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SALESWOMAN


"So you're telling me that if I get this television here, it's going to be better than this television over here?"

"Yes, that's exactly what I'm telling you," Rachel said.

I stopped before I rounded the corner. I knew Rachel didn't like it when I interrupted her in the middle of a sale, and she really knew her shit when it came to televisions.

Unfortunately, that meant she occasionally ran up against an asshole who assumed she didn't know what the fuck she was talking about because she was a woman.

A beautiful woman at that. I should know. She was my girlfriend, probably going to be my fiancé soon enough.

I peeked around the corner and gave her a quick up and down. She even managed to rock the green polo shirt that was the uniform at Quality Electronics in a way that not everybody could.

Red hair that was usually done up in a ponytail. A pair of glasses that always seemed to magnify her beautiful green eyes. A mouth that was built for kissing.

It was a mouth that might be built for other things, but I sighed as I thought about that. It hadn’t happened for us yet, but I told myself it would be totally worth it when the moment finally came.

"I don't get it," the guy said.

He had a little bit of a beer gut. His hair was done up in a style that was probably meant to be fancy, but it couldn't hide the fact that he was rocking a comb-over.

"I'm sorry, but what's the problem?" Rachel said. "This over here is an OLED television. It's going give you the blackest blacks and it has a refresh rate that..."

"Why would I care about any of that shit?" the guy said.

He wore a polo shirt with one of those stupid golf logos on it, and a pair of khaki shorts that might’ve been in style back when he was young man in the ancient 1980s, but it just made him look old now. And he had the kind of demeanor that a lot of people who came into our store had because they were coming in from a fancy rich neighborhood and thought they knew everything because they managed to make it big in business once upon a time.

"I'm sorry, sir," Rachel said, beaming up at him.

"The TV you're trying to sell me is smaller and it's more expensive. I know when you're trying to screw me over. That TV over there is much bigger and it's a lower price."

"Yes, but the features you get with the smaller television are much better than..."

The guy took a step forward. He moved a hand up and pressed it against Rachel's arm. He gave her an up and down look that made no secret about what kind of things he was thinking as he gave her that up and down.

"Of course, there are certain circumstances where I wouldn't mind you screwing me over, young lady," he said, his mouth quirking up in a cockeyed grin as he stared at her.

And that, ladies and gentlemen, was my cue to step in and say something. The guy might be an asshole, but we dealt with assholes in this line of work on a daily basis. It was a different thing entirely when he went from being an asshole to being an asshole who was sexually harassing my girlfriend, damn it.

I was about to step out, but then I paused when Rachel looked down at that hand on her arm and then back up to him.

"Oh, yeah?" she asked, arching an eyebrow.

My cock suddenly twitched. I looked down. I wondered what was going on with that. Why would my cock be twitching if she was talking to that guy like that?

Why was she talking to that guy like that, for that matter? I'd never heard her talk to anyone other than me like that before.

Sure, maybe she did a little flirting with some of the assholes who came through here, but I figured that was all part of the job. Being a pretty woman and using her feminine charm to close a sale.

It was just one of those things she did to get ahead in the game. It was one of the reasons why she was always the best at getting people to sign up for credit cards in our store, back when she still had to do that.

The sales manager in charge of things up at checkout had been real pissed off when she ended up moving to a different department where she’d be doing direct sale rather than being a tight ass in an even tighter pair of pants who was able to walk around the store and get any guy to eat out of her hand.

I hesitated for a moment. I still wasn't happy that she was talking to this guy like that, but I also wanted to see what her game was.

Also, I couldn't shake the feeling that hit me as I watched her flirting with that guy just to make a sale. The feeling that there was something kind of hot about it. Like I knew this asshole didn't have a chance with my girlfriend on any day of the week, but she was willing to use those charms to try and get something out of him.

Yeah, there was something really hot about that when I thought about it that way.

"So, you think I’d be good at screwing someone over?” she asked, arching an eyebrow.

The guy blinked like he was totally surprised that line even worked. Then again, he should be surprised that a line like that would ever work.

"Well, yeah," he said, grinning.

"Then you should know I don't fuck around when it comes to knowing my stuff with televisions," she said.

And I was surprised to see her reach out and start running her own finger up and down his arm. He looked down in slight surprise. Like he really had trouble believing this was actually happening.

"Well, I mean..." he started, but then he cut off.

"And you're such a handsome man," she said, looking up at him and batting her eyelashes.

"I am?” he said.

I had to pull back from watching for a moment because I almost snorted in laughter as I saw what they were doing. He seemed so genuinely surprised that she thought he was handsome.

And maybe he was the kind of guy who'd been good-looking once upon a time, but he was also the kind of guy who'd clearly let things go over the years. Maybe once upon a time he could’ve pulled a woman like Rachel, but this wasn't once upon a time and he didn't have a chance with a woman like Rachel in the here and now.

"Of course," I heard her say, and my cock twitched again.

I glanced up to one of the cameras that was omnipresent in Quality Electronics. The LP people were constantly watching things. I'd been in there. I'd seen the way they were able to zoom in on somebody when they were suspicious. The cameras in the store were probably the nicest bit of equipment they had. The one thing they really invested in.

There’d been couple of times when I'd gone into the loss prevention office when a pretty girl had walked through the door and they'd shown me just how accurate those cameras could be and just how far they could zoom in.

I'd thought of how they were probably doing the same thing with Rachel. That had caused a little shiver to run through me. At the time, I'd thought it was nothing, but now I was starting to wonder if maybe there was more to it.

Because I was looking at her talking to this asshole, and I was getting intrigued by the idea of what she was doing. Even though I shouldn't be getting intrigued by the idea of her getting all hot and up close and personal with an asshole like this.

"So you know I only have what's best for you at heart, right?" she said.

I turned and looked around the corner at them, and Rachel must have caught the movement out of the corner of her eye. She looked over to me, just a glance of her eyes really, and she smiled just a little.

Yeah, she was telling me she'd caught me looking, and she didn't mind that I was standing here watching the show.

Which was pretty damn ballsy of her, even though she didn't have balls. At least I presumed she didn't have balls.

Granted, I hadn't actually gotten down in between her pants to figure out if she had balls. Again, she was the kind of girl who seemed like she was waiting for something.

I wasn't sure what that something was. She didn't seem to have any sort of religious conviction. She just always wanted to hold of because she was busy with school or work or whatever.

I hoped to God that me popping the question would be enough to convince her she'd finally met somebody special enough to do more than a little making out.

"Of course," she said, "I wouldn't ever want to steer you wrong. And I can tell you this television might be a little smaller than the big one over there, but sometimes good things come in small packages. Wouldn't you agree?"

She punctuated the last bit by taking a step forward. She wasn't quite brushing against him, and even if she was brushing against him he had a gut that meant she wouldn't exactly be brushing up against the unmentionable parts of his body or anything like that.

Still, she was pretty damn close. I'd heard her talk about how she could be ruthless when it came to making sales. How she’d do anything it took to make that sale.

I shook my head and kept my attention on them.

The dude clearly stared at her tits. Which were a pretty nice pair of tits if I did say so myself. Even if I hadn’t seen them yet. All I could do was watch and stare.

Damn, she was really working this guy over. It made me wonder if that was how she managed to constantly top the sales in this department. It made me wonder if that was how she was always managing to bring home those big commission checks despite the fact that she worked here part time and I was full time.

“Well, I think I can trust you to have my best interests at heart," he said.

"Of course, you can," she said. "And I’d be happy to get this ready for you right now."

After that, it looked like he'd taken the bait and she was reeling him in, hook, line, and sinker. They went through the sale stuff and she even managed to sell him on a warranty and getting the express installation done.

Which wasn't an inconsiderable amount of money. I could only sit there staring, my mouth hanging open and wishing I had a body like her and a set of tits like that.

But then again, I did have a body like hers and a set of tits like that. It's just that when I had that body like hers was when I was getting with her, and wasn't that the best? I was getting what this asshole wasn’t, after all.

When it was all said and done, she even wrote down a number on the back of a card and handed it over to him.

"And you can call me on that line anytime and I'll be happy to help you out with any questions you might have with your television."

The guy stared for another moment, his mouth hanging open like he couldn't believe what was happening. Then finally he cleared his throat, blushed, and grinned.

"I'll keep that in mind," he said, waving her card at Rachel like it was a magical talisman.

And then he was gone. And as soon as he was gone, Rachel turned and grinned at me.

"You can go ahead and come out from where you've been hiding."
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LOVERS’ SPAT


Icame around the corner and hit Rachel with a sheepish grin. I don't know why I was hitting her with a sheepish grin, or why I felt like I'd been caught doing something wrong.

She was the one who'd just been flirting with some old dude because she was trying to get him to buy a more expensive TV. Sure, it was also a better TV. I would give her that. But still, she was definitely using her feminine wiles to try and get a better commission for herself.

"So you saw all of that?" she asked, hitting me with a grin.

"I saw some of it, yeah," I said.

"And?" she asked, cocking her head to the side.

I wasn't sure what to make of that. It was almost like she was looking for a blow-up reaction from me or something. Like she was waiting for the inevitable moment when I’d get pissed off that she was flirting with that guy in the name of trying to get a bigger commission.

And here I was, trying to hide my hard on because I didn't want her to know I was turned on watching her flirting with that dude.

Was I turned on watching her flirting with that dude? I couldn't really tell. I mean, my dick was hard. I couldn't deny that. And I'd been watching her flirting with that guy who was old enough that he could be her father.

"I mean, you're the one who said you’d do whatever you could to make a sale, right?" I said with a shrug, trying to play it off.

"Are you sure that's how you feel?" she asked.

“You were getting kind of up close and personal with him, weren't you?"

I thought about the guys in the Loss Prevention office. I wondered if I’d hear about this later. I was sure those assholes probably used their access to the camera system to get a closeup look of Rachel's ass. It was one of her best qualities.

Of course, her tits were also pretty nice too. I was pretty sure they were using those cameras to get a good look at every part of her, but it's not like it was something they ever mentioned to me.

They would probably give me shit if they caught her flirting with some old fat dude to make a sale, though. I’d heard them giving other people shit over similar stuff.

"Maybe you could get that up close and personal with me," I finally said.

She smiled and stepped a little closer to me, though not before looking around. Like she wanted to make sure there wasn't anybody who might see us.

I thought about the Loss Prevention guys again, and I thought about how I didn't care as long as she was pressing up against me.

And she did move so she was about as close to me as she'd been to that guy. Only she could feel my hard on because I didn't have a giant gut in the way and preventing her from pressing against my cock.

She looked down, her eyes going wide in obvious surprise. Then she looked back up and hit me with a smile.

"Well, somebody certainly seems to be happy to see me," she said.

"I'm always happy to see you," I said, licking my lips.

"Are you sure that's all it is?"

I panicked and wondered if she had some idea of what I was thinking. If she was realizing I got turned on thinking about her getting with that guy.

"I mean, I'm always happy to see you, aren't I?"

"I know," she said, sighing and rolling her eyes. "There are times when I think the only reason you're with me is because you have the hots for me."

I blinked at that.

"Well, isn't that the reason anybody is with somebody they want to date? Because they think they're hot?"

"Well, yeah, I suppose," she said. And then she sighed. "I guess I don't really know what I mean."

"I guess I don't really know what you mean either," I said, frowning as I looked at her.

"We don't have to talk about this right now, Tyler," she said.

"Talk about what?" I asked.

"About..."

She bit her lip and then shook her head.

"You know what? Maybe it's not a big deal. Maybe I shouldn't have flirted with that guy just to make a sale."

"Whatever," I said, wanting this conversation to be over more than anything. "You did what you had to do to make a sale, and that's money that's going to help you out, right?"

"Well, yeah, that's true," she said, hitting me with another smile as she looked me up and down. She bit her lip and then stood on her tiptoes. I thought she might be on the verge of hitting me with a kiss.

But then she stopped, and she was looking this way and that like she was worried somebody was going to see her and we might get in trouble or something.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"I was just thinking. We’re supposed to get a new General Manager for the store today, right?"

I thought of the scandal that had the last general manager getting kicked out of the place. I couldn't believe she gave up a job like that because she pitched a fit and started screaming at people, and then they did an investigation and it turned out she was also embezzling.

Which I never understood. Supposedly a person working as the general manager for a store like this was making well into six figures. Not the kind of thing worth ruining your life to dip into the petty cash drawer, but what did I know?

I'd heard of one electronics retailer that had a guy who lost like $60 million gambling in Las Vegas or something a few decades back. They totally hadn't noticed, which I didn't understand. No wonder that place was out of business now.

"So you don't want to get up close to me in front of the new general manager?”

"I mean, I always want to get up close to you," she said, biting her lip.

I bit my tongue on that one. She could say she always wanted to get up close to me, but that wasn't always the case. Again, she always seemed to be really standoffish when it came to getting physical. Making out and a little bit of heavy petting through the shirt was as far as it ever got.

“But I still think it wouldn't be a good idea to make a bad impression on the new GM. I heard he's going to come through here and surprise everybody. Like he wants everybody to not realize he's coming through.”

"Sounds like an asshole," I said.

She smacked me on the chest and took a step back.

"You can't say things like that, Tyler," she said, looking around and biting her lip.

Only this time when she bit her lip, I figured it didn't have anything to do with being worried about getting close to me on work time, and it had everything to do with her being worried that the new GM, wherever he was, would hear what I was saying and get pissed off that I was calling him an asshole before I'd even had the opportunity to meet the dude.

"Come on," I said. "It's not like he's going to magically show up without us seeing him coming. We have a little bit of time."

"Yeah, and I have to get back to making sure I'm providing the best possible service to everybody," she said.

I knew I'd lost her. Whenever she started talking like a corporate sales drone it meant she was over whatever I'd just said and she wanted to get back to work.

“That's fine,” I said. "But are we still on for hanging out later tonight?"

"What did you have in mind?" she asked.

"I figured we could go to the dollar theater down by campus and maybe catch a movie or something."

"The dollar theater? Really?" she asked, looking up at me and cocking her head to the side. Like she totally knew what I was trying to get from her.

Could you blame a guy? She was a beautiful woman and we'd been together for almost a year now. I still remembered the first couple of times when we'd gone to that very same dollar theater. If we got a seat up near the back then it meant we could have a little bit of fun. Or at least it meant we could have a little bit of fun back when we first got together and we were both in the sway of that new relationship energy I missed so much.

It felt like that kind of stuff was long gone now, but hope springs eternal, right?

"Come on, Rachel," I said. "You don't have to be like this all the time."

"Tyler, I told you I'm trying to work right now."

"Yeah, I know, but it's not like you have any other ancient dudes to flirt with."

I could tell in an instant that I'd cut to the bone with that one. She looked hurt. I never wanted to hurt her, but at the same time, I couldn't help the annoyance I felt in the moment.

"That wasn't very nice," she said.

"Yeah, it wasn't," I said. “But you shouldn’t be flirting with old men to get higher commissions.”

Again her eyes went wide. Again, I got the feeling I'd said absolutely the wrong thing. Again, I didn't really give a fuck that I just said absolutely the wrong thing because I was so pissed off at the idea of her flirting with that guy. I was pissed off at myself because I was into the idea of her flirting with that guy. I was pissed off that there was a new general manager coming in today and he might be hiding around here even as we spoke, and I could potentially be getting both of us in trouble.

"Tyler, I'm only going to tell you one more time. I need you to go. Now. I have to get back to work."

"Listen, Rachel. Just think about…”

“And what seems to be the problem here?” a deep voice said from somewhere behind me.

I wheeled around, about to give this person a piece of my mind. Probably another asshole customer who was stepping in and trying to be a white knight. It wouldn't be the first time somebody thought me and Rachel weren't actually together. I don't know what it was, but I gave off the vibe that my girlfriend wasn't my girlfriend.

And I also thought about how there were times when she gave off the vibe that she wasn't my girlfriend with the way she acted around me, but I pushed all of that away as I turned around and got a good look at the dude standing behind us.

He was tall and muscular with broad shoulders. He had on a green polo shirt, the same as the rest of us, and khaki pants. He had a beard that was close-cropped and he looked like he was maybe in his late twenties or early thirties.

Also, he had a badge on his chest that totally identified him as the general manager.

Fuck.
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NEW MANAGER


"Um, hello," I said, standing a little straighter.

I hated that I was acting like I was a student who'd just been caught doing something wrong by a teacher or something. This guy was just my manager. I mean, sure, that meant he could potentially fire me if he didn't like something I was doing, but it's not like I was doing anything that was a fireable offense.

I was just talking with my girlfriend. Damn it. Maybe our voices were raising just a little. Maybe it wasn't exactly the kind of conversation I should've been having in the middle of the store. Especially when there weren't customers around.

Even if it was in the middle of the day. Even if it wasn't as likely we were going to get customers coming around.

Still, he looked mildly annoyed and mildly amused at the same time.

His eyes darted to Rachel, and I didn't miss the way his eyes ran up and down her body as he got a good look at her. As he really took her in.

And she was a sight worth looking at. I knew, even in those tight work clothes. She looked even better when she was out of those tight work clothes the first time I'd seen her after I managed to get a date.

Hoo, boy, that had been a sight to behold.

"Um, so did you need something?" I asked.

The guy turned his attention back to me, and he went from smiling to frowning. Yeah, that was the kind of look that said he wasn't happy about something, and that something he wasn't happy about was standing right in front of him.

"Are we having a problem here or something?" he asked.

As he said it, his voice was low. It was almost a quiet purr. Like he was upset about something, but he was trying to keep it under control.

Danger signals were flashing in my brain. This was trouble. He was pissed off about something.

I needed to hold it together. I needed to keep this job. I had rent to pay, and I liked to think I was pretty good at selling computer components to people who were coming in to build their own gaming rigs.

There was no beating the kind of commission I could get off of a graphics card, and we had a lot of people with more money than sense coming in here spending their hard-earned money on the latest and greatest. Even if I thought it was a little overpriced.

"There's no problem here," I said, staring at him and licking my lips.

I fucking hated that I was doing this. He was just some guy.

"Are you sure about that?" he said, and his voice was still that low purr. That low voice that said there was a problem here. "Because it looks to me like we have a problem here. It looks to me like you were harassing this lady, and that goes against workplace policy. Don't you know... Tyler?"

He paused as he said that last bit. He conspicuously turned to look at my name tag. Like he had no idea who I was.

Why would he have any idea who I was? I was just some random guy at the store. He hadn't had a chance to learn anybody's names yet. I tried to push down on the nervous flutter in my stomach as I looked at him.

The guy looked like he could bend me in half. He could tie me up into a pretzel with muscles like that. He looked like he could take me out back and beat the shit out of me, is what I was getting at.

But I knew the more terrifying thing was he could just fire my ass, and it would all be over a misunderstanding.

I looked over to Rachel. I prayed she would say something, anything to get this guy off my back. She merely looked at me and smiled.

Like she was enjoying this. I guess I'd really pissed her off with all that talk about flirting with that older dude.

Damn it. Me and my big mouth. But I had no way of knowing the new fucking general manager was going to come along. That he was going to catch me having a vigorous argument with my girlfriend and get me in trouble.

"Seriously," I said, turning back to him and figuring I should cover for myself before I got my ass fired because of this misunderstanding, "You don't understand."

"I don't understand, do I?" he said, crossing his arms. Which had those muscular arms bulging under his shirt. Like we're talking his green polo could barely contain his arms. The dude clearly spent time working out.

I glanced over to Rachel. I was curious to see what her reaction was to him flexing his arms. To him showing off his muscles.

And I was surprised at the reaction I saw there. Her mouth had fallen open. She licked her lips. I almost thought I saw her eyes gleaming behind her glasses. Only for a moment, but that look had definitely been there.

Was she looking at this guy, and was she interested?

It was sort of how she'd been looking at the old dude, but there was something there. Something that said she was actually interested this time around where she'd just been flirting in the name of getting a good commission.

Damn it. What was happening?

"Listen here, Tyler," the general manager, his name tag said his name was Brian, said. "I almost want to hear you out just because I'm very interested in hearing what you think you could say to me that would make this anything other than a fireable offense. But another part of me is offended you would even think I’d fall for that kind of bullshit."

"But it's not bullshit," I said.

I knew I sounded like I was whining. Plaintive. Like I was desperate to say anything to get him to not fire my ass. I hated that I sounded desperate.

"Rachel here is my girlfriend. We were just having a discussion about how she decided to talk to a customer."

The reaction was odd, to say the least. He looked at me, and then he looked over at Rachel. His eyes bugged out as he stared between the two of us, and then his mouth split in a smile.

"You're bullshitting me," he finally said, shaking his head.

"I promise I'm not," I said.

Then he did something that was even more annoying. Something that was even more emasculating, if I'm being honest. He threw his head back and started to laugh. Like his whole body shook, including that chest that was so broad and so muscular.

I looked over to Rachel again. She was smiling this time around. Like she was just as amused by my predicament as this Brian asshole was.

"I'm serious," I said. "Rachel, would you stop it already?"

Rachel sighed and rolled her eyes. But finally she decided to take pity on me.

"He's telling the truth," she finally said. "I know you probably don't believe him, but it's totally the truth."

Brian wiped a tear from his eyes. He looked between the two of us.

"Wait, are you being serious here? You're not bullshitting me?"

"I promise I'm not bullshitting you," I said, shaking my own head. "We've been dating for almost a year now."

"You. Have been dating this guy," he said, turning to Rachel, and then he was laughing and shaking his head all over again.

Which pissed me off all over again. Who did this guy think he was, making fun of me like that?

It brought to mind some bullies I'd had to deal with all the way back in elementary school. Telling a guy confidently that I knew karate and then getting knocked down because it turned out life wasn't a movie and knowing karate wasn't enough to stop somebody who'd had a growth spurt a couple of years before everybody else.

It sort of reminded me of that, and it wasn't a feeling I liked. Especially right in front of Rachel. Who was standing there smiling like she was trying not to join in on the laughter.

What the fuck?

"No, he really is my boyfriend," Rachel finally said, and she walked over and wrapped her arm around mine. She pulled me in close. She also turned and hit me with a look. The kind of look that was clearly meant to say I was being all kinds of a dumbass, and I needed to shut the fuck up if I knew what was good for both of us.

"Wait, holy shit," Brian said, still staring at the two of us, his head going back and forth so fast I thought he was going to get a case of whiplash. "Like, you're not bullshitting me or anything? You're totally telling the truth? You're actually dating this guy?”

"Um, yes?" Rachel said, and this time there was a definite question there. Like she was starting to get a little annoyed that he didn't think she’d be dating me.

I looked over to her. I still noticed the way her eyes ran up and down this guy as she looked at him. Like there was some interest there.

Which wasn't something I expected my girlfriend to be doing to some random guy, damn it.

I mean, sure, I looked at other women from time to time. I thought about how they were pretty. I thought about my time going into the Loss Prevention office and seeing them checking out some of the hotties who came into the store with short shorts and low-cut tank tops.

But that always felt different. I was always looking at a woman I wasn't going to approach because I was dating Rachel. I was always looking at a woman who, to be perfectly honest, I probably wasn't going to have a chance with.

Because I was with Rachel. Not because I didn't think I had a chance, though I glanced at Rachel and wondered, not for the first time, what I was doing with a woman like that. What I'd done to get her attention.

Then I shook my head, and I looked back to Brian.

"You don't have to be an asshole about it," I said.

He looked back at me, and suddenly he was frowning again. It looked like any joking or friendly back and forth we might’ve been having was gone in an instant, and I'd just stuck my foot in it.

Damn it, me and my big fucking mouth. Here I was, about to get fired.
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DRESSED DOWN


"Hey, Tyler," Brian said. "I think maybe it’s time for us to have a little chat."

"Okay," I said, looking around and wondering if we were going to go back to the GM office or something.

Which was something I'd managed to avoid so far. The former general manager had been a real piece of work. She tended to fly off the handle at people for no reason at all.

Going back to her office was something to be avoided, and it was something of a relief that I'd never been taken back there to get yelled at before she got fired for yelling at too many people.

"What are you looking around for, Tyler?" he asked.

"Are we going back to your office or something?"

He looked over to Rachel, and then he went from frowning to smiling. Apparently he had nothing but smiles for my girlfriend and nothing but frowns for me.

The jerk.

Not that I was going to give voice to that thought. That seemed like the kind of thing that was going to get me in even deeper shit.

"No, I think we're fine having this conversation right here. Don't you think, Tyler?"

"Sure," I said.

"Can you think of any reason why we shouldn't have this conversation right here, Rachel?" he asked, turning to her.

She shook her head. She didn't look like she was amused now, at least. Like maybe she'd realized just a little too late that this was going to get me in real trouble.

At least she finally seemed to care just a little. That was something, right?

"So here's the problem as I see it, Tyler," Brian said, turning his attention back to me.

I wondered at the way he kept using our names. Like he was trying to fix them in his mind or something, and I suddenly got the feeling I didn't want my name fixed in his mind.

It's not like he was screaming and carrying on like the old GM, but I just had the feeling that being the kind of person who was fixed in his mind was bad. Like he was friendlier about the way he handled things, but it was almost worse that he was friendly about it.

It would be hard to know you were deep in the shit because he was being friendly about it.

"The way I see it, I have two employees, and it looks like one of my employees is harassing the other one," he said.

He looked over at Rachel and smiled again.

"Now, I'm sure he's your boyfriend, and maybe you were just having a little argument, right, Rachel? But I'm also sure you can agree that maybe it isn't the best idea for you to have that kind of argument in the middle of the store, right?"

"I guess not," she said.

When she said it, she spoke quietly, like she realized she was maybe in as much trouble as I was, and she also hit me with a dirty look in the same breath. Like she blamed me that maybe she was in as much trouble as I was.

Shit. So not only was I getting in trouble at work, but my girlfriend was pissed off at me as well.

Damn it.

"So can you understand why I don't like it that I have two of my employees talking to each other, and it looks like they're either having an argument, or they're getting harassed, or they're doing some harassing?" Brian asked, glancing back and forth between the two of us.

"Yeah, I guess I can understand that," I said.

Though I said it in a quiet voice, I didn't like that I was being so cautious around this asshole. I wanted to tell him where he could take this job and shove it.

But I didn't want to get Rachel in trouble on top of everything else. I needed this job to pay for my place. She counted on this job to make spending money while we were doing classes. Again, it was the only job that we could do and make the kind of money that we were making precisely because of the commission structure and how good she was at selling shit.

Though I was starting to wonder if the reason why she was so good at selling shit, something I didn't see because I was in a department on the other side of the store and usually busy with my own shit, was because she was flirting with customers to get them to buy.

Again, not that I could blame her, but it still annoyed me that she was doing that.

"Now, Rachel," he said, turning his attention to her. "I can totally understand that you want to have a little bit of time talking with your man here."

I frowned. There was something about the way he said "man" that didn't seem right to me. Like he was patronizing me. Like he didn’t believe that I could get with a girl like Rachel.

"And you're one of the best salespeople I have in the whole store. I'm going around and introducing myself to everybody, and I especially wanted to introduce myself to the lady who’s regularly topping the charts. You're going to be a big part of why I get a big bonus, little lady."

Rachel looked at him and bit her lip. She also blushed just a little, which had me wondering what the fuck was going on there. I hadn't even seen her look at me like that, and yet here she was looking at this asshole like that. What the fuck was up with that?

"But even if you are the best salesperson we have here, I also have to keep things in line. You understand?"

"I understand," she said, looking down and away.

"Good. I'm glad we understand each other," he said. "A pretty lady like you should have no trouble selling anyway. With the knowledge you have of the product and the way you look, it’s no wonder you're not having any trouble making all kinds of money.”

My eyes went wide. My jaw didn't quite drop, but I was getting annoyed at the way he was talking to Rachel.

Talk about crossing the line between appropriate and inappropriate. Sure, maybe I'd done the same thing when I started getting upset with her, but this was crossing the line in a totally different way. He was getting on me for harassing her, and yet now here he was doing the same damn thing. The asshole.

I opened my mouth to say something, but then he turned his attention to me, and it wasn't a pleasant sort of attention.

"You, on the other hand, Tyler. I saw your name as well, and it looked like you were right in the middle of the pack. Do you know what that means when somebody doing sales is in the middle of the pack?"

"That I'm doing an okay job?" I asked with a shrug.

I got the feeling that was where he was going with this, but I thought I did well enough for myself, damn it.

"No, it means I could probably hire somebody else who’d be able to do just as good a job as you."

"But you just said I was the middle of the pack."

"Exactly. That means you're average. Do you know what 'average' means?"

"Um, it means 'average,'" I said.

"No, it means I could find a bunch of people who would be able to do the same damn job. If you were a phenomenal salesperson then I might be willing to give you a little more slack. Are you a phenomenal salesperson, Tyler?"

"I'm not," I muttered, getting even more pissed off.

It's not like I even liked sales. It's just a job I took because I'd always liked building computers. So it seemed like a natural fit to get a job where I could help other people with putting together their own computer builds.

And now here I was, having this conversation with this asshole.

I glanced over to Rachel. Then again, I couldn't exactly say it was all bad. After all, I met Rachel because I got this job. If I hadn't, then I never would’ve run into her.

"That means this is a problem, and do you know who the problem is going to be if I have to report this, Tyler?"

He looked between the two of us. He was smiling again, though I noticed that most of his smiling was reserved for Rachel, not for me.

"Let me guess. I'm the one who gets written up and fucked over," I said.

He clapped his hands together. It was a big, meaty slap. He grinned wide, and I jumped. I hated that I jumped, but I jumped.

"That's exactly right, my friend," he said.

He was grinning the entire time. Oh, yes, there was definitely something dangerous about an asshole who was ripping me a new one, but he was grinning the entire time and acting like he was my friend while he was doing it.

I didn't trust this guy.

"So here's what we're going to do," he said. "I think you need to stay over on your side of the store, Tyler. The two of you are welcome to hang out if you happen to take a break together or if you take a lunch together. I can't stop you from doing what you're going to do on your own personal time."

His tone said he didn't like that he couldn't stop us from doing what we were doing on our own personal time, but there also wasn't anything he could do about it, and he totally knew it.

"But while you're clocked in and you're not on a break, that means you're on my time. That means you're going to stay away from each other, and you're definitely going to keep from arguing. I don't care if you’re having a little lover's spat or whatever the fuck is going on between the two of you. Am I clear?"

"Totally clear," I said.

"Yeah, sorry about that," Rachel said. "I'll make sure it doesn't happen again."

"I totally get it, Rachel," he said, turning and smiling at her. And suddenly, there was something about his smile. Something that was oily. Something smarmy. Something that said he was starting to lay it on really thick.

I bristled at the way he was looking at my girlfriend. I wanted to tell him to go fuck himself, but I didn't dare. I was already in enough trouble.

I hated that I wasn't showing any backbone. There was a voice in the back of my head screaming that I needed to show backbone around an asshole like this. That the last thing I needed was to act like a total wimp in front of my girlfriend. Especially with the way she kept looking at him.

But there was also a stirring down between my legs as I saw the way she was looking at him. Which had me wondering what the hell was going on. Why I was getting so turned on thinking about the two of them.

Wait, was I thinking about the two of them? What the hell was even going on here? What was wrong with me?

"I'm glad we had this conversation," he said, looking between the two of us again and chuckling. "But honestly, I'm glad I got a laugh out of this. I mean, who would’ve thought a woman like you would ever get with a pipsqueak like this guy?" he said, nodding over to me.

I started to bristle again as he leaned across the counter for Rachel's department and smiled at her.

"So, honestly, what is it? What made you decide to give this guy a pity fuck?"

He was confident. Self-assured. Not at all like he was saying the kind of thing that would get his ass fired from any other job, but he was the big boss. Who was I going to report him to? A district manager?

I didn't even have a way to get in contact with someone like that, and I was just a salesman. He was the general manager.

Meanwhile, Rachel was staring at him with her own eyes wide. With her mouth hanging open. Like she was having trouble believing he was talking to her like that as well.

And I suddenly wondered how exactly she was going to respond to this. What was she going to say now that he was clearly hitting on her and insulting me?
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Istared at Rachel, then I looked over to this Brian asshole. I wondered if she was actually going to give in to whatever he was saying.

She frowned as she looked at him. Then she looked over at me and her frown got even deeper.

"I love Tyler," she said. "He makes me laugh."

Brian looked in between the two of us. It was hard to tell what he was thinking, but there was a cruel smile there that said whatever he was thinking, it wasn't anything that was charitable for yours truly.

"He makes you laugh?" Brian said, chuckling and shaking his head.

“Well, there's nothing wrong with a guy being able to make a girl laugh. That kind of thing is important.”

"More important than making a girl come?” Brian said.

I could only stare in astonishment. I felt like I should've said something at that point. He was being a raging asshole, and I could hardly believe it. But at the same time, the guy was the general manager.

Who the hell was I going to complain to? Even if I decided to go up the totem pole, it's not like they were going to fire a general manager over something like this. He’d probably get a talking to, and the best I could hope for was getting reassigned to another store.

So I sat there, clenching my teeth as I stared at him being a first-rate asshole. But otherwise, I kept my thoughts to myself.

"I don't think that's appropriate for the workplace," Rachel said with a sniff.

Brian didn't exactly start falling all over himself to apologize, but he did lighten up just a little bit. His expression got a little softer. I wondered if that was because he was genuinely afraid of consequences if Rachel was the one who reported him, or if there was some other game he was up to.

"Whatever," he said, shaking his head. "I'll never understand what a hot piece of ass like you is doing with a dork like this guy, but if that's what you like."

"He's who I love," she said, raising her chin up just a little bit.

But as I looked at Rachel, I couldn't help but see there was something off about her. Her chest was rising and falling a little more rapidly than usual. And maybe it was my imagination, but I almost thought I saw her nipples poking out through the thin material.

Shit, was she actually getting turned on looking at that asshole and thinking about all the things he was saying to her? What was wrong with her that she seemed to be getting turned on by what he was doing?

The guy turned and looked at me again.

"You need to keep yourself in line, Mr. Average. I'm sure you're average in every way."

His eyes traveled down for a moment and then back up. I blushed, feeling a hot shame as I realized what he was talking about. But again, I didn't say anything. I needed this job, damn it. I needed it way more than Rachel needed her job. All she needed was a little bit of spending money. This was how I put a roof over my head. It's not like I wanted to be homeless.

"Okay. Well, I expect the two of you to put forth your best effort. I'm going to be keeping a close eye on everything, and I'm going to be doing performance reviews for everyone as well."

I blinked. “Performance reviews? But don't they do that quarterly? We just finished that last month.”

"Yeah, and I'm the new general manager at this place," he said, looking at me and sneering. Like he didn't give a shit about anything that I thought. Like he gave less than a shit about what I thought about him doing performance reviews so soon after we'd done the other reviews. "I can do whatever the hell I want here, and I'm going to be doing performance reviews. They brought me in here to whip this place into shape. Especially with a bunch of college kids working here."

His eyes darted over to Rachel again, and then they ran up and down her body. They seemed to rake over her body.

I shivered as he did that, and then I interrogated that thought. Why was I shivering at the idea of this guy giving Rachel an up-and-down like that?

I took her in. The way her body formed to that tight green polo shirt and her khaki pants down below that molded to her athletic ass, her red hair that was done up in a ponytail, her glasses as she stared in shock at this asshole while he hit on her right in front of her boyfriend.

What a prick.

But then she seemed to get control of herself, and the faintest hint of a smile played across her face. Only for a moment, but that faint hint of a smile was definitely there for that moment.

"I'm sure we'll be able to whip our department into shape and make you proud," she said, standing a little taller.

Her hands were clasped behind her back. She stood up on her tiptoes and seemed to thrust her chest out. I wondered if she was trying to make him proud, or if she was trying to show off her tits.

He stared at those tits. I'm sure he could see the way her nipples were pressing out, like they were begging to be sucked. I wondered what was running through his head.

Was he thinking about licking all around her nipples? Was he thinking about feeling her tits? He'd definitely made it clear he had the hots for my girlfriend even though I was standing right here.

I shivered again. Where the fuck were these thoughts even coming from? What the fuck was wrong with me that I kept thinking about this?

Then he turned and looked at me one final time. This time, the up and down wasn't nearly as intense as it was when he was looking at Rachel. Now it was dismissive. As though I was a nonentity. As though he didn't give a damn about me.

Maybe he didn't even give a damn that I was with Rachel. No, that was a look that said he was going to try and get what he wanted, and he didn't give a fuck that I might be in his way.

"I think both of you need to keep in mind those performance reviews are coming up. We'll have a longer talk later. And I definitely want to stop and have a chat with you again, Rachel."

She smiled at him and bit her lip. Meanwhile, I could only stare in astonishment. Did she even realize what she was doing? What the hell was wrong with her? What the hell was wrong with me that a delighted little shiver ran up and down my spine seeing her smiling at him like that?

Then he was walking off and the moment was gone. He moved with a casual grace. Like he was a big cat stalking the savanna or something and we were the gazelle he was chasing.

I let out another shiver, and this time, I don't think it was because of the way he'd been acting towards Rachel. No, I was pretty sure it had everything to do with the idea that my job was on the line now, and it was on the line because of an asshole who'd just been hitting on my girlfriend.

An asshole who'd just been hitting on my girlfriend. The sobering reality of that finally hit me as I turned to look at Rachel, but she was a study in contrasts.

Her chest was still rising and falling rapidly. Not quite to the point of hyperventilating, but it looked like she was getting close to it. Her mouth had fallen open ever so slightly. Her eyes were wide. She looked like she wasn't sure whether she should be astonished or turned on.

I watched her watching him go for a long moment. I wondered what was going through her mind as she looked at his broad shoulders. The guy was definitely much bigger than me. That made me wonder if he was bigger than me in every respect, and then I shook my head and pushed that thought away.

What the fuck was wrong with me that I was thinking about him being bigger than me in every respect? Or that I was thinking about her having her mouth open as she sank down on her knees in front of him and...

Okay, I put a stop to that thought before it could really get going. I cleared my throat instead, and Rachel jumped and turned to look at me. A blush came to her cheeks, and she looked like she'd been caught.

Because she had been caught, but she very quickly covered it up.

"Is something wrong?" she asked, obviously taking control of herself and looking at me with a sniff.

"I don't know. Is something wrong?" I asked, arching an eyebrow.

I felt weird. On the one hand, I wanted to be angry with her that she'd even allowed him to go that far. On the other hand, this was Rachel. She was beautiful, and as I stared at her, I knew I was punching way above my league getting with a hottie like her.

She said it was because I was always so nice to her. There were times when I wondered if that meant I was a pushover and that was the reason she was still with me.

But I pushed those thoughts away now. I was still pissed off.

"Is something wrong?" she asked, frowning as she looked at me. Frowning as some of the old Rachel finally started to reappear.

"I don't know. Is something wrong?" I asked, rolling my eyes.

"What?" she asked. "You know I don't like it when you get like this, Tyler."

"Come on," I said, throwing my hands up just a little, but then I quieted down because it reminded me of how she'd been flirting with that guy earlier. The thing that had started the argument that got us in trouble in the first place. The last thing I wanted to do was start another argument that would get us in more trouble.

Brian wasn't around here right now, but he seemed like the kind of guy who had eyes in the back of his head and ears everywhere. I didn't want to get into a fight that would come to his attention and give him even more reason to give me a bad performance review and try and fire my ass.

"The guy was hitting on you right in front of me and you let it happen," I finally said, talking in a low hiss.

"Yeah?" she asked, and now it was her turn to look at me and there was some heat to her voice. "And you were my boyfriend who just stood there and let it happen."

The words hit me like a slap to the face. Like it probably would've hurt less if she'd actually slapped me in the face rather than saying something like that.

But she was right. I had let it happen, hadn't I? What was wrong with me that I'd just let it happen?

"Listen, Rachel," I said, wondering if there was anything I could say to try and salvage the situation.
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Rachel held a hand up to stop me before I could really get going with my apology. Even though I was confused that I was the one who was doing the apologizing. Maybe I should've said something, but she also could've said something, damn it.

"I don't want to talk about it right now," she said. "You were already being an asshole about me selling something to a customer. And now you've decided to be all weird about whatever was happening with our new general manager. I don't need this shit right now."

I took in a deep breath. I was ready to really lay into her, but I stopped at the last moment.

"Fine," I said, shaking my head. "I guess it's okay."

She looked at me again. It was a sharp sort of look. It seemed almost disappointed, but then she was shaking her head and the moment was over.

"Anyway," she said, "I think you need to get back to work. There might be other people coming through here who are interested in buying a television, and the last thing I need is you hanging around while I'm trying to work."

"Yeah, fine. I get it," I said.

It annoyed me. It's not like I came over here to say hi to her all that often. I felt like I should be able to come over and say hi to my girlfriend while she was working, damn it, but she always acted like I was being some annoying asshole.

And the last thing I needed was for that Brian asshole to come over and get pissed off at me again on top of everything else that had already happened, so I decided to keep my peace for the moment.

I turned and made my way back over to computer components, which wasn't quite as glamorous as television sales and didn't make quite as much money. Even with PC gaming being such a big deal these days, but whatever.

I did pause right before I was about to leave her section though. I turned around. Already she was staring off in the direction Brian had disappeared in, which sent a stab of jealousy running through me.

Was she staring off in the direction he'd just left because she was trying to catch a glimpse of him again? Or was she staring off in that direction because that was also off towards the entrance and anybody who was coming through here would have to come from that direction?

I shook my head. She was probably just doing her job and I was being a jealous asshole all over again. Though I hadn't been imagining things earlier when it looked like she was flirting with that guy in order to make a sale.

But was that really so bad?

And then another thought hit me. The idea of her offering to help him load that television into the back of whatever car he'd brought over, only she climbed in and then she was getting down on her knees in front of him. Looking up and talking about how she wanted to make sure he was completely satisfied with his service that day. Pulling his cock out and leaning forward to wrap her lips around it.

"Tyler, are you okay?" she asked.

I blinked. Rachel was standing right there and instead of looking out towards the front of the store, she'd turned back and was looking at me. I hadn’t even seen her walking over. She seemed worried.

"I'm fine," I lied.

I wasn't fine. I didn't know why these thoughts kept running through my head. I didn't know why I couldn't get the idea out of my head.

"Was there something you needed? Or were you just going to stand there looking creepy?" she asked.

I blinked again. I turned to look at her and I decided I was going to ignore that comment about looking creepy.

"I was just wondering if we were still on for doing something after work."

She stared at me for another long moment. It was a moment where I worried she was going to be so pissed off at me that she wouldn’t want to hang out with me tonight, even though it was a Friday and that usually meant we were going out for a date night.

I hoped it being a Friday also meant I wouldn't have to worry about that Brian asshole being in the store over the weekend. Saturday was usually one of my best days of the week. A lot of people came in to buy something for their gaming rig, or buy parts for a new build, tended to come through. Sure, it was possible to get some of the business people on a regular day of the week, but the enthusiasts came through on a Saturday and I always made sure to be there.

The old general manager had never come in on a weekend. I figured it was a safe bet that Brian was going to be the same way. Why would you want to come in and work retail on a weekend when you could make your own schedule?

"You're doing it again," she said.

I blinked, and I turned to look at Rachel. I took her in. I really hoped we were going to have a date night tonight, but I wasn't sure if it was going to happen.

"Sorry, I guess I'm getting distracted."

"You'd better be getting distracted about trying to hold onto your job if you know what's good for you," she said, and then her expression softened just a little. A smile came to her face, and suddenly she looked like the Rachel I'd fallen in love with. The kind and caring woman who I loved cuddling up with.

I wished I could do more than cuddle up against her, but I also didn't want to push her or make her do anything she didn't want to do. For some reason she'd never seemed interested in doing any more than that little bit of cuddling when we were watching a movie.

Even after dating for nearly a year. I figured it was one of those things that would happen in its own time. All I needed was a little patience.

"Look," she finally said. "I know what he just said to me was inappropriate. Maybe I should've said something. Maybe you should've said something. But maybe we should just put it all behind us and not worry about it. How does that sound?"

I didn't think I was going to be able to just not worry about it, but I also didn't want to say anything to piss her off when it seemed like she was finally willing to make amends.

"Yeah, fine. Whatever," I said trying to smile right back at her even though it wasn't a smile I felt.

"Good, I'm glad we can make up," she said, and then she glanced around for a moment like she was about to do something that might get her in trouble, or maybe it was my imagination.

But then she put her hands on my shoulders. She stepped forward so she was almost pressing against me, but not quite.

I wanted to tell myself she was doing it that way because she didn't want any customers to see us and maybe report us to the manager. That would only get us in trouble considering the way he'd been on the war path.

But that was how she always was when she came up next to me. She always got almost close enough that our bodies were touching, but not quite. I’d wondered about that a few times, but I was with a woman so beautiful that I tried to ignore it.

"Look, we can go out tonight and do something. Have a good time and forget about all of this. How does that sound?"

"That sounds like a great idea," I said, grinning and feeling relieved.

I hadn't realized how much anxiety it had been causing for me when she was acting like she was pissed off, but now here she was smiling like her usual old self. I figured that was something.

"So what do you want to do?" she asked, smiling up at me.

I shrugged. I didn't dare do anything that would piss her off, and so I figured I was going to play it safe.

"Oh, I don't know," I said. "What do you want to do? I figure whatever that is should be fine."

She blinked as she stared at me. Then she looked away, but she seemed almost pissed off.

"You think whatever I want to do is fine?"

"Well, yeah," I said, suddenly feeling like this situation was slipping out of control again.

She took a deep breath and sighed. She had a sickly smile on her face now, but she was smiling at least. That was something. The panic that had been threatening as I realized I might’ve done something to annoy her started to calm down again.

There was also something else there. A pulsing rage down deep inside me. Something that almost scared me. A feeling that I wanted to track down that Brian guy and beat the ever-loving shit out of him because he'd dared to talk about my girlfriend like that.

But I pushed down on that urge. I wasn't going to do it, damn it.

"Would you maybe like to go and see a movie?" I asked.

I had an ulterior motive for wanting to go see a movie. Movies were expensive, sure, but these days movie theaters were pretty empty. There'd been a couple of times when we'd been able to find a nice reclining seat near the back of the theater where we didn't have to worry about anyone bothering us, and she'd cuddled up close to me, and I'd even come close to cupping one of her tits.

I hadn't dared go that far, but she’d at least been willing to let me get close. I always had the hope that if we sat in a dark theater for long enough then maybe she’d finally be in the mood to do a little more, and an empty theater seemed like the perfect place.

Her eyes darted back and forth as she stared at me, like she was searching for something. Judging by the strain in her eyes, she wasn't finding it. Which made me wonder, not for the first time, what I was doing wrong here.

Then she sighed.

"Yeah, fine. We can go to the theater and watch a movie or something."

"If you don't want to..."

"No, that's okay," she said, cutting me off. "We'll go to a movie and have a good time," she said, already sounding distracted. "I'll see you later, okay, Tyler?"

I stared at her, but she turned and started walking away. I loved watching her leave in those tight khaki pants, but I also wondered what I'd done wrong.

Maybe I’d find out later tonight.


7


BACK OF THE STORE


Itook a deep breath as I looked at the island in front of me. Everything was in order and ready to go. The closing team could totally handle everything from here, and it was time for me to get going.

I had a date with Rachel, after all. My cock was already stirring thinking about going into an empty theater with her. Thinking about how close I’d gotten in the past, and how much fun it would be if I could finally get things to go a little farther.

Would it be better to go back to one of our places? Maybe, but there was always the worry one of her roommates might burst in on us. And my place wasn’t exactly the greatest seeing as how I was supporting myself on a job at an electronics store while I tried to get my side hustle going.

I took in another deep breath and let it out. Then I glanced across the place. Off to where I knew that asshole Brian was terrorizing other people in the store.

I’d heard about it when I went into the break room in the afternoon. I got my fifteen minutes whether I wanted it or not, but today I’d been more than happy to take a break and decompress for a little bit.

Other people hadn’t been happy about the way he was blowing through the store and making everyone miserable. Some of those people could stand to actually do a little bit of work, but others were pretty good at doing their jobs and doing them well.

But it looked like change was coming to our store whether we wanted it or not.

I quickly made my way to the back. I listened for the sound of Brian. I’d always been on the lookout for one of the managers when nearing the end of the day. There was always a possibility that one of them would come along and try to ruin your day by getting you to stay a little later.

The worst was when they tried to get you to stay a little later but it was clear they weren’t interested in paying you any overtime. I wondered if Brian was going to try and pull some of that bullshit, or if he was going to be strictly by the book.

Whatever. I tried to duck into the back room, but before I could do that ducking I saw something that had me stopping in my tracks and wondering what the hell was going on.

Because it was Brian. And he was chatting with his arm up against a wall. There was a pretty woman standing there chatting with him, and I didn’t recognize her at first because she was so different from the Rachel I was used to seeing at work.

But there was no doubt that was Rachel standing there smiling up at him. She blushed and bit her lip as he said something to her.

I could only stand there in utter disbelief. Who was this woman, and what had she done to my girlfriend? Why was she standing there smiling up at him and biting her lip and blushing like she was interested in him. What the fuck was going on here?

He said something else. Whatever it was, it must’ve been pretty damn funny. She blushed and bit her lip again, giggling this time.

I wondered what I should do. It seemed an awful lot like she was flirting with this asshole. I didn’t think it was right that my girl was flirting with some other guy. At the very least, he was flirting with her and she was going along with it.

Again I was left with a choice. I could go over there and I could say something. Or I could stand back here and I could let it happen.

I knew what I was going to do. I might get pissed off that he was talking to her like that, but that didn’t change the fact that I needed this job. I could barely afford my shitty apartment while I tried to work on my computer building business.

I just needed a few more clients and then I could be done with this job forever, damn it. But I had to keep going for now. And I wasn’t going to do anything to jeopardize that job.

I stepped forward so I was hidden behind one of the end caps. They wouldn’t be able to see me hiding over here unless they specifically looked over at me, and even then they might think I was a customer hanging out here and not Rachel’s boyfriend.

I didn’t think Brian would give a fuck, honestly, even if he knew I was standing over here. He seemed like the kind of asshole who didn’t give a damn if I caught them.

Also? My blood was starting to pump. I was pissed off. I wanted to punch him, but I knew that would result in me getting kicked out of the store. Probably fired. The last thing I needed was to get kicked out or fired, damn it.

He leaned in a little closer to her as I watched. That blood pumping through my body picked up intensity. Some of it was going down between my legs.

I blinked. I was really surprised that it was going down between my legs. I’d heard stories about dudes who got a hard on when they felt like they were threatened, sure, but I’d never had it happen to me before. It felt weird to think that my fight or flight response was to get turned on.

His hand moved up and he touched under her chin. He whispered something to her. That other hand was still right there. He was staring down at her, and he was a commanding presence. The kind of guy who took what he wanted. The kind of guy who knew she wanted him and so he wasn’t going to hesitate to move in and take what he wanted.

Even if what he wanted belonged to someone else. Why did this asshole have to move in on my girl of all people?

Again I almost did something. Again I stayed rooted to the spot. Again I didn’t dare do anything because I didn’t want this guy to kick the shit out of me in the middle of the store, and I really didn’t want to get fired.

He said something else. She bit her lip and shook her head. Then his hand moved down. It traced along Rachel’s shoulder. She closed her eyes and let out a little shiver. Like she loved everything he was doing.

Then his hand moved down again. He traced it down along the top of her breasts. The same move I’d pulled when it was the two of us together in the movie theater and I figured I might be able to get a little something from my girlfriend because we were all alone in there and…

Then he did it. His hand moved down and his finger traced lightly around one of her nipples. It was clear as day. I wondered that he was being so brazen about that.

The loss prevention guys were always talking about how their cameras could see straight down a woman’s shirt. I’d never been invited in there to watch them perving on a “Code Pink” who came through the front door, but I was well aware that was something they did.

I figured they did it with the ladies who worked at the store as well. No doubt they’d done that with Rachel, and that sent another thrill running through me as I thought about them perving on my girlfriend.

Then I wondered what the fuck was wrong with me that I was thinking about them doing that with my girlfriend.

His hand traced around her nipple. Her mouth fell open and she let out a quiet gasp. I couldn’t hear it from my hiding spot, but I sure as shit could see the way her chest rose and fell. Like she was leaning into his hand and letting him do what he wanted.

Holy shit.

His hand traced around her nipple. The other one was rising in response to what he was doing. Her breathing was picking up. All I could think about was how that was supposed to be me, damn it. I was her boyfriend. She was supposed to let me feel her up. Not some random manager who looked like he could double as a gorilla with those broad shoulders and that muscled body that seemed like it was practically ripping out of his uniform.

He kept it up for what seemed like an eternity, but it couldn’t have been all that long. Only it wasn’t Rachel realizing that what they were doing was wrong that broke the spell. Oh no. It was an announcement that came over the loudspeaker that the manager was needed up at the front.

Probably some customer up there bitching about something. No doubt they weren’t being allowed to return something that’d clearly been used. Or something that hadn’t been sold in the store for the better part of a decade.

We seriously had someone try to return a plasma television that hadn’t been sold for at least fifteen years. They seemed to think it was somehow our problem that all plasma televisions eventually crapped out.

Whatever. The point is, it wasn’t Rachel suddenly coming to her senses and trying to stop Brian from feeling her up that put a stop to Brian feeling her up. It was that he suddenly had somewhere to be.

He looked over his shoulder, and he seemed really annoyed that he suddenly had somewhere to be. No doubt he’d love to stay back here feeling up my girlfriend. Especially because she was letting him feel her up.

Then he turned back and smiled at her. He leaned in and he pinched her nipple one final time. Which had her gasping again. This time it was clear he was pinching her nipple. Not that he was feeling her up.

And then he was gone, leaving her standing there with her chest heaving. With her nipples pressing out through her store uniform for all the world to see.

What the hell had just happened here?
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CAUGHT


Istood there for another moment watching her. I wanted to see what her reaction was. She wasn’t supposed to let a guy feel her up like that, damn it, and yet that’s what had happened.

She stood there in disbelief. There was a flush that’d come to her face. Her mouth fell open. Then she really surprised me as one of her hands moved up and she started tracing it around the nipple the asshole had been playing with.

I could scarcely believe it. The guy had been feeling her up, and rather than getting upset about it? Rather than getting pissed off and reporting him to corporate HR like she should?

She was standing there feeling her nipples. I bet she was giving one hell of a show to the assholes in the Loss Prevention office, too. If they hadn’t noticed her before, something I didn’t believe for a minute, then I was sure they were noticing her and the show she was putting on now!

I took a deep breath. I thought about going over and saying something to her. Only I had no idea what the hell I was supposed to say to her in a situation like this. Was I supposed to tell her I’d caught her?

That would be the end of our relationship. There were warring impulses fighting back and forth inside me. I didn’t want our relationship to end. I loved her.

I thought I loved her.

I’d thought I loved her before she let another guy feel her up in the middle of the fucking store, at least. Now, though? I really wasn’t sure what to do about any of this bullshit.

And it really was bullshit. This guy had showed up in our store and he was ruining everything, damn it. I hated it. My blood was pumping.

My cock was rock hard. That was the weirdest response to wanting to get in a fight with someone that I think I’d ever had. It made me wonder what the fuck was wrong with me that I was getting that hot and bothered.

I took a deep breath. Then I moved back farther behind the end cap that was hiding me for the moment. Because one of Rachel’s hands had strayed down between her legs. Almost like she was going to start playing with herself right here in the middle of the store.

Holy shit. Was she going to start playing with herself right here in the middle of the store? That would really give the loss prevention guys a show to enjoy!

But it didn’t happen. I heard some people talking about grabbing something from the cable section. There was a method to Brian’s madness when he brought Rachel all the way back here to have his little private conversation with her.

Nobody ever came back here unless they were being led by one of our salespeople.

Rachel looked up and she blinked. I held absolutely still, because she was finally paying attention to the world around her. She finally seemed to be noticing things happening around her.

I didn’t want one of those things she noticed to be me. Especially standing here in my shame with my cock rock hard and jutting out from my khaki pants.

She shook her head and quickly made her way down the end of the store. Thankfully she was making her way to the break room where she could clock out.

I let out a sigh of relief as someone else appeared at the back of the store. It was Cameron leading some old dude who was clearly looking for an HDMI cable for his television, and he was old enough that he didn’t know he could just use Amazon for that kind of thing and get something cheap that would do the job just as well as any of the mildly overpriced stuff we sold because we had to pay for air conditioning and fire suppression systems and salespeople and all the other stuff that went into brick and mortar retail.

I was about to turn and leave myself when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I barely kept from letting out a startled yell. I wondered if it was one of the loss prevention guys coming out here to see what I was up to.

It was one of this poorly kept secrets that they were here as much to watch the people working in the store as they were here to watch the people coming into the store to buy shit.

If anything, the people who were working in the store were far more likely to be the ones stealing something, so it sort of made sense that they were keeping a closer eye on us than they were on random shoppers.

I wheeled around expecting to see one of those dudes asking if I was standing here because I was trying to palm a cable or something, but I was surprised when I saw Brian standing there hitting me with one of those cocky grins he’d been using on my girlfriend just moments ago.

“Seeing anything interesting around here?” he asked, arching an eyebrow as he stared down at me.

My mouth worked. I didn’t know what to say to that. I’d seen a lot of interesting stuff around here, and clearly he knew I’d seen something interesting.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“What you saw just then was a lesson,” he said, keeping his hand on my shoulder. He gave that shoulder a squeeze, and for a moment it seemed like he was going to try and pop my shoulder right out of its socket.

He looked to that shoulder and back to me. That smile was still there.

“You need to work on these muscles,” he said, shaking his head. “I have a gym membership around here. Thats one of the first things I do when I go to a new location. That’s what I do, you know. I travel around and fix things. Going from location to location.”

“That sounds like it would suck,” I said in a rare moment of honesty where I felt bad for the dude.

Then I realized who I was talking to and that I shouldn’t feel bad for him at all. Not with the way he’d just been feeling up my girlfriend, damn it. Even though it was as much her fault with the way she’d been letting him feel her up right in the middle of the fucking store.

I jumped as I realized what was going on here. My eyes narrowed as I glared at Brian. Meanwhile, he looked at me with a grin.

He also had a hand on my arm where he'd been squeezing at my muscles, or maybe it would be more accurate to say he still had a hand on my arm where he was squeezing at my complete and utter lack of muscles. Maybe he was right. Maybe I did need to hit the gym.

Then I shook my head and blinked a few more times. I wondered what the hell was wrong with me that I was actually listening to the advice this asshole was hitting me with.

"You were just touching Rachel.”

"I was," he said.

There wasn't even a hint of self-consciousness. There wasn't so much as a single indication that he felt like that was the wrong thing to do. No, it was just a simple statement of fact. He’d been feeling up my girlfriend, and he didn't seem to care that he'd been feeling up my girlfriend.

"Why? Is there something wrong with that?" he asked.

"Is there something wrong with that?" I asked, my voice rising. "You were just feeling her up in the middle of the store."

He stared at me for another moment. Finally, he pulled his hand away.

"How far have you ever gotten with her, man?" he asked.

I blinked again. I couldn't believe he was actually asking me this.

"What the hell are you talking about?" I asked.

"How far have you ever gotten with her?" he said with a shrug. "It's a pretty simple fucking question. You can answer it with a yes or a no. Being all wishy-washy like this is why you're not a very good salesman."

"You don't know why I'm not a very good salesman," I said.

And then I immediately clammed up. How was it this asshole was getting me to admit this stuff? I liked to think I was decent at this job, and here he was getting me to admit shit that definitely wasn't true.

"See," he said, clapping me on the shoulder. "Admitting you have a problem is the first step towards trying to solve that problem."

"I don't have a problem," I said.

I hated that it sounded more defensive than I meant it to sound. I was annoyed this whole conversation was even happening in the first place.

"You have a couple of problems, man," he said, still frowning and looking a little annoyed at yours truly.

"What problems are those?" I asked, though I figured I was going to regret asking it as soon as the words left my mouth.

"Well, you're supposed to be selling shit here, right? Like, do you want to be selling shit for the rest of your life?"

"Not really," I said.

"So you're trying to make enough money that you can go out and do something else."

"Maybe," I said.

"Well, there you have it then," he said. "You need to get better at what you're doing if you want to make the money for whatever it is you really want to do, right?"

"I guess that makes sense," I said.

"And you want Rachel, right? Like, I wasn't lying when I said she was a hot piece of ass. I don't know what a hot piece of ass like her is doing with a guy like you, but maybe she really does think you're funny. Maybe that’s enough to get her attention, and you're going to have to make sure you keep that attention. A woman like that isn't going to stick around with just any guy."

"And what the hell is that supposed to mean?" I asked.
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SALES LESSON


Ashadow seemed to pass across his face for a moment. I wondered if I'd touched on something sensitive with the dude. I wondered if there was something in his past he was thinking about, and then I decided I didn't give a flying fuck if there was something in his past he was thinking about.

All I cared was that he was being totally inappropriate with me, and I could report this to the corporate HR people… and nothing would probably happen. It's not like they were going to fire a general manager over a lowly salesperson after all.

"Look, I'm just talking from experience," he finally said. "You have a beautiful woman there. You should do everything you can to make her happy, but you should also do everything you can to make sure you're happy with her. Because if you're not happy in a relationship, if you’re not getting something out of it, then what's the fucking point?"

"What's the fucking point?" I muttered.

"So have you gotten with her?"

"Not really," I said with a shrug.

"That's too bad," he said. "Have you even gotten to feel her up?"

"I don't see how that's any of your goddamn business," I said.

"Well, I mean, I just got to feel her up. So I think that says something if I've managed to get farther with your girl after knowing her for a few hours than you've managed to get in the entire time you're dating."

"I don't have to put up with this shit," I said.

"I'm just trying to help you, man," he said, and he grinned at me.

It was a funny sort of grin. It was a grin that seemed to say he was trying to help me, but I don't think he was actually interested in helping me. No, I was pretty sure he was just thinking about Rachel and how much fun it would be if he could get with her again.

"I need to get out of here," I finally said. "I have a date with my girlfriend tonight."

"Oh, so you have a date night?" he said, his eyebrows going up. “Need any pointers? Where are you going?"

"To a movie," I said.

He surprised me by putting his arm around my shoulders. He leaned in and seemed to be overly friendly, which had me utterly confused. What was this guy thinking?

"A movie theater is pretty good. Not a lot of people are going to movies these days, so you'll have a lot of privacy. Were you thinking about getting into the back of the theater or something? There was one girl I dated like a decade back. She had a thing about doing it in public places, but I didn't want to get caught. So I always went to this out of the way theater nobody ever went to. I think it's gone out of business now. Great place for making out, but being empty all the time isn’t great for staying in business.”

I stared at him and blinked.

"Why are you telling me all of this? Why are you doing all of this?"

"Because I want to help you, man," he said. "I don't know how many times I can say that before you realize it's the truth. That's what I do. I move into places and I fix things that aren't going well, and then I move on to the next place. It's sort of my lot in life. It's what I'm good at, and I've made peace with it."

"So you dated a girl who was into public places?" I said.

"That's the spirit," he said, his grin getting even wider. "She was totally into getting it on in public places, and a movie theater where we didn't have to worry about people walking in on us was the perfect place for us to get it on. I bet that's what you were thinking when you decided to take that hot piece of ass of yours to a theater, isn't it?"

"Her name is Rachel," I said.

"Okay, I bet that's what you were thinking when you thought about taking Rachel to a place like that, isn't it?" he said.

"Maybe," I said. "Maybe I got pretty close to feeling her up when we were in a theater."

"I see, so you have a positive association with the place,” he said, grinning again. "But did you notice how things went with me and Rachel just a few minutes ago?"

"How could I not notice?" I asked.

"I started flirting with her. I made sure she knew I was interested. I made sure that it was totally clear what I wanted, and then I took what I wanted.”

I frowned. "But isn't that not a very cool thing to do? Like, you're supposed to get consent from a lady before you do something like that."

“I asked her if she wanted it, man, and she gave me the all clear. If she ever said no, then I would’ve stopped in an instant," he said with a shrug. "Did you see her say no, or did her body language say I needed to go full speed ahead and she was totally into everything I was doing to her?"

I thought back to everything that I'd seen with him. As much as I hated to admit it, her body language did seem to say that it was full steam ahead at every step of the way. And I hadn’t been able to hear their conversation.

Also? That made my blood run cold. He asked if it was okay. She’d gone along with it. At least in his version of the story that’s what happened. He had to be lying.

"Besides, man," he said, "she's your fucking girlfriend. How long have the two of you been dating and you haven't managed to seal the deal yet?"

"She wants to take things slow," I said, though the words sounded weak even as they left my mouth.

He threw his head back and laughed. "She says she wants to take things slow, and you really believe that bullshit?"

"Maybe," I said.

"Well, if you believe that bullshit then there's a bridge in Brooklyn I’d love to sell you," he said. "And I might actually be able to sell that to you. I actually know how to sell shit."

"You don't have to be a relentless asshole," I said.

"I'm not being an asshole," he said with a shrug. "I'm just telling you how the world is. Life gets a lot better when you start looking at the world the way it is instead of trying to pretend the world is some magical place where everything works out in the end because that's how you saw it happening in the movies or some bullshit."

"So what you're saying is..."

"What I'm saying is you're going out on a date tonight with your girlfriend. You might be able to actually get farther with her than you ever have before. How long have the two of you been together now?"

"About a year," I muttered.

"What was that?" he said, and this time he looked almost as disbelieving as when I told him me and Rachel were dating in the first place.

"About a year," I said, speaking a little louder.

"You've been together for a year and you haven't even been able to cop a feel?" he said, and this time he definitely looked more incredulous than he'd looked the first time when I told him me and Rachel were dating.

"Is there something wrong with that?" I said. "Maybe she wants to take things slow."

"There's slow and there's moving like a glacier, man, and she's probably about as hot as a glacier when she gets with you. Think about everything you saw me doing today. This is one of the sales lessons I'm giving you. You're trying to seal the deal here and let her know she wants to be with you. Which should be pretty fucking easy since she's dating you and has already made it clear she wants to be with you."

I blinked. I wondered what the hell this guy was on about, but then I decided maybe there was something to it. He had managed to cop a feel on my girlfriend when I'd barely been able to get close to copping that same feel.

I took a deep breath and let it out. I tried to firm my resolve. This was weird and fucked up, but I had to do something.

And the idea of sealing the deal with Rachel was intriguing.

"Fine. Maybe I'll give it a try tonight."

"Do or do not, man. There is no try. A wise man once said that."

I rolled my eyes and headed to clock out, but everything he said was lurking in the back of my mind.

Could that asshole actually have a point?

"Are you ready to go?" I asked when I saw Rachel in the break room.

She'd been staring off into the middle distance. I wondered where her mind was. I wondered if she was thinking about getting up close with Brian in the back of the store where there was nobody around to see what they were doing.

Maybe she was thinking about his hand tracing around her nipple. Maybe she was thinking about how she wanted more than that.

My cock started to stir as those thoughts ran through my head, and I kicked myself for even having those thoughts in the first place.

Then she jumped at my voice. She turned to look at me and she blinked a couple of times. Like she was having trouble realizing I was standing there right in front of her.

"Tyler," she said.

Maybe it was my imagination. Maybe it was that I'd seen everything she'd been doing with Brian in the back of the store, but I almost imagined there was a slightly guilty tone to her voice as she said that.

I smiled and tried to pretend I hadn't seen everything I'd seen earlier. After all, I was still turned on thinking about it and there was everything Brian had just told me. This was like a sales thing. I needed to learn how to seal the deal.

And there was a part of me that figured maybe I should learn how to seal the fucking deal. Maybe I shouldn't be such a pushover all the time.

Maybe me and Rachel would be broken up by the time this was all said and done, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t have a little fun with her before that happened, right?
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CHANGING THINGS UP


"I'm sorry, what did you say?" Rachel asked.

"I was asking if you were ready to go," I said.

She had an apartment just off campus and I usually picked her up on days when we had a schedule that was pretty close to each other. Which happened more often than not. I was always happy for the time in the car with her.

And that meant I could take her back to her house where she would get changed and then we’d head out to go see a movie or whatever. I always brought a change of clothes in the back of my car so I’d be ready to go.

"Um, yeah, sure," she said, a flush coming to her cheeks.

I wondered if that flush coming to her cheeks was because of what she'd done with Brian earlier. Was she ashamed of what she'd done with him? Was she thinking she wanted to do more with him?

The thoughts bounced around inside my head and then I pushed down on them. I wasn't going to let that kind of thing distract me from what was going on tonight.

We were going on a date, damn it. We were going to see what happened. I was going to see if I could finally make something happen, even as I hated that the reason I was doing it was stupid Brian.

She took a step closer to me. She seemed to be breathing a little heavier. She put a hand on my chest as she looked up at me and started chewing on her lower lip.

I blinked in surprise. This was the first time I could remember getting a look like that from her. I mean, sure, there'd been a couple of times when she'd closed her eyes and leaned against me while we were cuddling or something, but that had always been the worst kind of torture. I knew I desperately wanted to make a move, but I also knew I wasn't going to dare make a move because I didn't want to do anything to ruin things between us.

"Yeah, heading out and going on that date sounds fun," she said, still chewing on her lip as she looked up at me.

I pulled myself away from her. It was pure torture looking at her like that, but I worried that if she pressed against me too much she’d feel the situation stirring down below. That her feeling the situation stirring down below would piss her off or something.

A few minutes later we were in my car and driving over to her house. Thankfully it wasn't a very long drive. I kept opening my mouth and almost saying something, but I wasn't sure what to say.

Should I say something to try and “seal the deal” as Brian had put it? Or should I tell her I'd seen what she'd been up to with him and I was pissed off to the point I wanted to break up?

Only I wasn't pissed off to the point I wanted to break up. That was the really fucked up thing. I'd seen everything she'd been doing with him, and more than anything I was interested in seeing more of it.

What the hell?

Finally we reached her house. It didn't look like any of her roommates were home. They had classes and jobs, and one of them was probably already over at her boyfriend's house.

"I'll just be a minute," she said.

"Yeah, just a minute," I said, putting the car in park and grabbing my own bag out of the back and following her up. I stepped into their living room and she paused for a moment. She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek, which was something she did quite a lot. An innocent little peck on the cheek.

But something came over me. I couldn't explain what it was. I wrapped an arm around her and pulled her against me, and this time there was no hiding the situation growing between my legs. I don't know that I wanted to hide the situation growing down in between my legs even if I could.

Her eyes went wide as she stared up at me. I waited for the moment when she’d tell me that she wasn't interested. That she had to go and get dressed.

It's not like she ever said she wasn't interested. Not in so many words at least, but she was very good about always having an excuse. Always having something else she was busy doing, and so she didn't want to do anything with me.

But for a surprise that moment never came this time. No, she stared up at me, and it was with a look that was similar to the look that she gave Brian earlier when he was pressing up against her.

Her chest was rising and falling. I could clearly see her nipples pressing out against her green polo shirt. She seemed to be breathing a little more heavily than usual. I could feel her heartbeat against my chest.

I put my other hand around her head and pulled her in for a kiss. It was a slow and lingering kiss. I opened my mouth to her and she did the same, letting out a soft gasp. Meanwhile my cock was rock hard down below and making it really fucking obvious how turned on I was.

I started to press against her. To really grind against her, and she let out another one of those quiet moans.

In my head I exalted. I couldn't believe things were actually going this far. I couldn't believe she was letting me do this, all of this, and she wasn't coming up with some excuse why we couldn't.

But then she pulled away. I stared down at her, my eyes glancing back and forth as I searched her own. She did the same as she looked up at me, her own eyes running back and forth. Like she was trying to find something there.

"I should probably go get changed," she finally said.

And something came over me.

"Fine, let's go," I said.

I turned and started guiding her towards her room, but she came to a stop. I kept moving, but she dug her heels in and I couldn't pull her along.

"Wait a minute, ‘let's go?”’ she said. “Like both of us?”

I turned and looked at her. I tried to hit her with my most sweet and innocent look. I wasn't sure it worked.

"Yeah, let's go," I said. "You said you needed to change. I need to change too. It's not like I can change in your living room, right?"

I was full of shit. There'd been plenty of times I'd come over to her place and we'd changed separately before we went out to do something around town. Usually it was going to see a movie and then maybe getting dinner, or getting dinner and then going to see a movie, or we would go and play miniature golf.

There'd been a couple of times when we went out to a house party being hosted by somebody we knew, but that was something that had become more and more of a rarity the more time we spent together.

Like we'd fallen into a rut. I was surprised to realize we'd fallen into a rut despite both of us being in our early twenties, but that's exactly what happened.

"You don't want to go change in the bathroom like usual?” she asked.

"Is there a reason why I can't change in your room with you? You're my girlfriend after all. If there's any woman in the world who I can change with, that should be you, right?"

She chewed on her lower lip again. Again, I waited for the inevitable moment when she’d tell me that wasn't possible. She always had some excuse.

But then she started moving towards her room. Her hand trailed along my arm where I'd had it wrapped around her waist, and then she clasped her own hand in my own and she was pulling me right along with her. She even looked over her shoulder and hit me with a little smile as she chewed on that lower lip again.

"Yeah, why don't you go ahead and follow me?"

So I followed her in a complete and total daze. I couldn't believe that had worked. I couldn't believe she was actually letting me go back to her room where she was about to change. I almost dropped the backpack I had slung over my shoulder, I was so surprised.

But I kept going, and the entire time I thought about Brian. I thought about how he'd pressed up against her in the store. How he'd talked about taking what he wanted. How he said I needed to learn how to seal the deal if I was going to be a true salesman.

Okay, maybe there really was something to all that shit. I also couldn't get over what an asshole he'd been hitting on Rachel. Feeling her up in the store. I was still a little confused, because my cock twitched every time I thought about that happening. I knew I definitely wasn't interested in him, so why did I keep getting turned on at the thought?

But then I pushed all those thoughts away as we made our way into Rachel's room. I'd been in here plenty of times before, but it had always been to just cuddle and watch a movie or something. She'd made it pretty clear pretty early on that cuddling was about as far as things were ever going to go in here.

Only as I stared at her now, making her way across her room with her ass swaying in those khaki pants, I couldn't help but wonder if something else was about to happen in here.

It was going to be really annoying if I had Brian to thank for all of that, damn it.
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GETTING BOLD


Rachel turned around and looked at me. I blinked as I stared at her. I realized she was staring right back at me, and maybe it was my imagination, but I almost thought I saw the ghost of a smile playing across her face.

"What are you looking at?" she asked.

The smile was gone. That was more like the Rachel I recognized. A little annoyed that I was staring at her even though I was her boyfriend.

I took a deep breath. I got ready for the apology that usually came when I was caught doing something like that. And then Brian was right there in my head, whispering that I needed to close the deal. That I needed to be a little more aggressive.

Briefly I thought maybe he was giving me bad advice because he wanted to try and put a wedge in between me and my girlfriend. A wedge he could use to wedge his cock inside her tight pussy and blow a load deep inside her. Which had my cock twitching as the thought occurred to me.

I shook my head. I wondered what the hell was wrong with me, why that kind of image kept filling my head. Then I looked back at Rachel.

"You're my girlfriend. If I'm allowed to look at anyone, it's you, right?"

She bit her lip as she stared at me, and then she looked away and she was blushing. Her hands were over her polo shirt. Like right over her tits and playing across her nipples. I wondered if she was thinking about Brian as well. Thinking about the way his hand had brushed against her nipple earlier as he'd been doing his thing.

Then she was looking back at me, and she made a little twirling motion with her finger.

"Okay, mister," she said. "You need to turn around if you're going to be in here and I'm going to be changing."

I looked down at my own bag with my clothes in it, then I looked back at Rachel. I thought about all the things I would love to do with her in this room. I thought about how none of those things had anything to do with turning around so I didn't get a good look at her.

But I also didn't want to risk pushing things too far. Not when I was just trying this out.

So I turned around and unzipped my bag. I started getting out of my own clothes and putting on my others, and I got done a whole hell of a lot faster than Rachel did. When I turned around, she was standing there with her shirt off and her back to me.

I don't know what came over me. Maybe it was getting to see the curve of her naked back for the first time. I could kick myself that we'd been together for so long and this was the first time I was getting a good look at the curve of her naked back. I wanted to get a look at so many more of her naked curves. Damn it.

I started moving across the room silently, quickly. I figured what I was about to do might get me in trouble, but it also might get me into paradise.

She was still in her khaki work pants. As I looked at her, I imagined Brian getting this view. Feasting on her. What was it he'd said multiple times? That she was a hot piece of ass? That he wouldn't mind getting a look at her.

Well, I was getting that look. She was mine, not his. He could act all possessive and like he was going to take her all he wanted, but this wasn't for him, damn it. It was never going to be for him.

Even if there was a small part of me, mostly hard and down between my legs, that thought about how hot it would be if this was something he got to see. If he got to take things a little farther than what he'd done earlier in the store.

I reached out and put a hand on her shoulder. I took a deep breath as I did it. She tensed, but then that tension relaxed as she turned and looked at me over her shoulder.

"What are you doing, Tyler?" she asked.

"What does it look like I'm doing?" I asked, licking my lips and staring at her.

"Something you shouldn't be doing, you naughty boy," she said.

I raised an eyebrow at that. That was an interesting turn of phrase. Something I shouldn't be doing, and I was a naughty boy. Almost like she was getting into the idea of me doing this. Maybe she liked this.

If it turns out she'd been into this all along and I was too much of a coward to pick up on her playing hard to get all this time because I wanted to be a nice guy? I was going to kick myself.

But the best time to do something like this was a year ago when we first started dating and I could take advantage of those first moments when we were making out furiously. Even if we never got to the point of heavy petting. The next best time to do something like that was right now.

I spun her around so I was staring down at her. She looked up at me. Her mouth fell open and she let out a quiet little gasp that was like music to my ears. Her eyes darted back and forth as she searched my own. I wanted to lean in and kiss her, but instead I used that hand on her shoulder to push her steadily back. Moving closer and closer to the back of the room.

She gasped as I pushed her until she was pressed up against the wall. I'm not sure what came over me, just that I couldn't get the thought of Brian doing exactly the same thing to her in the back of the store out of my mind. And I figured if I couldn't get it out of my mind, then I was going to reenact that scene.

Her eyes looked all around her room and then back to me. She licked her lips.

"What are you doing, Tyler?" she asked, her voice quiet.

I opened my mouth and something stupid came out. Like there were a lot of stupid things that could potentially come out of my mouth in that moment, but I think I said absolutely the most stupid thing I could possibly say in that moment.

"The same thing I saw you doing with Brian earlier in the store," I said.

Okay, I could kick myself. I don't know why I said that. I shouldn't have said that. Her eyes went wide, and then they narrowed. That blush came to her cheeks again. I wondered if that blush was because she was pissed off, or because she was embarrassed at what she'd done, or maybe she was just upset she got caught.

That was the thing about somebody who was cheating, though I couldn't quite bring myself to say she was cheating. Like she was more upset at getting caught than anything.

Was that why she was upset with me now?

"You saw what," she said.

I leaned in closer. When I spoke this time around, my voice was a deep purr. I was surprised my voice was so deep as I talked to her.

"I know exactly what you were doing with him in the back," I said, looking down at her. "I know exactly what you let him do."

Again, her eyes went up to mine. Again, they went wide, like she couldn't quite believe I'd caught her, but at the same time, she wasn't denying it.

"I saw how you let him lean in and you were talking to him. What were you chatting about with him?"

"I wasn't."

"Don't bullshit me," I said, still leaning in close and still staring at her. "I know the two of you were chatting about something. You seemed to be smiling and laughing an awful lot. You seemed to be enjoying whatever he was saying."

I was starting to get angry the more I thought about it. Who did she think she was to talk to another man like that? Who did Brian think he was to talk to another man's girlfriend like that, for that matter?

But when I really thought about it, when I ran over the situation in my mind over and over again, the only thing that really pissed me off was the thought that Rachel had been totally going along with it. Like she knew it was the wrong thing to do, and yet she'd still done it.

"Listen, Tyler," she said.

"I saw that you let him feel you like this," I said.

I was shivering and shaking when I got ready to do this. It was hard for me to take control, but I knew I had to do it. I had to reach out and I had to make this happen.

Even as there was a part of me that screamed I was about to get slapped upside the head for daring to do something like this.

But I reached out and I touched her breast. She was wearing a plain white bra. It was nothing to write home about. The kind of thing she probably wore to work because it was comfortable.

And I reached out and touched her breast through that simple bra. I felt her hard nipple there, waiting for me. Like it was begging for my touch. Like she was begging for my touch.

Her breath caught as she looked up at me with my hand on her breast and my thumb going around her nipple, just the same as Brian had been doing in the store earlier. And I waited, holding my breath and wondering if she was going to smack me or if something more interesting was about to happen.
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GRINDING


Rachel licked her lips as she looked up at me. Her eyes were darting back and forth as she searched my eyes for something. I wasn’t sure what she was looking for.

"You saw all of that?" she finally said.

"I did," I said. My voice was a low growl.

I was still surprised that my voice could even sound like that. I'd never sounded like that before in my life.

"Why didn't you say anything?" she asked.

She sounded genuinely curious, and I suppose it was a good question. Why hadn't I said anything? I should've stormed in there and I should've been really pissed off at what she was doing.

But I wasn't. My cock was still throbbing. I didn't know what was up with that. I only knew she was letting me feel her tit and it felt fucking amazing. I kept moving my thumb around her nipple. I wanted to reach inside her bra and actually feel at her flesh, but I didn't dare do it. I worried that would break the spell both of us seemed to be under in the moment.

"Why would you let him do something like that?" I asked.

She bit her lip and looked away. She blushed. At least she had the good grace to seem ashamed about what she'd done.

"I don't know," she finally said.

"You never let me do anything like that," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "Like, I've dreamed of doing something like that so many times, and you always act like it's not something I should do."

"What are you even talking about?" she said. "You never make a move."

"What are you talking about?" I said.

"You look at me and I can see that you want me. We've been dating for, like, almost a year now and you never make a move. And sure, I probably should've just moved on a long time ago, but I've been busy with school and everything here is just kind of go with the flow, so I figured…”

I let out another growl. I realized I'd pinched her nipple. She let out a cry, but it wasn't exactly a cry of pain. No, it seemed like it fell somewhere in between a cry of pain and a cry of desire.

And it had my cock still throbbing. Still begging for more from her.

"Why did you let him touch you like that?" I asked.

She squeezed her eyes shut. She shivered. I wondered if that shiver was for me, or if it was for the memory of everything Brian had done to her earlier.

"I don't know," she said.

"I don't believe you," I said and I moved my hand over to her other nipple. I started tracing it with my thumb, and again she let out another one of those shivers that almost turned into a shudder.

"I seriously don't."

She let out another cry as I pinched her nipple once more. I rolled it around in my fingers. I didn't think I was pinching very hard, but it was enough to get her attention at the very least. But then something really interesting happened.

She let out a cry that seemed like it was somewhere in between pleasure and pain, but then it was a cry that very quickly turned into just straight up pleasure as she pressed against me. I pressed right up against her, my cock wedged in between her legs.

She started grinding against me.

"What were you thinking, Rachel?"

"Um, I was thinking he was just taking what he wanted," she said, her voice quiet at first, but it got stronger as she went on.

"Just like this," I said.

And there was no doubt she was letting out a gasp rather than a cry of pain. Meanwhile, my head was spinning. I hadn't touched her like this in the entire time we've been together because I'd always been so intimidated. She was so hot. I hadn't been willing to make a move.

And I was also vaguely insulted. It sounded like one of the whole reasons she'd stayed with me for so long was only because she was busy with school and she couldn't be bothered to find anything else. Hearing her saying that stung.

I reached down with my other hand. I cupped her ass, and then I pulled up and I was pressing her up against the wall. I kept grinding against her. She gasped as I kissed her, grinding my cock against her as our tongues dueled with one another.

I took a step back and away from the wall. I was losing control. I stumbled with no idea where I was going, then one of my legs hit something and I was falling back. I let out a cry of surprise as I was stumbling back, one hand on her breast and the other hand on her ass, and then thankfully I hit something soft and fluffy behind me.

Her bed. I'd gone stumbling back while I was overcome by lust and I'd landed on her bed. Thank goodness I hadn't fallen back and landed on the floor or hit a sharp corner or something like that. I could've really hurt myself. I could've really hurt Rachel.

But I was in a weird place where I honestly didn't give much of a fuck about potentially hurting Rachel. Not when she'd just stabbed me in the heart with all that stuff about how she was only with me because I was safe.

Brian wasn't safe. Was that why she let him do that?

But then something else took over. Her lips moved down and pressed against mine again. Her mouth opened to mine, and her tongue started to mov around in my mouth.

All of my higher reasoning failed me. Every higher functioning bit of my brain was thrown to the side as her tongue swirled around in my own mouth. I'd French kissed a couple of girls before, but I hadn't really done much making out with Rachel since the two of us first got together. Not after that first blush of our relationship.

That had quickly settled down into her seeming like she was more annoyed with me than anything when I wanted to do more than cuddling.

I was all about making up for lost time and doing everything I possibly could with her now though. I kept grinding my cock up against her. I moved my hands down so I was grabbing hold of her ass, and I gave it a squeeze.

I felt like I should be going for more than this, but something stopped me. It was like I was afraid that if I tried to push things farther that it would somehow break the spell she was under right now. That it would finally get her to realize she didn't want to do this, or at the very least, she was annoyed with me.

So I kept squeezing her ass and grinding my hard cock up against her. I thought about Brian doing something similar, only in my imagination he was pressing her up against the back wall of the store.

Of course, I was imagining a world where there was a back wall of the store that was actually a wall he could press her up against. In reality, it was all shelving that had electronics and shit, so it would be difficult to do that, but this was my imagination.

I wondered what was wrong with my erotic imagination that I could imagine anything happening with Rachel as I pressed my cock against her, and the one thing I really wanted to imagine was another guy grinding against her even as I was grinding against her.

She kept kissing me, and she let out quiet moans as I squeezed her ass.

I decided to get really daring. I moved one of my hands inside her pants, above her panties but below the actual pants material, and I started feeling that silky smooth material over the curve of her ass.

I didn't even know what color they were. I hadn't gotten a good look at them. Odds are they were just your basic white, the same as her bra, but I couldn't stop thinking about them maybe being something bright red or dark black or maybe something I hadn't even heard of.

But I kept squeezing her ass, and I was dizzy with lust as I used that leverage to grind her body against my cock.

Her moans were coming fast now. She was getting louder and louder. I was really glad we didn't have to worry about her roommates overhearing us. That might make for an awkward moment if they could overhear her. They might wonder if something was wrong. After all, we hadn't ever done anything like this before.

I kept grinding against her, and she started to shudder. She pulled away from me, and she stared down at me. Her mouth fell open, and then she was letting out quiet gasps over and over again as she breathed heavily. Her breasts rose and fell, and I could see the faint outline of her nipples through the white material of her bra.

She was really grinding against me now. It wasn't that I was holding her against me now. It was that she was pressing down and moving her ass around and around. Like she was trying to get more friction going.

And then it happened. Something I hadn't even realized was possible. She pressed down, and suddenly that delightful tingling I usually only got when I was jerking off started to hit me. Only it was way more intense now than it had ever been when I was jerking off.

I let out a cry of my own as I stared up at my beautiful girlfriend and wondered at what was happening there, and then I was coming in my pants.

I held onto her ass and held her down against me. Her eyes flew open as she stared down at me, and if anything, her moaning got louder as she realized what was going on. As we held ourselves together, her grinding her pussy against my cock and me twitching again and again in my pants. It was going to make a mess, but I didn't give a fuck about that.

We held each other like that until it was over. I finally finished, and she slowly came down from grinding her pussy against me, and she was staring at me in disbelief.

"Holy shit, Tyler," she breathed.

"Holy shit" was right.
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NEW EXPERIENCES


Rachel rolled over on the bed and sat there, staring up at the ceiling. Meanwhile, I sat there as well, breathing deeply and trying to get a handle on everything.

I could scarcely believe it. I'd spent the past year or so terrified of doing something like this with Rachel. Terrified that if I tried anything with her she was going to get pissed off for some reason that made no sense looking back.

We'd been dating all this time. Of course she’d want to do something like this.

Though…

Something had changed, too. She hadn’t been interested in doing this before, had she? She’d always had some excuse. She’d always been tired from work or busy with school or something.

So what had changed? I had a pretty good idea, and I didn’t like it.

I felt something moving down by my hand. I jumped, but then I turned and saw Rachel smiling at me. A lock of her red hair fell down across her face, and she'd never looked more beautiful.

I didn't even care that I was slightly uncomfortable and grossed out because I could feel a wet spot in my pants that was getting colder every passing minute. I didn't give a shit because I was lying next to Rachel on the bed and she was everything I'd ever dreamed of in a woman and then some.

"Hi," she said, smiling at me.

"Hi yourself," I said, smiling right back at her.

She bit her lip. It looked like she wanted to ask me something, but it also looked like she was mildly terrified of asking me that something.

"What are you thinking?" I asked.

I knew what I was thinking. How incredible she was. How sexy she was. How I couldn't believe I was looking over to the other side of her bed and she was right there, half naked. Sure, she still had her bra on, but that was a whole hell of a lot more of Rachel than I'd ever seen before.

"I'm thinking about what took you so damn long to do something like that," she finally said.

She frowned a little as she said it. I winced away from it, but I also figured I probably deserved it.

"I mean…” I trailed off. I wasn't sure what to say to her. What could I say to that?

"I mean, I guess part of it is my fault. I was content to just let things go the way they were going," she said. "But still, why didn't you take what you wanted, the same as what Brian did?"

I shivered at that. The same as what Brian did. It kept coming back to him, didn't it?

"Would you believe he's part of the reason?" I said.

She blinked as she stared at me.

"What are you talking about?" she asked.

"I mean, it was me seeing him talking to you today, leaning in and pressing against you. It looked like the two of you were about to kiss. Like what kind of woman lets another guy almost kiss her like that? You have a boyfriend."

Now it was my turn to get a little angry as I thought about everything. She might be upset with me for not saying anything, for not making a move, but I certainly had a lot that I could be upset about as well. I was letting it all spill out of me at once.

She bit her lip and blushed as she looked away. Oh yeah, she was definitely feeling a little bit of shame now.

"I don't know what came over me," she said. "I just... Well, I guess he was going for it, and he's so hot. Like, have you seen the way he looks?"

I squeezed my eyes shut. I could scarcely believe what she was saying. Then I shook my head.

"What you did was wrong. Having the hots for the guy you cheated on me with isn’t an excuse for cheating on me, Rachel.”

“Maybe not, but you’re here with me and this got you all hot and bothered,” she said, staring at me. Her eyes darted back and forth as she looked at me. "Why are you all hot and bothered by all this?”

I sighed. "I don’t know. I keep thinking about what happened between the two of you. I can't get it out of my head."

"Really?" she said, blinking in obvious surprise.

"Yeah, really," I said.

I was surprised to realize I was getting hard all over again. She glanced down, and she seemed to realize I was getting hard all over again.

She looked back up at me. Again, her eyes darted back and forth as she stared at me.

"Are you getting hard again?" she asked.

But she answered the question as soon as the words left her mouth. No sooner had she asked if I was getting hard again than she moved her hand down and pressed it against my cock.

Everything else we'd been talking about instantly fled from my mind. I squeezed my eyes shut and let out a groan that I couldn't help as she pressed against my cock.

"Oh shit, Rachel."

She held her hand there for a moment, just tracing it up and down the length of my shaft. I was honestly surprised I was able to get hard that quickly. Maybe it was because I was here with Rachel. If I'd been jerking off then it’d be at least another half hour before I got turned on enough to be ready to go again.

I opened my eyes and turned to look at her.

"Why are you so hard?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Is it because you're turned on being here with me? Or is it because you're turned on thinking about what I was doing with Brian in the back of the store?"

"What you did with Brian in the back of the store was wrong," I said.

"Yes, it was wrong," she said. "So why is your cock twitching every time you talk about it?"

She kept moving her hand up and down, up and down. I shivered as I felt what she was doing to me. I wanted her to keep doing it. God, it was so damn hot.

"Tell me why you're so turned on," she whispered, leaning in closer.

Then she really surprised me. She worked at the button on the front of my pants and undid the zipper. It was a quick motion.

"Where did you learn how to do that?" I asked.

She blinked as she stared at me. "What are you talking about, Tyler?"

"You just did that like you have a lot of experience with that sort of thing," I said with a shrug.

She bit her lip and giggled.

"I mean, I've been with you for about a year now. And sure, part of the reason why we were staying together for this long without doing anything is because I was busy with school and it was something to do."

Again, I felt a stab of shame at that. The only reason she was with me was because there wasn't anything better going on. This whole thing had been one long, drawn-out pity fuck, only it's not like it had even been a pity fuck since it's not like we'd actually fucked.

"But there were other guys I was with before that," she said. "I'm in college. It's not like I have no experience."

A shiver ran through my body. It's not like she had no experience. That made me wonder exactly what kind of experience she had.

"So what were you thinking earlier when Brian was pressing against you?" I asked. "Were you thinking your dry spell was maybe over?"

She bit her lip and chewed on it. "I mean, I'd be lying if I said I wasn't thinking about that on some level," she said.

"Did you feel guilty about it?" I asked.

"I felt guilty about it, yeah," she said.

Though I wondered if she was telling the truth with that one. Was she really guilty, or was she just saying that because she thought it's what I wanted to hear?

She grabbed my cock. She pulled her fingers up, and I was surprised to see there was something sticky there waiting. She rolled it around her fingers for a moment and then sniffed it. She squeezed her eyes shut.

"Wouldn't you like it if I had this on my hand and it was Brian's?"

I groaned. I don't know why I kept responding like this. Any rational man would get pissed off. Would tell her this was over.

Only I was balancing my anger with the sure feeling that I was finally getting something from Rachel after so long. I'd been a chickenshit who wasn't willing to go for it, but now something was happening and I didn't want to risk ruining that fun.

She put her fingers into her mouth and sucked on them. She stared at me the entire time, and the only thing I could imagine was that she was staring at me with her lips wrapped around my cock as I exploded inside that pretty little mouth of hers.

Finally, she pulled her fingers out. They were sticky with her saliva.

"You taste good, Tyler," she said.

"Why did you wait so long?" I finally asked.

She shrugged. "Why did you wait so long? It was comfortable being with you and you weren't pushing me. That was kind of nice, but I missed this."

"And it took Brian moving in on you and acting totally inappropriate to push you to doing something with your boyfriend,” I said, a hint of accusation in my voice.

"Why do I get the feeling you don't think he was acting totally inappropriate at all?" she asked, and she had her eyes locked on mine. She was staring at me pretty damn intently.

Again, she reached down and grabbed my cock. Only this time she wrapped her hand around my cock. She started moving it up and down and I groaned. She pushed my boxers down, and when I looked down, my cock was in her hand. It didn't look huge in her hand, but it looked amazing in her hand.

I'd never had a woman do something like this for me. Okay, so maybe I didn't have a lot of experience. Maybe that was part of the reason why I was so afraid to make a move with Rachel even though she was my girlfriend. Maybe it was fucking stupid and maybe I was an idiot.

Maybe a lot of things, but as I stared at her right then, I loved every moment of this.

I reached out and unsnapped her bra. It took me a couple of tries, but finally I managed to make it happen and the whole thing went loose. She never stopped jerking my cock.

I pulled her bra up and got a look at her tits for the first time. Not too big, not too small. Perfect tits that I wanted to suck on. But for the moment I was content to simply look at her. To watch her tits bouncing up and down as her hand jerked my cock.

"Do you like what you see, Tyler?" she asked, biting her lip.

"I love it," I said.

"Do you think Brian would want to see them?”

“I…” My breath caught.

"Answer the question, Tyler," she said.

"I think he would.”

"Do you want me to show them to him?” she asked. "Does that turn you on?"

I didn't get a chance to answer her, which was probably a good thing. I'm not sure what my answer would be.

But I went over the edge at her words, which was probably answer enough. Ropes of come shot out from my cock and all over my stomach. She looked down and smiled. Like that was all the answer she needed as I came again and again with an orgasm that was way more intense than anything I've ever felt before.

Damn, what kind of answer had I just given her?
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FRIENDLY COMPETITION


"Well, hello there," Rachel said, looking up at me and smiling as I stepped into the break room and looked around.

"Hello there yourself," I said, also looking around to make sure it was just the two of us in here.

Because she had an interesting look in her eyes. There was a twinkle to her eyes that said she was very happy to see me standing there. It was a twinkle that I recognized from yesterday. Something I loved seeing in her eyes.

Because it reminded me of everything we'd done yesterday. Sure, it ended with that hand job, but that had still been a really incredible hand job.

"Come here, you," I said, wrapping my arm around her and pulling her against me.

Part of braced for the inevitable moment when she told me I was taking things too far. That we were at work and it wasn't a good thing for me to wrap my arm around her like that.

But that moment never came. She just looked up at me and smiled. If anything, that twinkle in her eye only got more intense as she looked up at me.

"What brought this on?" she asked.

"Somebody told me I needed to be a little more confident," I said.

"Well, maybe I need to thank that somebody," she said, smiling up at me.

That had my cock twitching as I pressed against her. I mean, it already would've been twitching because of the way she was pressed against me, but it was really twitching when she talked like that.

Because I knew exactly what she was talking about. Brian. She wanted to thank him.

And I thought about all the ways we'd talked about her potentially thanking him. I wondered if she’d actually go through with any of it. I wondered if I was okay with any of it.

I leaned in to kiss her, but then I quickly pulled away.

We were at work, after all. The last thing I wanted was to do something that would get both of us in trouble. We had been read the riot act from the new GM yesterday, after all.

For all that he was now in a weird spot where maybe he wasn't exactly my friend, but he'd at least done me a solid. Maybe.

"Well, hello there you two."

I jumped. I turned and looked at the entrance to the break room. Of course Brian would be standing right there watching everything we were doing. He chuckled and shook his head as he got a good look at the two of us.

"Brian," I said.

My first instinct was to pull away from Rachel. To act like we weren't doing anything. But he'd already seen us, and I figured there was no point in trying to act like there was nothing going on here.

"So the two of you are having a good time then?" he asked. "Did you have fun going to see a movie last night?"

"We didn't end up going to see a movie," Rachel said.

"Oh, really?" he said, arching an eyebrow as he looked back and forth between the two of us. "Well, isn't that interesting? Very interesting."

"Yeah, we had a good time together," she said.

"I see," he said. "Well, at some point you're going to have to make sure and thank me for that good time."

She blinked. She looked over at me and then back to him.

I hadn't exactly been entirely honest with her about the whole change that had come over me. I hadn't told her about the conversation I had with Brian.

And from the way she was looking back and forth between the two of us, she was definitely curious.

"What's he talking about?" she asked, still glancing back and forth between the two of us.

Brian threw his head back and laughed. It was a laugh that said he was still sort of the jerk he'd been yesterday, for all that he'd inadvertently done me a solid as well.

I got annoyed that he was laughing like that. I wanted to walk across the room and punch him, but I wasn't going to do anything stupid like that. The dude was already bigger than me in addition to being my boss. The last thing I wanted to do was get in a fight in the middle of the break room.

Not to mention that would probably end with me getting my ass fired.

"So your boyfriend here didn't tell you what brought on your fun little night last night?" he asked.

She looked over at me, and she was clearly confused.

"What’s he talking about?"

He walked over and wrapped an arm around me, which also had him putting an arm on Rachel's shoulder. Which had her looking down at the spot he was touching and frowning just a little. Just enough to let him know that touch wasn't exactly welcome, but she also didn't say anything to get him to let go or anything.

"My guy here owes all his confidence to me," Brian said. "I told him he needed to work on his sales technique. He needed to figure out how to seal the deal. I'm guessing he used some of that confidence on you, right?

"Sealing the deal, huh?" she said, arching an eyebrow as she turned to look at me.

"Listen, Rachel, it's not exactly like that."

"Then what is it like?" she asked, smiling at me.

But it was a smile that said she wasn't exactly upset. Maybe she looked a little annoyed, but we had all that fun last night, after all.

"We had a good time, right?" I said.

"We did," she said, and her tone was flat. I wondered if I really was in trouble as I looked at her.

"Whatever," she said, rolling her eyes. "You two can have your fun."

"We can have our fun?" Brian asked, and this time both of his eyebrows shot up as he looked at her. He gave her an up and down that made it very obvious what kind of fun he was thinking about.

She stared right back at him, and then she looked over at me.

I thought about what we'd said last night. The chat we had. How I'd blown a load that was more intense than anything I'd ever had with my own hand while she was talking about doing something with Brian.

Though I couldn't be sure if that intensity was because of her talking about maybe getting with Brian, or if that intensity was simply because it was the first time a woman had ever touched me like that and I’d really enjoyed it.

Maybe I did owe him, though I couldn't believe I was thinking that.

"Yeah, maybe we can have a little fun," she said, staring at me. She locked eyes with me. There was a sudden intense look there. Way more intense than any of the looks she'd given me last night.

"Maybe we can see who's the best at ‘sealing the deal’,” she said.

"Well isn't that interesting?" Brian said, pulling me towards him. Which incidentally pulled me away from Rachel. "So, are you saying this is like a sales competition or something?"

She stared at him, then she looked at me. Her look was incredulous. Like she couldn't believe he was talking like that. She also raised her own eyebrows as she stared at me, like she was trying to tell me I needed to do something here.

But I could only stand there and look between the two of them. I hated to admit it, but this was turning me on.

"Yeah, sure," I finally said. "I'm going to be much better than you at selling shit anyway."

"So you think you're going to be that good?" Brian asked.

"I think you need to stop and think about whether or not you really want to do this," Rachel said, arching an eyebrow as she looked at me. Then she bit her lip and looked over to Brian. The look was clear enough. She was enjoying this. And as she stared between the two of us, I wondered which one she wanted to win this little competition we were talking about.

Her boyfriend, who she'd only gotten with for the first time last night? And barely if you only counted a hand job? Or the muscular new manager who was kind of an asshole, but clearly she had the hots for him?

I looked at him. He arched an eyebrow and grinned. I thought about the conversation we had yesterday. The one where he talked about how I needed to seize opportunities and be more confident, and if ever there was a time to be more confident? This seemed like it was the time.

"Yeah, I'm sure about it," I finally said, licking my lips as I stared back and forth between the two of them.

"If you say so," Rachel said, smiling at me and then turning that attention to Brian.

"Fine," I said.

"Great," Brian said, grinning at both of us. "So I think the first thing I'm going to need is for Rachel to come back to my office with me so we can have a little chat about her performance."

"About her performance," I said, echoing him without really thinking about what I was saying.

"Oh yeah,” Brian said, arching an eyebrow, that grin getting even wider. "If we're going to make a competition out of this, then I need to take advantage of every advantage I have, don't I? And I'm really interested in learning all about Rachel's performance."

The anger was starting to come back. I'd thought maybe we were friends after everything he'd gone over with me yesterday, and when I looked over at him now he winked at me almost like he was on my side. Though that didn't seem like it could be possible if he was talking like this.

"So come on, Rachel. We're going to have a discussion about your performance."

He paused for a moment before he said that last bit, and the way he grinned at her left no doubt in my imagination as to exactly what kind of “performance review” was going on.

Rachel turned and looked at me one final time, chewing on her lip, and then she shrugged.

"I don't know what kind of macho bullshit is going on here between the two of you, but you asked for this."

And with that, they turned and left the break room. Headed for the back where his office was located in a nice secluded out-of-the-way area.

Complete with a door that closed and locked.

Damn it.
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Istood in the break room for the space of maybe a breath while I thought about everything that had just happened.

Was this all Brian's way of playing me? Had he been acting like he was actually concerned for me and my love life because that was part of his attempt to get into Rachel's pants, and now I'd fallen for it and he was going for it?

Then I blinked, and I realized what was going on here. What an idiot I was being because another man was trying to get into my woman's pants, and instead of doing anything about it? I was just standing here dumbfounded in the break room like an asshole.

Damn it. I wasn't going to fall for that shit.

So I made my way out of the break room and along the back of the store. His office was at the end of a small hallway that also had a little supply closet in it where the cleaning people kept all their stuff for overnight, though there'd been a couple of times when somebody had to go back there because a kid puked on the floor or something.

Thankfully the hallway was empty right now. The hallway jogged to the left at the very end, and then there was his office. I had a moment to see Rachel moving along, her ass moving this way and that under her khaki pants.

I thought about how I'd seen her last night. How incredible that ass looked as I squeezed it and pressed against her. How amazing it felt to blow a load against her hot body.

I desperately wanted to do it again. I desperately wanted...

Well, I wasn't sure what I desperately wanted. All I knew was I needed to get down there and see what was going on.

I reached the end of the hallway, and then I turned the corner. I pressed up against the wall there.

His office had a door with a big window on it. There wasn't any text to say who he was or anything like that. Everybody just knew this was where the general manager’s office was.

The supervisors and people like that had to actually be out on the floor in their departments. They were expected to actually work. Our old GM had been infamous for fucking off to the office and not doing a damn thing. So far, it seemed like Brian was going to be more hands-on.

I wondered how hands-on he was about to be with Rachel. I shivered as I thought of how hands-on he was about to be with Rachel.

There were blinds on his door. Supposedly, with the old GM, they were closed all the time. Again, he didn't want people looking in on him while he was fucking around at work and not actually working.

I almost wished we could go back to those days. It would be so much easier if we had a boss who wasn't bothering any of us.

The blinds were open now. Just enough that I could see through them.

I looked around the corner to make sure there wasn't a chance anybody was going to come along and interrupt. Not that I thought there was much of a chance of somebody coming down here and interrupting.

Pretty much everybody had learned to avoid coming down here. Nobody wanted to be the one to attract the attention of the old GM, and with the way Brian had been running things here lately? I seriously doubted anybody wanted to be the one to attract his attention.

The coast looked clear, and so I peered through the blinds. I saw Rachel standing there in front of his desk. He'd taken a seat at the edge of the desk and was smiling at her.

He must have sensed some movement, because he looked over at the door and grinned at me.

That asshole. He knew I was right here. He knew I was watching every moment of this, and I couldn't help but feel jealous and guilty and betrayed.

I was the one who got cocky. I was the one who put Rachel in this situation.

A part of me wondered if I'd done that on purpose. If I was so turned on at the idea of this guy getting with her that I opened my big mouth and said something stupid that caused this to happen on purpose.

Then he turned back to her. I couldn't really hear what they were saying, so I leaned in a little closer. His eyes darted over to the window again.

Rachel seemed to pick up on what he was doing. Her eyes darted over, and she got a good look at me standing there. I was probably only a silhouette seen through the blinds, but she rolled her eyes.

She almost started for the door. I wondered if it was to come over here and tell me I needed to fuck off, or if she was going to close the blinds so I couldn't see what was going on in there.

But then Brian reached out and touched her arm. He said something, and she stopped.

Finally, he walked over. I wondered if he was about to come out here and yell at me for spying on them. Was he pissed off that I was hanging out here? I got the impression in the break room that he kind of wanted me to see what was going on, but I suppose I could've misinterpreted the situation.

But then he was opening the door just a little. Just enough that I could hear what was going on in the room now.

"There we go," he said, locking eyes with me through the door. "I think Tyler here will be able to hear everything we’re saying in here much better. No need to press your ear against the door, right man?"

He stared at me and grinned. It was that same cocky and easygoing grin from yesterday. The grin that said he was going to get what he wanted.

He walked back over to his desk and sat down at the edge.

"So, let's talk about your performance review, Rachel."

She glanced over her shoulder and licked her lips, and then she turned back to Brian.

"Don't you think it's a little silly to be doing a performance review this soon? You've only been here for a couple of days."

“That's very true," he said. "But I think there’s so much more you could be doing with your performance."

He trailed off as he said that last bit. His eyes darted across the room to look at me.

"You said it yourself," Rachel said with a shrug, and I wondered if she legitimately wasn't picking up on the double meaning he was hitting her with, or if she was playing into whatever role she thought he wanted her to be playing. "I'm one of the top people in my department. Which is saying something for somebody working in the television department."

"Oh, yeah, definitely," Brian said quickly. "You're one of the top people in that department, I don't doubt that. Which makes you one of the top in the whole store, but I was thinking about a different kind of performance.”

Her eyes narrowed. "What are you talking about?"

"I want to know about your performance last night with Tyler over there."

"What are you..."

He leaned a hand forward and pressed it against her arm. She looked down at where he was touching her and let out a quiet gasp.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

"Come on, Rachel," he said. "Tyler told me all about how the two of you haven't really been intimate yet.”

"He told you what?" Rachel said.

I frowned. I wouldn't say I'd talked about how we weren't doing anything at all. More like I just... Well, I don't know. I was annoyed that he was using my words against me.

"You said Tyler over there seemed different last night. What kind of performance did you give?"

Rachel bit her lip. She turned to look at me for a long moment. It was a long and lingering moment where she seemed to be weighing whether or not she should actually go along with this. Then she took a deep breath and let it out with a sigh. She also let out an involuntary shiver as she let out that sigh. Like she was enjoying this but she wanted to pretend like she didn't want to go along with it even though that was exactly what she wanted.

"We had some fun last night," she said.

"Really?" he said, both of his eyebrows shooting up. "That soon?"

"What are you talking about?" She said.

"Well, I was having a chat with Tyler yesterday about how if he wants something, he should go for it. That he needs to be more aggressive with his sales, and maybe he needs to be a little more aggressive with other things in life as well."

Again, she turned and looked at me. Her eyes stared through the little slats from the blinds for a long and uncomfortable moment.

"You talked about all that with him, did you?" she said.

"I mean, the two of you hadn't done anything, right?" Brian said with a grin and a shrug.

"How do you know about any of that?" she asked.

"Because he told me about it," Brian said with a shrug. "Come on, Rachel. The two of us are going to be spending an awful long time having this back and forth if you keep playing dumb like this."

She sighed. "Yeah, we were dating for about a year and he never really made a move after the first month or so.”

My eyes narrowed and I got really pissed off. I stopped making moves because she acted like she wasn’t interested for whatever reason, damn it. Which was its own brand of pathetic, now that I thought of it like that.

"Dating for a whole year and he never really made a move," Brian said, again looking at me and shaking his head. "I can't believe that. If I had a girl like you, I would've been making a move on the first date."

His hand started moving up and down her arm. It was a subtle motion at first, but it was a motion I definitely saw. I shivered as I thought of another man touching my girl like that.

"Yeah, I would've made a move a whole hell of a lot sooner," he said, suddenly grabbing that arm and pulling her close to him. His legs spread apart so she was pressing up against whatever was waiting for her there between his legs.
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Rachel's eyes went wide as he pressed against her. I had no doubt that his cock was rock hard, and he was grinding it against her.

I wondered how big it was, and then I thought about how ridiculous it was that I was wondering how big a dude's cock was. I didn't care about that kind of thing, but as I stared at the two of them, I could only stare in fascination and wonder.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

But there was an odd transformation that had come over my girlfriend. Her mouth had fallen open and her eyes went wide. She was staring at him, but she wasn't hitting him with the kind of look that said she was pissed off. No, that was the kind of look that said she was interested in whatever he was doing to her.

It was enough to make my heart break. It was enough to make my cock twitch. It was enough to make me wonder what was wrong with my head that my cock was twitching watching another man grinding against my girlfriend like that.

"I'm just doing a little bit of what I told Tyler to do," he said, grinning at her. "I'm giving you a performance review. I need to know everything about what the two of you did last night if I'm going to give him proper feedback. I am trying to coach him and save his job, after all".

She blinked at him. Meanwhile, all I could do was stare dumbfounded and wonder that he was able to keep this up for so long. Was this a pretense, or was this him genuinely trying to help me?

I suppose it said something about just what a snake in the grass he was that I had no idea which way he was going with this.

"You're just trying to help him," she said, and as she rolled the words around in her mouth, it sounded like she could scarcely believe it either.

"Of course," he said, grinning. "Why wouldn't I want to help the two of you? I already told Tyler all about this yesterday. I come into these stores to help people. It's what I do. It's what I live for"

She bit her lip.

"Well, I let him look at me with my shirt off," she said.

His hand went back to tracing up and down her arm. I wondered if she had goosebumps. She usually got goosebumps when I got close and touched her. At least she had when we first started getting together.

She definitely had goosebumps all over her skin last night. I could see it on her stomach as I was pressing against her ass and grinding against her.

"You let him wait that long to get a look at your tits, Rachel," he said, and it was in a quiet voice. Though there was a touch of disbelief there as well.

I could hardly believe it too. I could hardly believe I'd waited so long to let it happen. I could hardly believe it had finally happened last night. I could hardly believe my asshole manager was in there looking at Rachel and talking to her like this for that matter.

"Well, yes," she said.

He moved a hand forward and started running it around one of her breasts, and I could immediately see the reaction from her. It was easy enough to see the way her nipples were suddenly pressing out. Yeah, she was definitely enjoying whatever he was doing to her now.

"So why did you decide to let him do that last night?" he asked, and his eyes darted over to the door again.

She bit her lip.

"I don't know," she said with a shrug.

"Was it because of what I did last night, Rachel?" he said. "Was it because I told him he needed to grow a pair, or was it because you were already so hot and bothered from what I'd done to you in the back of the store, and you needed to get some of that energy out somehow?"

She bit her lip again. She was really chewing on it now. She darted a look over in my direction.

"Maybe it was all of that," she said. "I was already pretty damn hot from you doing that in the back of the store, and then I just thought..."

She trailed off again. Meanwhile, my cock throbbed.

The whole reason she'd been willing to do that was because of what he'd done. Damn, so he got her all hot and bothered and then she decided to take out that energy on me.

I probably should've been insulted at that, but honestly? I was so happy I got with her in any capacity that I was willing to go with it.

I was also really turned on. If she got that hot and bothered just by him running a hand around her tit yesterday… Well, what was she going to do tonight after everything he was doing to her now?

"I knew you might like that, Rachel," he said. "So he finally got a look at your tits".

His hand had moved down along her side, and now it was gathering up some of her shirt down below. She had it tucked into her khaki pants, but the way it formed to her body still made it impossibly tight. These shirts always showed off her figure. There'd been plenty of times when I'd seen dudes coming into the store and going to the back so they could check her out.

I suppose that was something that had always turned me on, for all that I'd never actually realized it was something that turned me on until I had this experience, and I started to realize why I got a little hard looking at other guys looking at my girl.

I'd always figured it was because I was pissed off, but now I was starting to think there was more to it.

He started to pull up on her shirt, revealing inch after inch of that perfect stomach I'd seen last night. There'd been a couple of times when we'd gone to a pool or to a beach and I got to see her in a bikini, but again, I'd always been too terrified of making a move. I'd always been afraid I’d do something that would piss her off, and so I'd never made a move.

"He didn't actually get to see my tits at first,” she said, and this time her voice was barely above a whisper.

But it definitely seemed to surprise Brian. He paused for a moment, staring at her utterly incredulous. Then he turned and looked in my direction.

The meaning there was pretty clear. He still couldn't believe I wasn't able to seal the deal with my girl even after I managed to get her half-naked.

“At first?” he asked.

“Not at first,” she said. “But finally I showed them to him. He didn’t even g for my bra.”

"Well holy shit, Rachel," he said. "You have a pair of tits that are worth looking at, right? I know you're a total hottie.".

"I am,” she said, her chin coming up just a bit as she stared at him, utterly defiant.

"Just checking," he said, chuckling and shaking his head. "I was starting to wonder why you weren't letting your boyfriend get at any of this."

"Because he never made a move," she said with a sigh. "And I've always been so busy with classes and work and everything, and it was just fun hanging out with Tyler. It was safe hanging out with Tyler. He kept some of the other guys from hitting on me.”

Every word she said hit me like a punch to the guts. Why did I have to be such a pushover? Why did I have to be such a gentleman?

Though the more time I spent here watching what was going on between my girl and our new general manager, the more I realized I wasn't being a gentleman at all. No, I was just being a huge pussy, and I was hiding behind trying to be a gentleman.

"That's very interesting," he said as he kept pulling her shirt up. She lifted her arms without really thinking about what she was doing, and a moment later her green uniform shirt was down on the floor and she stood there with her breasts pressing out.

My mouth watered. She was wearing a pink lacy bra today. The kind of thing that was meant to turn somebody on. I wondered if she wore that thing because she was looking to turn me on, or if she wore that thing because she knew on some level that something was going to happen with Brian today and she wanted to make sure she was going to look good for him.

The idea of her getting all dolled up and wearing some sexy underwear under her decidedly non-sexy work clothes sent another shiver running through me as I watched the slow-moving disaster unfolding in front of me.

"Well, I like to say that I do things for my people," Brian said.

"You do?" she asked, looking down at him. Though her body was swaying back and forth and her eyes were lidded. It looked almost like she was hypnotized standing in front of him, and I also realized she was subtly moving her body forward and back. Like she was pressing against something in the front of his pants.

And I had a pretty good idea of exactly what it was she was pressing up against. Damn.

I almost wanted to reach down and touch my cock, but I stopped myself from doing it. I just stood there and watched.

His hands moved back behind her, and a moment later her bra turned loose. He must have done something with the clasp. I couldn't believe that he was able to do it so quickly. It was like he just barely touched the clasp and then it was undone.

I shivered again, staring. He looked over to the door and licked his lips, and that cocky grin was back. Because he was saying one thing about wanting to do things for his employees, but that grin told me this was all for him.

"Yeah, I definitely want to do nice things for my employees," he said. "So here's a little reward for Tyler. Something to remind him of what he could have if he actually managed to seal the deal."

And with that, he reached up and pulled her bra down. Rachel didn't move to stop him. No, her breathing was picking up and she kept grinding against him. She squeezed her eyes shut and a blush came to her face as her breasts were finally revealed to both of us, bouncing right in front of Brian's face and looking like utter perfection.
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My first instinct as I watched Rachel's tits bouncing was to look around the corner and make double sure there wasn't anybody about to come around that corner and get a good look at her tits.

I thought again about the loss prevention guys. About how they used those fancy cameras to take a look at any pretty woman who walked through the door, including doing close-ups on their asses or trying to see down their shirts.

There were times when they joked that they could see everything that happened in the store, but I knew the real way to get away with shoplifting was to have a pretty girl walk in wearing practically nothing so they were focused entirely on her while somebody else robbed the place blind. Not that I’d ever do something like that.

I turned my attention back to what was going on in Brian’s office. Rachel's nipples were sticking out proud. Brian stared back and forth between her two tits and he licked his lips. Then he looked up at her and locked eyes.

Rachel, for her part, seemed to be really into what was going on here. Her chest was rising and falling rapidly, and her nipples were poking out.

"You're okay with this, Rachel?" Brian asked.

She nodded after a moment. There was barely any hesitation there. No, she just stared at him, and then she was licking her lips and telling him everything was okay. Even though everything was pretty fucking far from okay right about now.

"Good," Brian said, smiling. "Then we're going to go ahead and have a little more fun. What do you think about that?"

She glanced over to me. A part of her looked worried. I wondered if she was thinking about what she was doing here. Thinking about how it could be breaking my heart. I wondered if she even cared, or if she was getting so caught up in the moment that she was going to do what she was going to do, and it didn't matter how I felt about it.

Though we had talked about this. I did tell her I wanted him to get a good look at her tits. Wasn’t this my fault on some level for letting this happen?

Then she nodded again, grinning at me and looking over to Brian. He didn't waste any time. He moved his hands up and pressed them against her breasts, squeezed them.

"Oh, fuck, yes. Rachel," he whispered. "I knew you were going to have an incredible pair of tits. I knew from the moment I laid eyes on you.”

Then he really surprised me by leaning forward and sucking on one of them. He pulled back. Rachel threw her head back and let out a quiet gasp as he pulled her nipple right along with, still sucking on it.

When he finally pulled away and it bounced back, the nipple he'd just been sucking on looked a little more red than the one on the other side.

I could only stare. On the one hand, this asshole was manhandling my girlfriend and feeling her up. On the other hand, I... couldn't deny that this was hot even if it was fucked up. I'd dreamed of seeing her breasts. I only saw them for the first time last night, and I wanted to look at them as much as possible.

It made me wonder what the fuck was wrong with me that my girlfriend had shown off her tits to this guy and she barely knew him, but we'd been dating for almost a year and I hadn't been able to seal the deal.

Was there something wrong with me? Was there something wrong with her? Was there something about Brian that was just that compelling to her?

I shook my head and continued to stare at what was happening in front of me.

"So good," Brian muttered, leaning in and sucking on her other nipple. Licking around it and really giving it the attention it deserved.

I stared, loving every minute of it. Hating every minute of it. Feeling a strange burning jealousy down in my gut that threatened to overwhelm me.

He pulled back and then he looked over at me. Then back to Rachel.

"See how that works? You want something and you go for it, but it's important to make sure you get consent at every step of the way. You wanted to do this, right, Rachel?"

She looked over at me and then back to him. A strange look passed across her face as she stared at me and then back to Brian.

"I mean, if my boyfriend is going to put me up in some sort of bullshit competition, then whatever. You're hot.”

I shivered. He was hot? Whatever?

"That's right, Rachel," he said. "So why don't we try something else?"

I wondered where he was going with this. How far she’d let him push it.

He took her hand. He looked down at where their fingers intertwined. It was a surprisingly simple gesture. A surprisingly intimate gesture for all that it was a surprisingly simple gesture. He looked up at her and grinned.

"Do you want to touch it, Rachel?"

She blinked as she stared at him. She seemed uncomprehending as she looked down at him. Then she blinked again and shook her head.

"Touch it?" she asked.

"My cock, Rachel. Have you ever touched your boyfriend's cock?"

"I did last night," she said.

There was something weird about her voice. Almost like she was hypnotized, transfixed. Like she couldn't believe she was doing this, but she also didn't want to stop doing this.

He glanced over to me again, and grinned.

"You touched your boyfriend's cock last night? Well, good for you, Tyler. Nice to know you got that much."

"I jerked him off," she said.

“That's nice," he said, but he said it in a tone that was almost patronizing. Like sure it was nice, but he would’ve been able to get so much more. I wondered if he was going to get so much more now. I wondered why I'd even brought up this stupid competition. Clearly, I was outmatched here.

"There's so much more that you can do than just give a hand job though, Rachel. A woman as beautiful as you. You want to be doing more than that, don't you?"

"What do you mean?" she asked, biting her lip.

I got the feeling she was doing that on purpose, that she was playing some version of hard to get or something. She had a grin and a twinkle in her eye that said she knew exactly what else she could be doing.

Brian made it pretty clear exactly what he thought she could be doing as well. He ran a hand along her cheek, but then that hand moved to the side and his thumb started running along her lips. Her eyes went wide, but again, I got the feeling she wasn't actually scandalized so much as she was acting like she was scandalized because she thought it was hot.

Or maybe it was because that was what she thought she was supposed to do. I idly wondered if she'd just been playing hard to get all this time and my dumb ass hadn't been one to press because I didn't want to be an asshole. Even though it might’ve taken something as simple as just asking her.

He pressed his thumb against her lips. She opened it and her tongue swirled around the tip of his thumb. I stared as she stood there in front of him with her breasts on display, sucking on his thumb like she was sucking on something else. My cock was rock hard and throbbing as I imagined what her lips would feel like wrapped around my own cock.

"There you go, Rachel," Brian said, grinning at her. "I think you have the idea."

She pulled back and locked eyes with him. The two of them stared at each other. It was an intense moment that had me shivering as I thought about where this might be going.

Then she looked away from him. She looked over towards me and she was blushing. She still had that mischievous smile on her face, only this time she was looking at me with that mischievous smile and a twinkle in her eye like she was about to do something.

"I couldn't do something like that with you though, Brian," she said.

"Why not?" he said.

And for the first time since all of this had started, he sounded genuinely surprised that she was turning him down. She kept that smile on me as she spoke.

"Because I already have a boyfriend. It wouldn't be very ladylike for me to suck your dick when I have a boyfriend, would it?"

"Have you ever sucked your boyfriend's dick?"

She bit her lip as she stared at me. It was intense.

"I haven't," she said.

"So maybe you could do a little bit of practice," he said.

She turned back and looked at him, and suddenly some of the Rachel I'd known for the past year or so was there.

"No, I'm not doing that," she said, and it was matter of fact. The kind of tone that brooked no argument.

Brian stared at her. He still had that grin plastered across his face. I wondered how he was going to react to this. If he was going to give up the same as I did when she got that tone with me.

But then he shook his head again.

“If that's how you want it," he said, moving his hand up to her breasts again. Feeling them. Running his thumbs along her nipples.

Then he moved his hands to the side and started to pull her forward towards his and push her down towards his cock.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

"Well, you don't want to blow me and I totally respect that," he said, turning over and glancing at me. "But I bet there's something else your boyfriend has never done with you."

"What are you talking about?" she asked, her voice breathy as she stared up at him as her chest rose and fell.

"Take my cock out, Rachel. We're going to try something else. I need to have some of you."

She glanced at me again, but I could tell the old Rachel who put up with no bullshit was losing out to this new Rachel who was getting hot, and it didn't look like she was going to have to give a blowjob. Though I wondered what his game was.

But she got down on her knees in front of him sitting on his desk. He reached down and squeezed her tits together. She closed her eyes and let out a quiet moan.

"Yeah, that's it, Rachel," he said. "I'm going to put those tits of yours to good use."
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TRYING NEW THINGS


Rachel stared up at him. I didn't know what he was talking about. Clearly she didn't know what he was talking about either.

"I'm afraid I don't understand," she said. “What could you use my tits for..."

Brian chuckled and shook his head. It was a low and throaty thing. A deep bass rumble.

"Come on, Rachel," he said. "You're telling me no man who's ever been with you has gotten some use out of those things?”

"I just got done telling you that I don't know what you're talking about," she said, and some irritation came into her voice this time around.

"Well, why don't you get my cock out, and then I’ll show you,” he said.

"What if I don't want to do it?"

"Do you not want to do it?" he asked. "Or do you want to find out?"

She stared at him. He stared back at her. I wondered which one of them was going to blink first.

Maybe I could win this competition after all.

Finally, she sighed.

"I'm going to pull it out, but only because I want to get a good look at it. Have a little bit of comparison, you know."

"Of course," he said, still grinning down at her. "You can compare whatever you want."

She worked at the button on his khaki pants, and then the zipper. She put her hands in the band of his pants and held there for a moment, staring up at him. Then she looked over at me. I didn't think she was unsure about what she was doing. No, it was more like she wanted to get a good look at me and how I was reacting to whatever she was doing.

"What's the holdup, Rachel?" Brian asked.

"I'm worried somebody might walk in on us," she said.

"Oh, you don't have to worry about anybody walking in on us," he said with another one of those chuckles. "Tyler out there is running interference for us. Aren't you, Tyler? You'll let us know if anybody comes along."

I jumped. I'd been standing here watching them for so long that I thought they didn't even realize I was still out here. But clearly that wasn't the truth.

I licked my lips, but he didn't give me a chance to respond.

"Oh yeah, Tyler out there is going to make sure we're not interrupted. He wants to see this as much as I do."

"He does?” Rachel said, blinking.

"You'll have to ask him about it later. For now, I need you to pull my pants down, Rachel. I need you to get a good look at it."

She bit her lip, and then she pulled down. His cock sprang free in front of her, and my eyes went wide.

He was big. Like really big. And judging from the way Rachel's eyes went wide, she was thinking the same thing I was.

Only she was licking her lips and looking like she really wouldn't mind having some fun with this monster while all I could do was stare at it and wonder if Rachel would even be able to do anything with it.

"Shit," she hissed. "I don't think I could suck that thing even if I wanted to."

"Well it's a good thing for you that what I have in mind doesn't involve any sucking at all," he said, chuckling and shaking his head. I wanted to go in there and slap that smile off of his face, but I didn't dare interrupt.

"Now I need you to wrap your tits around my cock, Rachel, and then I need you to start moving them up and down the shaft."

She stared at his cock, unblinking. She bit her lip again when she looked up at him.

"Wrap my tits around it?"

"Yep," he said. "I need you to wrap your tits around it. It's called a boob job, or tit fucking, and I think you're going to be amazing at it."

"You think I'm going to be amazing at it?" she said, still chewing on her lip and clearly thinking it over, but the smile on her face said she enjoyed the idea of being good at something. She enjoyed the idea of Brian thinking she’d be good at something.

She looked up at him again. "Have you ever done this before?"

"We're not talking about what I've done before, Rachel," he said. "We're talking about what you're going to do to me. Now wrap those tits around my cock."

"Don't I get a chance to play with it first?"

"No," he said.

She blinked a couple of times. She looked up at him like she was confused, like she didn't understand what he was saying. I didn't really understand what he was saying either, telling her no when she'd just asked if she could play with his cock.

If a goddess like Rachel asked if she could play with my cock? I’d be more than happy to let her do whatever she wanted. How did he have the self-control to say no like that?

"I want your tits, Rachel. Has anyone ever fucked your tits before?"

"Well, no," she said.

"I didn't think so," he said. "And I want to be the first. I'm going to be the first for a lot of stuff with you, Rachel. Are you looking forward to it?"

Again, she bit her lip and chewed on it. I noticed the way her breathing was starting to come in rapid gasps again. Almost like she was hyperventilating in front of him and his massive cock.

Then she leaned forward, and my heart broke even as I nearly came in my pants. She wrapped her tits around his cock. It was awkward for a moment. She looked down and frowned.

"How am I supposed to do this?" she finally said. "They're just kind of hanging there."

"Oh, your tits aren't just hanging there," Brian said. “But you do have to know how to do it just right.”

"So I'm doing it wrong," she said, staring up at him. And it was almost like she'd been challenged. Like she didn't want to do it wrong. Like she didn't like that he was saying she was doing it wrong.

"Lean forward again," he said. "Wrap your tits around my cock."

So she did just that, though he had to scoot forward a little bit. And it was a touch awkward because she had to squat down just a little.

"This isn't working," she said. "Your desk is too high."

"Fine," he said. "Let's fix that."

He stood up and pulled away from her, then grabbed his office chair. Then he pulled it around and plopped down and turned so I could see everything in profile as they did it.

"There we go, Rachel," he said, grinning down at her. "Now wrap your tits around my cock. Press them together on it."

So she leaned forward and she did just that, wrapped them around it, and then he started to thrust up.

It looked a little ridiculous because he was still in his full uniform. Only his cock was out. But he thrust it up between her tits, and her eyes went wide.

"It feels so good," she said. "It's so hot."

She had that far-off look in her eyes again. A look that said she was hypnotized by what he was doing to her, but she seemed to enjoy it for all that it seemed like the kind of thing that wouldn't actually do anything for a woman who was doing it.

But I imagined what it would feel like to have my own cock thrusting between her tits. Maybe we could use a little bit of lube, but he didn't seem to have any problems without lube.

"Spit on my cock, Rachel," he said. "Give it a little bit of friction."

She looked down and then up to him.

"What?"

"You heard me,” he said, leaning down and putting a finger on her chin. "This is going to get really old if I keep having to clarify every damn thing I say to you. Now spit on my cock."

She looked down and then she spit.

"More than that," he said.

More of her spit dribbled down onto his cock, only it quickly moved down and became lubrication he used to thrust up between her tits.

"Now you need to bounce up and down," he said. "This is a tit job, after all."

She looked up at him and seemed annoyed for a moment, but only for a moment. Then she smiled and she started doing exactly what he asked, bouncing her tits up and down on his cock.

“Fuck yeah. That's it, Rachel," he said, leaning back in his office chair and not doing any of the thrusting now. Now he was just sitting there, letting her bounce up and down on his cock as he let out an occasional groan.

I glanced over my shoulder to make sure nobody else would come along and see what was happening here, but it looked like the coast was clear for now. Then I turned back to them.

“You're good at this, Rachel," he said. "And this is something you can do to make a lot of guys happy. Or maybe you can do it to make a couple of guys happy."

He looked over at me and hit me with a thumbs up. The whole thing was ridiculous, the way he was grinning at me and giving me a thumbs up as my girlfriend was sliding his cock in between her tits.

Then he looked down at her.

"God, you're so hot, Rachel. I think I'm pretty close."

She looked up at him.

"What does that..."

She got her answer right away. A jet of come erupted from his cock and spurted up to land on the underside of her chin. Which had her going wide-eyed in surprise. Clearly she wasn't expecting that.

She looked down just in time for another spurt to fly up and hit her in the nose, and then another landed in her hair.

"What are you…”

"You could always put your mouth around it, Rachel," he said. “That way I won’t make a mess, but I'm also more than happy to come all over that pretty body of yours."

She looked up at him. Her eyes narrowed, but she didn't move her head down and wrap her lips around his cock. No, she just stared up at him as he erupted again and again, splashes of his come landing mostly on her tits after that. Like after the first couple of eruptions he didn't have enough pressure in there to do anything other than land on her tits.

She kept moving up and down, and his come mixed in with her spit to provide some extra lubrication. And that massive cock never went soft as he kept thrusting up in between her tits.

Finally she came to a stop as he started to slow down. She looked down at the mess he'd left all over her and frowned, then looked up at him.

"You made a mess."

"Yeah, I did," he said, grinning at her and grabbing a box of tissues off his desk and handing it to her. "Go ahead and clean up."

"Excuse me?" she said, her eyes narrowing.

"You heard me," he said, grinning and then turning to look at me and winking.

I frowned. This guy was being an asshole. Why did I get the feeling that was all part of his game?

Not that I could think about that all that much. Not when all I could really think about was the sight of my girlfriend covered in his come as she sat there staring at a box of tissues and glaring at him.
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HELPING OUT


Rachel stared up at Brian for a long moment. I wondered if she was about to launch herself at him and kill the motherfucker or something.

She'd just done him a pretty major favor, after all. He got a chance to get a good look at her tits. He got to blow a load all over those tits and all over her face. He got to fuck her tits.

I still couldn't believe Rachel would let him do that. I'd dreamed about being able to do something like that for so long, and she'd always quietly pushed me away whenever I tried to make something happen. A part of me was infuriated that she would let him do something like that when she never let me. A part of me was just turned on.

I shook my head. I was being ridiculous about this, especially when all I could do was stare at her. Look at the come that had splashed all over her tits.

I wished that was me, but I also had to admit it was pretty damn hot that I was getting to watch it happen with another man.

My cock was certainly rock hard. I could probably just touch myself and I’d explode all over everything, but I didn't dare do that. No, I kept my hand right where it was.

"Well, are you going to get cleaned up?" Brian asked, looking down at her and cocking his head to the side. "Because I have other stuff I need to do, and I'm going to need my office to do that.”

"Are you fucking serious?" she said.

"Totally serious," he said, and he looked over at me and hit me with a wink.

I blinked. I wondered what the hell this guy was up to. What was his plan? What was he even trying to do? Had he gotten everything he wanted out of Rachel and now he was done with her?

I couldn't quite bring myself to believe that was the case. No, I couldn't help but think he was going to just keep coming at her until he had a chance to come in her. Maybe her mouth, maybe her pussy, maybe he’d even try for her ass since he talked about getting things from her that no one else had.

Not that I knew if she’d done that with someone. We’d never had that conversation. Plus I really didn't think Rachel would let him get away with something like that.

Finally, she grabbed some tissues and started wiping up. She moved to put them in his trash can when she was done, but he held a hand up to stop her.

"What?" she asked, and she definitely sounded pissed off now.

"You should probably pull your shirt down.”

She looked down and then she blushed and pulled her polo shirt down so it was covering her tits. Then she looked over at me, and if anything, that blush got even deeper.

She moved to throw the tissues away again, and again Brian shook his head.

"Not happening," he said. "I don't want the smell of come getting all over my office.”

"What do you mean?" she asked.

"I think it should be pretty fucking obvious what I mean, Rachel," he said. "I don't want the smell of come all over my office. Can you imagine what that would be like if somebody came in here and smelled that?”

"So what do you want me to do?" she asked, sounding more and more incredulous with every passing moment.

"Could you be a dear and toss that in the bathroom on your way out? That should get rid of most of the evidence.”

She stared at him for another long moment. She blinked a couple of times, and then she let out a frustrated growl and stormed out of his office.

Which necessitated her opening his door and storming past me as she moved out of his office. I held my hands up, because no sooner had she stormed out of his office than she turned and hit me with a glare. Like she somehow thought it was my fucking fault that all of that happened.

Which had me getting angry all over again.

"I don't know why the hell you're looking at me like that," I said. "You're the one who just let another man come all over your tits.”

I hissed as I said it. I also made sure to say it in a low voice. I didn't want anyone else to overhear what we were arguing about and get the wrong idea. Hell, I didn't want somebody to overhear what we were talking about and get the right idea for that matter.

Rachel paused for a moment. She stopped and stared at me for the space of a couple of breaths, then she let out another one of those angry and frustrated growls and she was storming off again.

I could only stare after her. In particular, I stared at her ass as she moved away.

She might be pissed off at yours truly, but she still had an ass that was worth looking at, and so I did just that until she disappeared around the corner. No doubt to go off to the bathroom and flush the evidence of everything she'd just done.

It's not like she could put it in the trash can over by the island in the television section. Somebody might walk by and realize what they were sniffing and get all kinds of the wrong idea. Then again, I thought of the old pervert she'd been chatting up a few days ago when all of this had started. Maybe somebody would sniff that out and get all sorts of the right idea.

Hell, she'd already shown she was more than capable of whoring around in the name of making a sale. Or just whoring around for fun. Maybe she’d enjoy getting with somebody else after they got the right wrong idea.

"So do you have a moment, Tyler?"

I blinked. I turned from the blank wall I'd been staring at and looked into his office.

"You can go ahead and come in," he said.

I blinked again, and then I figured I should probably take him up on whatever the hell it was he was offering. I walked in. I turned and looked at the door for a moment. He seemed to pick up on what I was asking.

"You can go ahead and close that," he said, giving a dismissive wave.

I closed the door in a daze. I still couldn't believe everything I'd just seen happen in this room, and there was definitely the smell of come in here. There was no getting around that. But I figured it wouldn't be a good idea to tell him that.

"So did you enjoy the show you just got to enjoy?" he asked.

I narrowed my eyes as I stared at this asshole. Who did he think he was?

Well, he was the guy who just tit-fucked my girlfriend and came all over her. That's who he was. And my cock was still rock hard.

Not rock hard to the point I would want him to do something about it. Not that I thought he would want to do something about it, for that matter.

"Well?" he asked, looking up at me sharply as he sat down. Thankfully he'd taken the time to put his cock away so there was nothing hanging there staring at me.

"Well, what?" I asked.

"I'd say I'm off to a pretty good start on our little competition. Wouldn't you agree?"

I licked my lips as I glared at him.

"Wouldn't you agree?" he said, and this time there was a little bit of snap to his voice.

I hated to agree with him, but he did have a point.

"Yeah, I'd say you had a pretty good time with her."

"And that puts me ahead in our little game."

"Yeah, that puts you ahead in our little game," I said.

I almost couldn't believe I'd gone along with it, but I also couldn't deny how I felt. How amazing it was watching him doing that with her.

"So did you notice anything about that?" he asked.

I licked my lips. Was he seriously trying to give me a sales lesson in the middle of all this?

"Yes, I'm trying to give you a sales lesson," he said, and again there was a bit of iron in his voice. "So tell me what you just learned there."

"I learned my girlfriend is way more of a whore than I imagined," I said.

"I guess you did learn that about her, didn't you?" he said.

His tone was quiet. He didn't exactly seem like he was gloating about it. No, he was just making a statement of fact.

"What else did you learn?"

"You didn't do anything she didn't want to do," I said.

That was the thing that was the most heartbreaking of all. It felt like the biggest part of the betrayal, even if it was a betrayal we talked about in bed last night.

"That's right. I didn't do anything she didn't want to do, and you need to remember that if you get any ideas about going to HR."

"You're her boss. I could say you coerced her."

"Did I?" he asked, arching an eyebrow.

Again, I felt defeated at that, but he was right. Rachel had gone along with that every step of the way. Damn it, I hated it. I…

I blinked. I loved it. I was surprised to realize I loved it. Now there was an odd wrinkle to this whole situation. One I kinda suspected when we talked about this last night, but here it was out there.

"So what else did you learn?" he asked.

"You wanted something, and so you did what you had to in order to make that happen."

"I didn't do what I had to," he said. "I just tried to read the situation and I went along with it. I made sure both of us got something we wanted. That's the thing you always need to remember. When you're selling somebody something, you're selling them on something they want. You just have to help them to understand that it's something they want. Sometimes people don't understand that. Sometimes you have a beauty like Rachel who gets so preoccupied with everything else going on in her life that she doesn't see what's right in front of her."

"Like you," I muttered, feeling crestfallen.

"Like you, man," he said, reaching out and putting a hand on my shoulder. When I looked at him, he seemed almost understanding.

"She's been with you for almost a year now. She's stayed with you even though the two of you haven't done anything yet. Well, I think that's about to change, and you need to remind yourself that there's a reason she's been with you all this time. There must be something she sees in you."

His tone said he didn't understand what she saw in me, but that did make me feel a little better. For all that he was also still being a dick.

"Yeah, there is something she sees in me," I said, feeling a little more confident.

"That's the ticket," he said. "Now you take some of that confidence, mix it in with me pissing her off there at the end so she's going to be good and ready, and you go and turn that into trying to win this thing."

"Seriously?" I said, looking at him.

"So I'm playing on a handicap," he said with a shrug and a wink. "I'm trying to help out my buddy, right?"

Yeah, right.
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IN A FUNK


Ihad to deal with some pretty complicated feelings for the rest of the fucking day. It was a real pain in the ass to stand at the island in our section of the store and pretend like everything was okay when I knew damn well nothing was right in the world.

How could Rachel do that to me? How could she do anything with him? Both because we were dating and because she knew that I was in a competition with that asshole.

How could I put myself in the middle of a competition with that asshole? What kind of asshole did that to his girlfriend?

I guess I was the kind of asshole who did that to his girlfriend. I kept running the moment through my head over and over again, trying to think of things I could've done differently.

I could've never agreed to go through with the stupid fucking competition Brian obviously wanted to have. I could've burst into his office when they were in the middle of their little moment. I could've taken a picture and sent that off to the district manager or something.

I still wasn't entirely sure they would've done a damn thing if I sent off a picture to the district manager, but I also figured there was a chance they might do something if they were presented with photographic evidence of him doing something with one of his new employees in the middle of the day.

Maybe. I'd heard of a lot of people getting away with a lot of shit.

I shook my head and sighed. I hadn't done any of it.

I also hadn't gone over to the television section at all today, which was a first for me. I usually liked to find some excuse to go over there and have a chat with Rachel about something. If she wasn't in the middle of talking with a customer she was usually okay with me hanging out for a little bit. At least until another customer showed up.

I hadn't even done that, though. What was the point? She'd just let another man slide his cock in between her tits and blow a load all over her chest. Why would I want to talk to my girlfriend after that?

And yet.

Another reason why I found myself standing behind the island for most of the day, aside from the fact that I didn't really feel like doing anything, was because I was also dealing with a problem you usually only saw at the end of an advertisement for Viagra. If your hard-on lasted for more than five hours, then you needed to see a doctor.

Well, I sure as shit was feeling like I needed to see a doctor with the hard-on I'd been dealing with all day today. I was rock-hard standing at the island. I couldn't get the mental images of everything she'd done out of my head. I couldn't stop thinking about any of it. Over and over it ran through my mind.

Him pulling her shirt off, feeling her tits, then her sliding his cock in between those tits.

I guess that was something I always knew was possible, but I never thought Rachel would be able to pull something like that off. I'd always assumed her tits would be too small for something like that, but I'd learned she was hiding a lot under those polo shirts and the tank tops I usually saw her in.

Maybe it was because I always tried to be a little too polite. I didn't want to get caught looking at her. There was something that felt wrong about it, for all that she was my girlfriend.

I sighed and shook my head again. It certainly proved she had what it took to do something like that. It wasn't even something I thought to fantasize about. And now she'd done it, and I couldn't get it out of my head.

I also hated that I kept returning to the tit fucking and wondering if she’d be willing to do it with me. She'd been willing to do it with another man. Like I wasn't deserving of something like that unless she'd tried it with someone else first. Like he was the one who had the lock to the key that was her heart, or at the very least the key to her lust.

I shook my head and let out a growl.

"You doing okay, man?" David said from beside me.

I took a deep breath and let it out. I turned to look at my supervisor.

"Yeah, I'm fine," I said.

"Is it Brian?" he asked.

I jumped. How could David possibly know what was going on with me and Brian? Had Brian told everybody about it? He didn't seem like the kind of guy who would brag about everything that happened with him and another woman. But at the same time, he seemed like exactly the kind of asshole who would brag about what had gone on between him and another woman.

That would make my humiliation complete if it turned out everybody in the store knew about what happened between him and Rachel. That I wasn't able to seal the deal with my own girlfriend, but the new general manager had been here for all of two days and he'd already tit-fucked her. In his goddamn office.

"Maybe," I said.

David laughed and shook his head. He put a hand on my shoulder and gave it a squeeze. I wondered if that was meant to make me feel better, or if he was just trying to be friendly and show a little bit of solidarity.

"Everybody is on edge when you have a new general manager come in. Especially when we've had so long where we didn't have a general manager who actually did their job.”

“Tell me about it,” I said, not sure where David was going with any of this.

"And I know it can be difficult dealing with all of this, but you just have to stick with it if you're a lifer like me, right? Maybe someday you'll be a supervisor in your own department."

"Yeah, maybe someday I'll be a supervisor in my own department," I said.

Though I didn't really feel it. No, I only felt sick to my stomach. There was that queasy mixed emotion where I knew what Rachel had done to me and I wanted to stop it, but at the same time the last thing I wanted to do was stop anything. Like it was an obsession that was taking root inside me and I wanted to see how far it could go. Almost to the point of being willing to lose this stupid competition that apparently was going on between me and the asshole.

I also knew the last thing I wanted was to be a department supervisor at a store like this. I'd seen the kind of hours people like David put in. It had literally killed a couple of relationships he'd started at the store. That was the last fucking thing I wanted out of life. Having to work ridiculous hours. Never being able to get away from the job. It was a terrible thought, and it definitely wasn't worth what little extra money he got as a supervisor.

"You just have to hang in there, same as the rest of us," he said, giving my shoulder a squeeze and pulling it away. "I'm sure everybody is going to get used to his management style soon enough, and once we do, it's going to be easy street from there on out."

"Easy street from there on out," I muttered, shaking my head. I didn't think it was ever going to be easy street with me. Not with the unique difficulties I was having with him.

When the day finally came to an end, I didn't even realize it. David came around the corner from a schematic he was working on. He didn't go too hard on me about doing my own schematics. I think he could sense something was wrong. That I was dealing with some shit. He was a good supervisor like that. Not like some of the other assholes in other departments.

Definitely not like the asshole who was our new general manager trying to steal my girl.

"Hey, what the hell are you still doing here?” David asked, seeming surprised that I was here. “Like I don't want to be an asshole manager, because your time is your time, but you're usually the first out of here when it's time to go.”

"Sorry," I said, laughing and shaking my head, but it was a laugh that didn't hold much humor. "I guess I'm just dealing with some shit today, is all."

"Does it have to do with you and Rachel getting called back to Brian's office earlier?"

I looked at him, my eyes wide, and that probably gave him all the answer he needed.

"I don't know what it was about," he said with a shrug. "But Carl over in Car Audio saw both of you going back there, and he said you were back there for a while."

I took in a deep breath and let it out. Damn, I hadn't even realized anybody had seen us. Shit. But it didn't sound like they'd seen what had actually happened. That was a relief.

"Yeah, what happened back there was intense," I said.

"You in any danger of getting fired? They usually tell me, but if it's something big, well, actually I don't know what's going on here because if it was something big then they would've said something to both of us.”

"Yeah, I don't think it's anything you need to worry about as a supervisor," I said.

"Is it something I need to worry about as a friend?"

"Probably," I said, "But I'm not ready to go into that yet."

"Whatever you say, man," he said with a shrug. "Why don't you get out of here. Maybe spend some time with Rachel? I know that always makes you feel better."

"Yeah, that always makes me feel better," I said, and the words were empty.

I made my way out of the place in a daze, still not quite believing everything that was happening. It felt like everybody in the store was staring at me. Carl loved to blab to everyone, but it was retail. Everybody loved to blab to everyone, and so everybody probably knew at least a little about what was going on with me, Rachel, and Brian.

Even if none of them were anywhere close to knowing the actual truth.

I made my way out to the parking lot and sat in my car. The radio was blasting, but I didn't even pay attention to it. So I jumped when I heard a tap on my window.

I looked up to see none other than Rachel standing there, staring down at me and looking as beautiful as ever.

"Tyler, I think we need to talk," she said.

We need to talk. Those four words everybody hated to hear. Four words that probably meant the end of everything.

I searched deep inside me, and I was surprised to realize that I felt nothing as she said those four little words that were supposed to be so terrifying to anyone in a relationship.

So I put the car in drive.

"Tyler, what are you doing? We need to talk about what happened."

I looked up at her again, feeling like a total blank. No emotion at all. Then I pulled out of my parking spot and moved to the exit. Though as I did, I noticed Brian was standing there at the back entrance, leaning against the door and grinning at me like I was doing exactly what he wanted. Playing right into his hands. And there was Rachel standing there in my rear view mirror.

As I pulled out of the parking lot, Brian started walking towards her.
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UNWANTED FANTASIES


I'd like to say that I lounged in my bed that night, but lounging would indicate that I was actually relaxing and enjoying a night at home.

I was doing the last thing from lounging and enjoying a night at home. All I could do was stare up at the ceiling and think about everything that had happened today. I kept replaying the image of Rachel down on her knees in front of Brian over and over in my head. I thought of come shooting out of his cock and landing on her tits over and over. I couldn't get it out of my mind no matter how many times I tried to purge it.

I'd even tried playing some Tetris on my phone. I'd read somewhere that it helped people avoid getting PTSD after they'd had a traumatic experience. Sure, I hadn't seen anybody die in front of me or anything like that, but watching Rachel getting taken advantage of like that by our new general manager had certainly been a traumatic experience for me.

No, she hadn't even been taken advantage of. She'd gone along with it every step of the way. She'd played the seduction game like an expert.

The Tetris hadn't helped, by the way. It turns out playing it on a phone sucks. No matter how many times I tried tapping and bringing the lines down with gestures, I just couldn't do it the same as you would with a good old-fashioned controller.

I took a deep breath and let it out. I tried to calm down. I worried that I was going to have a stroke or a heart attack or something because my body was so keyed up, so overwhelmed, so ready to do violence to somebody.

I thought about seeing him in the parking lot. I thought about how he'd been walking towards Rachel there at the end. I wondered what they were up to right now.

Was he winning that stupid bet I made about being a better salesman than him?

Again, images flashed through my head as my cock throbbed in my pants. Him pressing her up against the wall like I'd done last night, pulling her clothes off. Only this time she let him have way more than a hand job while he got to feel her tits. No, she was letting him go all the way.

My hand moved down between my legs. I didn't even think about what I was doing. I just moved down because suddenly I was really turned on at the thought of everything they might be doing with each other right now while I was stuck here in my room staring up at the ceiling in the dark thinking about all the things I didn't have the balls to do with Rachel when the two of us were together.

Because apparently all I needed to do was be a little more assertive and she would’ve been all about getting with me.

My hand traced up and down the length of my cock, and I imagined her hand tracing up and down the length of Brian's cock. Moving down inside his thighs and feeling it there. Nothing in between the two of them as they pressed together and made out.

Maybe he’d say something stupid about how I didn't have the guts to go for it. Maybe he’d call her a hot piece of ass. Apparently, she was into assholes calling her a hot piece of ass. I'd always tried to be respectful and look where that got me.

I pulled my cock out without thinking about it. I imagined her sinking down on her knees in front of him. Wrapping her lips around his cockhead. Him throwing his head back and letting out a groan as she started moving her head back and forth.

She’d been with other guys before. I knew she'd dated other dudes before me, but she hadn't really gone into what she'd done with them.

Would she have trouble getting that monster in her mouth? She'd talked about how big it was. He was definitely bigger than me. I didn't even realize that was something that could be a problem until I saw her staring at it and nearly going cross-eyed. No doubt thinking about how there was no way she’d be able to take it down her mouth.

Maybe that was the real reason why she decided not to blow him. She was afraid she wouldn't be able to fit everything in there or something.

She'd certainly had no problem with my cock, and I was her boyfriend. Maybe I should’ve asked her to do that with me. Maybe she would’ve been more likely to do it with me.

I started stroking my cock, really moving it up and down, and I was surprised to realize I was really damn close to coming.

I looked down in surprise. I looked at my cock in my own hand and thought about her hand wrapped around his cock. I thought about seeing her hand wrapped around my own cock for that matter.

It wouldn't stop with a hand job. Not with him. No, I got the feeling he wanted so much more from my Rachel, and I got the feeling he was going to be able to get so much more from my Rachel. She was his for the taking. All he had to do was ask her, and for some reason she seemed willing to go along with everything he wanted to do.

I thought about him throwing her down on the bed. She’d get up on all fours and look over her shoulder at him, her ass up in the air and her tits hanging down as she stared at him and started panting. Begging for him to do it. Begging in a way she'd never begged for me. I shook my head.

Maybe it wouldn't be like that. Maybe he’d lay her down on the bed and climb on top of her. His cock pressing against her pussy. His cockhead running up and down the length of her slit. Feeling her wetness. Feeling up how eager she was. How ready she was for him to thrust his cock inside her.

I wondered if he’d go slow, or if he’d be so overcome that he’d shove his cock into her in one smooth motion. Would she beg him to go slow, or would she be so eager that she’d scream and throw her head back and let out a cry as he thrust his cock deep inside her?

Would she have trouble taking his cock because it’d been so long since she'd been with anyone? At least as long as the two of us had been together? I was pretty sure she hadn’t gotten with anyone else while we were together.

Of course, I could also admit that after everything that happened with Brian? It was entirely possible something had happened with her and other guys. Maybe she just hadn't told me about it. She certainly seemed willing to do stuff with him pretty damn quick.

My hand started moving up and down along the length of my cock. Faster and faster. I groaned as I thought of him sliding into her. Moving slow at first, but picking up the pace. Moving faster and faster until he was pounding into her pussy.

I shivered. I almost came just then.

Would she let him come inside her? Was he wearing a condom? Was there a chance he was pounding her right now? Something told me he wasn't going to stop with just talking to Rachel. Not with the way he'd been looking at her. Not with the grin he gave me as he started moving across the parking lot towards her.

Would she be a total slut for him? And why did I love the idea of her getting pounded? Wrapping her legs around him and moaning as she did that with him when she wouldn't do it with me?

I paused. I slowed my stroking.

I loved the idea. What the fuck was wrong with me? Why would I love the idea of her doing something like that with another guy?

But I realized it was creating a confusing mix of emotions that had settled in my gut and taken hold of my imagination, and I couldn't stop thinking about her doing all that with him even as I was getting overwhelmed with the idea of her being a cheating slut.

Was I actually into this? What the fuck was wrong with me that I was into this? And suddenly I felt something new.

The thought that I might be missing out on whatever was going on filled me. She was probably over at his house getting pounded from behind, or from above. His cock was sliding in her pussy and he was going to blow a load in my girlfriend.

He was going to seal the deal where I'd never been able to, and I felt even more worthless. The worthless feeling mixed together in my mind, and it made something snap inside me.

My whole body turned impossibly warm. A tingle started to move up and down from the top of my head down to my legs. I started shaking and twitching, and then I started to come like I'd never come before.

Jets of wet come erupted from my body and flew up to my chest. I blinked in surprise as I kept coming. I couldn't help but imagine Brian coming all over Rachel's tits earlier in the day. Jet after jet landed on my chest and stomach, and I was groaning and moaning, thinking about what they'd been up to. What they could still be up to tonight.

I lost track of time. It was the most intense orgasm of my life. I wondered what was wrong with me that I was getting turned on by the thought of her with another man, but I also couldn't stop myself.

When I finally came around to reality again, almost like I'd blacked out in the middle of all that, I was staring down at my chest. I'd come a whole bucket load.

I took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. And then I wondered what the fuck was wrong with me, because all of that had been imagining Rachel getting with another guy. Apparently that turned me on.

What kind of fucked up asshole got turned on by the idea of another man doing what he wanted with his girlfriend?

Apparently I was the kind of fucked up asshole who got turned on thinking about the idea of what another guy might be doing with his girlfriend.

And suddenly I went from worried that the two of them might've done something tonight to worried that I'd been imagining things and they weren't doing anything tonight.

Well, that was an interesting new wrinkle to my erotic imagination, and I can't say it was something I was excited to learn about.
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BACK TO WORK


Ipulled into the parking lot the next day, and I didn't know what the fuck I was going to do. I looked around the parking lot for any sign of what might’ve happened the night before.

I wasn't sure exactly what I was expecting. Would I see Rachel pulling up in his car or something? She got a ride from me from time to time, but she also had her own car. It was a shitbox since most of her money was going towards school and all that stuff, but still. Maybe she got a ride with him.

Maybe that was part of the reason why they did whatever they'd been doing.

I shivered again, thinking about what might've happened or what might not have happened. And I was surprised again to realize I was more worried about what might've not happened, rather than I was worried about what might've happened.

Damn it. What the hell was wrong with me?

I didn't see Rachel's car. I didn't see Brian's car either. I didn't know what the fuck he drove, but I didn't see anything that looked like it was more expensive than the kind of stuff a simple retail drone would be able to afford.

That was how the general managers always were, driving around in the kind of stuff that was flashy. Like they weren't exactly millionaires, but somebody who was running a retail store like this could make a healthy chunk of change. All you had to do was sacrifice your soul and all your life to be at the store constantly, pushing metrics and losing your hair early or going gray early.

I thought about what David said last night. How I could be a supervisor if I played my cards right. That was the absolute last thing I wanted out of life.

It was a good thing neither of their cars were here yet, though. That meant that she didn't stay the night with him. That was a good thing, wasn't it?

I wasn't sure anymore. I didn't like that I wasn't sure anymore. Damn it.

I shook my head and got out of the car. I was in a daze as I clocked in, and then I glanced over to the schedule and blinked a couple of times.

Right, Rachel wasn't even supposed to be in early today. She was in classes all morning, and then she’d come into work an afternoon to evening shift. Which had always sucked, because the afternoon to evening shift usually meant there wasn't a chance the two of us would be able to get together and do anything that night. Plus she usually had classes the next morning.

One of the nice things about working here, at least before one of the nice things about working here for her turned out to be the general manager's cock, was they were flexible with her school schedule. She could come in when she had the time and still have time left over to have a little bit of a life and get in studying in the evening.

And selling televisions meant she was always making a decent amount of money on commissions on top of everything else.

I sighed and shook my head, and then I went over to our department island and did my work in a daze. People streamed in and out asking for help with building computers and putting together all the parts they were going to need.

Sometimes it could be interesting. Like when somebody came in who clearly knew what the fuck they were doing with a computer and they wanted to do something out of the ordinary. Of course, sometimes when people like that came through I also had to tell them we weren't able to help them because we didn't have some of the fancy custom stuff you could get on the internet. But the nice thing about working at this place was usually they had a pretty good amount of the stuff people were looking for.

Other times it was irritating things. Like somebody coming in and saying they'd figured out what the scam was. That they saw the computer cases, only computer cases without any internals because that’s what we stocked in our department, and they thought it was ridiculous that we were trying to cheat people by selling fully built computers on the other side of the store for full price when we had these computers that were just as good and they only cost a few hundred dollars.

I'd learned it was best not to argue with assholes like that. I couldn't rely on sticking my chest out to distract them like Rachel could. I often wondered how she’d do over here on our side of the building.

It was a position that took a lot of custom knowledge. Hers took a lot of custom knowledge as well, but it's not like people were coming into the store trying to figure out how to build a television, and it's not like there were people who got particular about their television builds in the same way people building a gaming computer got particular about their machines.

"Still having a tough time?” David asked.

I jumped and turned to look at him. I tried to force a smile, but it just wasn't coming.

Because not only did I have to worry about whatever the fuck was going on with Rachel, but I also had to worry about the fact that whatever the fuck was going on with Rachel seemed to be turning me on. Which left me wondering what the ever-loving fuck was wrong with me.

“Guess I'm still having a weird time,” I said with a shrug.

"Yeah, well, why don't you go over and talk to that dude? He's looking for a graphics card for some rendering thing he's doing."

"Rendering thing?" I said, grinning. "I'm all about that."

If somebody was looking to make a machine like that, then it always meant they were willing to plunk down some money. And graphics cards were one of the things over on our end that went for way more than a television ever would. The problem was, there weren't as many people coming in looking to build a computer as there were people coming in looking to get a nice big television in time for the big game, or whatever the fuck it was people got big televisions for.

About an hour later I'd completely lost track of time. The guy's build actually turned out to be a little bit of a challenge. He was doing some sort of 3D rendering artwork. I didn't ask him too much about it, but by the time we were done he thanked me for my discretion. Which had me thinking he was doing something that involved not safe for work stuff. Which was interesting all on its own.

There'd been times when I'd thought about doing something like that. Just like there'd been times when I'd thought it would be interesting to go into business for myself building computers for people. But I'd never been willing to strike out on my own despite doing steady business on the side. The problem with taking all the money when you did something like that was you were also taking on all the risk.

The guy gave me his card and said if I was interested in helping him putting together some of this stuff then he’d be more than happy to contract me. Which was against the rules at this place. Though I was starting to think maybe it was time to get out of here anyway. Which wasn't a thought I ever would've had before all this started with Rachel, but here we were.

I looked up from the island, and I saw a flash of red. She was in the same green polo shirt she always wore to work, and she had on the same khaki pants that seemed to cling to her body in all the right ways.

I stared for a long moment, my eyes narrowing and looking for any sign she might’ve been out the night before.

But of course she would've had to go to class this morning. Unless she decided to skip class because she was busy going another few times with Brian. The thought of her rolling into work in the same wrinkled clothes she'd worn yesterday, her pussy full of another man's come, was both intriguing and terrifying. It made me feel sick to my stomach at the same time.

I was both relieved and disappointed to realize there wasn't any sign she'd done anything with that asshole the night before. Her hair was done up perfectly like it always was. I could see her sparkling green eyes, and she was made up like she'd had a chance to go back to her house.

And her clothes... Well, it was difficult to tell if they’d been changed since the night before, but they certainly didn't look wrinkly or anything like that, even if I was checking her out from a distance.

She turned and saw me looking at her. I knew she had to be doing that on purpose, because there was no reason for her to be going to her little island in the television department via my area. There was no route from the break room that took her past my part of the store, so she had to be doing that on purpose.

She stared at me for a long moment, and then she smiled and gave a little wave. Which had me blinking as I wondered what the fuck her game was.

Why would she be smiling and waving at me? Was it because she felt guilty about everything she'd done the night before with Brian? Was it because nothing had happened and she didn't have a cheating heart that was going to tell on her? Was I being paranoid and making up a bunch of shit that hadn’t happened? Was I being paranoid and making up a bunch of shit I desperately hoped happened even though it wasn't the kind of thing I should be wishing for?

She turned and started to walk in my direction, which had my stomach twisting. I wasn’t ready to talk to her right now. Not with the way we'd left things the night before. Especially not with the confused jumble of emotions that was running through my head after everything that happened last night.

But then she was interrupted. Brian suddenly appeared, putting a hand on her arm. She looked up at him in frustration, and I figured that was good. Her getting annoyed with him meant she wasn't exactly friendly with him on the level of somebody she'd fucked the night before.

Then he was pulling her along, talking with her animatedly about something. She turned to look at me one final time, and I was left wondering if she was looking at me because she was thinking about how she'd been about to go over and confess everything that happened last night, or if she was looking at me like that because she really wanted to talk to me and Brian was annoying her.

Either way, it looked like I was going to have to wait just a little longer to talk to her. Which was a relief and an annoyance.
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WORK DAZE


Ididn’t end up seeing Rachel until the end of the day, and that was probably a relief given everything that had happened last night. Given the crazy thoughts that had been running through my head all day long. I don't know that it would’ve been a good idea for me to talk to her.

I wasn't sure if I was going to scream at her and accuse her of fucking another man, or if I was going to stare at her and demand all the details about her fucking another man.

Either way, it wasn't something that was going to end well. I’d end up looking like an unhinged asshole in the middle of work, and that was the kind of thing that would get me fired.

She finally came up at the end of the day when we were getting ready to close. Thankfully, I wasn't supposed to stay for close. Thankfully David made himself scarce when Rachel approached the island.

Maybe he could sense that part of the trouble I was having was centered around Rachel. Though he probably had no idea exactly what kind of trouble was centered around my girlfriend. Either way, he disappeared, and I was thankful for that.

"Hey there," she said.

"Hey," I said, not able to work up anything else.

I could’ve kicked myself even as I said it, though. I needed to talk to her about this. We needed to discuss everything. We needed to talk about whether there was any future for us.

But I couldn't bring myself to say any of that. All I could say was “hey," which wasn't much, but it was more than I'd said to her in the last 24 hours.

"Why did you go off like that at the end of the day?" she asked, and there was a hint of accusation to her voice.

Which pissed me off to no end. She'd done everything with Brian yesterday, and she had the gall to look at me and ask me why I was the one who ran off?

"Can you blame me?" I said, staring at her. My eyes were boring deep into her soul.

"You're the one who made that stupid bet," she said.

"Yeah, and maybe it was a stupid thing to say, but you're the one who did."

I paused. I turned to look over my shoulder and all around to make sure there wasn't anybody listening in on what I was about to say.

Even then, I couldn't bring myself to actually give word to what had happened.

"You're the one who did everything you did in that office."

She stared at me for a long moment, and then finally she deflated.

“Maybe I deserved a little bit of that, but you were the one who just stood out there watching everything happen. It was almost like you were into it."

There was the hint of a question in her voice as she said that last bit. Like she was asking if I was into it. Was I into it? Well, I'd jerked off thinking about her fucking the general manager last night. That seemed pretty damn into it.

Even if it wasn't something I was supposed to be into at all.

"I don't know," I said.

"You don't know if you're into this?" she said, her eyebrows shooting up like she was genuinely surprised.

I looked up to the cameras all around. I didn't think any of the loss prevention people actually knew how to read lips, but I also didn't want to take a chance that they might be able to find somebody who could read lips and would be able to tell what we were talking about.

"I don't want to have this conversation at work," I finally said. "You might be okay with doing certain things at work, but that doesn't mean I'm okay getting dragged into it."

She stared at me. Her mouth worked like she was thinking of saying something, and then it snapped shut.

"So that's how you're going to be," she said.

"I don't know that I'm being like anything," I said, gathering what little things I had at the island and walking towards the break room where I could clock out for the day.

She followed behind me. A part of me whispered that should make me feel better. She was following me, trying to talk to me, but it sounded like she was only doing that because she wanted to talk to me about how she'd done nothing wrong, or how this was all somehow my fault because I hadn't done anything to stop her.

Which was a thought that struck straight at my heart. I hadn't done anything. She was absolutely right on that count. I'd just stood there and watched it happen because my cock was hard, and I was getting off on seeing her tits.

I was so pathetic that I was willing to do anything it took to get a look at my girlfriend's tits. Even watch another man sliding his cock in between them.

"What's wrong with you?" Rachel asked.

I kept moving into the break room. I slid my card and clocked out, and then I made my way to the back. I thought about how I'd seen Brian standing there yesterday, staring across the parking lot. Staring at Rachel trying to have a chat with me and then striding across the parking lot with that cocky confidence and a smile on his face when I left. Like he knew exactly what was happening and he was going to be there to pick up the pieces I left behind.

What the fuck ever. He could pick up those pieces if he wanted to. I wasn't sure if I even wanted them. Maybe I got turned on by everything that happened, but I also felt numb now that Rachel was here and I was having a chat with her.

“Hold on a second, Tyler,” she said.

I heard the telltale beeping that meant she was over at the machine clocking out for the day, but I didn't turn around to look at her. I just pushed open the back door and made my way out.

We were technically supposed to wait for a loss prevention person before we walked out the building. I could probably get in trouble on some level for just opening the door and leaving after hours, but it was one of those things that everybody just sort of did now. One of those things corporate never got upset about, so what the fuck ever.

Maybe somebody would rob the store through that back door someday, maybe not. It wasn't my fucking problem. It's not like I gave a damn about the store.

I thought about the customer who told me he was interested in me helping build all those computers. Maybe I’d shoot that guy a message tonight. Maybe it wasn't going to go anywhere, but I figured anything was better than being stuck at this place for the rest of my life. Being stuck like David working holidays and nights and weekends and never getting to see a hypothetical family I might have someday if I learned how to man up and actually seal the deal with any of the girls I was dating.

But in that moment, I didn't know if the girl I was dating was going to be Rachel. I wasn't sure I’d want the girl I was dating to be Rachel.

I kept moving to my car. I opened the door in a daze, on autopilot. I blinked a couple of times when I was finally sitting in the driver's seat with my hand on the wheel. How had I gotten into my car? What the hell was happening here? Did I really lose track of the last few minutes of my life?

I blinked a couple more times, and then I heard the sound of my passenger door opening. I turned in a panic, wondering if somebody really had been lurking in the parking lot. Only they'd decided instead of robbing the store, they were going to rob me.

But I was a retail drone. It's not like I had a lot of money to begin with. Hell, it's not like I had any money to begin with.

But it was Rachel. She slid into the passenger seat and hit me with a glare.

"What are you doing, Rachel?"

"I want you to take me back to my apartment."

I looked around the parking lot for any sign of the shitbox she drove back and forth to her apartment, but I didn't see any sign of it, and a sneaking suspicion started to rise inside me.

"Why didn't you drive to work today, Rachel?" I asked.

She stared at me. It was a long and level stare. It was a stare that had my cock stirring in my pants as I thought about every dirty little fantasy I'd enjoyed last night while I was jerking off.

I'd ended up jerking off a few times before the fantasy finally loosened its hold on me long enough that I could think about maybe heating something up for dinner. It’d been the saddest and most pathetic little thing, eating a TV dinner in my tiny apartment. Watching TV on a television I got on a deal through work. At least the television was nice, but I couldn't stare at it without thinking about buying it from Rachel or giving her a nice fat commission on getting the thing, even though we'd used employee pricing to get a better deal on it.

There was some way to run it through the system where she got her full commission and I got employee pricing at the same time. Another one of those things that was in a policy gray area, but it's not like anybody was going to call us out on it under the old general manager. I wondered if they were going to go back and look at some of those records now that Brian was running things.

"Get out of my car, Rachel," I said.

"I'm not leaving," she said.

“I said get out of my car.”

I was surprised at the heat that came into my voice finallyWas that heat because I was angry? Or was that heat because I was getting turned on? Because my cock was as hard as a diamond thinking about all the reasons why she might not have her car in the parking lot tonight?

"We really do need to talk, Tyler."

"Fine. If you want to break up with me, then break up with me," I said. "Make it nice and quick. Just rip off the bandage and rip out my heart and let's be done with it. I don't have to give you a ride home before you dump me."

The words hung there in between us for a long moment, Rachel staring at me and blinking in obvious surprise, and me wondering what the hell was taking her so long to just do it already.
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UNINTENTIONAL CONFESSION


Rachel stared at me. I stared right back at Rachel. She blinked a couple of times.

"What the hell are you talking about, Tyler?" she asked.

Now it was my turn to blink as I stared at her. It was my turn to wonder what the fuck was going on here.

“What do you mean, what am I talking about?” I said. “You're going to break up with me, aren't you?"

I hated that the last part came out as a question. Almost like I was hopeful this might not be us breaking up. I didn't want to sound hopeful that this wasn't us breaking up. I wanted to be pissed off at her. I wanted to be angry. I wanted to leave everything in a righteous fury, yelling at her in my car.

"I'm not breaking up with you," she said.

That immediately took all the wind out of my sails. I let out a long breath that might be enough to fill those metaphorical sails with a little bit of wind, or maybe I was stretching that metaphor to the breaking point and beyond.

"You're not breaking up with me."

"What would give you the idea that I was breaking up with you, Tyler?" she asked, staring at me intently.

"Oh, I don't know," I said, throwing my hands up. "You let Brian tit-fuck you yesterday. His come was all over you, and then after that you went home with him."

She blinked. I searched her eyes for any sign that I might be on the right track with that line of reasoning. I desperately wanted to know if they'd gone home together last night. It was surprising how much I wanted something to have happened between the two of them last night. As fucked up as that was.

Rachel stared at me. It was a long and uncomfortable stare where she seemed to be looking deep into my soul.

Meanwhile, I was trying to do the same thing, but I don't know that I was doing a great job of it. I was still more annoyed than anything. I still desperately wanted to know what the hell had happened between her and Brian last night.

"What are you talking about?" Rachel finally asked.

I rolled my eyes. I thought she might admit something, but I didn't think she would just try to lie to me and gaslight me into thinking nothing had happened.

"Come on, Rachel," I said.

“Seriously. What are you talking about?" she said, frowning and looking utterly confused.

"You have to know what's going on here," I said.

"I have no idea what's going on here," she said.

"I drove off last night because I didn't want to talk to you after everything."

"Well, yeah, I remember you were kind of an asshole about it.”

"Says the woman who let another man blow a load all over her tits in his office yesterday."

"Says the guy who watched all of it happen and didn't seem to have a problem with it," she said.

"Well, I saw him walking across the parking lot towards you. Don't think I don't know what the two of you were doing after he picked you up and took you home."

She stared at me like I was insane.

"What are you even going on about?" Rachel said. "He didn't pick me up and take me home."

I blinked. Yet another surprise. I wasn’t sure if I was surprised that they didn’t go home together, or if I was surprised at how disappointed I was they didn’t go home together.

"He didn't?" I said.

"Why would you think he took me home?" she asked, throwing her arms up in obvious exasperation.

"Well, your car isn't here today."

"My car is right over there under that tree," she said, pointing to the other side of the parking lot.

I stared across the parking lot. Sure enough, there was her shitbox car. It was a dark blue and it was under a tree that provided a little bit of shade which made it blend in with everything else over there. Plus she was working an evening half day since that’s when most people came into shop anyway.

"Well, shit," I muttered.

"Why the hell would you think I went home with him last night?" Rachel asked, glaring at me.

"Well, what was I supposed to expect?" I said, glaring right back at her. "He was walking across the parking lot with a big old smile on his face. You were pissed off at me and you'd already done everything else with him. Who's to say you didn't want to go back to his place and finish the job?"

"Well, his place is an extended stay hotel just down the street from the store. Not exactly the kind of place where I can stay the night."

My eyes narrowed. “And you know that because…”

"I know that because I talked to him and he was complaining about it. He usually stays in places like that because by the time he whips the store into shape, they're always ready to send him off to a new store. So there's no point for him even bothering to get an apartment with a long-term lease."

"So he's not going to be around here for long," I said, suddenly feeling a little bit of hope at that.

But it was hope that was dashed almost as soon as it started. If he was leaving then it meant I wouldn't get to explore whatever was going on with Rachel. Whatever was going on with me that I couldn't stop thinking about my girlfriend getting with him.

Not to mention if he was gone then it meant I didn't beat him. No, that just meant I'd waited long enough for him to disappear into the background. I’d always know that Rachel had picked him over me. Especially with everything she'd done the night before.

I turned to look at Rachel and I realized she was looking down to my lap. I followed her gaze all the way down and I stared.

I was rock hard. Like so hard my pants were tenting up. I stared at that for a long moment, and then I looked back up at her.

"Are you turned on by all this?" she asked.

It was in a quiet voice. The kind of voice that said she couldn't quite believe I was turned on by all of this. The same as I couldn't quite believe I was turned on by all of this.

"I'm not," I lied.

"Bullshit," she said, reaching out and grabbing my cock.

I squeezed my eyes shut. Stars danced behind my eyelids. I let out a couple of quick, deep, and rapid breaths as she held onto my cock.

"Holy shit, Tyler," she said, staring at me. "You are turned on by all of this, aren't you?"

I opened my eyes and looked at her. I wanted to whimper. That's how good her hand felt rubbing against my cock. She started to move her thumb up and down and around.

"So what? Did you want me to go home with him last night or something?" she asked. "Is that what this is all about? It makes your dick hard?"

"I don't know what you're talking about," I managed to get out, though it came out more as a strangled gasp than actual words.

"Bullshit, you don't know what I'm talking about," she said, still maintaining that eye contact with me. “Your cock is rock hard and you've been sitting here quizzing me about him. Don’t tell me this isn't making you hard."

"It isn't," I said. This time it came out more as a whine. I wanted her to keep going. I wanted her to stop. I was about to blow my load in my pants. I was about to give away everything.

I didn't want to give away everything, damn it. I didn't want to give away a damn thing to her.

"What is this really about, Tyler?" she asked.

She moved her hand up and pulled it off my cock for a moment. It was a moment where I thought I might be free. Where I thought maybe she wasn't going to continue torturing me.

It was only for a moment, though, because she deftly worked at the snap and zipper on the front of my pants, and then her hand was plunging down into my pants and wrapping around my cock.

I very nearly came all over her hand at that.

"Please don't," I said.

"Don't what?" she asked. "Go home with Brian? Is that what you were thinking about last night? Me going home back to his place?"

"I didn't want you to go back to his place," I said.

I don't know why I couldn't admit this. Maybe because it just seemed so wrong. She was my girlfriend. I wasn't supposed to hope she’d go out with another guy. That she’d spend the night at his apartment. Hotel room. Whatever.

That wasn't the kind of thing a dude should be into.

"Be honest with me," she said, grabbing my dick and squeezing it hard.

I was at the point where almost any contact was going to be enough to get me to go over the edge and blow a load though. I squeezed my eyes shut again.

"Were you thinking about me fucking him last night? Did you think I was going to let him win this stupid competition? Is that why you didn't do a goddamn thing to stop him from fucking my tits?"

I kept my eyes squeezed shut. I tried to think of anything but the idea of her fucking him.

"What if I told you I did do that last night?" she asked, "What if you knew the entire time you were sitting at your apartment, stewing over everything that happened, I was over at his place and he'd thrown me down on his bed and he was pounding me into that bed? What would you think of that? Would you wish you were over in the cuck chair at the other end of his efficiency hotel room or something?"

I couldn't help it. The squeezing contact from her hand coupled with everything she was saying was too much for me. I let out a quiet whimper and prayed nobody was looking in on what was going on here. The loss prevention guys had cameras that looked out into the parking lot. They'd shown us videos. I'd heard of them showing people videos of other people fucking in the parking lot. I never thought I’d be one of those people, but here we were.

My cock started to tingle, and then I exploded. Rachel held on as she realized what was happening. I couldn't see her, but I could imagine what was happening.

"Yeah, he was fucking me good," she said. "Better than you ever could."

I continued to whimper. I started to thrust my hips up to meet her hand as she held it in place, trying to get some sort of fucking motion going, and I kept doing that for what felt like an eternity.

But finally I came down, feeling the mess spreading inside my boxers and my pants. I was going to have to change those.

I opened my eyes and turned to look at Rachel, and I realized exactly what she'd just discovered as she smiled at me.

Shit.

"I think we need to go back to your place. Now."
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TALKING IT OUT


Istepped into my apartment and closed the door behind me. Rachel was immediately on me, pressing her lips against mine.

It was a hungry kiss. It was an insistent kiss. Her mouth opened to mine and her tongue swirled inside my mouth.

Then she hopped up and I caught her. I spun around and pressed her up against the door. I started grinding my cock against her, and I let out a quiet groan at the feeling of her body against mine.

She pulled away and stared into my eyes, cupping my cheeks. Then she started peppering my face with kisses over and over.

"Holy shit," she whispered. "Holy shit, holy shit."

I moved over to the couch and fell back on it. I felt her grinding against me, and I let out a quiet groan as I felt the heat of her pussy begging for me. I could feel it even through her pants. I'd made a mess in my own pants, and I didn't give a shit. All I cared about was how good she felt grinding against me.

She started kissing me again. Again, our lips parted. Again, our tongues were dueling with each other. Again, I was running my hands up and down her body. I pulled her shirt up. I was going to take what I wanted, damn it. I was going to do this exactly like what Brian did.

I knew what I wanted from my girlfriend and I was going to take it. I should've taken this a long time ago. I should've been a fucking man.

But there was no time like the present. I pulled her shirt up and she pulled away. She lifted her arms up and smiled down at me as I pulled up and her bra came into view.

It was pink and lacy. When I pulled her shirt all the way up over her head, I smiled and stared up at her.

"What?" she asked, suddenly biting her lip and looking self-conscious as she blushed down at me.

"Are you wearing that lacy pink bra because you thought somebody was going to see it today?" I asked, arching an eyebrow as I stared up at her.

"Maybe," she said, chewing on her lip. "What's it to you?"

"Who did you think was going to get to see it?" I asked.

This time she blushed and looked away.

"I honestly wasn't sure who was going to get to see me wearing this," she said, "but I hoped it would be you."

"Fuck," I said, and I pulled her down against me and started kissing her again. We stayed like that for a long while, but then I realized there was a beautiful woman who was right there in front of me in nothing but her bra. I reached around and started working my fingers on the snap.

And I realized that it had been a little while since I'd done something like this. I'd been with other women. It's not like I was a total loser when it came to the ladies, even if I'd been afraid of doing anything with Rachel and we'd gone into some weird gray area where I didn't try something and she seemed perfectly happy with me not trying it.

So I had experience undoing a bra, but it’d been a while. It was like my fingers were trying to move, but my body was refusing to go along with what my brain was telling them to do. I tried to squeeze, and it got to the point where it was starting to distract me.

Finally Rachel pulled away. She looked down at me and tossed her hair to the side. She was hitting me with a mischievous smile.

"Is something wrong?" she asked.

"What? No, nothing's wrong," I said, staring up at her with wide eyes.

"Are you sure about that?" she asked, reaching behind her. There was a slight tug to her bra, and then it fell forward. She shrugged her shoulders forward and it fell down to her arms and along her elbows.

I licked my lips. I could see the gentle curve of her breasts. I couldn't quite see her nipples, but I knew they were hiding somewhere in there. All I had to do was reach forward and pull and it would be a view of paradise.

I thought about Brian yesterday. About how he'd been running his hands all over her tits, and then he slid his cock in between them.

I reached forward and touched them. I felt her flesh. I felt her nipples pressing against my palm.

It was pure pleasure and poetry. I ran my hands around and around, and she closed her eyes and let out a quiet moan.

"So did he do this to you last night?" I asked, staring up at her.

Her eyes flew open. When she looked down at me, she seemed confused.

"What are you talking about?" she asked.

"Was he feeling you up like this in his stupid efficiency hotel room?" I asked.

I don't know why I fixated on the efficiency hotel room bit. It was such a stupid thing, but I couldn't help myself.

"I didn't go over to his place last night," she said. "I was just saying that to see if it turned you on."

I blinked. I guess I should've realized that, but it was still a surprise.

"You didn't?" I asked.

“I didn't," she said, biting her lip and giggling. "And why do you seem so disappointed that I didn't go over there and let another man feel up my tits?"

I paused, and now it was my turn to blush and look away from her.

A deep and burning shame was filling me. I couldn't say where all these thoughts were coming from. I didn't know why I was getting so hot thinking about another man feeling her up.

It was wrong, and it sure as shit wasn't something I wanted to admit to my girlfriend, damn it. Even if she wasn't exactly breaking up with me over it.

Rachel leaned down and kissed one of my red cheeks, and then the other. Then she pulled away and stared down at me.

"Come on," she said, her voice quiet. "What's wrong?"

"What's wrong?" I asked, staring at her and shaking my head in disbelief. "I can't believe you even have to ask that."

"Well, do you want to tell me what it is?"

"I keep thinking about another guy getting with you, and it keeps making my dick hard, and you're asking what's wrong with me?"

She paused for a moment as she stared down at me. Then her hips started to do that gentle grinding motion again. She was pressing an impossible heat against my cock. An impossible heat that I desperately wanted to feel with nothing in between us. But I’d take that impossible heat with our pants in between us for the moment.

Even if it was a little dry and crusty in my boxers where I'd blown a load earlier because she was jerking me off.

"Maybe that's just how you are," she said. "Like there are people who are into all kinds of weird shit, right?"

"Like what?" I asked.

"Like, aren't there people who are into feet and stuff like that?" she asked with a shrug.

I blinked as I stared up at her.

"What?" she asked.

"Are you trying to tell me you're into feet?"

"I'm not saying anything of the sort," she said, smacking me on the chest. "I'm just saying there are people who are into weird stuff like that. Maybe this is your weird thing you're into."

"Maybe," I said. "Or maybe I'm just a weakling, and the only way I could get with you was because another man broke the seal."

"Broke the seal?" she asked, frowning.

"Yeah. Like when you're drinking and... Never mind. It just seems weird that another guy had to get you hot and bothered to the point you’d want to get with me."

"Oh, Tyler," she said, smiling and leaning down to kiss me again. "It's nothing like that at all."

"It isn't?" I asked, looking up at her and arching an eyebrow.

"It isn’t,” she said.

"Then what is it like?" I said. "Why didn't we do anything for so long?"

She stared down at me for a long moment, and she kept doing that subtle grinding. Her mouth fell open. Almost like she was getting off on this just a little.

She stared off into the middle distance, and I would’ve given a pretty penny to know what was going through her head. Finally, she looked back at me.

"I don't know what it was," she finally said, letting out a sigh. "Like, you're cute and I enjoyed getting with you and we had a few makeout sessions, but then I got busy with school and work. I was so preoccupied and focused on all that shit that I couldn't think about things like dating. But you were always there, and you never pushed. It was just a comfortable thing going between the two of us where we could hang out and there was no pressure.”

"But you're my girlfriend," I said.

"I know," she said, "and I am sorry about that. That must have been a real mind fuck for you."

"I don't know," I said, shaking my head. "Maybe Brian was right, too. Like, it's partially my fault I didn't go for it when I had all those chances to get with you."

"I mean, I wasn't helping at all," she said, letting out another one of those deep sighs. "Like, there were a lot of times when I just wasn't in the mood because I was so tired from everything that was going on between work and school. I shouldn't have treated you like that, and for that I'm sorry."

"It's okay," I said.

"No, it's not okay," she said. "The times you would go for it, I shot you down. I can totally understand why you’d give up eventually."

And as though to make up for some of that, she reached down and grabbed my wrists. She pulled my arms up until they were touching her breasts, and again, I was massaging and feeling them. Giving them a squeeze. Running my thumbs along her nipples.

She squeezed her eyes shut and her mouth fell open again, and she was still doing the thing where she was grinding against my cock over and over.

"God that feels good," she said. "You feel so good. I can't believe I waited on this for so long."

"Yeah, well maybe we can make up for lost time," I said.

She opened her eyes and stared down at me. She was really grinding against my cock now. She was pressing up against it like I owed her money and she wanted to beat my cock.

"Do you really mean that?" she asked. "After everything I put you through, after everything I did, you're still willing to give me a chance?"

I grinned up at her.

"Yeah, I think so. And I think maybe both of us have discovered something kind of hot."

"You mean me and Brian," she said, biting her lip and chewing on it.

"Maybe," I said, still not sure exactly what was going on there, but knowing it was something I had to explore with her.
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WINNING BETS


“Well before we do anything else, I think there’s something we need to take care of right now,” she said.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, wondering what she was getting at. Though from the way she was biting her lip as she looked at me, I also had a pretty damn good idea of what she was getting at.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “Because we’re going to have you winning that bet with him.”

“We are?”

I could’ve kicked myself for talking like that. She was giving me the go ahead to get with her. She was giving me all signals go here. I was in and I could have her. And still I was talking with her like it was a surprise that she’d want to get with me.

Basically? I was being exactly the kind of idiot that got me to this position in the first place. Then again, I was about to fuck my girlfriend. Maybe everything I did to get myself in this position wasn’t so bad after all.

“We are,” she said, doing that thing where she chewed on her lip as she stared at me. “Now take off your clothes.”

She didn’t have to tell me twice. I tore out of my clothes, turning and looking at her as she did the same thing. Clothes went flying across the room, and a moment later the two of us were lying together on my bed staring at each other. Totally nude.

My cock was rock hard and jutting out. Waiting for her. Begging for her. I needed this, and I needed her. I needed all of it in the worst possible way.

I looked her up and down. From her red hair falling down across her shoulders down to those perfect tits that were always begging to be licked and sucked. Then I moved down to her flat stomach. To her cute little belly button that was a nice marker on the way down to paradise.

Then I looked down between her legs and saw that paradise that I knew would be waiting for me. Her lips were puffy, and she was so wet.

“Is that for me?” I asked, staring down between her legs.

Rachel responded by spreading her legs apart just a bit. She stared at me as she licked her fingers, then she moved those fingers down between her legs and started playing with her pussy. One finger went in, then the next one.

She did that for a little while, and I was content to sit there watching. I loved watching her play with herself. I wished I could’ve seen all this sooner, but it was happening now and that’s all that really mattered.

Finally she pulled her fingers out. Then she surprised me. I was surprised that I could be surprised at this point, but maybe it wasn’t much of a surprise that she was surprising me.

She seemed to be full of all sorts of new things I never would’ve imagined happening with her before everything with Brian, after all.

She pressed her fingers against my lips. I licked her fingers, and I could taste her on them. I think it was the single hottest fucking thing I’d ever done in my life tasting her on her fingers.

She pressed those fingers into my mouth. I closed my eyes and sucked on them. I felt her shifting along the bed as I sucked on her fingers, then I felt that same wetness pressing against the tip of my cock.

I opened my eyes and stared at her. She stared right back at me, pulling her fingers out of my mouth and looking at me with a half-lidded stare that told me how turned on she was.

“Enjoying yourself?” she asked.

“I’ve been wanting to do this forever.”

“I know you have,” she said.

Her hand was down between her legs again. Only this time she was moving my cock up so the head was pressing against her pussy. I could feel that warm wetness that was waiting for me, and I groaned as my eyes rolled into the back of my head.

She started moving her hips. Moving her pussy along the tip of my cock. I opened my eyes and I was staring right at her as she continued chewing on her lip for a moment. Only for a moment, because then her mouth fell open and she was gasping as I pressed my cock against her.

It was all too much for me. She’d talked about how she was always waiting for me to make the move. I felt like that’s what she was doing now. She was giving me the go ahead, but it was up to me to take things all the way.

So I rolled on top of her. She stared up at me, smiling as I reached down. Now it was my turn to feel her pussy as I pressed my cock against her.

And still there was that ridiculous fantasy running through my head. I wondered what it would feel like to watch that asshole Brian getting to do this. What if I was sitting in a chair over in the corner of the room watching him pressing his cock inside her?

I knew he wanted it. I was pretty sure she wanted it. I had a pretty good idea that I wanted it, for all that I was still really fucking confused about why the fuck I wanted something like that.

But I enjoyed the thought, and it was enough to have my cock twitching as I pressed inside her.

That wasn’t good. I bottomed out and held myself there. Rachel wrapped her legs around me, and again my mind boggled that I’d gone from barely touching her a few days ago to having my cock buried inside her.

I think there was a part of me, that I didn’t want to admit to, that knew what was going on between the two of us. I knew on some level that we weren’t getting physical, and it was just something I was doing with her until she graduated from college and went off to whatever greener pastures were waiting for her when she had a degree.

Only nothing like that was happening now. She was staring up at me and biting her lip again. That sexy look that I loved so much. She started pushing her hips up to meet me where my cock was buried inside her, but I held myself there.

“What’s wrong?” she finally asked when she tried that for long enough that I had to say something.

“I don’t want to come quickly,” I said.

“You what?” she asked, her eyes going wide in surprise.

“Sorry. It’s been so long since I’ve done something like this. I guess I forgot what it’s like,” I said.

“That’s okay,” she said, smiling up at me. “You take whatever time you need.”

Take whatever time I need. I held myself there buried inside her. Honestly? I would’ve loved to just be buried inside her for all of forever. I could’ve died a happy man staying like this forever.

But I eventually got to the point where I didn’t think I was on that edge of orgasmic inevitability anymore. So I started to pull out and press inside her. I was surprised to realize that I wasn’t having all that much trouble fucking her without coming.

Maybe coming close to the edge without going over had been enough to get me a little bit of a reprieve or something.

“Yeah, that’s it,” she said, biting her lip and squeezing her eyes shut as I pumped inside her. “I need you to go faster. I need you to fuck me, Tyler.”

I started moving faster and faster. I figured when a beautiful woman was telling me she needed me to go faster then I was going to go faster!

She kept moving her hips up to meet me. She started gasping. It sounded sort of like what happened when we were dry humping each other, but there was an intensity to what we were doing here that was way more incredible than anything that happened when we had clothes in between us.

I started pounding her harder. I watched her tits bouncing as I pounded into her. As she bit her lip and kept me against her with those legs wrapped around me.

“That’s it, Tyler,” she said. “Fuck me. I need you to fuck me so good. Show me how much better you are than him.”

I thrust into her and kept myself buried inside her after she said that one. She stared up at me as I held myself there, grinding against her to give her some of the friction we’d enjoyed when we were dry humping each other.

She opened her mouth and let out a surprised squeak as I did that. But it seemed to be doing something for her. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head, and then she was moaning deeper and louder than she had for anything else we’d done.

And I just went along for the ride. I kept pumping into her and doing exactly the thing I’d been doing while her body shuddered and shook under mine. While she screamed over and over and seemed to be almost having an out of body experience because of what I was doing to her.

I don’t know how long it lasted. Maybe it was a few minutes. Maybe it was an eternity. When she finally came back, her eyes rolling back into her head, she looked up at me and blinked. Like she was coming back to reality after going on a little trip.

Okay. Maybe she really did have that out of body experience.

She smiled up at me. Then she looked down between our legs to where our bodies were joined.

And she surprised me by reaching over to the clothes she’d tossed to the side and pulling out her phone. She brought up the camera and put it in selfie mode.

“What are you doing?” I asked as I stared up at the thing. She put it into video mode and hit record.

“I need to get proof that you’re winning the bet,” she said.

I stared at her, and then at the phone. I wasn’t sure how I felt about having a video out there of me fucking her, but it was also kinda hot to think that our first time was going to be captured for now and forever and it was something I could always return to in the future.

I grinned and started pounding into her again. Her tits bounced. I looked up to her phone and saw the way they were bouncing. I heard the way she was moaning.

Before all this happened I would’ve figured she was moaning like that because she was putting on a show. Not so much anymore, though. That was all her, and she was moaning loud and long as she begged me to fuck her.

It was too much for me. But it wasn’t me fucking her that ultimately pushed me over the edge. No, it was the thought that Brian was going to get to fuck her like this. If we were making him think he won then that meant he was going to do what came naturally with winning.

He was going to get his dick inside my girl.

That thought was enough to finally push me over the edge. I groaned one final time as I buried myself in her pussy, and I started blowing load after load inside her. It was far more intense than when I was grinding against her.

And the thing pushing me over was knowing she was going to fuck another man, and she was probably going to do it soon.
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BACK TO WORK


Iput the car in park and took a deep breath. I held onto the steering wheel. It was an almost white-knuckled grip. Almost like I was about to get into a car accident. Not like I was sitting outside my work and looking in there.

"Are you going to be okay?” Rachel asked me.

I took a deep breath and let it out.

"I think I'm going to be okay," I said, and I was annoyed that it came out as a question more than anything.

She reached out and put a hand on my knee, which had me jumping. I know we'd had one hell of a good time with each other last night, but it was still weird feeling her touching me like that.

I could have kicked myself that I'd lost out on almost a year of getting to feel her touching me like that, but here we were. I got to feel her touching me like that now. I suppose making up for lost time is all that really mattered.

We'd talked about everything last night. Gone over exactly how we wanted to do this.

I'd also made a quiet call to that client who wanted me to help him with some of his builds. It was something that I did as a side gig, but it was quickly starting to approach the level where I’d be able to replace my regular paycheck by doing that kind of thing. I figured if I got to help this dude out, then it would push me over the edge.

I was still going to keep working at Quality Electronics for as long as I could. I just felt better about being in a position where I might have to quit my job suddenly now than I did even a couple of days ago.

"We don't have to do any of this if you don't want to," she said.

I turned and smiled at her. I looked her up and down. Sure, she was just in the green polo shirt and the tight khaki pants that I always saw her in at Quality Electronics, but damn.She managed to make it look really damn good.

"I know we don't have to do this," I said. "But I think it's something we have to do, if that makes sense."

"I suppose," she said with a sigh, looking at me and then looking over to the retailer. “It would really suck if this messed up my job.”

"I mean, if all of this goes south, then you could just say he's the one sexually harassing you," I said with a shrug.

"That's awfully devious of you," she said.

"The guy is being an asshole, and he was hitting on you at work," I said. "I don't know what that is if it isn't sexual harassment."

"Yeah, but we're about to go along with this voluntarily."

"I suppose," I said. "But do you really think HR is going to believe that you fucked him because I'm into the idea."

"There are stranger things out there on the internet," she said.

"Whatever," I said. "Are you sure you want to do this?"

"I mean, it would be kind of fun," she said. "And I feel less guilty about it now that I know how much it turns you on."

I shivered. Now, that she knew how much it turned me on. Again, not the kind of thing I would’ve expected going into this, but here we were.

"Then let's do it," I said, knowing that I was on the brink of chickening out if we had any more time to sit in the car and think about it. I looked over at her and nodded, and then I reached over and put my hand on her leg.

She shivered the same as I had when her hand moved over to my thigh. I gave it a squeeze, and then I started moving my hand up. Her mouth fell open as I pressed my fingers against her pussy. As I started grinding against where I knew her clit was.

Her hips started to move in a slow roll, the same as they'd moved in that slow roll last night when she was pressing her hips up to meet me every time I bottomed out inside her. She squeezed her eyes shut, and she gasped.

Damn, I figured she must be really getting turned on if this was enough to get her going so quickly. I could feel the warmth of her pussy. I almost wanted to call into work and tell them I wasn't going to be able to make it today.

The only thing that stopped me was the sure knowledge that both of us calling in at the same time would look really damn suspicious. Not to mention they could probably see my car in the parking lot. The Loss Prevention guys could rat us out to Brian, and then we’d both be in trouble. The cameras were good enough that they could see us through the windshield.

I'd seen one of the videos they took of a couple who fooled around behind the store because they didn't think there would be anybody watching there or any cameras, which was a stupid thing to think. Of course they were going to have cameras on the back of the store. Especially when that was the most likely place that robbers were going to be pulling stuff out.

Whatever. The point was Loss Prevention could potentially see us on video. I wasn't sure that they would even be looking for us or that they would put two and two together that we weren't there today. It's not like they knew the schedules for our departments. But we could get in trouble.

I stepped out of the car before I could think of any more excuses for not doing this. I took a deep breath of the crisp air and turned to smile at Rachel. She grinned back at me. It was a grin that seemed almost uncertain for a moment, but I gave her a thumbs up. She took a deep breath.

Yeah, we were doing this. Even if I wasn't sure what this was, or what it was we were going to do.

She could just do something like what had happened the last time around. Letting him tit-fuck her or something, or maybe she’d give him a blow job this time around.

But I didn't think that's what was going to happen. No, we'd talked about it, and she was going to make him think he was the one winning the bet, but then we were going to show him that video and prove that he was the loser.

I couldn't wait for that moment, but I was looking forward to whatever happened between Rachel and Brian before we got to that delicious moment more.

We walked into the store. It was weird. Everything felt pretty much the same as usual. I hit her with a smile. But there was one big difference between this time and every other time we'd walked in together and clocked in. I knew what was happening with her and Brian before the end of the day.

Before we moved out to the floor I wrapped an arm around her and pulled her against me. I pressed my lips against hers. She opened her mouth to me and our tongues dueled with one another for a moment.

It was an act of defiance, the two of us kissing each other and really getting into it in the break room. The kind of thing Brian had called us out on the first time we got in trouble. Though I guess we hadn't been kissing then. No, we'd been having one heck of an argument.

Whatever.

I pulled away from her and stared down at her. Her chest was rising and falling. She stared up at me, her eyes lidded as her mouth fell open.

"Damn," she said,

"Damn is right," I said. "Now you know what to do, right?"

"I know what to do," she said.

So we made our way out onto the floor together. At least that was the idea. Rachel made her way out, her hips swaying this way and that as her ass pressed against her khaki pants and almost threatened to burst at the seams.

I was in the middle of staring at her ass. Which might explain why I was distracted enough that I didn't notice Brian coming up next to me until his arm had pressed out against my chest. I looked over and he was smiling at me.

I took a deep breath. I figured I’d run into him at some point today. I wasn't sure how I was going to react to running into him. He hit me with one of those grins that he always seemed to have ready to go,

"What do you want?" I asked,

He held a finger up to stop me before the conversation could really get going. He grinned as he stared at me, and then he turned and obviously looked at Rachel's ass as she walked away. He shook his head and let out a low whistle, really more like a wolf whistle than anything.

"Damn," he finally said after he'd cocked his head to the side and obviously tracked her on her way out onto the floor. "I would never get tired of looking at an ass like that. You're a lucky man, Tyler."

"I know," I said, feeling more confidence now than I ever had before. Confidence that, ironically enough, I'd gotten from him.

He seemed to pick up on that. He turned and looked at me, blinking in obvious surprise.

"So what's come over you?" he asked, looking me up and down and still hitting me with that smarmy grin. But then he frowned when I didn’t jump to answer him.

"Seriously, what's gotten into you?" he said. "Did something happen with her last night? I'm not about to lose any bets, am I?"

I looked at him and grinned, and now it was my turn to cock my head to the side as I left him there swinging in the breeze, wondering if he’d lost everything already,

"Wouldn't you like to know?" I asked.

He stared at me for another beat. He looked unsure of himself. I figured that was a little taste of what I could look forward to when he saw that video eventually.

Then he shook his head and that grin was back. All of that confidence was back, but I knew that confidence was so much bullshit.

"I don't believe it," he said. "You didn't seal the deal. You're not a salesman like that."

"You say so," I said with a shrug.

He slapped me on the chest. It was a slap that was hard enough that it stung. Not quite to the point of knocking the breath out of me, but hard enough that it got my attention.

"Well, you go ahead and keep pretending, man," he said. "Fake it 'til you make it is totally a thing. The kind of stuff you're going to have to get used to doing if you want to make it in this business."

"Whatever you say, man," I said.

I was surprised. I had the quiet confidence of a man who knew he was holding all the cards. I knew I'd already won everything, and so I could fuck with him just a little.

I still wasn't sure about all of those plans to strike out on my own. I wasn't sure if things would work out with that guy. So far, the whole computer building thing had just been a nice chunk of spending money. It would be different when I was paying the rent with it.

But I also knew that I had to do it as a backup. I couldn't let him keep fucking with me like this.

He stared at me again. I was confident. That seemed to be worrying him.

"Okay," he finally said, shaking his head. "Just know that I'm going to go out there today and I'm going to win that bet. You know what that means, right?"

"Oh, I totally know what you're going to be doing today," I said.

Again, he seemed unsteady for a moment, and again that smile was back on his face in an instant.

"Whatever, man," he finally said, shaking his head as he patted me on the chest again.

He turned and started making his way out onto the sales floor. He had a confident stride, but I noted with some satisfaction that he was also turning and looking over his shoulder at me. Like he wasn't sure about what the hell was going on here. Like I'd gotten in his head.

I could only smile back at him as he turned to look at me. Good. Let him sweat a little. Even though I knew he was playing right into our hands in more ways than one.
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TAKE A BREAK


"So, how are you holding up today?” David asked, hitting me with a worried look.

I shrugged. I didn't figure I could get into everything that was going on. David was a nice guy and he was a good supervisor, but talking to him about playing some weird sex game where I was sharing my girlfriend with the new general manager wasn't exactly the kind of thing I wanted to chat with him about.

I didn't feel like that was something I could chat with anybody about. Nobody but Rachel, that is. And I still wondered why we were doing this. What it was about teasing him that had the two of us getting so worked up.

"I'm doing better," I said with a shrug. "Just worried about the whole evaluation thing with this new asshole."

David chuckled and shook his head, but he also looked around as he chuckled and shook his head. No doubt looking up and down the aisles to make sure there wasn't anybody up there who could potentially listen in on us.

No doubt he was thinking about his own job and how he might lose it if he couldn't keep his own people under control.

"You want to watch about saying that kind of shit out loud," he said. "I hear that new GM has eyes in the back of his head."

"Well, we know the cameras in the loss prevention office can’t pick up on sound, at least," I said.

"We do?" David said, blinking in obvious surprise.

"They didn't tell you about that?" I asked.

"Honestly, I've never spent much time talking with those guys. They always seemed a little weird, the way they were always walking around the store in plain clothes. Creeping on people but trying to look like they weren't totally rent-a-cops in disguise."

Now it was my turn to chuckle.

"You want to watch about saying that kind of thing about them. They might try to frame you for something you didn't do."

"I'd like to see them try," he said, grabbing a water bottle that had a receipt wrapped around it. “When I buy something in the store, I make sure to save my receipts. Literally. Like, they all go in a little file at my apartment at the end of the day.”

"Whoa," I said. "That seems a little intense."

"Might be a little intense, but it also might save my ass if I ever get in trouble with those assholes, you know?" he said.

"I suppose," I said.

I looked all around the department. I supposed I could go work on a shelf schematic, but there wasn't anybody around and I'd already done all of my areas. I sure as shit wasn't going to go and take care of somebody else's area.

The moment you started doing shit like that was the moment they started relying on you to take care of all of their shit for them. I wasn't going to get caught in that game. No sir.

"Anyway, if there ever is something bothering you, you can talk to me about it. You know that, right man?" David said, hitting me with a worried look.

Maybe he did suspect there was more going on here than what I was letting on. I had been acting weird over the last couple of days. After all, it was probably pretty fucking obvious there was something wrong here.

"I'll keep that in mind," I said.

Not that I thought he could do a damn thing to help me. He was just a department supervisor, after all. Pretty far down on the totem pole when it came to management in this company. The general managers were the next best thing to gods unless they were caught stealing stuff, and I didn't think we were going to catch Brian stealing shit any time soon.

Not after the way the last general manager had lost her job.

"Shit, look busy," David said.

I immediately looked down at a schematic that I could be working on if I really wanted to. Everything was in place and everything looked damn good, but the phrase "if you have time to lean, you have time to clean" was one of those perpetual truths in a retail job. David wasn't the kind of asshole to pull that line on somebody, but there were other managers who might pull that line on somebody. The kind of managers who wouldn't have any trouble ratting out one of David's workers to the GM.

And we'd already established many times over that the last thing I needed right about now was any kind of trouble with the new GM.

"Hello, gentlemen," a familiar deep voice said.

I looked up. Brian stood there, looking between the two of us. The faintest ghost of a smile played across his face. Meanwhile, the business of the store went on behind him. Mostly people in obvious business casual coming in during the three-hour window when people were on their lunch break in the middle of the day to look at shit.

"Hello, sir," I said.

"Hello," David said, not putting the sir on there. Maybe he thought he could get away with that because he was a supervisor.

Brian rapped his knuckles against the hardwood on the island.

"I'm going to need you to come back to my office for part of your evaluation here in about twenty minutes. Think you can do that?"

David and I exchanged a look. Brian sighed and rolled his eyes.

"Tyler is going to need to come back to my office in about twenty minutes so I can go through with his evaluation."

"Whatever you say, sir," I said, really playing up the ass-kissing.

He stared at me for another one of those long moments where it seemed pretty damn clear he thought I was up to something, but he didn't know what that something was exactly.

Finally, he let out a sigh and shook his head.

"My office. Twenty minutes. Got it?"

I schooled my face to an impassive blank look, which was pretty easy to do. Impassive and blank pretty much described how I felt every moment I was at this job. It paid the bills, but it wasn't exactly my favorite anymore.

Again, he looked a touch out of sorts that I wasn't taking whatever bait he was dangling. He sighed again, and then he turned and stalked off. And when I say he stalked off, I mean he was stalking off. His hands were pumping back and forth like he was doing a power walk, and his legs were moving fast as well. Like he wanted to get away from me.

I liked to flatter myself that I was getting to him maybe. Then again, maybe not. Maybe that was just me flattering myself with bullshit.

"What the hell was that all about?" David asked, letting out a quiet breath once he was gone.

"I have no idea," I said with a shrug and a smile in his direction. "I guess I have my evaluation coming up."

"That whole thing is fucking weird," David said. "Like I don't know why he's doing evaluations like this."

"He told me he wanted a chance to get in and talk to everybody in the store. Set up a new baseline for everything, even though we just had evaluations."

David hit me with another look. I turned and stared at him.

"What?"

"You've just been having casual conversations about him doing evaluations around the store."

"Well, I don't know about a casual conversation," I said. "But I try to talk to people, you know."

"The only people I ever see you talking to are people in our department and people you're trying to sell a computer to," he said. “And Rachel.”

"Well, maybe it's a good idea to get in good with the guy who's about to do my evaluation, you know," I said, smiling and trying to take some of the edge off.

"You're not gunning for my job, are you?" David asked.

He hit me with such an intense look that it had me worried I'd somehow pissed off one of the few friends I had in the store. Okay, maybe not a friend, but about the closest I was going to get to having a friend around here, even if he was my supervisor.

Then his face slid into a grin, and he elbowed me in the shoulder.

"I'm just fucking with you, man," he said, that grin never leaving his face. "If you want to brown-nose with that asshole and try and get in good with him then that's your business."

Suddenly a look of horror passed across his face.

"Just don't tell him I just called him an asshole, how about that?"

"I wouldn't dream of it," I said. "I've got your back, man."

"Yeah, we've got each other's backs," he said. "And really, if there's something that's bothering you, something that's causing trouble? I want you to tell me about it, okay?"

"Totally," I said, not really promising anything while sounding like I was promising something.

"Anyway, you probably ought to head back to the break room for a minute and get ready for whatever's coming."

"You think so?" I asked.

I took a deep breath and let it out. David had no idea what was coming. He thought I was going in to get my ass chewed out, but it was going to be so much more than that. I honestly didn't know if I was ready for what was coming, for all that I'd talked it over with Rachel a few times.

I took in another deep breath and let it out.

"It's going to be okay, man," David said, smacking me on the back. "It's just an evaluation. You've done this plenty of times before."

"Yeah, but never with the GM," I said, trying to play it off like that was what I was worried about. Not that I was worried about going in there and seeing him trying to fuck my girlfriend. Because I had no doubt that's exactly what was about to happen.

"Anyway," he said, "Why don't you go and hit the break room for a little while, and you can think about what you can say to bullshit him?"

"Yeah, I think I'll go do that," I said.

I flipped my badge around so it wouldn't look like I was on duty, and I made my way through the store. Though I made my way through the store by way of the television department, which wasn't on the way to the break room from where I was in components, but whatever. It's not like Brian was around to see anything.

I made sure to keep an eye out for him. No doubt the bastard was hiding out in his office and stroking his cock, thinking about how he was about to seal the deal with my girlfriend while I was forced to watch him doing everything to her.

Which sent a shiver running up and down my spine and had my own cock stirring. So I quickly thought of anything but the idea of what he might be doing in the privacy of his office. That way, I wouldn't have anything sticking out and being too obvious in front of any customers who might come along and get a look at me.

Only when I went over there, Rachel was nowhere to be found. I looked around to make sure she wasn't with a customer. That would be just my luck that the asshole was calling us back to his office to have a meeting, and she ended up being in the middle of a sale so she couldn't come in there for him to finish making the sale with her.

But I didn't see her hanging around the wall of televisions in the back of the store. No, she was nowhere to be found.

So I shrugged, and I made my way back to the break room. I figured at the very least, I could sit at a table and stare off into the middle distance for a little while. Think about everything that was about to happen, or at least everything that I was terrified was about to happen.

Or was it everything I hoped was about to happen? The whole world had become a weird, fucked-up place in the last couple of days, that was for damn sure.
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INTERRUPTING


Ireached the break room and my heart leapt up into my throat, even as a pit of ice formed in my stomach.

There was the usual stuff. It looked pretty normal all things considered. There was the poster over in one corner that told us about our workers' rights, which was basically a fancy way of saying they could fire us whenever they damn well pleased and there wasn't a damn thing we could do about it.

On the flip side, we could also leave whenever we wanted, but we were a bunch of retail wage slaves. It's not like any of us were going to quit this job when we were relying on the commission to put a roof over our heads.

There were a couple of tables over in one corner of the room. I saw one guy from the software department sitting there staring off into the middle distance.

As well the guy should. The software department was one area that had been totally and utterly gutted by the advent of everybody getting their stuff on the internet. There was barely even a movie section filled with a bunch of collector's limited edition crap from the few companies that still bothered to put out Blu-rays.

His job was on the chopping block, and he knew it. The dude was staring off into nothing, which is what I felt like doing right about now all things considered.

I looked over to the door near the back. I wondered if Rachel had come through here and then gone out to her car, but then I remembered that I gave her a ride this morning because our schedules were pretty close. There wasn't a chance she was out there waiting in my car because she didn't have a key.

Finally I turned and looked over my shoulder because I had a sneaking suspicion I knew exactly where my girlfriend was right now.

A shiver ran through me. My cock started to pulse even though that was the last thing I needed right about now. I needed to get out there and figure out where she was. I needed to do something about this.

I took another deep breath and then glanced at my watch. He'd said 20 minutes, and that was about five minutes ago. I know David sent me off to have a break before I went back to his office, but I needed to get over there and see what was going on. I had a pretty good idea of exactly what was happening in his office, and if he was doing what I thought he was trying to do? Then I needed to get over there ASAP.

I turned on my heels. The guy from the rapidly dwindling software department didn't even bother to turn and look at me. No, he just kept staring off into the distance with the sort of thousand-yard stare that was usually reserved for soldiers who'd seen some shit in some war somewhere.

I was starting to feel like somebody who'd seen some shit in some war somewhere, as ridiculous as it was to think of what was happening here as my own personal war. What asshole said things like that? Whatever. My blood was pumping, my stomach was twisting, and my fists were clenching and unclenching as I thought of some things I’d like to do to Brian if I got half a chance.

Not that I thought I was going to get half a chance to do anything like that. The dude looked like he could split me in two. Like he could break my back with his knee. A sort of Bane and Bat sort of situation, only my back was the one that was getting broken.

Not to mention there was still that conflicting desire inside me. A part of me wanted to see what was about to happen with this asshole and my girlfriend. Another part of me was terrified about what was about to happen with this asshole and my girlfriend. But my cock was hard, and it was definitely winning out in that conversation for the moment.

I walked back to the hallway leading to his office. I glanced around to make sure nobody was watching me making the walk of shame to his office. I was also really glad there was a little turn to the left that kept anybody from seeing what was going on back here.

It was something with the way the small warehouse area in the back of the store was set up. They'd actually made this little hallway and put up some walls to make the manager's office back here and cut off a bit of their ability to hold stuff. Something about having just an online inventory or some bullshit the guys told me about whenever I pretended to go into the back and look for something for a customer who thought there was a magical nook of the store where little fairies kept all the electronics we were hiding from them because who wanted to actually have things on the shelf so you could make money off of them, right?

Stupid fucking customers.

And my mind was wandering. I wanted to think of anything but what was about to happen here. I wanted to keep myself distracted, but it was hard to keep distracted considering everything that was going on.

Finally I reached the window. The blinds were closed. I moved up and put my ear up against the door, listening for any sound of what was happening on the other side of his door.

I had a pretty fucking good idea of exactly what was going on over on the other side of his door. I shivered again thinking about it.

I could hear her in there. Rachel was saying something to him. He was talking back to her, his voice a low and throaty rumble as he chuckled about something.

My blood ran cold. I knew what was happening in there, but I guess I wasn't ready to accept what was happening in there until I actually heard it.

There was the sure sound of that asshole saying something to her in there, though I had a pretty good idea that he was trying to show what a good salesman he was by trying to get into her pants. I smiled at that. It wasn't going to happen for him, as much as I'm sure he’d love for it to happen for him.

I’d gotten there before him. I'd already won the bet, and there wasn't a goddamn thing he could do about it.

I tried to open the door, but it refused to open. I stared down at the thing, frowning. It was just your simple door handle. The kind of thing a velociraptor would be able to open at the scariest possible moment in a movie where you didn't want a velociraptor to figure out how to open a goddamn door.

Only it was locked. I hadn't thought about that. My girlfriend was on the other side of the door with this asshole, and the door was locked. Son of a bitch.

I tried to jiggle the handle. There was quiet on the other side, and then I heard somebody walking over. The door opened, and Brian was standing there frowning. That frown quickly turned to a wide grin as he realized exactly who stood there.

"Tyler," he said, gesturing expansively for me to come into his office. "I'm so glad to see you. What took you so long?”

"You told me to be here in twenty minutes," I said, glancing down at my watch. "That was ten minutes ago."

"Yeah, whatever," he said. "I figured you knew what was going on here, and you would've figured out that I wanted you to come in here sooner rather than later.”

"Yeah, well, excuse me," I said, glaring at him.

"Whatever," he said, still grinning at me. "It's good to see you, man."

He was doing the smiling and friendly thing again. Probably trying to put me off guard. Trying to get me to think we were all friends here, the son of a bitch.

But I wasn't going to fall for it. Not this time around. No. I was going to play this cool.

"Yeah, nice to see you too," I said, again hitting him with one of those grins that said I was the one who was calling the shots here. He blinked a couple of times as he stared at me. Like he didn't know what to make of me. He also looked less confident as I stared at him. He hesitated for a moment, and then he turned and looked at Rachel like he thought she was in on whatever the hell was going on here.

Rachel smiled and hit me with a little wave. I waved back at her, which had Brian looking back and forth between the two of us with another one of those suspicious looks.

He seemed to be doing that an awful lot today, which was fine with me. He could look suspicious all he wanted. He’d find out just how true his suspicions were shortly enough, after all.

"So I can come in here then?" I asked, clapping my hands and rubbing them together, enjoying that moment of discomfort from Brian. "I'm not interrupting anything important? You're not trying to close any deal or anything like that?"

"No," he said, his mouth turning down like he suddenly tasted something he didn't like. "You're not interrupting anything. Yet."

He grinned at me as he said that last bit, like he fully expected that I would’ve been interrupting something if I'd come here just a few minutes later. Though from the way Rachel sat there in a chair in front of his desk, fully clothed I might add, I didn't think there was a chance I was interrupting much of anything.

Yet.

He turned and looked at her, and then back to me. He hit me with one of those small scowls that seemed to say he thought I was up to something, but he didn't know what that was. Or maybe that was me projecting my hopes and wishes about what was going on here onto the asshole.

I walked in and I closed the door behind me, and then I very ostentatiously clicked the lock shut. Rachel's eyes went wide when she saw me doing that. Brian merely arched an eyebrow as I looked at him with that same confident smile I'd been hitting him with all day.

"Wouldn't want anybody interrupting while we were in the middle of an important work meeting, right?" I said. "I imagine an evaluation is the kind of important thing where you want to give it your undivided attention."

"My undivided attention?" he said, in a tone and a look that told me his attention was very much divided right now. "Yeah, my undivided attention."

He seemed to gain a little bit of confidence as he spoke the words. He looked between the two of us again, and then he shrugged and smiled. He walked over to sit on his desk where he was sitting right in front of Rachel. I didn't for a moment think that was any sort of a coincidence.

He looked back at me and grinned, his eyes darting down. I followed where his eyes had darted down, and I saw that he had something tenting up in his khaki pants. He was making no secret about what was going on there.

"So, I suppose you wonder why I brought you in here for this meeting, Tyler?"

"I don't wonder at all," I said with a shrug. "You're trying to show me that you're a bigger man than me because you're going to get Rachel to do something with you, right?"

He blinked, again that confidence getting sucked away for a moment. Only for a moment, and then he managed to recover. This guy was a lot of things, but he didn't seem easy to catch off guard.

"Um, well, we're doing your evaluation," he said.

"And you need me and Rachel in here for my evaluation?" I asked, arching an eyebrow and smiling at him. Again, as though I didn't have a care in the world. And again, that seemed to push him off balance.

Which was exactly what I was going for.
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ANOTHER EVALUATION


“You see, I’m a little confused about exactly what’s going on here,” I said.

“What’s to be confused about?” Brian asked.

He was starting to sound irritated now. Like he’d gone from being unsure of himself to being pissed off that he was unsure of himself. Maybe he could sense there was a change in the room. I was acting confident in a situation where I had no business being confident.

I could tell he didn’t like that I was confident in a situation where I had no business being confident.

“I thought we did Rachel’s evaluation yesterday,” I said. “And judging from the way you were acting while you were evaluating her, I figured you were going to give her really high marks.”

“Yeah, I thought we were doing my evaluation yesterday,” Rachel said.

His head was on a swivel as we both talked at him. Switching back and forth between the two of us like he didn’t know which one of us to look at. Finally he slapped his hand down on the desk, which definitely got both our attention.

I looked at him and arched an eyebrow. He was probably expecting us to jump or something when he slammed his hand down on his desk. I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction.

“Is something wrong, Brian?” I asked. “That desk looks like something we sold a few years back. Like I don’t want to say anything bad about any of the products we sell here, but you should be careful about that. The furniture we sell here isn’t exactly the greatest.”

“I’m going to dock you on your evaluation for saying bad things about the fine products we sell at this store,” Brian said.

“So dock me on my evaluation,” I said with a shrug. “You already said it yourself. I’m a mediocre salesman. Right?”

I thought about the quote I got from that guy who needed help setting up a bunch of computers he was using to render something. I got the feeling the dude was doing something that involved putting naked pictures of people on the Internet, but I didn’t really give a fuck as long as the check cleared.

I also got the impression there were a lot of people who weren’t willing to work with the dude because he was working with naked pictures of people on the Internet. That was their problem.

“What the hell is going on with the two of you?” Brian finally asked, his eyes darting between the two of us.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, still playing innocent.

“The two of us are dating. Is that what you mean?” Rachel asked. “Because that’s something that’s going on between the two of us.”

“Rachel’s right. That is something that’s going on between the two of us,” I said. “Is that what you’re talking about, Brian?”

“The two of you are trying to pull something on me. I’m not going to let that happen,” he said.

“I thought you were a fixer, Brian,” I said. “Don’t you come into cities and help stores that are having trouble? I thought you were going to help us?”

I was really enjoying digging into him now. I wished I could get a recording of this. The guy had been so cocky this whole time. Acting like he was my BFF, but at the end of the day I knew the only thing he really wanted was to get in my girlfriend’s pants.

And if playing like he was the nice guy was what it took for him to get into my girlfriend’s pants then of course that’s what he was going to do.

But I’d flipped the script on him. I’d realized that I liked the idea of him getting into my girlfriend’s pants. I liked the idea of her being so hot that she got other guys hot and bothered and wanting to fuck her.

I don’t know why I was into that, but discovering I was into it was like discovering I had a superpower. I could enjoy a moment like this, and this asshole had no power over me.

“I am a fixer,” he said. “That’s why I brought the two of you in here. I’m going to fix whatever is going on between the two of you.”

“He does have a point there,” Rachel said, tapping a finger against her lips as she said it. “There was some fixing that needed done in our relationship. Right, Tyler?”

“Yeah, you are right about that,” I said. “I guess I do have you to thank for getting us out of a funk and into each other’s pants.”

His eyes narrowed at that. I realized I might’ve given away more than I meant to by talking about getting into her pants. I didn’t want him to know I’d fucked her. Yet. That big reveal was something for after we’d had our fun with him.

And maybe I was taking this whole fucking with him thing a little too far. It was probably time for us to get down to the fun we were wanting to have with this asshole.

“What do you mean that’s what got you out of a funk and into each other’s pants?” he asked, his voice a low growl as he said it.

“I mean she gave me a handjob,” I said. “What else would I be talking about?’

Again he looked between the two of us for a couple of long moments. Like he totally suspected there was something going on here, but he couldn’t prove there was something going on here. Not that it was any of his goddamn business if there was something going on between the two of us.

Rachel was my girlfriend. Maybe it took me getting shaken out of our relationship complacency by this asshole to realize the two of us were together and I should totally get with my girlfriend, but thanks to Brian I’d had that realization.

“Yeah, of course that’s what you’d be talking about,” he finally said, though he said it in a tone that said he was trying to convince himself more than anything. “You wouldn’t be able to do anything. I’m the one who has to teach you how to do this sort of thing.”

If he wanted to operate under the delusion that I couldn’t do anything unless he was the one who told me how to do it first then I’d let him go right ahead and operate under the delusion that I couldn’t do anything unless he was the one who told me how to do it first.

That would make it all the sweeter when we got to the point where I told him he’d lost the damn bet.

“Anyway,” he said, shaking his head and regaining some of the confidence he’d clearly lost while we were having this back and forth. Confidence I really didn’t want him to lose because we still had to get to him having fun with Rachel. “Consider what we’re doing in here today a continuation of your evaluation from yesterday, Rachel.”

“But do we have to do it in here?” she asked, her lip jutting out in a sexy pout.

Which seemed to throw him for a loop. He blinked a couple of times as he looked at her. Then he looked to me like he was trying to find some sort of confirmation. I wondered if he even realized he was looking over at me for confirmation. Like he was acknowledging I was the one who was in charge of things now even though he thought he was the one calling the shots.

“What are you talking about?” he finally asked.

“I mean this office is okay and everything,” Rachel said. “But you have a chair and a desk. Everything we did yesterday was fun, don’t get me wrong, but it was uncomfortable because I had to be down on my knees on the tile floor, y’know?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“I imagine you don’t spend a lot of time down on your knees, right, Brian?” I said.

“If I want to make my lady feel good then sure I’ll spend time down on my knees to make her feel good,” he said.

“Sure you will,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“You were telling me you have that hotel room that’s not all that far away from here, right?” Rachel asked, her eyebrows shooting up. “Don’t you think it would be a lot more comfortable to do my evaluation over there? Then I wouldn’t have to worry about anything getting sore because I was on hard desk, or down on a dirty tile floor in someone’s office.”

Brian’s mouth worked. Then a smile spread across his face as he realized exactly what Rachel was getting at. He turned to look at me, again like he was looking for confirmation that this was okay without realizing he was deferring to me.

“So you’re saying you want to have your evaluation, but you want to have it over at my place?” he asked.

“That’s exactly what I’m saying,” Rachel said, looking at him and batting her eyelashes.

God, she had to know what she was doing to both of us with a look like that. This woman could hit someone with a look that was pure sex. It was a look that would have any man jumping at the chance to get with her.

I almost wanted to tell her that we didn’t have to do any of this shit. That she should just come back to my place with me and we could role-play her getting an evaluation from this asshole.

I wasn’t going to do that, though. No, I was way more interested in seeing where this went. Sure we could probably do something like this with someone else who wasn’t such a snake in the grass, but I really wanted to see what happened with this prick.

Plus I just really wanted this to happen, and it was going to happen right now with Brian.

“I think that sounds like a great idea,” he said, clapping his hands and rubbing them together. “Why don’t we go ahead and head over there right now?”

I blinked. I looked around his office, though I don’t know what I was looking for. Maybe I was searching for the manifestation of corporate policy that said we weren’t allowed to leave work during the day.

“Won’t that be against policy?” I asked. “We’re not supposed to leave the store while we’re clocked in.”

“Yeah, well, I think we can get around that,” he said, looking at me and grinning.

I tapped my pockets just to make sure I had everything on the recording I was taking just in case. We figured he might pull something like this, and we figured it would be a good idea to have some backup that let anyone who got pissy about us doing something with him know that this was his idea.

Rachel looked at me and cocked her head to the side. The question was obvious. I nodded.

Brian grinned. Again, taking cues from me without realizing he was taking cues from me. I was the one who was totally in control here, and it was a weird feeling considering what we were doing.

“Let’s go then,” I said.
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It felt weird leaving the store in the middle of the day. Thankfully there wasn’t anyone in the break room in the back to see us heading out. That would’ve raised all sorts of questions I didn’t want to answer.

Even if Brian was the one who’d have to be doing all the answering. People probably wouldn’t even care all that much. Especially if we were leaving with the GM.

Still. People loved to gossip. Carl going on about me and Rachel getting called into Brian’s office in the back was proof enough of that.

“This feels weird,” Rachel said, rubbing her arms as we stepped out into the sunlight.

“What feels weird about it?” Brian asked. “I leave the store all the time during the day.”

“Yeah, but you’re allowed to do that,” Rachel said. “They’re always drilling into us that we’re not allowed to do that.”

“Yeah, well you’re here with me. If I say you can do it then that makes it okay,” Brian said, hitting her with a grin.

Then he turned to look at me. Even a couple of days ago he would’ve been hitting me with a frown. Something that let me know he didn’t approve of me.

But he wasn’t doing that now. No, he hit me with a look that was confused. Like he didn’t know what to make of me. I’d been acting all sorts of weird. At least as far as he was concerned.

“It does sort of feel like when you got out of school to go do something back in the day,” I said. “I still remember how weird it felt when I could drive in high school and they just let me leave in the middle of the day if I had to go to the doctor or the dentist or something.”

Brian stared between the two of us. I wondered if he was doing some mental math and trying to figure out how long it’d been since either me or Rachel had been in high school. He looked to be older than us by at least a decade, after all.

Not exactly an old dude, but not exactly a young guy in his twenties anymore.

“Come on,” he said, leading us out across the parking lot behind the store.

I could hear traffic off in the distance. Cars honking. The steady low level whoosh that said there was traffic happening out there. Fluffy clouds hung in the blue sky. It was one of those days that was perfect.

I looked over to Rachel. Took in the way her breasts stuck out in her green work polo. The way her ass moved this way and that as she walked in her tight khaki pants.

She was just as beautiful as the day all around us. And she was about to be defiled by this asshole. The weirdest thing about that thought was the way my cock throbbed in my pants as I thought about it. As I wanted nothing more than for him to take her and make her his.

Finally we reached one of those extended stay hotels that we had all around our exit. The kind of place where business types could stay while they were in town for a little while.

I looked up at the place, and it struck me as the kind of life that was totally sad. I couldn’t imagine living a life where I was going from one of these to another constantly and never being able to put roots.

I’m sure there were people who enjoyed that life. I glanced at Brian and wondered if he enjoyed it. The pay had to be good, even if the life was sad if he truly was bounced around so many places because he was a fixer for stores that fucked up.

Just like with David and his implied promise that I could be a supervisor, I didn’t want this life for me. It wasn’t my idea of a good time, or a good life.

“What are you looking at?” he asked as he pulled a card out of his wallet and waved it over one of the side doors.

“Oh, nothing,” I said.

Which was the truth. I realized as I stared at this guy that he was nothing. He could try to intimidate me all he wanted, but that didn’t change the fact that he was nothing. He wasn’t worth worrying about.

“Whatever,” he said, opening the door and gesturing for us to step inside.

I glanced at Rachel. She hit me with a slight smile. I wondered what was going through her mind in that moment. I looked down at her arms and saw that she had goose bumps, for all that it was a warm summer day.

Weird.

“Come on,” Brian said, putting a hand on the small of her back and guiding her down the hallway.

I followed behind them, taking it in. The hallway was narrow. He had his hand on the small of her back in a possessive gesture. Like he was trying to say she was his, even if he was only going to have her for this short little while.

Whatever. I figured I could let him have his moment. At the end of the day, she was going to be coming back to me. It didn’t matter what he did with her. He was just someone we were using for the moment to have some fun.

I needed to keep that in mind, because despite everything, I still had a jealous streak running through my head that told me all of this was fucking wrong.

We went up a couple of flights of stairs. He turned and looked at me when we got to the top of one flight and he held the door open again. He was hitting me with that grin he always did. The one that said he was trying to be my friend, but he was about to say something that would come across as being a first rate asshole.

“Not having any trouble with the stairs, are you?” he asked.

“Why would I have any trouble going up stairs?” I asked.

“You’d be surprised,” he said. “There are a lot of people who like to take the elevator because they’re not getting enough cardio.”

I stared at him. Was he really talking about going up the fucking stairs like that was some point of pride or something? Talk about a weirdo.

Rachel turned and stared at Brian for a long moment. He stared back at her. It was a moment that quickly stretched out into one hell of an uncomfortable silence.

"Are you really going on about taking the elevator versus taking the stairs in an efficiency hotel you have to stay at because you're too afraid to ever settle down and actually do anything with your life?" she asked.

Brian blinked. Meanwhile, all I could do was stare, my mouth hanging open. She was cutting him like a fucking knife, and I could tell from the way he blinked and stared at her that it had worked.

But he was also in one of those weird situations that I think just about every guy ever has found himself in where maybe what she just said had cut him like a knife, but at the same time he was still desperately interested in getting laid. And in the interest of getting laid, he wasn't going to say a goddamn thing that would insult the lady he was hoping to bang.

At least I was pretty sure that was the complicated mix of emotion that was running through his mind in that moment.

"I mean, I was just trying to make conversation," he finally said.

"I'm sure you were," she said, staring at him with the faintest hint of a smile passing across her face. It was just barely there, but I think she knew what she'd just done to the dude.

"Anyway," he finally said. "You don't have to be a jerk about it."

"Who said I was being a jerk about anything?" she asked, arching an eyebrow as she stared up at him. "We're about to go up to your room and have a good time, right? Isn't that the whole reason why we’re here?"

"Yeah, that is the whole reason we’re here," he said, grinning.

"Well, I'm glad we could come to an agreement. So do you want to take the stairs, or do you want to take the elevator? I can assure you I really don't give a damn which one we take, and I'm not going to be impressed either way."

"Let's just take the elevator," he said, suddenly going a little quiet.

“Fine,” Rachel said, grinning and taking his hand.

Again, an awkward silence stretched out between us. I wondered what Rachel's game was. I could see from the way his eye seemed to flicker just a little as she stared up at him that he suddenly seemed unsure of himself. It was like all that confidence he had just a moment ago was gone in an instant.

The elevator finally dinged and opened. I jumped. I'd been so lost in my thoughts that I hadn't even thought about the real world right in front of me. I looked over to Rachel, and she hit me with a smile and a wink.

It was reassuring getting that smile and wink. It let me know she was still on my side, as weird as it was to think of my girl being on my side with everything we were doing right now. The whole situation was crazy. The more I thought about it, the more crazy it seemed. What kind of couple did something like this?

I mean, I was pretty sure this was something all sorts of couples did. It was wild and out there, though it didn't seem like the kind of thing me and Rachel would do. Especially after how we'd gone so long without doing anything at all.

The elevator dinged again, and I was pulled out of my reverie. I blinked and looked around. We stepped out into a hallway that looked pretty much like every other hallway in every other hotel I'd ever seen, ever. It was nondescript, and there wasn't anything to say we were about to do something totally crazy and out of character in here.

I took a deep breath and stepped out behind them. Brian still had a possessive hand down on the small of Rachel's back. He was guiding her down the hallway towards his room.

A couple of days ago, I might’ve thought it was pretty cool that he was being put up here by the company. I might’ve thought this was how the other half lived.

But that wasn't what I was thinking now. Now I looked around, and I thought about every time I looked at David. Every time he talked about how I could be a manager at this place if I just put in a few more years.

This whole thing seemed deeply sad, more than anything. Here was a guy who'd built his whole life around traveling from store to store trying to put things back together. Maybe he enjoyed trying to fix the problems other people had created, but it sure as shit wasn't my idea of a good time. It wasn't my idea of a career.

Give me something where I was able to put down roots. Where I was able to find a good woman and settle down. I glanced at Rachel as we stopped in front of a door that clearly led into his room. He turned and looked at her, smiling with that confident smile again.

Only it didn't seem quite as confident now as it’d been before. Now there was a slight sickly look to him. As though he wasn't sure about what was going on here anymore. His eyes darted over to me, and that grin was back once more. Like looking at me was enough to bring him back to the reality he thought he was living in.

But as I stared at him, I couldn't see him as a threat any longer. Now I just looked at him, and I felt pity. Pity and a little bit of excitement. After all, I really wanted to see Rachel doing this. He was going a means to an end. I was taking advantage of this asshole, not the other way around, and he was going to figure that out sooner rather than later.
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"Well, here we are," he finally said, getting his keycard and looking at the door with a frown. "This is where the magic happens, or maybe I should say this is where the magic is going to happen."

"Oh, yeah," Rachel said, leaning against him and wrapping an arm around one of his biceps. "I bet this is where the magic is going to happen."

"Now that's more like it," he said, and again some of that cocky confidence was back.

"What are you talking about?" Rachel asked, blinking and staring up at him with a sweet look that I'm sure was meant to disarm him.

"The two of you have been acting weird this whole damn time," he said, looking between the two of us. "Makes me wonder if there's something going on here."

"Oh, there's nothing going on here," Rachel said. "Just trying to see who's going to win the bet, right?"

"I think we all know who's going to win the bet," he said, staring over at me.

Again there was that challenge there. Again there was that sense that I was the one who was going to lose it. It took every ounce of control not to show this asshole he'd already lost the bet. It was over, I was the winner, and at the end of the day? He was going to go on living his sad, pathetic life where maybe he was making a decent amount of money. Maybe he was making more money than I could ever hope to make in my own life even if I managed to start a successful business building computers for other people.

But at the end of the day, none of that mattered because he was going to move on to the next store, and I was going to be here with Rachel. He wasn't going to get with a beautiful woman like her forever. I was just sharing her with him for tonight, and that was all it was ever going to be.

"Well, okay, let's go ahead and do this," he said, opening the door and gesturing for Rachel to step inside. She followed him in, and then I moved in along with them. I wondered if he was going to do something stupid like maybe put a hand on my chest and try to stop me, but he didn't do anything of the sort. He just let me in as well.

Which meant me and Rachel were both standing there alone.

"You're sure about this?" she asked, leaning in close and whispering so we wouldn't be overheard.

“I’m sure," I said.

She smiled up at me. "Well, I just wanted to make sure that you're sure."

"I've never been more sure in my life," I said.

Which was a surprising thing to say because on the one hand, it was pretty damn stupid for me to say I was sure I wanted her to throw herself at another man. On the other hand, it was something I wanted. It was something I think I'd wanted ever since I realized she was flirting with some asshole who’d never have any chance with her in a million years to try and make a TV sale. And so I was going to take this golden opportunity.

"Well then let's go through with this, Tiger," she said.

I arched an eyebrow as I looked down at her.

"What?" she asked, blushing.

"Tiger?” I said.

“It seemed like a fun nickname.”

"Yeah, it is a fun nickname," I said, leaning down and kissing her.

It was a kiss that started slow, but then it very quickly turned into something more. Her tongue snaked into my mouth, and then her hands were roaming up and down my body.

I did a little bit of roaming of my own. She was still in her work uniform, which seemed a little odd. We were technically on the clock here. I worried about getting in trouble and getting fired because we were on the clock, but I also figured we were here with the general manager, and he was probably going to get in more trouble than we would if we got caught doing this.

Finally, I pulled away. She stared up at me, her mouth hanging open as she stared.

"Okay, enough of that shit," Brian said, stepping up next to her and wrapping an arm around her from behind. Pulling her against him. "The two of you had your little moment, and I hope you enjoyed it. Because it's the last moment you're going to get with your lady love for a while. She's mine now, buddy."

And with that he whirled her around, and he was the one pressing his lips against hers as he pulled her against him and started grinding against her pretty, petite body and taking her for his own.

Brian didn't waste any time taking what he wanted from my girl. His hands moved down to her ass cheeks, and he gave a big squeeze over her khaki pants.

I could only stare in wonder. My cock was immediately rock hard as I watched him working, massaging one soft cheek and then the next one, and then he pulled her up.

She did a little jump and wrapped her legs around him. She kept grinding against him as he held her there. Her legs wrapped around him and they were really going at it now.

She let out a quiet moan as she pressed against him. As their mouths pressed into one another, and I could see her tongue dueling back and forth with his.

It was a hypnotic sight. I looked between the two of them. I watched where her pussy was grinding up against his cock, and there was only the material of their pants protecting her modesty.

Not that she had a whole hell of a lot of modesty left to protect considering everything she was doing with him. How she kept grinding against him over and over again, and the two of them moaned as he moved back towards the single bed in the room.

I guess he didn't need a couple of beds considering he was all on his own in here. Yet another example of how sad his life really was now that I was getting a glimpse of it, now that I was seeing it behind the scenes and not just seeing him as a force of nature who was going around bullying people in the store.

He hit the bed, and then he sat down which meant she was sitting down right on top of him. The two of them kept grinding with each other, her ass moving this way and that, as she started moving in a slow swirl.

They were still kissing. Both of his hands had moved back so they were keeping him balanced as she did her grinding. She'd wrapped her arms around his neck and was making out with him furiously.

And still there was that grinding, moving her body around and around. Giving him one hell of a thrill.

She kept letting out quiet moans as well, over and over, and then finally she pulled away and blinked as she stared down at him.

"You're a good kisser," he said, staring up at her.

"You're pretty okay yourself," she said.

He blinked as he stared up at her. Like he didn't enjoy the idea of being weighed in the scales and told he was just okay. He opened his mouth like he was going to say something, maybe object to her estimation of his kissing ability, but then she was leaning down and pressing her lips against him again. She opened her mouth, and once more their tongues were dueling as they made out.

She pressed him back onto the bed. Now I got a view of her ass as it moved up and down, around and around, and I think she was really getting something from this because she kept letting out quiet little gasps. Delighted moans that let me know exactly how much she was loving what they were doing.

I wondered if that was because he was really that good at something as simple as dry humping her, or if it was something else. Like she was just this turned on by the situation.

Finally, she pulled up. His hands started to roam up and down her body. He looked over at me, almost like it was a challenge as he stared at me as his hands moved up and cupped her breasts. He started moving his thumbs around her nipples, never breaking eye contact with me the entire time.

"Your body is so amazing, Rachel," he said.

"I know," she said.

That sent a twinge running through me. She knew her body was incredible. I suppose it would be hard to be as hot as she was and not be aware of it on some level, but it was still pretty damn hot to hear her acknowledging it.

She closed her eyes as his hands moved under her shirt. He pulled it out from where it had been tucked into her pants and then I saw inch after inch of her stomach exposed.

It was flat and her body seemed to twitch every time his fingers made contact. Like he was running a trail of fire up and down her body as his hands moved this way and that. As he traced lightly up and down her body.

Her mouth fell open again. Again, she was letting out quiet gasps that said she loved every moment of this. Again, it was almost like she was losing control.

I wondered if she was losing control because of him, or if she was losing control because of the fantasy. I decided I didn't give a damn why she was losing control. All I cared about was getting to see her doing this with the new boss.

His hands finally moved up until they reached her bra. I saw his eyes go wide as he realized what she wore.

I was pretty sure the offering today was something she brought out especially because she knew I was going to get a look at her and Brian was going to get an even better look at her.

I licked my lips. Her bra was black and lacy and it was see-through. Sheer to the point I could make out her nipples.

I wondered what she had on down below. Would she have something just as sheer that would show off everything? My cock was so fucking hard. I wanted to go over there and have my way with my girlfriend right now. Forget about Brian getting a chance with her. I wanted to be on top of her and look down at her in that underwear and have my way with her.

But I kept it under control. Mostly because I knew that if I went over there and interrupted the fun right now? We might never get an opportunity to do this sort of thing again. At least not with Brian. Not if I emasculated him right in front of my girlfriend.

So I held my peace as his hands moved up and he pressed up under her bra.
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Her bra was so sheer that I could clearly see where his fingers were running around her nipples. Where he was pinching them and feeling them and he seemed to be having a grand old time.

For a wonder, he wasn't looking over at me with that challenging look either. No, he was just staring up at her totally transfixed and utterly distracted by the sight of her body. By the sight of that incredible lingerie she wore.

it sent a thrill running through me as well. I wondered if she had more stuff like that hidden away in her underwear drawer. Stuff I could explore with her. Stuff that maybe we could both explore if she had some fun with somebody else.

I was suddenly filled with the idea of her being naughty enough to bang one of her customers. Maybe agreeing to go over and help them out with the setup on a television or something.

I thought about that slightly overweight dude. About how he'd totally been into her and she'd totally been willing to use that in the name of making a sale. The idea of him sweating profusely and getting all hot and bothered almost to the edge of a heart attack as he pounded his dick inside her and thought about how he never would’ve imagined he’d have a chance with a girl like her ever again, at least without paying for it, was a compelling one.

I don't know what the fuck was wrong with me that I thought that was a compelling thought, but it was there in my brain and it was making me hot. So it's not like there was a damn thing I could do about it.

Instead I turned my attention back to Rachel and Brian. His hands were moving around to the back and he unclasped her bra. It fell forward and then her tits were spilling out. I licked my lips as he ran his hands all over her body. Up and down and all around, feeling every inch of her.

He pinched at her nipples. She closed her eyes and let out a moan and still her ass was moving around and around, up and down and back and forth. Then her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth fell open. She started to let out quiet little gasps that were coming faster and faster, and then it got almost to the point she was screaming.

I blinked. Holy shit! It reminded me of what had happened with us just a few nights ago. Almost like he was revisiting the greatest hits of everything the two of us had done. She was coming against him and it was all because of a little bit of dry humping. Which seemed like it should have been impossible, but here it was and it was totally happening.

I watched as she pressed against him again and again. Every time she bore down on his cock, another gasp came out. She let out another one of those delighted moans and then finally she pressed against him a final time and she let out a bunch of quiet little squeaks as his body pressed up against her.

Meanwhile he was holding onto her sides for dear life, staring up at her like he couldn't quite believe she was coming just from grinding against him.

I stared the entire time. I could only wonder at the show she was putting on for me. Her tits weren't quite bouncing. No, it was like they were vibrating, the pink tips of her nipples shaking back and forth as she squeezed her eyes shut and came with his arms wrapped around her.

And then finally it was over. Finally she opened her eyes and looked over at me. She licked her lips.

"Are you enjoying the show so far, Tyler?" she asked.

Only her voice sounded weird. Slightly off. It was husky. I'm sure she was turned on after everything she'd just done. I wondered if it even mattered what I told her, so I figured I might as well be honest.

"Yeah, I'm enjoying it," I said.

"Good," she said, turning her attention back to Brian as she chewed her lip. "Because we're just getting started."

Brian's eyes went wide as he stared up at her and again, he looked over to me while he had that look again. The look that seemed to say he realized he wasn't in control here. That there was something going on here and he wasn't a part of it.

But he also had a beautiful woman on top of him grinding against his cock, and she'd just come while she was doing that grinding. So he wasn't going to say a damn thing that might put an end to any of it.

No, instead he just lay there with his hands on her hips staring up at her. Staring at her tits. Taking in the entirety of her incredible body as he lay there seemingly catching her breath.

She leaned forward and put a hand on his chest. Like she was trying to take control of herself. Trying to catch her breath after she'd just done a long run or something like that. Finally she looked down at him and smiled, cocking her head to the side.

"So are you ready?"

He blinked, staring up at her, then looking over at me and seeming unsure of himself. Which was an interesting look for a dude who'd just spent so much time acting like he was the king shit on Turd Mountain.

Finally, he nodded.

"Yeah, I'm ready. It's time to win this bet."

"Oh yeah, it's time for you to try and win the bet," Rachel said.

If he was really paying attention then he might note that Rachel was definitely using weasel words there. She was saying what she thought he wanted to hear without actually telling him what he wanted to hear.

But then he looked up at her and he seemed to be overwhelmed by everything. He didn't seem to give a fuck what was going on with the bet as long as there was a beautiful woman on top of him ready to grind against his cock.

And so he stared up at her and grinned.

"So what are we waiting for? Let's do this!”

"Aren't you the one who's taking your own damn time?" she asked.

He blinked again. He seemed to finally realize that it was all about him, and so he pushed up on her and then rolled her over. He jumped off the bed and quickly threw all of his work clothes off. The dude was ready to go, that was for sure.

Rachel looked over at him and then she did something that was oh so seductive and oh so fucking sexy. She got up on all fours and started making her way over to the edge of the bed. She stared up at him as she did it.

"Well, isn't this nice?" she said, and then she leaned forward and opened her mouth.

Her lips wrapped around his cock head and he threw his head back and let out a quiet groan as she started moving her face back and forth on his cock. As she started really sucking him for everything she was worth.

And all he could do was stay there and groan as she did her thing. As she moved her mouth back and forth just around the tip.

But as I watched, it really became obvious she was having some trouble with what she was doing. Like she seemed to be enjoying herself, don't get me wrong, but his cock was also big enough that she was having trouble getting it into her mouth.

That sent a shiver running down my spine. I don't know why that should send a shiver running down my spine, but it was definitely doing something for me watching my girlfriend on all fours at the edge of a bed trying and failing to take in more and more of his cock.

Finally she pulled away and stared up at him.

"I don't think I'm going to be able to do this."

He moved a hand down and held it against her chin. I wondered if he was going to try and press the matter. Try and get his cock down her throat even though she'd just made it clear she didn't think it was happening. I wondered if I was going to have to step in and try and do something about it. If he would try some bullshit.

I also didn't know if I’d be able to take him on. It was something to think about. Maybe I was going to have to work out or try and bring some sort of protection other than a condom if we did something like this again.

That was good for sending another shiver running down my spine, thinking about us doing this again. We hadn't even finished doing it the first time and already I was thinking about doing it again. What the fuck was wrong with me? But I kept thinking like this, that I kept wanting to throw my girlfriend at other men and have her act like a whore with them.

But I couldn't deny how it all made me feel. I couldn't deny how goddamn hot it was for that matter.

He stared down at her for a long moment, his finger on her chin. She looked up at him and blinked a couple of times. Her breathing was coming in heavy gasps now. Her chest rose and fell, and I wondered if she liked the idea of him just taking what he wanted.

That seemed to be the lesson I was taking from all of this. That I should have been a little more assertive with her for all that. At the same time, I didn't want to do anything that would hurt her or that would be doing something she didn't want to do.

It was all about striking a balance. But it definitely seemed like Rachel was turned on just a little by the idea of a guy putting in the work and taking what he wanted from her. Even if we did it in a way where it was all above board and she was giving her consent the entire time.

Talk about a confusing and convoluted mess that could get someone in fucking trouble if they weren't careful about it.

He looked at Rachel and then made a little twirling motion with his fingers. The meaning was clear.

She twirled around and stuck her ass up in the air like she was presenting it to him and ready to go.

I also realized there was a method to her madness, because if she was on all fours then she could look right at me from the side. I got a view of her entire incredible body in profile, and she turned and looked at me just then, chewing on her lip and making it pretty goddamn clear exactly what she was going for.

I stared at her, licking my lips and wondering at how brazen she was being. She really seemed to fucking enjoy teasing me like this, and I was here for being teased!
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"Now that's more like it," Brian said.

He hopped up onto the bed behind her and then he was grinding against her for a moment. Like he grabbed her by her hips again and started pressing his cock against her backside.

She shoved back against him as well, simulating what he could look forward to in just a moment if they kept up with what they were doing. She started to moan again, looking over at me as her tits bounced forwards and then backwards every time he thrust against her. It was a sight to behold.

But finally he reached around and plucked at the button and zipper on her front. He pulled her pants down, revealing a set of sheer panties that looked almost the same as the bra she had on up above. I wondered at what kind of view he was getting looking down at her. It looked like they were pretty see-through, but I wasn't close enough to really get a good look.

No, instead I just licked my lips as Brian licked his lips and stared down at her in wonder.

"Goddamn, you're incredible, Rachel," he said.

"I know," she said, smiling and looking over at me, making it absolutely clear that when she said that, she was saying it for me as much as she was saying it for Brian. Even though he was the one who was about to get to fuck her.

He pulled her panties down and stared at her ass. Probably stared at her pussy, but from the side view I couldn't really see what was going on. Then he lined up his cock right at her entrance. I could only stare in rapt attention as I watched everything that was about to happen. As I watched another man lining his cock up at my girlfriend's entrance.

Ready to enter her. Ready to fill her. Ready to make her his.

He looked over at me and that triumphant grin was back. It was a triumphant grin that said he thought he was winning the bet. He had another think coming, but whatever. Let him think he was winning for the moment. He’d get his surprise soon enough.

Right now I just needed to see what he was doing with her.

He stared down at her for another moment. His hands started roaming her body even as his cock sat there, pressed against her entrance. He ran a hand up and down her back, and then down and across her ass.

It was an almost reverent movement, like he was enjoying every moment of getting to feel her up. Like he was loving every moment of running his hands up and down her body. Like he was appreciating her and wondering that he was getting this opportunity.

He stared at her and then looked over at me again, licking his lips. His hands moved around and he was cupping her tits for a moment, squeezing them and pinching them. She moved up as she gasped, taking a couple of deep and heavy breaths as she looked over at me. She was pressed up against him, her back against his front, his cock wedged in between her legs. When I looked down at that spot in between her legs I could see his cockhead clearly sticking out from in between.

His hands moved around her tits, groping at them and feeling them and pinching her nipples. He started thrusting back and forth at the same time, moving in between her legs and rubbing up against her wet pussy. I could see the slick evidence of her arousal on his cock as he pressed forward and backwards again and again.

His other hand moved up to her chin again and he pulled her up until her back was pressing against him and her face was turned towards him. Then he was leaning in and kissing her with her body pressed up against his, both of them on their knees, his cock sliding back and forth in between her legs and rubbing up against her pussy. He seemed content to do that for a moment, just enjoying the feel of her. But then finally he hunched down just a little and my breath dropped.

It was about to happen. He was about to do it. Damn it.

Brian hunched down under her for a moment, he grunted, because he was trying to do so many things at once. But his cock immediately stood up as he moved down under her and she lifted up just enough to give him a good access to everything he was trying to get at.

Everything he wasn’t supposed to get at. She was my girlfriend. Again, I was hit with how she was supposed to be pushing this guy off of her. Trying to keep him from getting inside her because she wasn't supposed to cheat on me.

But was it really cheating if I was right here watching everything they were doing and loving every moment of it? Was it really cheating if I gave her my blessing? If this was all part of a plan the two of us had worked out between us?

No, it wasn't cheating. Not really. Not when you looked at it like that. This was just him being a glorified sex toy in our relationship, and I was watching him and basically giving my blessing the entire damn way.

He finally seemed to find what he was looking for and he pressed up inside her. I suppose it said something about how turned on she was that he was able to slide inside her without much difficulty. No, his cock was pressing up into her and nothing was stopping him.

He let out a quiet grunt like he was enjoying every moment of it. But other than that quiet grunt, and maybe a soft gasp that I might or might not have heard from Rachel, there was no acknowledgment of everything that was happening right in front of me.

And then finally, he thrust up entirely and Rachel was forced to pull herself all the way up. This time she definitely let out a gasp that was loud enough I could clearly hear it, and it was like a symphony to my ears as that gasp hit me from across the room.

She stayed there for a long moment, up as high as she could get on her knees, and then she settled back down on him, her ass pressing against his crotch as his cock buried itself inside her.

And they kept right on making out the entire time. His hands kept moving this way and that over her body, feeling first one tit and then the other. Moving back and forth and taking her.

I wondered at their self-control thought they were able to stay like that for so long. I wondered when they were going to get down to the actual business of fucking. I wondered if they were just going to stay joined like that forever.

I wondered if I should take a picture or something. But a little voice in the back of my head told me that would be a terrible idea that would break the spell.

So I simply watched. I glanced around the room for a moment and realized there was a chair over in the corner.

I chuckled and shook my head at the sheer ridiculousness of it all. Here I was watching my girlfriend getting fucked by another guy, and there was a chair right there on the other side of the room that seemed to be beckoning to me. That seemed to be welcoming me into the scene. It seemed to tell me that I had a role to play here, and if I wanted to play that role then I needed to get over there and sit down and watch everything.

But I didn't. I ignored the cuck chair. I merely leaned against the wall instead.

Because if I moved over and sat down in the cuck chair then I wouldn't be able to get the perfect view of everything. No, I’d just get a view of Brian's ass as he sat there with his cock buried inside my woman. The last thing I wanted was to see some asshole’s asshole as his cock was buried inside my woman.

I figured it was already weird enough that I was into the idea of another man fucking my girl. I told myself it was just like watching a porn, only I was watching a porn that featured the most beautiful woman in the world: my girlfriend. I was getting to watch her act like a complete and total slut. I got to watch her doing the sorts of things I usually only saw women doing on my computer monitor. And somehow that seemed to make everything okay, kind of, sort of, when I looked at it just right.

The point was, I really wasn't interested in getting a look at Brian's ass. Rachel could talk about how hot he was all she wanted. I could look at him objectively and see that he was a well put together guy and all that bullshit. That didn't mean I was interested in doing anything with him though.

Maybe there were guys out there who were interested in that kind of thing when they had a little guy, girl, guy action. But I definitely wanted to have a girl in the middle for anything I was doing with another guy in the room.

So I stayed there and I stared at everything that was happening. I watched as he held himself inside her. I looked at his face, and I realized there was a tension there as he made out with her and felt her tits.

Maybe she sensed some of that tension as well. She finally pulled away from the kiss and stared at him, like she wondered what the fuck was wrong with him.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

"Is there a problem?" Brian asked.

"Why the hell aren't you fucking me?" she asked.

He looked down to where their bodies came together. He looked back up at her. He shrugged.

"You feel so good," he said.

She smiled, and she started to move her ass. She was close enough to him, and had enough wiggle room when she moved up and down on her knees, that she was able to provide a little bit of friction.

"What's the problem, Brian?" she asked, staring at him and grinning the entire time. "Are you having trouble?"

"I'm not having any trouble," he grunted in a voice that said he was having all kinds of trouble.

"Are you sure about that?" she asked, pulling up and sinking down on his cock again.

I stared at her, loving every moment of it. Hating every moment of it. Everything turned into a swirling mass of jealousy that settled down in my stomach, and then moved down to my cock which was rock hard.

"Tell me how hot you are, Brian," she said, moving up and bouncing on him again.

He grunted. He could only stay there, holding onto her.

"You need to be careful," he said.

She fell forward and then started to press back against him. She arched her back and thrust her ass up, giving him access to her. All he had to do was take it.

He grunted again as she held herself there.

"Come on, Brian," she hissed at him. "Why don't you be a man and just fucking fuck me already?"
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My mind reeled at the dirty talk. I loved the dirty talk. I wondered if I’d be able to get her to do that kind of stuff with me. She held herself there staring back at him, and meanwhile he held on for dear life. His big hands were wrapped around her waist, and he stared down at her ass. Which probably wasn't doing him any favors in that moment since he was clearly trying to avoid blowing a load.

"Fuck me," she said, hissing up at him and looking over her shoulder, her ponytail flapping around.

She looked just a touch ridiculous because she still had her khaki pants down around her ankles as he was buried in her from behind. But I don't think I'd ever seen a sight as hot as what she was doing with him in that moment. She licked her lips as she looked over at me.

"You want him to fuck me, don't you, Tyler?" she said.

"I do," I said, and I said it with confidence. Because I knew that's exactly what I wanted.

"Do you hear Tyler?" she asked, turning around and looking at Brian again. "I know you think you're the big bad man here, that you're the better salesman or something, but you're definitely not the better fuck."

She said it like it was almost a challenge. Brian's eyes narrowed as he stared down at her. He definitely seemed to be taking that as a challenge. He looked over at me and scowled.

Meanwhile, all I could do was hold my breath as I watched the transgression taking place, another man's cock buried in her. Would he realize she'd just admitted I was the better fuck? Or would he think she was just saying that to get him riled up?

Whatever it was, it finally seemed to push him over the edge. He let out a roar and pulled back, then slammed inside her. He started pounding into her again and again, and he reached out and grabbed her ponytail with one hand as he held onto her with his other hand.

"I'm going to fuck you better than your stupid boyfriend is ever going to be able to fuck you," he said.

"I don't think you will," Rachel said, still taunting him. She looked over at me with a smile that said she was enjoying every moment of taunting him as well.

Hell, I was loving every minute of it. I wanted nothing more than to just sit and watch them doing this for all of eternity. But I didn't think that was going to be possible.

Brian was really moving now. Thrusting into her again and again. Filling her with his cock again and again. Her tits were bouncing, and she started to let out moans again. They were louder than anything she'd done earlier when she was dry humping him.

But of course that made sense. He was really fucking her now. He seemed to be really into it, and he seemed to have forgotten all of his worries about coming too quickly. It was almost like her taunting him had fixed his little premature problem.

"Oh yeah, you're getting there," she said, leaning down and thrusting back to meet him. "You're so close. You've almost got it, Brian. I'm so close. Are you going to give it to me?"

"I'm going to fucking give it to you better than he ever could," Brian growled, slamming into her. And then finally she threw her head back and started yelling.

"That's it, fuck me," she said. "Fuck me!”

He stared down at her, and then his premature problem seemed to come back with a vengeance. He let out a roar as he buried himself inside my girlfriend one final time. That roar seemed to go on and on as he held himself there, his cock twitching, his balls twitching, his body seeming to lose it as he held himself there. I knew what was happening. His cock was filling her with his love juice.

Holy fucking shit, that was incredible.

I could only stare at what had just happened between him and Rachel. I could scarcely believe he'd actually gone through with it. That it had actually happened.

He pulled off of her. I stared in between her legs. Some of his come started to leak out.

I blinked. We hadn't even used a goddamn condom when he was fucking her. What kind of dumbass lets another man fuck his girlfriend in the first place? And on top of that, what kind of total absolute dipshit doesn't say anything about a condom?

I wondered if he even had them. If he was fucking around here, then there was a chance he had condoms. He probably didn't want to have any lingering surprises left over from one of his visits out to one of these stores, after all.

As I stared at his come leaking out of her, I felt something come over me. Her freshly fucked pussy was a sight to behold, and I let out a growl as I threw myself at the bed, trying to undo my khaki pants.

I didn't even bother to take off my shirt. What was the point? I needed to get my dick inside my girlfriend, and I needed to do it now. So I stumbled and jumped around on one foot as my belt rattled, and my pants came down.

Meanwhile, Brian stared at me. He cocked his head to the side, and smiled one of those cocky smiles.

There was none of the friendly smile that had been there before back when he was trying to act like he was our friend and everything was totally on the up and up, and why didn't I just let him fuck my girlfriend? Why didn't I just let him get his dick inside her and see how everything worked out?

It had worked out to the point that now I was standing here hopping on one foot as my pants finally fell down around my ankles, and then I tripped and fell forward.

I let out a yell as I fell. My hands and arms cartwheeled as I tried to balance myself. I was going to face plant on…

I face planted, but I was close enough to the bed that I face planted on the mattress. I looked up. Rachel was staring down at me. She blinked those pretty eyes of hers a couple of times as she looked at me. Then the faintest hint of a smile turned up the corner of her mouth as well.

Good goddamn, was she hot. I don't think I'd ever seen her hotter than she was now as I stared at her. Was it fucked up that I never thought she was hotter than after she'd been fucked by another man? Probably, but I didn't give a damn.

I pulled myself up and over, and I quickly positioned myself at her entrance. I didn't even care that another man's come was leaking out of her. If I was being honest, the fact that another man's come was leaking out of her was one of the selling points in that moment.

I buried myself inside her. She was so wet. So ready to go. It was almost like there was already some lubrication.

But of course there was already some lubrication, wasn't there? Another man's come was in her pussy. I started thrusting inside her.

I didn't care about what was causing that lubrication. All I cared about was that I needed to fuck her. I needed to fill her. I needed to reclaim her.

So I pounded my cock into her again and again. I slammed into her over and over. I was a man possessed. I let out a growl as I plunged my cock into her. As I imagined my own sperm filling her pussy and out-competing that asshole's.

She was my girlfriend, damn it. I was going to make her mine again. I don't even know if that made any fucking sense, but it was so goddamn hot I couldn't stop thinking about it.

So I plunged into her over and over, letting out a growl. She had her eyes squeezed shut as her head tossed back and forth. She bit her lip and let out quiet squeaks every time I filled her, but those squeaks quickly turned to moans as she stared up at me.

"Holy shit," I heard Brian say, but I didn't care about him. All I cared about was fucking Rachel. Reclaiming her.

Those moans quickly turned into deep things. Her breath came in ragged gasps. Like she was trying to hold onto some semblance of reality, but she was having a hard time with it.

“Come for me," I said. I wasn't sure where that came from, just that it was something that hit me in the moment. Something I needed to do in front of Brian.

"What was that, baby?" she asked, squeezing her eyes shut and tossing her head from side to side.

"You heard me," I growled. "I need you to come for me. I need you to come for me now."

"Oh fuck yes," she said.

"You like when I fuck you, don't you?" I asked, looking over at Brian.

Now it was my turn to hit him with a challenging stare. It was my turn to hit him with a cocky grin. To let him know he wasn’t the one who was in control here. He never had been.

"Oh, fuck me, baby. You're so good. I don't know why I waited so long."

I turned back to her. Part of me was annoyed that we'd waited so long to do all of this, but that part of me wasn't nearly as strong as the part of me that just wanted to fuck her.

"I'm better than him, aren't I?" I asked.

"That's rich," Brian said, snorting from the other side of the room. He stood there looking ridiculous with his cock flopping out as he watched me fucking my girlfriend with his arms crossed.

"You're so much better than him," she hissed. "That's why I let you fuck me first."

"Wait, what the fuck are you talking about?" Brian asked.

But I didn't care about anything he was saying. All I cared about was how good it felt burying my cock inside her one final moment, and then I was exploding in her. Blowing load after load inside her. Filling her pussy with my own sperm, and reclaiming her totally and completely.

I let out a groan of my own, goosebumps rising all up and down my body. The same was happening with Rachel as she tossed her head from side to side, squeezing her own eyes shut, and biting her lip as she moaned over and over. As her stomach twitched. As her hips bounced under my limitless fucking. As everything was turned up to eleven and then some, and I continued pumping my sperm deep inside her to challenge Brian’s.

Holy fuck.
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Ilost track of exactly how long I held myself inside her. I just knew that I wanted to be in there forever. Inside that warm wetness. Inside my girlfriend. Inside Rachel.

I leaned down and I kissed her. Our mouths opened to one another. Her tongue swirled around my own as her mouth invaded mine, and I felt lightheaded as we made out for a little while.

Only for a little while though, because I still had to turn over to Brian and make sure he knew he'd lost.

So I pulled away from the kiss. I looked down at Rachel again, and I hit her with a smile. She stared up at me, her chest still rising and falling. Though it wasn't nearly as intense as just a few moments ago when her tits had been bouncing every time I buried my cock inside her.

"Was it good for you?" I asked, smiling down at her.

She licked her lips. She looked up at me, and then over to Brian. Then she hit me with a grin.

"It was so good, baby," she said, leaning up and kissing me again, which also had her tits pressing up against my body.

That was something I was never going to get tired of. I fucking loved feeling her body pressing against mine. I felt a touch lightheaded as I enjoyed the moment. Then I finally rolled off of her, pulling my cock out of her and staring up at the hotel ceiling.

"That was intense," I said, reaching out and touching her hand. She seemed to realize what I was going for, and she intertwined her fingers with mine. I turned to face her. Taking in her beauty. Looking at the flush from her chest. The way her hard nipples pressed out. The way she was breathing heavily as she came down from the impossible high.

"That was a lot of fun," she said, looking at me and biting her lip.

Her eyes darted over to Brian. He was still over on the other side of the room. His arms were crossed. His cock was flapping in the breeze, and he was staring at the two of us like he didn't know what the fuck had just happened.

Only he wouldn't see her eyes darting over to look at him. No, all he could see was the backside of her head and probably the curve of her ass. Honestly, he was being treated to one hell of a view as he looked at my girlfriend. I knew she was one hell of a view, and I enjoyed the idea of another man enjoying that view.

I didn't know why that was a turn-on for me. I just knew that it was. That I couldn't get the thought out of my head.

"What the fuck is going on here?" Brian finally said.

"So are we going to do this again?" she asked.

"Oh, hell yes," I said, thinking about everything that had happened between us. Thinking about how I needed something like this to happen again.

"Is what going to happen again?" Brian asked. "Does one of you want to please tell me what the fuck is happening here?"

"Are we going to do it with him?" I asked, my eyes darting across the room to Brian. I'll be honest. I kind of liked the idea of treating him like he was a nobody. Like he didn't matter. It was fun watching him losing his shit as he came to the dawning realization that he really didn't matter. That he'd been nothing more than a glorified sex toy that we used in our own sex life.

Maybe it wasn't much of a sex life. Maybe that sex life hadn't been going on for very long, but it was still our sex life, damn it.

"I don't know about that," she said, shaking her head. "Why, do you want to try with him again?"

"I don't know," I said with a shrug. "I think that depends a lot on how he acts and how we did on our evaluation."

"Would somebody please talk to me, damn it?" he said, and it came out more as a plaintive whine this time around. He was totally broken.

I finally turned my attention to him.

"Your life must really suck,” I finally said.

He blinked. I think of all the things he expected me to say in that moment, that was probably pretty far down the list.

"What the fuck are you talking about, you loser? I just fucked your girlfriend."

"Yeah, you totally did," I said.

"So how do you pity my life when I'm the one who just dicked down your girl? And what the fuck was that with the two of you just now? What the fuck are you talking about?"

"I mean, you might’ve just dicked down with my girl," I said with a shrug, "But it was because I wanted it to happen."

"You what?" he said. He laughed and shook his head. "That's impossible."

"What makes you think it's impossible?" I asked.

"What kind of a dickless idiot wants to watch another guy fucking his girlfriend?" he asked.

"I mean, I think I’ve proved I’m hardly a dickless idiot," I said, grinning at him. "And I'm the kind of guy who wants to watch someone fucking my girlfriend apparently. I guess I have you to thank for helping me figure that one out, and for making it a reality."

He stared between the two of us. His eyes darted to Rachel. It was kind of funny. It was almost the same kind of incredulous look he'd given her back when we first met in the television department. Back when he couldn't believe she was my girlfriend.

Not that I could fault him for thinking like that back then. She had been my girlfriend in name only back then. It took him shaking things up for the two of us to finally get intimate.

"Are you fucking serious about this right now?" he said, looking at Rachel.

She did a slow and leisurely stretch. It showed off all of her body. I could only stare, my own mouth falling open as I enjoyed the view. I also got the enjoyment of watching Brian's mouth fall open, his eyes going wide.

"Why wouldn't I enjoy it?" she finally asked. "I mean, I get my wonderful boyfriend, who it turns out is a pretty good lay, and on top of that I get to enjoy other men from time to time. I’d be a fucking idiot not to take him up on that offer."

"I can't fucking believe this," he said, still shaking his head. Still looking utterly surprised that we were doing this.

"Maybe you can't fucking believe it," she said with a shrug, "But it's a fucking thing."

He paused for a moment, looking us over. His eyes ran up and down Rachel's body, and there seemed to be a little bit of hope there.

"So wait a second. Does that mean maybe you'd be willing to do something like this again?"

She looked over at him and arched an eyebrow. Then she looked over to me.

"I suppose that all depends.”

“On what?" he asked.

"On what my boyfriend thinks about us doing this again."

I looked down at her, then I looked up at him. I thought about how hot it had been watching her fucking him.

"So how did we do on our evaluation?" I asked, realizing we’d totally turned this around and we totally had the upper hand now.

"What the fuck are you talking about?" he asked.

"Our evaluation," I said. "How did we do on it?"

"As far as I'm concerned, you two did amazing. You're the best workers I have in the store."

"Good," I said, grinning at him.

"Are you sure that's good enough?" Rachel said.

"Are you also going to get off our fucking backs and stop pulling all this bullshit where you act like an asshole?"

"I mean, I can't promise I'm going to do that with everyone in the store. But as far as I'm concerned, we just became the best of fucking friends."

A grin was back on his face, but for a surprise it was a grin that didn't hold any sort of double meaning. There was none of that confidence there. I didn't get the sense that he was only smiling like that because he was trying to get into Rachel's pants.

No, it was a smile that said he was being all nice and friendly with us, though I was well aware he was only being nice and friendly with us for now. He could still be a snake in the grass the moment he decided he didn't want to get into Rachel's pants.

Though as I looked at Rachel, as I took in her body from the top of her red hair to her beautiful face, to those amazing tits, and down to her flat stomach and the swell of her pussy, and her long legs. Well, I didn't think there was a man in the world who wouldn't be interested in getting with her.

"So what do you think?" I asked Rachel.

She tapped a finger against her lips like she was seriously thinking it, which surprised me. I thought she had a pretty good time. Like, I didn't feel like I was inadequate compared to him at all, but at the same time I was also well aware that he was more muscular than me. Plus all that stuff she'd just said about being able to fuck other guys while she was still with me was bouncing around in my head.

Was that the only reason she was interested in me? Was that the only thing that was keeping her with me? It was something I was going to have to ask her about, but I was going to have to ask her about it later.

Because right now, as I stared at her, as I thought over everything we'd just done...

Well, I knew I’d never been more in love with a woman than I was right now staring at her, and I couldn't wait to do this again.

"Yeah, I suppose we could do this," she finally said with a grin, leaning forward to kiss me.

"Like, right now?" Brian asked, looking between the two of us. He looked so hopeful that it was ridiculous. It would've been funny if he didn't look so pathetic in that moment.

Again I looked at Rachel and she looked at me.

"Yeah, I think right now sounds like it would be a good time," she said. "If that's okay with you, of course."

I was surprised she was asking me, but I also wasn't going to take it for granted. If we were going to do this, then it would be important that we were communicating with each other. That we were always on the same page.

So I nodded.

"Yeah, I think we could have a little more fun. As long as the boss doesn't mind that the two of us are skipping out on work to have a little hanky-panky on the clock."

"As far as I'm concerned, the two of you can do whatever the fuck you want on the clock as long as I get to keep fucking Rachel while I'm here," he said, grinning and walking towards the bed.

Oh yeah. This whole thing was working out way better than I ever could've hoped when it started. Was it fucked up? Definitely. Was it fun? Also yes. And was it going to be even more fun exploring all of this with Rachel and figuring out our boundaries?

Damn straight. So I could only stare as he climbed up onto the bed and we got ready for yet another round.

But that was a story for another time.
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