Really? Good for you!’ Rob was a little
shocked, but he was happy that Rachel had overcome the frustration
that had been eating at her. He knew how difficult it had been last
night for both of them, being forced to watch the events of the
evening but not take part, at least until the end of the night! He
had not had sex since Cassie had left him and Jane had been just
what he needed – a pretty young woman happy to have sex purely to
experience the physical pleasure of it, with no emotional
entanglements, and he had really enjoyed the few minutes that he
had spent with her. ‘Sorry about bursting in on you with Jane last
night,’ he continued, ‘but I guess you understand. We were both
really frustrated by then!’

‘Don’t worry about it! I could tell you were
frustrated!’ Rob knew she was referring to his throbbing erection
and the haste with which he had pushed it into Jane’s pretty
snatch, and he felt his colour rise a little.

‘Was I ever! It was Sal that suggested I put
the mask on and go to Jane – I was so glad he did. She was
gorgeous, and I needed that to finally put everything behind me, if
you know what I mean.’ Rachel knew he was referring to the end of
his marriage but she didn’t feel they needed to open up an old
wound by talking about it anymore.

‘I got the feeling you had a good time!’ she
laughed again, remembering his groan of bliss as he unloaded into
the birthday girl’s mouth.

‘Oh God yes, fantastic! Part of me wants to
see her again, but I know it just wouldn’t be the same and it would
be nice to not have to wear a mask during sex!’ They both smiled
and as Rachel sipped her coffee Rob decided to ask a question that
had been nagging him since he entered the bedroom the previous
evening. ‘Last night, I got the impression I might have been
interrupting something when I walked in on you. I know it’s none of
my business, but I just wanted to say sorry if I did.’ Rather than
be embarrassed, Rachel was glad to have the chance to take about
her feeling with someone she trusted.

‘To be honest, we’d just kissed and I think
…. I don’t know why, but I wanted her. I’ve never been with a girl,
or even fantasized about it, and I don’t know whether it was just
seeing other girls getting off last night, or just because I was so
turned on …. I think that if you’d walked in a couple of minutes
later…’ She didn’t finish the sentence, not really sure now how far
things would have gone, though in her heart she knew. She had
imagined herself making love to Jane, imagined the thrill of the
pretty young girl making love to her, and rather than find it
off-putting it had been a turn on to her.

‘Really? Wow…’ Rob wasn’t sure what to say,
but the image of his friend and Jane together was easy to visualize
and he found himself getting more than a little distracted by it,
quickly deciding to change the subject. ‘I take it the guys looked
after you last night, though?’

‘Oh yes! I was so jealous of what they did
for Jane, but I ended up getting everything she had!’ She met Rob’s
eyes and, without really thinking about it, said something that
would change their lives forever. ‘Everything apart from a bit of
time with El Diavolo!’

‘That can be arranged!’ said Rob, not
realizing the significance of his words until he had said them, and
they looked at each other in a strange shocked silence, knowing
that they had somehow accidentally stepped over a line together and
not sure what came next. Their eyes were locked, neither of them
wanting to break the contact, knowing that if they did this moment
would end and they would never get it back.

‘I’ll need to ring work…’ whispered
Rachel.

‘I’m parked outside – you can ring them from
the car.’

‘Let’s go!’

 


‘Yes, it just came over me so quickly, I
don’t know what’s wrong with me, but I’m going home and straight to
bed. I’ll try to be in tomorrow – sorry!’

‘Straight to bed?’ Rob was driving through
the city with more emphasis on speed than safety, taking chances
and cutting corners where he could.

‘It wasn’t all lies…’

When Rob pulled out outside Rachel’s flat
they were out of the car like two cops responding to an urgent
call, but this emergency was something only they could deal with.
The thirty seconds they stood in polite silence in the lobby
waiting for the lift seemed like torture to them both, and when it
arrived they were overjoyed to find it empty. As soon as the doors
closed they were on each other, kissing like teenagers, hands
everywhere, Rob squeezing Rachel’s buttocks as she tried to force a
hand between their bodies, desperate to feel the cock that had been
in her mind since the first time she had seen it. The sound of the
lift stopping interrupted them and they forced themselves apart,
trying to straighten clothes as the doors opened on the floor below
Rachel’s, revealing a middle aged couple standing politely in the
entrance.

‘Going down?’ asked the man.

‘No sorry, going up. I’ll send the lift back
down to you – sorry!’ replied Rachel as the doors closed again,
knowing from the twinkle in the woman’s eye that she knew exactly
what they had inadvertently interrupted, but past caring.

A few seconds later Rachel was leading Rob by
the hand, her other hand in her pocket trying to locate her door
key. She flung it open and they charged in, slamming it behind
them. Rob was on her immediately, kissing her again as his hands
tried to remove her jacket. Neither of them wanted to break their
embrace, and Rob had to push her arm back so he could get the
jacket off before he began to work on the buttons of her blouse.
Rachel wasn’t so patient, tearing his shirt open, the sound of
buttons falling onto the wooden floor somehow making their passion
more real as Rob tugged at Rachel’s skirt, unceremoniously pulling
it up until it was around her waist.

Rachel had her hand on her prize at last, the
feel of his shaft through his trousers so arousing but she
reluctantly released it for a moment to undo his belt as she felt
his hands slide inside her panties and onto the smooth flesh of her
bottom. He began to pull them down but when he suddenly grabbed the
flimsy material with two hands and simply tore them apart she
gasped at his passion, a passion that met her own.

When she finally undid his belt and pushed
his trousers down a little, his prick seemed to almost jump into
her hand, springing up eagerly as it escaped its confines. As she
felt it in her hand for the first time she turned her face up to
him and they kissed again, tongues urgently meeting, and when she
felt his hand between her legs she parted them a little, knowing
that she was sopping wet already.

‘Should we go to the bedroom?’ he whispered
in a brief moment before kisses, but she silenced him with one word
before pushing her mouth on his again.

‘No.’ She pulled him close as she leant
against the wall by her doorway, knowing that the stiff prick on
her soft tummy, the prick she had wanted for so long, would be
inside her in a few moments, before whispering in his ear. ‘Here.
Now.’ Her tongue followed her words, licking lasciviously and
making his cock throb. She somehow knew that they couldn’t stop,
that if they stopped to think or even go to the bedroom something
might make them hesitate and if they did they might lose this
moment forever. They needed to fuck, to become lovers, and once
they had there would be no going back, but if they stopped now
they’d be trapped in a world of uncertainty and frustration…

When Rob lifted her legs off the ground,
parting them as he supported her with powerful arms she sighed
gladly, now powerless to stop him and knowing that the moment of
truth was only an instant away. He had pinned her to the wall and
she couldn’t move, but there was nowhere in the world she would
rather be, and no-one else that she would rather be with. When he
entered her at last the relief was overwhelming, the feeling that
they had entered a new and better world hard to shake, but as he
began to slowly fuck her more animalistic passions quickly took
over.

‘Oh God Rob, I want you so much! That’s
right, just fuck me!’ Rob had no trouble supporting Rachel’s
weight, but his passion was so strong at that moment that he felt
he could have held ten times the weight. She was an incredible
woman, his closest friend, so beautiful, so sexy, and at last he
was where he wanted to be, his dick deep inside her tight quim as
she gasped with joy, raining kisses on his face. When he shifted
his position a little he found he could fuck her properly as last,
his hips jerking in a rapid rhythm as he held her. Their kisses
ended, their need to breathe taking priority for a moment, and Rob
looked in wonder at Rachel face. Her eyes had closed and her mouth
formed a perfect O as she gasped in hot little breaths, lost in
lust. He knew then that he loved her, had loved her for as long as
he could remember, and when he came he felt his heart would
explode, so furiously was it beating against his ribcage as he
unloaded deep inside her.

She felt his orgasm in so many ways, his gasp
of joy, the heat of his body under her hands and the heat of his
spunk as his prick throbbed with every squirt, and as she clung to
him she wondered why it had taken them so long to get to this
moment. Now they were one and nothing could separate them – they
would be together forever.

‘I love you,’ she whispered, and he replied
with the same words.

 


They made it to Rachel’s bedroom eventually,
shedding the few items of clothing that they had not already
removed and collapsing into her bed, content to just hold each
other for a time, time that seemed to last forever. When they made
love again it was without the urgency that they had shared before,
the feeling that they had all the time in the world inspiring a
much more relaxed mood. Rachel was happy to lie back in comfort,
legs open to accommodate Rob as he supported himself above her, his
prick buried deep inside her, moving back and forth with a slow and
steady rhythm as they gazed at each other.

‘Okay, honey?’ whispered Rachel as she took
in Rob’s face, somehow seeing him for the first time.

‘Oh yes,’ he smiled back. He couldn’t express
how he felt, all the trauma of the last few months somehow
unimportant, something telling him that his whole life had built to
this moment. ‘There are no words…’ he began, but Rachel silenced
him, a fingertip on his lips.

‘I know babe, I know. We don’t need words…’
Her other hand slid down to rest on a firm buttock. ‘Just make love
to me…’

 


The next morning Rachel decided to ring her
manager to tell him that she still didn’t feel quite right and had
decided to take one more day off work. She did sound a little
breathless on the phone but her boss never imagined that it was
caused more by Rob’s tongue on her pussy than any mystery virus!
She had to end the call quite abruptly and though her manager
imagined she was perhaps so ill she had to vomit, he couldn’t have
been more wrong. She had never felt better, Rob bringing her to
orgasm a few moments later, her hand in his hair, pushing his
willing mouth onto her sex as she pushed her hips against him,
groaning with a heartfelt bliss that she had never experienced
before. When she recovered a little and Rob had returned to her
side, she playfully dug an elbow into his ribs.

‘Hey!’

‘You almost got me the sack there!’

‘You could have told me to stop…’

‘I suppose so, but …. never mind, we’ve got
all day now. Is there anything we haven’t done yet?’

‘I don’t think so.’ They had not slept much
in the last twelve hours, drawing on seemingly endless stamina to
make love in every way they could think of, but now the morning had
come they couldn’t bear the thought of separating just yet. However
Rob did have a concern that had come to him in the early hours of
the morning and he lifted himself up onto one side as he spoke,
looking down at Rachel. ‘How do you feel about dating a stripper?’
She laughed at his sudden worried tone.

‘Oh, I don’t think that’ll be a problem!’

‘But what about all those private shows Sal
will want me to do? You saw what they get up to!’

‘I know, but last night I slept with all of
them. I don’t think that’ll happen again, fun though it was, but I
think there’s a big difference between making love and having
sex.’

‘So you’d be cool with me doing it?’

‘Of course! I don’t mind you doing the shows.
I love you, I know you love me, and I think that’s all that
matters. I’m not going to cheat on you, but I guess if I
occasionally want to have a bit of meaningless fun that would be
okay with you?’

‘Yeah, like with the guys?’

‘Well, maybe. I was thinking of something
else, but it’s only an idea. We don’t have to be exclusive, as long
as we know the difference between fucking and making love.’

‘Good. I didn’t want to give it up, but I
would have done if you wanted me to. I can’t ask you to restrict
yourself to me if I’m out doing shows.’

‘Don’t worry, I’m not going to be sleeping
around! It’s just that once in a blue moon I might like a bit of no
strings fun too.’

‘I’m so glad we’ve got that settled,’ said
Rob as he relaxed back onto the bed. ‘Should we think about getting
up and getting some breakfast?’

‘Perhaps I could suck a bit more life out of
that lovely cock of yours first, but I do think you need a shower
first.’

‘It didn’t seem to bother you last night,’ he
teased, remembering the seemingly countless times he had withdrawn
his prick from her wet pussy as they moved position. She had always
taken the opportunity to suck him, needing the intimacy of taking
him into her mouth, enjoying the taste of their mingled juices.

‘I love to taste us,’ she confirmed with a
cool smile, ‘but perhaps a quick shower might inspire him a little.
Anyway, if I’m going to tongue your ass I’ll want it to be squeaky
clean!’

‘Jesus, you’re incredible!’

‘Thanks!’ she laughed. ‘I knew there was
something we hadn’t done yet. Anyway, I’ll expect you to return the
favour.’

‘No problem at all, honey.’

‘Maybe while you’re there you could try
popping your prick in my bottom? I’ve never done it before, but it
seems it’s a time for trying something new.’ Rob rose from the bed,
extending a hand in invitation, and she stood to take it, happy to
let him lead her to the shower.

 


Three weeks later Rachel was relaxing on the
same bed when her phone rang.

‘Hi honey, I’m about to go out so I thought
I’d give you a quick ring.’

‘Hi sweetheart, thanks for ringing. How’s it
going?’

‘We’ve done the introduction, and Sal’s done
a solo routine. He reckons this crowd is almost as wild as they
were at Jane’s party, so it will probably get pretty full on
later.’

‘Sounds like you’ll have your hands
full!’

‘Yeah, to be honest I can’t wait! I just wish
you were here too.’

‘I couldn’t go through another night of
watching all that! Not without the promise of getting some myself
at the end of the evening anyway.’

‘Sal and the guys have already told me that
you’ve got an open invitation to join them for some fun whenever
you want to.’

‘I’m sure I’ll take them up on it some time,
but I’ve got something else planned for tonight, remember?’

‘Of course, you lucky girl. Is she there
yet?’

‘No. I suppose I could always ask if she
fancies a threesome some time, then we could share her? She doesn’t
have to know about your …. secret identity.’

‘That’s a fantastic idea! Make sure you ask
her! Listen, I’ve got to go – see you tomorrow! I love you!’

‘I love you too!’ At that moment the doorbell
rang and Rachel stood. She’d decided to dress up for the evening,
somehow knowing that her guest would too, and she quickly checked
her look in the mirror. A long black dress, a string of pearls at
her throat, hair up – very classy, even if I do say so myself, she
thought. The expensive lingerie and stockings were her secret for
now, something for her guest to discover later, hopefully…

 


‘I hope you don’t mind me getting in touch,
Sal let me have your number and …. I hope you don’t think I’m a
nuisance.’

‘Not at all, no.’ Rachel decided not to tell
Jane that if she had not rung then Rachel would have rung her,
feeling the girl’s nervousness was somehow adding to the excitement
for both of them. They were sat on a couch together, both with a
glass of wine in hand. Rachel had been right about her guest’s
clothing – Jane was wearing a vivid red dress that ended at her
knee, though her curvy body filled it, ensuring that she looked
just as sexy as she had at her party. This girl would look sexy in
a bin bag, thought Rachel as she let her eyes wander over her
pretty companion.

‘It’s just that I can’t forget that kiss.
I’ve never been with a girl, but I’ve thought about it and since
then…’ Her voice tailed off and Rachel tummy flipped with
excitement, realizing that this girl wanted her, though she didn’t
quite have the nerve to say it.

‘I’ve never been with a girl, never even
thought about it. I’m straight.’ Rachel paused for a moment, a
wicked part of her enjoying the disappointment in those big brown
eyes. ‘However, I do remember that kiss too. Nice wasn’t it?’ Jane
nodded, confusion in her face, and Rachel decided that the time for
teasing was over. She gently took the wine glass from Jane’s hand,
noticing a slight tremble there, and set it alongside hers on a
table. ‘Why don’t we kiss again, and see how we feel after
that?’

A moment later their lips met in the softest,
most tentative kiss Rachel had ever experienced and when she drew
back she saw a blush of passion on Jane’s pale cheeks.

‘Nice?’

‘Lovely!’ Jane responded, already leaning
close for another. Their second kiss was less unsure but the young
girls soft tongue was deliciously hesitant in Rachel’s mouth,
probing slowly until Rachel’s tongue met it and the tips gently
moved against each other.

Christ, this is a turn on, thought Rachel as
she savoured the contact. Just a kiss, but the new sensation of a
woman’s mouth and Jane’s uncertainty combined to make each touch so
much more erotic. When Rachel reached up to cup a full breast Jane
sighed into her mouth and she knew then that they were experiencing
the same thrilling feelings. When the kiss ended, Rachel spoke
again, deciding to take charge.

‘That was wonderful, Jane. Did you like
it?’

‘Oh God yes, I’m so turned on!’

‘I think we both are! Why don’t we go to my
bedroom? I’d like to undress you and make love to you. Perhaps
you’d like to do the same for me?’

‘Yes Rachel – I want you so much!’ With a
smile, Rachel rose and led her to her bed.

 


Rob was so glad to get his number underway.
He had been a little nervous, but now he was performing he felt
like a king. It was just as he had imagined it, the women in the
room all looking at him with awe in their eyes as he paraded around
them. Though he was completely naked, apart from his mask, he had
no feelings of vulnerability – he felt completely in control of all
of them. Stopping for a moment at a table where three women sat, he
wordlessly offered them his cock, the blonde nearest to him
reaching out to caress it.

‘Go on, suck it,’ urged one of her friends,
and a moment later she had complied, dipping her head to caress him
with her lips. It felt fantastic!

 


At the same moment Rachel was looking down at
Jane as she settled on the bed between her thighs. With an
encouraging smile she reached down to push Jane’s long dark hair
behind her ears before she spoke.

‘I loved eating your pussy, and I loved
making you come. I can’t wait to feel your tongue on me!’ Both
girls were completely naked, having found every intimacy that they
had tried more arousing than the last. Seeing and feeling Jane’s
soft mouth sucking on her nipples had been wonderful and now Rachel
knew that watching her go down on her would be unforgettable. She
saw her pink tongue glistening moistly as she moved closer and a
moment later she felt it on her. It was delightful, each touch so
gentle, yet inspiring such intense sensations in her pussy, and she
knew that this pretty young woman would have no trouble at all in
making her come.

 


Sal had told Rob that this show would be
slightly different to the others. The host had been quite specific
in what she had wanted, and she had insisted that she and her
friends would want to see the guys come. Rob was confident that
with a short break he would be able to get hard again so he had no
problem in delivering what this particular customer wanted at least
twice that evening! The host was a pretty brunette of around thirty
and when he crossed the room to her it was obvious that everyone
there knew what had been arranged, shouted encouragement ringing in
his ears as the host closed her big brown eyes and took him into
her mouth, expensively manicured fingers wrapping around his
shaft.

‘Spunk for us!’

‘Come in her mouth!’

‘On her face!’ Rob stood still for a moment,
letting his mind focus on the feel of the woman’s soft lips as they
slid up and down on him, her tongue twisting around the head of his
cock. Only a moment or two away, he thought…

 


‘Oh my, that’s so lovely, don’t stop…’ Jane’s
hesitancy had gone now, her tongue seemingly everywhere, on
Rachel’s throbbing clitoris, along the lips of her pussy and deep
between the walls of flesh, driving her crazy with each wondrous
touch, sending her to heaven at last, Rachel spending like never
before, wetting Jane’s face as she came.

 


‘Okay big boy, come for me!’ smiled the
brunette at just the right moment. Rob groaned as he came, spunk
splashing onto the woman’s proffered tongue, his second squirt
tracing a line over her nose, up her forehead and into her hair,
her friends cheering enthusiastically.

 


Despite the distance between them they came
together, best friends and lovers, sharing their bodies with others
but keeping their hearts only for each other.

 


 


Thanks for reading my story! If you enjoyed
it, why not check out one of the other stories I have for sale, all
available from the website you purchased this one from.

There are several ways to keep up to date or
get in touch if you'd like to –

Visit www.roryhitch.com to read
free stories, sign up for monthly email updates, contact me direct,
get updates on my next story and more!

If you'd like to contact me direct you can
also email me at roryhitch@gmail.com - If
you'd like I can add you to my monthly mailing list so you receive
emails about new stories as they're published.

Search for Rory Hitch on Facebook – once
we’re friends you’ll receive messages about new stories as they are
released, or if you’d prefer you could just visit my Facebook
page!

Finally, you can follow me on Twitter - just
search for Rory Hitch!

 


Thanks again for your custom - it's very much
appreciated and I hope to hear from you soon!

Rory.
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