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Dedication

To everyone who helped me write this. Especially my husband who encouraged me to explore my fantasies in print.


Book 1 – Becoming A Perk




Chapter 1

The garage door took an age to open once I’d triggered it. Watching it slide up at its glacial pace only increased my frustration. I could see my knuckles turning white on the steering wheel, and I forced myself to relax. It wouldn’t do to leave permanent finger grooves on the soft leather of the bespoke wheel – not if, as I suspected, I’d have to sell my pride and joy.

I let out a low sigh. My car wasn’t the only thing I’d have to sell, starting with the house with the excruciatingly slow garage door opener. On any other day, I’d have made a mental note to call out a repair man, but not today. Today I had a much bigger fish to fry. Me.

As I pulled into the garage and put the car in park, the inner door from the kitchen to the garage opened, and Denise looked at me in shock. I was two hours earlier than my regular quitting time and never left the office for at least an hour after that. Working late was a habit everyone fell into in the finance sector. Working for a prestigious broker only increased the pressure to put in the hard graft and the long hours. I raised one hand and waved, and forced a smile. Her surprise was still obvious, but she smiled back and disappeared into the kitchen, letting the door swing closed behind her.

I knew she’d have sussed there was something wrong. I doubted my smile had been believed. As the door rattled closed much faster than it had opened, I grabbed my briefcase from the passenger seat and exited the car. The chains from the motorized opener rattled and banged. Something was obviously wrong with the mechanism, although it seemed okay this morning. Shaking my head at the shoddy workmanship, I made my way over to the internal door. With the handle in my hand, I paused for a second and took a deep breath. She’d know something was wrong, so there was little point in pasting on another fake smile—the first one had been to stop her from coming up to me in the car. The last place I wanted to discuss things with my wife was in the garage—it was in no way sound proof, and I didn’t want the neighbors overhearing.

Opening the door, she was standing at the coffee machine, not six feet away, filling two cups, just as I’d thought she would be.

“You’re home early? What’s up? You’re never home early.”

Shit! This was going to be difficult.

Denise was more than just adorable. She was breathtaking. Okay, I’m biased, but most men’s reactions are the same—she turns heads whenever she walks into a room. Young, tall, slim, blonde, blue eyes, every part of the package was just awesome. Right down to her slightly too-large bust for her frame and the perfect round butt she kept taut at the gym five times a week. Her smile was bright, and as usual, it lit up the entire room. I’d been astounded when she’d said yes to a date, and even more so when she’d said yes when I proposed six months later. Now, two years after our marriage, I was even more in awe of her.

“Tell you in a min, baby. Let me ditch my jacket and tie, okay?”

She smiled and nodded. This was part of my normal routine. Home, park, jacket off, tie off, and coffee. Only once I’d settled into the de-stressing routine would she ask questions about my day or answer questions from me about hers.

I dropped the jacket over the back of a chair in the dining room and added the tie. My briefcase was thrust inside the doorway to my home office. I didn’t think she noticed the glare I gave it as its contents were a mortal enemy—which, in many ways, they were. Steve had let me pick up my briefcase from my desk and put the folders inside, but that was all. From the moment I left his office, I wasn’t allowed to speak to anyone or touch anything.

Undoing the top two buttons on my shirt, I took a seat at the breakfast bar. Denise pushed my coffee cup over to me and took a seat opposite. I couldn’t fail to notice the way she leaned forward, her arms crossed below her breasts to push them up and out. Her low-cut top gave more than a hint of cleavage, a sure sign she felt frisky. I somehow doubted she’d feel that way later.

My dour expression, in the face of her smile and blatant attempt to seduce me, which normally worked, was enough to trigger her questions first.

“Talk to me, Justin. Enough with the silence already. I might not be able to read you like a book, but the title is obvious. Trouble with a capital T. Spill.”

I said she was beautiful but neglected to mention she was as sharp as a pin and highly intelligent. In fact, during her freshman year at college, if anyone asked her for a date—and a lot of guys did, the first question she asked was their GPA. She turned them down if their grade point average wasn’t three-point-nine or higher. She’d log into the uni computer system and check if they answered that high. If they lied, they were toast. If they were telling the truth, she’d say, “I’m not sure. Ask me tomorrow.”

She’d told me all this one slightly drunken evening when we were getting serious and swapping sexual history anecdotes. I knew the rest of the story, how she’d had to drop out, despite her own three-point-nine average, due to a family fire that killed her mother and left her father scarred and crippled.

Now that force of intellect, that penetrating gaze, was turned on me.

“I don’t know how to tell you this.”

“Tell me what?” Stop it. You’re so infuriating when you do this.”

“I got canned today.”

“Canned? You mean…”

“Yeah, terminated, fired, canned, call it what you will. I don’t have a job to go to in the morning.” I forced a smile. “Which means I get to stay home with you for the next year.”

“Fired, what for?”

I shrugged again. “Who knows, they haven’t told me. I’m just out the door without a thank you and, as of now, on gardening leave for the next year.”

“Why?”

I rolled my eyes. She knew the answer but either had forgotten or was trying to keep me talking. From the look in her eyes, it was the latter.

“Because of the clause in my contract. Works either way. If you leave, you cannot take another job in the sector for twelve months. If they fire you, you get that twelve months paid and the same restriction. Suppose I want to go toss burgers for a living. In that case, they don’t care, but no financial services, insurance services, banking, broking, nada.”

“They’re happy to pay you to sit on your hands for twelve months? I’d like to see the check for that.”

“You can, baby. The check’s in my briefcase.”

“Fuck!” She stared at me open-mouthed. My mouth dropped open too—she never swore, other than dirty talk in the bedroom, which she confined to the bedroom. She didn’t like me swearing either, so over the last couple of years, I’d started to be more circumspect, which tended to mean swearing under my breath.

Anyway, the unexpected expletive started a snort out of me, and she shook her head.

“Is that it? Fourteen years you’ve been there, right?”

I nodded.

“And out the door, you go, just like that. A year’s salary, a reference, and bye-bye.”

I shook my head. “No reference.”

“What? They can’t fucking do that!” she’d dropped the f-bomb for the second time in two minutes, another surprise. I could see she’d got her anger up and running. I was just glad it wasn’t me she was aiming at. That’s another thing I didn’t say about Denise—she has a temper a bit like a hurricane piggybacking on top of a tornado.

“They can, they have, and they did. I’m out, nada, zip. When I start applying for jobs in twelve months, I won’t be able to hawk a reference around with my resume. Seeing as I’ve worked with them since college, bang, my career is toast.”

“Oh, honey…”

She was off her stool, round the end of the breakfast bar, hugging me from behind before I could say anything more. I could feel her breasts pressing against my back as she pulled me tight. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She’d been up for some early evening sex. That was for sure. Despite my predicament, my cock started to thicken at the thought.

“Any chance of appeal?”

I tried to turn my head, but she caught my earlobe in her teeth and effectively pinned me in place. As a consequence, I sat still. She laughed and let go of my ear, dropping her head onto my shoulder and nuzzling at my neck above my collar.

“None. That contract is watertight, and I couldn’t afford a lawyer good enough to come up against them. They’ve got the varsity working for them, the fucking crème de la crème of the legal profession.”

She let go of me and returned to her side of the breakfast bar, reaching for her coffee again. Quality coffee is an addiction we both shared.

“Sum it up for me, honey. What does it mean?”

“I’ve done the sums as I drove home. Quick journey—no traffic this early.”

She smiled but kept staring.

“Look, it means one thing. We can’t afford this house, our cars, this lifestyle. We have to sell and move somewhere smaller and affordable.”

“And if you get a job doing something else, I don’t mean flipping burgers.”

“It’ll postpone judgment day. Nothing more.”

“And if I got a job?”

“The same.” I could see her eyes narrow. She’d mentioned a word that triggered my thoughts about what lay in the second folder in my case. I’d tried to remain passive, not give anything away. Still, it was like when we played poker with each other—for clothes and then favors, not for money, she knew when I was bluffing. She’d never tell me what my cute tell was, but I’d obviously given it just then. For a very different reason.

“So we make cutbacks…”

“It’s gotta be more than cutbacks, baby. Sorry.” I choked back a sob as she watched me. “I wish I could…”

The words wouldn’t come out. I had a lump the size of an egg in my throat. I found it difficult to grab and hide behind my coffee cup.

I wish I could just bomb the fucking place and watch them all burn in hell.” She jumped down again and grabbed my free hand. “Come on, den, now. We’re going to talk in there, not here.”

Although the house was quite open plan, there were two rooms shut off from the rest of the house. My small home office on the side of the house and the large room we’d converted into a den at the back. Everywhere in the house was visible through the picture windows at the front, except those two rooms. She wanted privacy, and I wasn’t quite sure why.  I had two reasons in my head: her wanting to knock my head off for being stupid enough to waste the last fourteen years of my life. The other was a far more sexual reason, but I forced that one down—wishful thinking, perhaps. She might have been up for some fun a few minutes ago, but not now, not after the shattering news I’d just delivered.


Chapter 2

I’m not sure Justin realized I knew he was concealing something, but I could read him well enough on that. He’d said his job was gone, but he was keeping something back. I closed my eyes briefly and prayed it wasn’t something worse. All sorts of things whirled around in my head. From him being investigated by the SEC to him being led away in handcuffs because he’d defrauded the company of millions of dollars and they’d finally caught him.

In a slightly illogical, even deranged way, I wanted to hide him, so I could convince the police and the FBI that he wasn’t home, hadn’t come home, and I didn’t know where he was. I knew that thought was stupid, a cursory search would find him, but I felt I had to do something.

I grabbed the coffee cup from his hand and pointed him at the couch. “Sit.”

Justin was the go-getter in the house, the uncontested boss of what was done, what was spent, and often what or where we ate. There was only one place that wasn’t true—in the bedroom. There, I was dominant compared to my ever so slightly submissive husband. It suited us both. I don’t mean the whips and chains thing. I mean, I took the lead. Now, though, he did as I said, telling me there was something up.

We worked well together, me looking after the home and doing a little trading on the side, which yielded a couple of thousand dollars every quarter, but nothing more. We had separate computers, too. No way he could be charged with insider dealing. He didn’t even give me advice. He just helped me make sure my tax returns were accurate.

Maybe it was the IRS investigating him?

I had to stop building these fantasy bad-case scenarios in my head. Stop it, Denise, stop it!

I perched on the front edge of the chair opposite and leaned forward. I knew my breasts fell forward since I’d deliberately ditched the bra at lunchtime. I hated the strap marks when naked, so it wasn’t uncommon. Justin never had any issues with the lines—once I was topless, his eyes zeroed in on my nipples, and he was mine.

“Right, spill.”

“I’ve told it all to you.”

“Which is it? FBI? Police? SEC? IRS?”

“Jeez, Denise, dial it back, baby. I’ve done nothing wrong. As far as I’m aware, none of the above are coming after me.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. This time around, his face was guileless. That tiny nervous twitch of his ear, the tell he was so unaware of, wasn’t there. Justin was, at least, telling me the truth as he knew it.

“Okay, but there is something else, isn’t there?”

He took another gulp of his coffee and then sighed. I could even see the moment he decided to come clean.

“Yeah.”

“And?”

“They offered me another job.”

“They did? So why are you so worked up? You turned it down?”

“Yeah.”

“What was the job? Head honcho in Jeddah or Anchorage?”

He shook his head.

“No, junior VP, in charge of brokerage.”

I stared at him open-mouthed. If his earlier pronouncement had shocked me, this one stunned me. That was the job he’d been after for the last year. It was only one step from there to a position on the full board. I might be biased, but my husband was good enough for that, and he’d probably been ready for it for a couple of years longer than that.

“Why… Why did you turn it down?”

“Why do you fucking think I turned it down? The conditions attached to the offer were so unacceptable they defy belief.”

“What conditions, honey?” Despite his outburst, I tried to keep my voice level, but it wasn’t easy.

“Let me put it this way, honey. Of the last three junior VPs, only Steve is now on the board. The other two are divorced, and both of them are on their way out. Hence the vacancy.”

“Well, I know it’s a stressful job, but divorce? They can’t be linked.”

He rolled his eyes. “It’s not the stress bit.”

“Then what is it. Will you please stop making me drag this out of you, piece by tiny piece.”

All the fight seemed to sag out of him.

“That job comes with a major condition, one I’m not prepared to agree to.”

“And that position is.”

“A new executive secretary for the board. She’d be paid fifty k a year and be given a company car.”

“Why would someone else getting such a nice job be a problem?”

He sighed. “Because you would be the one getting the job.”

“Me? Why me?”

“Because you’re qualified for it.”

“What do you mean, qualified? I peck at a keyboard because I can’t type. I get flustered using a phone and can’t take dictation. I never learned shorthand.”

“Baby, that doesn’t matter. I utterly guarantee you’d never be typing a memo, never take a phone call on their behalf, and the only dictation you take would be horizontal.”

I knew I was frowning, but that didn’t make sense. “How do you take dictation when you’re lying on your back…?”

My voice tailed off as I put the pieces together.

“That’s right, baby. You just twigged it. If I take the job, then they get their prize—you. Any way they want you, although there are certain provisions and safeguards.”

“They expect me to put out to get you the job? No, wait, they’d be paying me, so they expect me to whore for them?” I took a deep breath and tried to calm down. This was a ridiculous conversation, it couldn’t be happening, but he was sitting there looking straight at me, as solemn and stern as he could be. It wasn’t a gag nor an elaborate prank. Everything about him said he was deadly serious. They really had made such an offer to him.

“That’s why I turned them down flat. I wouldn't have told you if you’d left it alone.”

I couldn’t believe it. My husband had just walked away from his job and career to save me the embarrassment of hearing what he’d just said.

His thoughtful nature and genuine kindness had won my heart on our first date, and now he was winning it again. I think my heart had teeth marks on it. It was beating fast. I couldn’t explode at the degradation implied in his words. He’d sacrificed his career to stop that. He’d stirred something in me by making such a sacrifice.

Uncurling my legs, I was on my feet, across the room, and straddling him as I dropped into his lap. He put his hands on my waist to steady me as I started scattering tiny kisses all over his face.

“Wha…?”

“Ssh…” I silenced him with a kiss, a long meeting of mouths, lips, and tongues that he opened up to after a little physical persuasion. The time-honored method of terminating a conversation was always a good one.

When I came up for air, I could tell I was getting turned on. Maybe it was his kindness or the fact these men, his bosses, wanted me.

“You didn’t answer my question, honey.”

“Which one?”

“Why am I qualified for the job?”

He rolled his eyes again, but this time, he was smiling.

“Sometimes I don’t think you realize just how beautiful you really are. I don’t think you notice that at parties, every man there talks to your tits and not your face.”

I thumped him on the arm. “Of course, I notice.”

“Well, you got noticed. Big time. Guess you shouldn’t have worn that red silk dress to the Xmas party without underwear.”

Now I blushed. That dress still hung in my closet. I hadn’t dared wear it since. Halter neck and backless, there wasn’t a bra made that would fit underneath it. The front neckline plunged from my neck to below my breasts. The moment the air cooled, my nipples hardened, and they showed up as two large bumps in the front of the dress. Lower down, it fitted tightly around my waist and hips, almost to the point that it flowed inward as my stomach curved toward my mound. The skirt was long, as befitted the wife of a senior broker, but the side split ran almost to the level of my crotch. I couldn’t wear panties under it—a visible panty line was a big no-no. Even my garter belt and garter snaps showed as bumps on the fabric. That didn’t matter. That was sexy. Every time I moved, especially when I danced, the split opened up to show an inordinate amount of bare thigh above my stocking top. Now I thought about it, almost all the senior staff had danced with me. Many of the junior staff had asked, but I’d said no to most of them. They’d been the ones I didn’t trust not to get a bit handsy with me. The older men were secure in their power and didn’t need to be crass. I hadn’t wanted to be the center of a scene and screw my husband’s chances of promotion. Now he was saying the job could only be his if I screwed for it. Apparently, I’d been worried about the wrong kind of sharks.

“So, let me get this straight. This promotion would be worth…?”

He sighed. “About seventy k a year extra. Plus, the same in my 401. Brand new Beemer.”

“Any other perks?”

“Gold standard health care. Access to the company lawyers for anything, no questions asked.”

She chuckled. “Including divorce.”

He nodded, his face serious. “That’s what happened with Trev and Phil. Their wives said yes and then pulled out of the deal. It ended in divorce, although the wives were looked after to keep things quiet. Only Steve and his wife stuck it out for three years until he was promoted. The arrangement stops when you join the main board.”

I nodded. I’d already worked that one out. “Hang on, Alison? She did this for three years?”

He nodded. “Yeah, surprising, isn’t it?”

“So, how long before you make the full board?”

“Only a year.”

“Why only a year?”

“Because Frank Wiseman retires then. The only people who can be promoted to the full board have to remain married throughout their time as a VP and still be married at the point of promotion. The salary, car, and perks continue even though the wife doesn’t put out anymore.”

I immediately saw another flaw in what he was saying. Without thinking, I went for the kill. “So, when you hit the full board, you get to screw around with the next junior VP’s wife? So the wife gets to be unfaithful for a while, then her husband gets to do the same until he fucking retires? In the meantime, she picks up a lot of hush money unless she divorces him?”

“That’s about the size of it, yeah.”

“That is so fucked up.”

“I know. That’s why I said no.”

“You are such a nice man. Hang on, Steve would expect to fuck me if you took the job?”

“Yeah.”

“And Alison would know. Damn it all, I’m having lunch with her tomorrow.”

“Yes, she’d know. And you’ll get a text taking a rain check on that lunch. Alison won’t get involved. She won’t answer any questions either. Steve made that clear.”

“But she’d know I was letting her husband fuck me?”

He nodded.

“I couldn’t face her. I’d be too embarrassed. And she did it for three years?”

“Apparently, yes. So Steve says.”

She shook her head. “This has got to be a prank. They’re having you on.”

“No honey, they’re not.”

“Why are you so sure?”

He took a deep breath. “Because they showed me several pictures. Alison fucking three of the board members. A much younger Marcie Daniels fucking someone else. Several others. They’ve all done it.”

“Fucking three men? At the same time?”

“No, not at the same time, although it did look like it was the same room, different times.” he shook his head again. It was getting to be a bit of an annoying habit with me sitting on his lap.

“So, not a gangbang, then? Hang on, you said pictures?”

“Yeah, a few, taken early on in the arrangement. It’s designed to keep the junior VPs in line. And their wives.”

“Fuck me!”

“That was their plan, and that’s why I turned it down.” He’d taken my expletive literally.

I leaned in close, my heart melting for him again. What he was saying was a shock, but it wasn’t his fault. Nor was it his fault as my brain buzzed into gear, playing with ideas of getting us out of this mess.

I needed a break to process the information he’d given me, and he needed a break from my relentless questioning. There was only one way I could think of to achieve that. His cock had been hard for quite some time. Mainly from the way I was sitting on top of him. My skirt had ridden up when I straddled him, so my panties were right against the front of his trousers. My nipples were hard too, and try as he might, Justin couldn’t help glancing down at them from time to time.

Leaning back a little, I reached down, crossed my arms, and pulled my top off, exposing my breasts. Moving forward, in I started to kiss him once more. A lot more urgency this time.


Chapter 3

It was difficult for me to process. I’d just poured out my woes to her, and she had suddenly pushed back a little and whipped her top off, exposing her naked breasts to me. She didn’t stop there, either, scooting her hips back so her hands could reach for my belt even while we kissed, and she pressed her naked breasts against the front of my shirt.

Dissatisfied with her progress, she broke the kiss and sat up straighter. She was like a woman possessed and very much turned on. When she was hot for sex, she had a couple of little tells. She’d catch her bottom lip in her teeth in a breathless way. Her tongue would be moving inside her mouth, side to side, pushing out first one cheek and the other. That movement seemed sensual, enticing even. I could imagine what it would feel like for my cock to be doing that… not that I needed to imagine. I could remember it. In fact, when I thought back about it, she’d done that on her second date. We’d only fucked on the first one, nothing oral—that had followed three days later when she’d met me at her door wearing just a smile.

I’d been hard for some time, the pressure of her hot pussy pushing against the front of my pants enough to get me erect and keep me there. She’d ripped my belt open and was starting on my flies, her lip between her teeth, a sly smile on her face, and that tongue moving around. I tried to be good, not to look down at those perfect sensual orbs so sensitive she could sometimes climax just by my touch on them. Only a small orgasm when that happened, she needed clitoral stimulation to feel the earth move, but any man likes to make his wife cum, right? I knew men were always looking at her chest, and I tried not to stare myself, especially in some of her tight or low-cut tops. Now, though, she was pretty well giving them to me. Despite the topic we were talking about.

She’d been happy to see me when I’d walked in, early or not. If I’d come home at my normal time, she’d have been climbing the walls to get into my pants or sneaking upstairs to use one of her toys. I knew I needed to stop thinking and start doing. My hands reached for and cupped her breasts, releasing a happy little sigh from her that turned into a moan as I squeezed the soft flesh. Her nipples were already hard, and I could feel them against my palms.

She had my flies open and was fishing inside my pants, trying to push my boxers down simultaneously. I dropped one hand to her waist and then around behind her back just for balance. She was sitting right on the ends of my knees. With my left hand, I moved my fingers to her nipple and started to rub around it, tracing tiny circles. She loved that, she always did, and she squealed in delight.

“Ah-ah!” Her cry of triumph showed she’d freed my cock from its confines, although I already knew that. She shuffled forward on my legs as her hand dipped to her crotch. She wasn’t going to bother to get undressed further. The skirt was around her waist, and she would pull her panties to the side.

I was getting going well by this stage, and I was eager to feel her hot wetness engulf me. I knew enough to let her set the pace, not to grab her and thrust into her with one powerful stroke. She was tight, and she usually needed to work me into her. She liked being on top too, and her straddling me on the couch or armchair was one of her favorites when we didn’t make it to bed first.

Lifting up, she slid forward and positioned herself over my end. She didn’t need the brace now, so I worked my hand between us, grabbing my cock and adjusting the angle so it would penetrate. My fingers pinched her nipple until her mouth opened in an o shape, and she expelled air with a whoomph that seemed to fill the room. Sliding my hand up my shaft, I first encountered her hand holding her panties to the side and then her hot pussy. It was hot and wet, a sure sign she really wanted this.

“Put it in. Just put it in.”

That surprised me. She usually took charge and did it herself. Her hand left her crotch, and both hands came to rest on my shoulders as she slid that last inch forward, and my fingers slid around in her slick folds. God, she was wet! I thought I’d explode when the end of my cock replaced my fingers, but I gritted my teeth and hung on, in the case of her right tit, literally hung on. She gasped and moaned, letting a sequence of noises escape her mouth as she breathlessly waited for the penetration.

My cock slipped between her outer folds, and I hissed as I felt her inner lips starting to open for me. I could feel her legs trembling against mine as I slid about another inch into her. She grunted and shook the hell out of me by relaxing her legs and sinking straight down, engulfing my entire length. It could often take a couple of minutes to get there, and she’d forced it to happen in a single thrust. If I’d tried doing that myself, I suspect I’d have ended up in a heap on the floor and sleeping in the spare room for a week.

I watched the play of emotion across her face, a grimace of pain, and then a smile at accomplishing what she’d wanted. Then she dropped her head back, her eyes rolling into her head as she came. One thrust, and she was cumming. Her pussy tightened around my cock, gripping me, holding me in place. Her stomach expanded and contracted against me as her diaphragm jerked around. Her breasts bobbed up and down, or her left one did, as I still had a finger grip on her right nipple. Incoherent sounds tumbled from her mouth as the orgasm tore through her. It wasn’t an unfamiliar sight, but it was still an incredible one I’d never tire of.

A stray thought, a very twisted one, hit me. Was she this turned on because she was thinking of the eight powerful executives who’d be fucking her if I’d gone ahead with the deal? I tried to close my eyes to shut out that image, even as Denise pressed her lips against mine and started to kiss me. Her butt was moving, sliding up and then down as she resumed control of our love-making and started to fuck herself on me. I flexed my hips in time with her, adding more impetus to each penetration. She mewled into my mouth and gasped as she threw her head back again.

I closed my eyes once more, which proved to be a mistake. Images played in my head, nasty images, dirty ones, not even fantasies unless they were of the grotesque kind. My wife, spread-eagled on the boardroom table, naked except for her stockings and heels. Her clothes strewn around the room. Her bra lazily turned on the center ceiling fan above the table, caught on one of the blades by the shoulder strap. She’d thrown it up there as she’d stripped for them, and now she was lying back as each of the men started to crowd around her, touch her, grope her pussy, pull on her nipples. They were being rough, far rougher than I ever was, and she loved it, her body bucking as she came just from them touching her.

I groaned, opening my eyes to kill the horrible vision. This was my wife, not some floozy paid by the hour to perform for a group of men. My incredible, beautiful, sexy wife who was currently fucking herself on my erection with a casual abandon that was as endearing as it was arousing.

I could see her o face forming, knew she was about to cum again as she started to speed up. I brought both hands back to her breasts, my fingers trapping and squeezing her tight nipples. She moaned and then stiffened on my lap as that second orgasm tore through her, and she stopped moving for almost a whole minute while she let it sweep through. Her head came back upright, and she stared straight into my eyes.

“Your turn, honey. You want to continue, or do you want my mouth.”

“Mouth.” I managed to gasp, knowing she wanted me to say that too. If there was one thing she loved more than giving me oral, it was giving me oral when I’d just fucked her. She was sexually adventurous enough to enjoy the taste of her own fluids. No, belay that. She was sexually adventurous, full stop.

She lifted off me, her pussy making a soft plopping sound as I fell out of her. Swarming back off my lap, she dropped to her knees as I parted my legs to give her space. Her hand came up to grasp the base of my cock, and her head plunged down. She engulfed the first couple of inches of my cock into her mouth and sucked hard. She moaned around the obstruction in her mouth as she moved her tongue against it and tasted her juices. I was leaking pre-cum, too, so my taste mingled with her nectar. She didn’t care. She just took another inch and then another into her mouth. Her chin hit the hand wrapped around the base of it, and then she took her hand away and went even lower. The tip of my cock touched the back of her throat, and she gagged but didn’t pull off. Denise was like a woman possessed, as if she needed my orgasm to sustain her. Her other hand had dipped out of my sight line. From the way her whole body seemed to be jerking, I was sure she was fingering, even finger-fucking herself, as she lifted up off my cock and gasped for air.

“I’m not going to last, baby.”

“Good.” She dropped back down again, this time only taking the first inch or so into her mouth, her lips sealing behind the ridge. This left her tongue free to play with the tip, and she quickly found the tiny opening right at the end. I groaned as she teased at it, licking and flicking at it with her incredible tongue.

She knew that would send me over the edge, and as usual, she was right. I grabbed her head to hold her in place. I certainly wasn’t going to push down. I’d done that once, and she’d threatened to walk out there and then. I’d learned a lesson, for sure. I could feel tingling all over my cock and balls, and I started to bounce my hips, just thrusting a little. Her head moved with me, making sure that when I came, my cum would coat her tongue so she could taste it properly. Another groan, and my cock was expanding. Her body started to jerk faster as she finger-fucked herself as fast as possible. Denise was being greedy, searching for that third orgasm even as I came. My first spurt sprayed out of the end of my cock, and then another and another. She squealed around it and stiffened as her own climax roared through her. Her movements slowed, and I let go of her head as my cock stopped spurting into her mouth. A few seconds later, she opened her mouth a little and pulled off, then quickly closed her mouth again to avoid losing any of that sperm. She sank back away from me, her breasts jiggling as she moved. Squatting back onto her haunches, she seemed double-jointed as she rearranged the position of her legs until she was sitting back on the carpet rather than her own heels.

Denise looked up at me, mischief lighting her eyes as she smiled. She opened her mouth to show me the layer of white cum coating her tongue and pooling below it. She closed her mouth again and gave me that sly smile once again. I watched her throat move as she swallowed theatrically, once twice and then again. With that sultry look on her face, she opened her mouth to show the cum had gone. It was a move straight out of a porn movie, but Denise didn’t care about that. She’d wanted what she got, and I’d been just as happy to deliver.

Rising to her feet, she strolled out of the archway back into the main body of the house, seemingly unconcerned about her topless state. I knew she was heading for the downstairs cloak for clean-up and knew better than to follow her. It was another of her little eccentricities. She hated me seeing her brushing her teeth or using mouthwash. I have no idea why. We weren’t even pee shy with each other, one of us often using the toilet while the other was in the shower. We didn’t go in for water sports, but we weren’t shy except for Denise cleaning her teeth or mouth. There again, why would I care—who cares? I just got laid.


Chapter 4

I’d actually forgotten that I was topless as I headed for the cloakroom to rinse the taste of him out of my mouth and, incidentally, clean off my own gunk from my hand. I was a little put out that Justin hadn’t reminded me that I’d slipped my tee off. There I was, wandering around the downstairs of the house, topless, in full view of the picture windows at the front of the house.

I almost dived through the door into the smallest room and spent a couple of minutes on clean-up. Deciding I was at least presentable now, I opened the door and plucked up the courage for the dash back to the den. Thankfully Justin hadn’t appeared in the main body of the house. I’d have looked very odd if he’d seen me clutching my breasts in my hands as I dashed back toward the den. A yard short, I slowed and dropped my hands to my sides, strolling back into the den as if I didn’t have a care in the world. The flush in my cheeks from embarrassment could be written off as residual desire from having just cum three times. I hadn’t expected that. I’d expected a quickie, but Justin had surpassed himself.

Even so, I had more questions for him, he’d had his break from my inquisition, but it was time for the Q&A to begin again.

“I’m grateful to you for withholding, or at least trying to, honey. Sacrificing your career for your wife’s honor is a huge sacrifice.”

He shrugged. “I’d do it again.”

I giggled. “You mean you’d do it again if you could guarantee to get sex like that at least once a day.”

“A lot of truth in that.”

“But I’m also put out with you.”

“Why?”

“Because you didn’t trust me to process the information, I’ve had to drag it out of you piece by tiny piece. You could have told me and let me reach my own decision.”

“But would you?”

“What, reach a decision, probably.”

“And tell them to go fuck themselves?”

I shrugged. “Probably, but I don’t have all the information yet.”

He mumbled something. I thought it was along the lines of “Too good to last,” but I couldn’t be sure, so I let it go.

“Fire away, baby, fire away.”

“You’re prepared to give up something like two hundred thou a year, all told, and that’s not including your career and current salary to protect me.”

“Yeah.”

“Honey, for that amount of money, most women would be saying, who do you want me to fuck?”

“You’re not most women.”

“I know, and I’m not saying that probably because I already know the answer.”

He frowned but made no comment.

“Have you thought about the money?”

“Of course, but it doesn’t change my decision.”

“Your decision?” I placed my hands on my waist, elbows out, and frowned at him. It was a bit incongruous, given I was still topless, but you work with what you’ve got, right?

“Sorry, bad choice of words.”

“You don’t think your wife has got a say in moving out of this house into some damp one-room flat in the middle of a bad neighborhood, running a ten-year-old piece of shit car while you’re flipping burgers ‘til you die of heatstroke from the grills?”

He shook his head. “Of course you do.”

“Did it actually cross your mind that I might even be prepared to go along with it to keep what we’ve got? Let alone add two hundred grand and two brand-new cars to the garage? Use the money to clear most of the mortgage or reduce it. Put in a pool, or maybe a pool and a hot tub, replace the kitchen and retile the bathroom in Italian marble. The list of possibilities is endless. All available if I put out every so often?”

“You wouldn’t.”

“You see where I’m coming from?”

I watched as he sighed and nodded.

“Baby, I’m sorry. I should have brought it to you and let you walk into work tomorrow and raise hell.”

“Interesting idea, but they’d stop me at security if I walked in with an assault rifle and shotgun.”

“True. But there’s more to it than I’ve told you.”

“Now I am pissed. What haven’t you told me, and why not?”

“The why not is easy. You jumped me, remember. It was your idea to fuck me half to death before dinner.”

I grinned. I’d been expecting him to say that. “Okay, I’ll let you off the why not, but tell me the rest.”

He swallowed hard, and I watched as he sorted things out in his own mind.

“Well, first thing, it won’t be once a month or every so often.”

“How often?”

He obviously didn’t want to tell me more. “You nominate three days every week when you’re available between ten a.m. and four p.m. There’s a calendar app they’ll plug you into.”

“Ten ‘til four? During the day.”

“Yeah. It’s designed not to let me interfere. I’ll be at work.”

“Shit, they have got this off to a fine art. Where does this happen?”

“The first times, here.”

“Here? Fuck!”

That’s their plan. That way, they can take those compromising pictures in our bedroom, recognizably ours.”

I shuddered. The pictures were a serious issue for me. I really wouldn’t like that. “Okay, and after that?”

“They’ve got a condo in town reserved for this purpose. You’d be there.”

I shudder, knowing he’d leave for work and I’d drive to a condo in town to be fucked by one or more of his bosses. That was disgusting but, at the same time, exciting.

“While we’re talking about availability.”

“My availability?”

“Yeah. Any time I fly out of town on business. You’re to pack a case and take me to the airport. Only you’re not getting on the plane, they’d give you the address to drive to from the airport. You’d return to the airport to pick me up without ever coming home in between.”

“So on your trips out of town, I’d become available twenty-four seven.”

“Yeah, but there is a logic to that.”

“Which is?”

“Our neighbors wouldn’t see lots of expensive cars parking in front of our house or on our driveway while I’m out of town. Nor would you be seen getting dressed up and going out in an evening.”

He stopped and stared at me. “I don’t believe it.”

“What?”

I watched as he swallowed hard and shook his head.

“They really have planned this out. I’m booked to be in Chicago in six weeks’ time for three days—giving the keynote speech at the convention. This is timed to give us time to adjust before they get three days of unlimited access. The bastards!”

I think that realization had shaken him more than me. From the look on his face, I had to release some of the pressure. There was only one way to do it, change the subject.

“So when do they need an answer by?”

“I’ve already given them my answer, baby.”

“But you wouldn’t be telling me this if you didn’t have the leeway to change your mind.”

He hung his head and whispered something.

“Say again?”

“Tomorrow. They want to know tomorrow. If I walk into the office tomorrow, I have to take the signed contracts and non-disclosure agreements from both of us.”

“By nine a.m.? Why so soon.”

“Because if you went along with it if you got me to change my mind, Steve will be here at ten to fuck you. No doubt he’ll have a couple of the others along too.”

I knew my mouth had dropped open. With an effort, I closed it again. There was only one thing I could say. “Fuck!” It was my turn to feel the pressure.

There was just so much information to process, and I could feel the tension building between us again. I’d relieved that by the thank you for being such a “good protective husband” sex. I needed a break, and so did Justin. We needed time apart to deal with the marital hand grenade his devious boss had pulled the pin on.

Rising, I leaned down and planted a soft kiss on his lips. I knew he was quite stunned, not just by what I’d dragged out of him—I can’t imagine what it had been like to be told that firsthand. And in an office environment to boot. I think my foul-mouthed epithets had struck a nerve as well, I rarely, if ever, dropped the F-bomb, and I’d already lost count of the number of times I’d used it tonight.

“We need to take five on this before we start fighting. Okay?”

He giggled, a high nervous sound. “You mean to stop us fighting or before we really start going at it?”

I rolled my eyes, although it had been my choice of words that provided the opening. “You really think I’m going to start a fight with the man who saved his wife from being ravished by the board? My knight in shining armor rescuing his damsel in distress at great cost to himself? Fight, no. Reward, yes.”

I’d lowered my tone, delivering that last line with a husky depth that promised more of what he’d just had. I’d meant it too. I watched him shudder, but he was at least smiling.

“If you put it like that…”

“You, upstairs, shower, change. While you do that, I’ll order pizza, and when you come out of the shower, I’ll grab my own shower, and you can pay for the pizza when it arrives.”

“Okay. Although, are you sure you don’t want to shower together?”

I was sure I could detect movement in his trousers as he made the suggestion. My husband was getting hard again. Rubbing my hand on his cheek, I bent to give him another kiss, and he took the opportunity to pinch my nipple, which had stayed hard.

“Stop it.”

“Only if we can have Hawaiian.”

I sighed. His sweet tooth always went for pineapple on the pizza. I wasn’t that fond of it, but tonight I’d tolerate it for him. “Okay. Now let go.”

“Join me in the shower.”

I shook my head. “Later, tiger, later. For now, let’s get clean. I have no intention of answering the door to the poor pizza delivery man, naked, breathless, flushed, and with your cum running down my chin.”

We’d both behaved in the shower, although I’d caught him watching me as I stripped off my clothes to go take mine. I slowed down and let him drink his fill of the view. Knowing I could command his attention like that was a turn-on for me. I did avoid his hands and shut the bathroom door in his face while giggling. I locked the door, something I never did. The locks had a childproof slot—you could open the door with a screwdriver or even a coin from the outside, but he took the hint for what it was. I’d meant it to show I wanted the me time.

* * * *

As I lathered up under the soothing spray, I had to smile. There wasn’t a single doubt that my husband still wanted me. If he’d had his way, we’d have made love twice or even three times before now. I wasn’t plagued with too many insecurities. I was body confident, and I liked my body. I liked the attention it could get me. However, I’d never been a party animal, even in my one abortive year at college. I guess I’d always been attracted to that slightly older man type—the self-confident one who took you to dinner before charming you into bed, not the let’s go clubbing, get wasted and fuck in an alley type.

Justin was eleven years older than me, but that eleven years counted as experience and his own self-security. Somehow we’d proved compatible, and I hadn’t even hesitated when he’d proposed just over two years ago.

Now though, he just dropped one hell of a missile into the whole self-image I had about our relationship. The idea of being unfaithful was, on the face of it, anathema, no way. I didn’t say anything to Justin about it, but I got hit on just shopping at the mall. A very visible set of rings on the third finger of my left hand didn’t stop some of them. A polite no, thank you was sometimes not enough. A less polite go away and … well, you get the picture, was called for about one time in three.

It wasn’t like I’d never had the opportunity, but I’d definitely never had the inclination.

I didn’t consider myself overly materialistic either, and although Justin, up until today, made a comfortable income, such that I didn’t have to work to support us. It hadn’t been the reason I’d married him. He’d been good company, and as the saying goes, he laughed his way into my panties. Proving he knew what to do when he got there had kind of sealed the deal. Did the money worry me? No. Did the fact we had a sky-high mortgage on this house? A bit. Did the idea of losing the house and the lifestyle? Of course.

I’d quipped something to Justin while he’d been talking to me—for the amount of extra money involved, and the cars, and the security of keeping the rest, a lot of women might well be saying. “Who do I have to fuck?”

I now had an answer to that question, eight men. How often? Frequently. Although I suspected he’d been right—the novelty would wear off, and they’d be calling on my time less and less often as the months rolled by. Actually, thinking about it, that was a little bit insulting. If I could keep my husband interested in the bedroom for two years and more, nearer three, given I’d let him seduce me on the first date, couldn’t I keep another eight men interested? There again, would I want to. What if, instead of responding to them, I just laid down, opened my legs, and stayed still—proving once and for all I was a terrible fuck? Wouldn’t that work?

My mind was a whirl of questions I couldn’t answer, but one thing was clear as I started to rinse the suds from my skin. I was thinking about the hows and whens, not the whys. Definitely not the why-nots.

That was a worry, a big one. I couldn’t understand why my mind was going that way.

I smiled to myself. Who was I kidding? I knew exactly why I was thinking like that. Justin’s last work Christmas party was the catalyst. I’d gone all out, and as we’d walked into the room, the backless red silk dress had pulled every male eye to me. Actually, it had pulled every eye to me, the men wanting and the women jealous. Oh, a couple of the junior secretaries and at least one senior PA wanted to too, but I didn’t play that way. Most of the jealousy burned off in very short order. The way Justin fawned over me, protecting me in so far as he could, showed I was a one-man woman. I danced the first couple of dances with Justin, and we’d enjoyed it. Things started to change a little after that. After the third dance, Steve had cut in while Alison whisked Justin away. Thinking about it, she’d acted as the perfect foil for her husband. I nodded my head to myself—there was a lot more to Alison than I’d realized, especially at the time. We were on opposite sides of the dancefloor in seconds, and I’d lost sight of him. Given my dress was a real bright, stand-out red, I was sure he could still see me—at least some of the time. Steve was a consummate dancer, and I let him lead. I’d always loved to dance and had lessons as a child. I’d even picked up the tricks of dances like the Argentine Tango, which was way too sexy to dance with Justin’s boss, and for that matter, too much for the dress.

Steve might have been a good dancer, but his eyes weren’t on the people around us or me. They were directly lower, looking straight down my cleavage. I was glad I’d used tit tape that night. I’m sure there’d have been a colossal wardrobe malfunction without it if I hadn’t with Steve or one of the other men who subsequently danced with me.

I think I’d stayed on the floor for over an hour—one after another, the board members taking the chance to dance with me. However, they were all perfect gentlemen, except for their eyes. Because they were the men at the top, nobody else tried to cut in. Even Justin had returned to his seat, watching me as he sipped his wine, trying to suppress a grin.

Now I could see what they’d been doing. They’d been assessing me for a job I didn’t apply for and didn’t want. They’d been seeing how far they could push, although they didn’t go outside of propriety in order to avoid any scandal. That was now crystal clear to me, and probably to Justin too, which was undoubtedly why he’d bought the subject of that dress up earlier.

Shutting the shower off, I reached for a towel and started to pat myself down. I wasn’t going to go down the whole lotion route—I didn’t have time, not now. That could come later. I smiled. Justin called me a shower freak. Having three in a day was normal for me, and I’d been known to sneak a fourth. I just loved the way the water rained down on my skin, or if I turned the power nozzles to the max, pummeled my flesh until I glowed bright pink. It wasn’t so much about being clean. Although it was a factor, it was just how I felt fresh from the shower—sexy.

I patted my mound, rubbed the towel over my inner thighs to dry them, and then looked at the mirror. My pussy lips seemed puffy, and they glistened under the ceiling spots. I frowned. Yes, the shower made me feel sexy, but not turned on. A quick check with my hand brought a gasp from me. I was a lot wetter than I thought I was. All that thinking in the shower about having eight different men get their freak on with me had got me hot.

This was not good.

My subconscious told me to take the deal while my conscious mind told me to keep it in the fantasy bank.


Chapter 5

Watching Denise getting undressed, or even just getting dressed, never failed to turn me on. Even if we’d just had sex, it was still enough to get me hard again and reaching for her. Like tonight, though, she’d often slip out of the way with a soft laugh and escape, only to come back later as eager as I was.

It was an art form practiced with consummate ease, almost a professional dancer’s grace. Each item was discarded precisely, and her body positioned to either give me a good view of a particular part, or just a glimpse, a tease of more to come. Tonight, she’d seen me pause to watch her as she reached behind herself to undo the catch on her skirt. She paused for a second, then continued, but her movements were slower now, teasing me. That smile played on her lips as she wriggled out of the skirt before turning and pulling her panties down while keeping her legs straight. I knew what her pussy looked like. Of course, I did. I knew what it looked like when it had been fucked too. Tonight it had been, and it seemed a little red and a little puffy but still a delectable morsel I wanted to devour. She straightened up and laughed as I reached for her. Her sidestep was neat and enough to get her out of range of my reaching arms. Dodging into the bathroom, she’d shut the door in my face, and I heard the click as the lock turned.

That had been her signal—don’t disturb me. With just the two of us in the house, we never used the locks unless we felt the need for privacy. I knew I could open it using the slot on my side, but my wife didn’t want me to, so I didn’t try. There’d been promise in her movements, a promise that something could and would happen later.

To be honest, I was surprised I was erect. Not only had we just made love, but the shattering news and the twisted potential solution I’d turned down flat, should have killed any ardor I’d had left. Denise had been right. We needed to take a short break from the intense conversation, get cleaned up, and then grab something to eat.

There and then, I decided to push the whole thing out of my mind and only talk about it once we’d eaten.

* * * *

Denise smiled as she turned toward me from the foot of the stairs. She looked adorable again. She’d slipped on her short satin robe, it only came down about three inches below her butt, and although she’d belted it tight, I knew a simple tug on the loose ends, and it would unravel from around her. For a moment, I wondered if she was commando under it, even naked, but decided that wasn’t likely. My wife’s body confidence was off the scale, part of my initial attraction to her. It did lead her into trouble occasionally, and it definitely led her to the couch for a quickie on many occasions.

That pride in her own body, her self-confidence often peaked when we went out. Her closet contained quite several drop-dead gorgeous sexy dresses, some of which were outrageously close to crossing the line between sexy and downright slutty. Even though she moved with pride, she didn’t give out that I’m anybody’s vibe. She always gave out that I’m my husband’s look that kept men at bay. Until that Christmas party as I watched the board dance with her one by one. It was now blindingly obvious they’d been casing her up, assessing her, and since they’d made the pitch to me this afternoon, she’d passed with flying colors.

It was a sobering thought – if I’d married a plain woman, or one without that self-confidence, that poise, then I’d have never been considered for the promotion. I’d have peaked, career-wise, at the ripe old age of thirty-four.

“Pizza will be here in five minutes.”

“Good, I’m starving.” She walked right up to me and wrapped her arms around my neck. Before I could put my arms around her, she’d molded her body to mine. The way her breasts pressed against my shirt, the hard nipples trying to dig their way through, told me she was braless under the robe. I thought for a second or two about reaching for the belt and freeing them, but I held back—now was not the time unless I wanted to give the pizza boy an eyeful. It might save a tip, but on balance, I preferred to slip him a five spot and keep that view to myself.

Try as I might, I couldn’t get the idea that Dense was actually considering their proposal out of my head. I hadn’t had to think about it. I’d said, no, hell no, and stick your fucking job. When I’d walked in, I’d assumed she was in the mood to make love and had dressed for the part. Once we’d started talking about what they wanted, her arousal seemed to have spiked. From the way she pressed against me, lay her head against my chest, and let me hold her, I might have thought that peak had passed. However, she wasn’t keeping still. Below the waist, things weren’t as peaceful as they were above it. Her mound was pressed against me, and she was sliding up and down. Not much movement, but enough for me to notice, and no doubt enough for friction to power some arousal. Even as I was thinking about that, she changed her stance, her legs parted, and she twisted enough to straddle my thigh. She’d done this many times on the dancefloor, usually with the same result—me hard and her hot to trot. Now she was grinding against my thigh without any music at all. I dropped my hands to her butt, worked the robe up, and slid my hands underneath. I’d half-expected to find naked skin, but instead, I could feel the lace of her boy's short panties under my fingers.

She pulled back and looked up into my face, amusement sparkling in her eyes. “Sorry to disappoint.”

I smiled back. “They’re not an expensive pair, are they?”

“No, why?”

“Won’t matter when I rip them off you, will it?”

She shuddered against me, a delightful sight and feeling. Pulling the robe higher had disarrayed the front, and I could see deep into her cleavage.

“Food first, tiger.”

“My thoughts entirely.” I didn’t let on, but over her shoulder, I could see the pizza delivery bike pull into the driveway. Whether he could see my wife’s dishabille was debatable, but those picture windows were large. I brushed her robe back down, brought my hands around to the front, and pulled the top closed. She raised an eyebrow, but understanding dawned as the doorbell sounded.

“Ah.”

“As you said, honey, food first.”

We demolished the Hawaiian pizza in double quick time. I knew she wasn’t keen on the pineapple, but she still put away three slices and waved away the fourth. I had eaten my full share and eyed the one she didn’t want as my fifth piece. After a moment, I decided against it—another slice of pizza meant far too long on the treadmill at the gym. I cleared away while she grabbed some coffees and returned to the den. She was still in a playful mood. Otherwise, we’d have settled into the family room. When I appeared in the doorway, she stopped me from entering for a moment.

“You said you’ve got the contracts in your case?”

“Yeah.”

“Then why don’t we have a look at them. See what they missed. Maybe we can turn this around to our advantage.”

I admired her spirit and her hope. Who was I kidding? I was admiring her legs, the way she’d coiled them underneath her and exposed what seemed like acres of delectable thigh for my viewing pleasure.

“Stop trying to seduce me. That’s if you really want to look at this paperwork.”

“Okay, okay. Can’t blame a girl for trying.”

“Baby, you don’t have to try. I still intend to rip those panties off you.”

She shivered hard enough to almost spill her coffee and grinned back at me. “Don’t make threats.”

“No threat. It’s a promise.”

It didn’t take me more than a minute to retrieve my briefcase from the office. It still seemed like it was red-hot to the touch. That was just my imagination, which was running wild. Everything pointed to Denise seriously considering what they suggested. Would my wife really consider stepping out on me? With my bosses? That phrase she’d used rang in my head. “For that amount, who do I have to fuck?” She’d said most women, but had she included herself in that group?

Dropping the briefcase beside me on the couch, the first thing I noticed was the way Denise had shifted position. She no longer had her legs folded underneath her. Instead, she was sitting primly, knees together, waiting for me.

“First things first, baby. The severance package.”

I grabbed the first file from the case and opened it on my lap. She scooted close along the cushions and leaned over my arm to read through each sheet as I explained it. There was nothing extra in there, nothing I hadn’t told her about, the severance check and the fact there would be no reference at the end of the gardening leave. They were more forceful on paper, the words much starker in neat twelve-point Times New Roman.

Her leg pressed next to mine was quite distracting, but at the same time, her concentrated focus on the paperwork told me the touch was accidental. If that was the case, she would object if I dropped my hand onto the exposed skin. Perhaps not for long, but long enough.

“Seen enough?”

“Seen enough to know they are complete bastards.”

“I guess they know that.”

She chuckled. “I wonder how Alison reacted when Steve sprung this on her.”

“I don’t know. I’ve no idea.”

“Nor have I, but it might make an interesting topic of conversation.”

“She won’t talk to you about it. I told you that.”

“You mean it’s like that Brad Pitt movie. Fight Club.”

“Huh?”

“The first rule of being a junior VP’s wife is don’t talk about being a junior VP’s wife.”

It took a moment for that to translate in my head, and she giggled at my puzzled expression until the penny dropped.

“Got ya, honey.”

“Okay. I give.”

She smiled brightly again. She loved winning these little exchanges, loved demonstrating how bright she was.

Reaching for the second folder, I hesitated for a second.

“What is it?”

“These are the NDAs, baby. We have to sign non-disclosure agreements before I can unseal the contracts. The deal would be off if they don’t have photographic evidence.”

“You are so not taking a picture of me like this, leaning over, signing something for them. Not happening.”

I smiled. Although I might find that image interesting, that’s not what they’d asked for.

“No, Denise, not that. I have to take a photo of both signed NDAs alongside the clearly sealed envelope containing the contracts.”

I grabbed the third folder and slid the envelope out. The seal was still unbroken with a signature written across it, mine.

“You signed that? When?”

Steve insisted. Before I knew what was in it. I wouldn’t have done that if I’d known.”

She squeezed my hand, reassuring me that I’d done nothing wrong. I felt different—to me, that had felt like a betrayal, one I’d have to live with. It was a major part of why I kept imagining my briefcase was too hot to handle. Given a choice, I’d burn it and the contents, but that choice wasn’t just mine to make.

She settled back to read the NDA, and I did the same, although I’d read one before. They were boilerplate documents and, without a doubt, legally binding.  They weren’t long, something like six pages, with a final separate signature page. Steve had already countersigned them, and one of the other board members would do so if I returned the documents to the office. Steve wouldn’t be available to do so – he’d be right here fucking my wife at the time. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see that image, not wanting to think about it.

Denise was a quick study, and a quick reader, and she finished her read-through well before I did. There wasn’t anything contentious, but she had raised an eyebrow at the multi-million dollar penalty clause. It was meat and drink to me. I signed them regularly at work—most of what I did needed that level of confidentiality, not just me, everyone in the office did.

“That’s a shit load of money. Even after you were on the board, we'd never have that amount.”

“True, but that’s not the point.”

“It isn’t?”

“If we talked and someone ran the story, it would be dynamite. We might get a huge payment for the story—they’d use this to grab every penny of it, every last dollar. Hell, they’d be able to do an attachment of earnings tight enough to grab eighty percent of what I earned flipping burgers. Every last dollar of assets too, and push us so far into bankruptcy we’d never find our way back out.

“But we sign?”

“If you really want to look at the prurient details in this envelope, then yes.”

“And signing this doesn’t worry you?”

“No. Who would I be interested in taking the story to? These guys operate a closed shop. Most of the financial paper editors are hand in glove with them. They’d shut the story down so fast we wouldn’t see the door slamming in our faces until we ran into it. Then they’d come gunning for us, all tubes blazing. No, we sign, or we stick with what I originally said. Stick your fucking promotion and stuff the bloody job too.”

She stroked my face forcing me to smile and let the tension go. I’d been building up a bit of a head of steam, and there was no way I would take that out on Denise. She was the innocent one I was trying to protect. Not that she’d ever been that innocent, in no way a virgin when we met. And I do mean in no way.

“Sign?”

“Yeah.”

She giggled. “So you got a pen in there, or do I need a pin to prick my thumb so I can sign in blood.”

Of course, I had a pen in my case, so I watched as she signed her copy and gave me the pen back so I could sign mine.

“Speaking of blood…”

“Sorry?”

I mentioned blood. What happens with the schedule if I’m… well on?”

I nodded—she was talking about her periods, which were regular and, from what I knew, light. At least she’d never shown symptoms of PMS when I was around.

“I have no idea, but given how they plan things out so meticulously, I expect they have that covered in the contract.”

“You think they’ll cover my periods in the contract?”

“I guess.”

“Fuck, they are twisted.”

She’d dropped the F-bomb again. Then she paused, open-mouthed. “Fuck me!”

“What?”

“The sneaky bastards!”

“What are you talking about?”

“Last week, at the barbeque at Steve’s?”

I nodded.

“Well, Alison was asking about a possible trip to the lake last weekend—but I said no because I was on. They rigged it. Knew I’d have got my period out of the way by this week. It would derail their plans if I was on right now, wouldn’t it? Bastards.”

It was my turn to be shocked. She was right. They did plan everything down to the last detail, leaving nothing to chance.

There didn’t seem to be anything to say to that. Shaking my head, I grabbed my phone and arranged the two signed NDAs on the coffee table with the sealed envelope, seal upward with my damning signature showing, and clicked the camera function. I took three or four shots to ensure I had at least one usable and showed the screen to Denise.

“The third one, I think, it’s lined up better. You tend to be a bit left-hand low when you take pictures with that.”

“Hey!”

“Truth.”

The contracts envelope held two further sets of paperwork, one for me, one for Denise. Both were rather longer than the NDAs had been. Once more, we settled in to read. Again, mine was a straightforward contract stating hours, remuneration, benefits, duties, and requirements. Apart from the job title and the vast increase in remuneration and benefits, there was little difference from my current contract. Or rather, the one Steve had theatrically ripped up on me this afternoon. Until it came to the last two pages. Those dealt with the paperwork in Denise’s hands.

The fourteen additional clauses could be summarized very easily. I was not, under any circumstances, to try and interfere with the arrangements between Denise and the board. I was not to quiz her about anything or try to gain access to any area outside of our home where any activities were going on—either during or after. There were some obvious caveats to that listed. If they used a hotel room, then I wasn’t barred from the public areas of the hotel except during whatever was happening in there. There were a couple of promises made as well, ones that made sense. They would not ask Denise to attend them in the office, even when I wasn’t in town. Nor would they do anything else that could be deemed to cause any reputation damage either to us or the company. Travel to any location would always be alone. If Denise encountered anybody she knew, there was an abort signal she could use.

As I sat back and took stock of what I’d read, I realized they’d answered every question I had raised in my head. I hadn’t told Denise that Steve was available for me to ring if I had any questions. Not for her to ring, me to ring. I had no intention of making that call. I had no intention of signing the contract. However, seeing the twists and turns of their Machiavellian minds was still interesting.

Denise, though was having a tougher time with her paperwork. I considered that a good thing. Every few minutes, there’d be a gasp of a snort from beside me as she read through page after page. This time around, she had about twice as much to read as I’d had.

It seemed an age before she’d finished and looked up at me. Her eyes were wide, and I wondered what she’d say.

“Wow! Fuck!”

I raised an eyebrow, but she shook her head, gathered the paperwork, and stood up. “Give me a minute, sweetheart, please.”

“Okay.” What else could I say?

She paced backward and forward in front of me, a look of intense concentration on her face. It was rather more than a minute, but she sat down again, this time in the chair facing me rather than beside me. I guess I looked hurt, mainly because I was.

She smiled again. “Honey, it’ll become clear in a minute. There’s a reason for this.”

I waited her out.

“You remember I said I thought they’d cover everything, every detail?”

“Yeah. I agree with you.” I waved my own contract in front of me. “Some of the detail in here is meticulous and overwhelming.”

“You remember I mentioned my periods? They covered that.”

“Oh, how?”

She sighed. “That’s kind of why I’m sitting over here. There’s a section called Administration that covers many things, including my periods.”

“I don’t get why that means you sat on the other side of the room from me?”

She sighed. “I joked about Fight Club, remember? They put it in writing.” She looked down at the paperwork in front of her. Then she started reading it to me.

“Section Administration. On no account is the husband to acquaint himself or see, witness, or otherwise be told or come to know any of the detail contained within this section. Without exception, other than this paragraph, with the sole purpose of acquainting him with this restriction. Any such passing of knowledge, either explicit, implicit or accidental, will result in the penalty clause of the NDA being invoked.”

My mouth dropped open. “Wow!”

“Honey, it covers all sorts of things, from how I take bookings, record when my periods are due, and just about everything else.”

She looked over at me. “I’m sorry, honey. I’m not allowed to show these to you, ever. That’s why I moved over here.”

“What about the rest of it?”

She pulled four pages of closely typed print from the packet of paperwork and handed the rest over to me. I handed my contract to her, and for the third time, we both settled in to read.

If I thought the details in the section about the wife’s job duties had been odd, some of the details I now read were even more so. Now she’d explained it, I didn’t mind about the administrative section—I didn’t need to know that. I did need to know when she’d have to make herself available, and for how long, and to how many. Boy, did it go into detail on all those points. Mostly though, it gave the exclusions, the things they couldn’t do and couldn’t ask her to do.

After about six pages, I stopped reading and looked across at my wife. Denise was intently studying the contract I’d given her, and she kept her head down. If she knew I was watching her, then she gave no sign. Something had changed since we’d started covering all the damned legal paperwork. Up until then, she’d seemed horrified and disgusted at what they were proposing. Although I was sure the disgust was still there, it seemed layered with something different. Not acceptance per se, more she was intrigued by the possibilities.

From the first time, I laughed my way into her panties, I'd known that she was adventurous in bed. She’d confirmed that at the start of our second date by wearing nothing at all. I never told her I’d felt pressured to bring my A-game just to keep up with her on subsequent dates. I was not complaining; I loved the sexing she was giving me. Was she seriously thinking about going ahead with this?

I started reading again, only now, I was picturing something slightly different. I was thinking about Denise and the clauses in this contract being enacted by her, not by some faceless person. My mind was awhirl with the pictures I’d seen of Alison too. Steve hadn’t been in any way ashamed to show me pictures of his wife being fucked by men who, since his promotion, were now his fellow board members. The idea that he had to face men who’d spent three years screwing his wife made me squirm. That was my fate if Denise really did want to go for the deal. The pictures warped slowly inside my head. The wallpaper faded to the green and pale yellow painted walls of our master bedroom. The lamp shades changed to the off-white ones with embroidery along the bottom edge that Denise had fallen in love with at a charity shop. The ceiling fan was white instead of wood grain, and the woman on the bed was Denise. I suppressed a gasp and realized something else too. I was hard, rock hard. Somewhere along the line, my musings, my thoughts had got me erect.

I closed my eyes for a minute, trying to flush the thoughts away, not wanting to let Denise see I’d got hard – she’d put two and two together – she knew me too well. I opened my eyes again. Those pictures I’d been visualizing had become video images playing inside my head. I forced myself to start reading again, willing my little head to go back to sleep. He didn’t need to be awake at this time.

Since she still had less to read, she finished well before me. I glanced up with two pages still to go to see her sitting there watching me. I held up two fingers to show how much I still had to read, and she smiled and pantomimed, lifting a cup to her lips. I nodded a thank you, and she uncoiled from the couch and headed back through the archway. The way her long naked legs looked underneath that short hem of her robe just made me harder still. Now she was out of the room, I was free to reach down and adjust myself, try to hide my erection along the line of my leg rather than have it tenting up. It wasn’t entirely painless, but at least it wasn’t so noticeable.

I’d just finished reading the last page when Denise reappeared. I’d thought she meant coffee, but she’d had a different idea. The two glasses of wine clinked against each other, and she bent down in front of me to place them both on the table. Of course, she hadn’t bothered to straighten the top of her robe, and it fell forward, exposing a fabulous view straight down her cleavage. I could see the full inside curve of her breasts and, beyond that, down across her stomach. I tried to pull my eyes away, but I couldn’t. It was an arresting sight. It looked for all the world that my wife wanted to seduce me.

Once more, we exchanged packets of paperwork, and she carefully put the secret stuff back into its rightful place. Then she sat down again and leaned forward again to pick up her wine. The robe did its thing, and my eyes locked on her chest. My erection throbbed painfully, and as she sat back up, I could see that sly, sexy smile again. She’d known exactly what she was doing.


Chapter 6

Justin was trying hard to hide his erection as he read through the sordid details of that contract. I knew he’d be embarrassed if I took notice, so I excused myself to make us both a coffee. Once in the kitchen, though, I knew I didn’t want any more coffee. I wanted something more, something alcoholic. Having a wine chiller in the kitchen was good. Having an electric corkscrew built into the shelf was even better. Those touches in the kitchen had been his when we moved in. Opening and pouring the wine was easy. Just before I headed back to the den, I adjusted the robe so the top gaped open a bit more than it had done before.

The difference was subtle while I was standing. It would be devastating when I bent over, which I duly did. Putting the wine on the table between us, I stayed bent over to let him take a long look down my cleavage. I had a pretty good idea how much he could see, and I’d learned over the first few months of our relationship that he loved that half-covered look. One of the reasons I wore so many halter-neck dresses when we went out—showing a bit of side boob and a lot of cleavage would get his motor running in very short order. Once we’d put the paperwork down, and I’d made sure he had no sight of the pages he wasn’t supposed to see—that NDA was frightening enough to make sure of that, I leaned forward again, giving him another long look.

As I sat up straight, I raised an eyebrow. “Is that for me, honey?” I licked my lips and stared at his crotch to ensure he knew what I was talking about. Talk about being obvious, but he lapped it up.

“Of course.”

“Later, honey, we have a decision to make.”

“What?”

I grinned and made sure he hadn’t picked up his wine yet. I didn’t want him spitting it out as I answered his question.

“Is a piece of your wife’s ass worth two hundred grand a year and a couple of decent cars to boot?”

He choked on nothing at that. A good job he wasn’t holding his wine. He’d have sprayed it out of his mouth, spilled it from the glass, or both.

I hadn’t actually decided I wanted to do it. Hell, I knew I didn’t want to do it. But want and doing were two different things. The alternative losing the house we both loved, moving to something smaller in a shadier part of town, struggling to find jobs, and desperate for money. That wasn’t an attractive proposition. I didn’t want to do that either.

The question was, which was the lesser of two evils, and which would have the biggest detrimental effect on our marriage. Which one would allow our relationship to remain secure, even to thrive? That was the fundamental thing for me. Everything else faded into insignificance. I’d go and live in rags in a mud hut in the middle of an Alaskan winter if that’s what it took to keep my husband.

“I already told them no.”

“Which is a decision you can reverse. You’ve already told me that.”

“You want to do this?” His voice had an edge to it.

“Don’t be silly. No, I do not want to do this. At the same time, I do not want to move downtown into a tiny flat and watch you sink into depression as you chase dead-end jobs and we struggle for money. That’s a sure-fire route to flaring tempers, arguments, and probably divorce. That is not going to happen. Right?”

He sighed, and I could see he knew what I was driving at.

I didn’t let up. “You’re giving me a lose-lose choice. Do I break my marriage vows with your full knowledge, or do I go down the route that leaves me watching you hating yourself and then hating me?”

He stiffened, but I held up my hand to stop him from speaking. There was one last question I wanted to pose. The sixty-four thousand dollar question, or in this case, the two hundred and maybe sixty-four thousand dollar question.

“Which one gives us the best chance of growing old together? Which one, Justin, we have to choose!”

I didn’t want to beat him down, didn’t want to browbeat him into either choice. But I did want to know what he really thought.

“I said no to the deal because I really hated the idea. If I’d been within range of him, I’d have punched him out, but Steve had that stupidly big desk of his between us, so I sat still.”

“Honey…”

This time, he held his hand up to stop me. “If I had a better poker face, you’d never have faced a choice. I’d have found a way out of the trap they placed in front of me. Instead, you ask me if I want to live disgraced, with a broken career, or keep quiet while my bosses fuck my wife? Would I be a man if I went down the material path? Let you do it to keep us in the style we’ve been accustomed to, or better? Can you not see that would un-man me? And don’t you think that would destroy our marriage? I’ve got two examples of that, Phil and Trev.”

“Justin.” My voice was a little louder than I’d intended, and I winced.

He looked back up at me, and I guessed he hadn’t realized he’d just been speaking to his socks rather than me.

“Which would un-man you? Me sleeping around on you? Or you knowing about it and feeling humiliated in the office? If it’s the former, then let’s erect the For Sale sign in the morning and start downsizing everything. If it’s the latter, then shame on you. You say you have Phil and Trev as clear examples, then what about Steve himself? Is he not an example of how it can work out? Alison had to do it for three years, not the one they’re suggesting for me. Wouldn’t flipping burgers for a living un-man you?”

“We both know I wouldn’t be flipping burgers.”

“We both know that’s just a euphemism for a minimum wage job. So don’t start splitting hairs.”

He took a deep breath. “Could you do it?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know, there’s the get-out clause I could trigger at any time in the first twenty-eight days. You can trigger it too.”

“But could you?”

“I meant it, honey. I don’t know, but I do know I don’t want the other route either.”

“So you’d put two hundred thou ahead of your marriage vows.”

I shook my head. “No, I would put my marriage to you ahead of any stupid vow. Do you think if they told me they could operate to save your life, but the only way it got authorized was if I fucked the senior doctor? Hell, I’d fuck everyone in that hospital if that’s what they wanted. You matter to me, honey, not some words, some actions, none of those things, you matter.”

He stared at me in shock, and I realized I’d actually reached my decision. Despite the lack of appeal to the idea, if he agreed with me, I’d sign the contract and make sure our marriage worked around it. Or die trying.

“That’s so fucked up, baby.”

“I know.”

We both sat in silence for a couple of minutes, I’m not sure if I was waiting for him to speak, or f he was waiting for me, or both. The silence became too oppressive.

“Honey… Let me put it this way. I guarantee one thing to you, utterly, unequivocally.”

He looked up.

“Any time they have me, either one or two or even three of them have me. I don’t care how many times during that day. I will always ensure the last cock I take that day is yours. Our sex life does not suffer from what they do. Ever. I might get fucked, but I will make love to you afterward, with every ounce of my being, and I will enjoy every second of what we do. I will make this work, whatever it takes.”

He bit his lip, and I could see he was trying hard not to cry.

Quick as a flash, I was on the couch holding him.

“You are the only one for me. You had me on that first date, and I don’t mean that you had me, although you did. I mean, you won me that night, and nothing changes that. I don’t care if I have to use a full tube of K-Y every week, but if that’s what it takes, then that’s what it takes. Maybe they’ll let me get wet naturally by playing with my tits or using their fingers. That won’t be me responding. That will be my body’s natural reaction. Let’s see how quickly they tire of me if I lay there without moving, spread my legs, and stare at the ceiling. They won’t come back very often, then.”

I hadn’t shown him the page in the contract that stipulated enthusiastic and consensual participation.

He shook his head. “Steve told me otherwise. I think the phrase was enthusiastic participation. I don’t believe that wasn’t in the contract, so it must have been in the bit I’m not allowed to see.”

“Okay, but there’s the enthusiasm I’ll show them and the real enthusiasm I’ll share with you. Every night. I promise.”

As I cuddled up to him, I could see down into his crotch. There was no doubt he was hard, and to be honest, I knew I was pretty wet too. My display earlier had been to give him an excuse for his erection, but that couldn’t have lasted this long. So talking about it and thinking about it had got him hard and me wet. How fucked up was that?

He caught me looking and flushed. I think we both knew at that moment that those contracts would be signed.

That didn’t mean we didn’t sit up talking until nearly one o’clock in the morning. Just after one, Justin offered me his pen, and we witnessed each other’s signatures.

There was one little detail I didn’t tell him because I knew he’d balk at it. It would be humiliating for him, but at the same time, that single little detail would probably keep him hard all day. Ten gets you four that two minutes after he got home, I’d be pinned against the wall and losing another pair of panties.

It was after three before we both finally fell into an exhausted sleep. I knew I’d have to change the sheets in the morning. I was going to have a very busy couple of hours before my guests arrived. There again, maybe I should leave the evidence of our lovemaking in plain sight. Make them see I was my own woman and Justin’s woman, and never, ever, theirs.


Chapter 7

I guess Denise had reset the alarm the night before, but I didn’t hear it go off. The first thing I knew was the feel of something hot and wet surrounding my cock. I came awake with a start, and the first thing I saw was the clock reading six thirty. The next thing I saw as I lifted my head was the top of my wife’s head as she engulfed my cock in her mouth. I wasn’t hard at that point. After the night before, I wasn’t sure I could get hard again—ever. But I was firming up, hardening as she sucked and tongued my end, proving me wrong.

As my eyes adjusted, I saw the room was quite bright, and a glance to the side showed the drapes open. I hadn’t heard her do that or felt her draw the covers off me as she rose. She’d been naked. Hell, we’d both slept naked after the incredible sex we’d had a few hours earlier. Denise was naked now, her butt wiggling in the air somewhere in line with my feet as she drew more of my now erect cock into her mouth.

I groaned at the sensation as she nipped the shaft with her teeth. She’d obviously known I was awake and waited for me to react.

She pulled off and looked up at me, a wide grin on her face. “Morning, honey.”

“Why…?”

She shrugged. “Why not? Can you think of a better way to wake up?”

“Yes.”

“You can?”

She was puzzled, but I didn’t give her any time to work it out. I was on her like a flash, pulling her higher up the bed as I wrapped my arms around her. I knew she wouldn’t protest, but I didn’t give her time to, as my lips crushed down on hers. She whimpered and relaxed into my arms. It had become a sort of unwritten rule in our bedroom. Morning sex was the only time she was prepared to let me dominate. Neither of us was truly submissive, but she liked to be the one in control most of the time—except first thing in the morning.

I pulled her flat onto the bed next to me, her butt still sticking up in the air. It looked spankable, but I couldn’t do that, not with another man seeing it in a few hours' time. She liked a reasonable light spanking sometimes, but nothing excessive. No point in giving my boss ideas. That train of thought was dangerous, so I quickly rolled on top of her, sitting astride her thighs, and pushed those thoughts out of my head. I wasn’t surprised to find I was still hard, if anything harder than before.

Leaning forward, I pressed my cock along the crease of her ass, and she moaned at the contact.

I dropped to all fours straddling her, keeping my cock in contact with her butt at all times. It felt so good, the way the two cheeks curved up, providing a cleft I could slide in. I was wet down there from a mixture of saliva and my own pre-cum that was now noticeably leaking from my end.

“Fuck me, honey, fuck me!”

I chuckled and bent down to put my head next to her ear. As my teeth grabbed the lobe and nipped playfully, she gasped and arched her back under me.

“Your wish is my command, baby. Spread those cheeks for me. Use your hands.” I was teasing. Neither of us was that into anal. We’d tried, we’d done it several times, but we both preferred the feel of her wet pussy pulsing around my cock.

“Wha…?”

“You want me to fuck you, and I want to fuck your ass, perfect.”

She shook her head, and I had to pull away to avoid clashing heads.

“You don’t want me to do that?”

“Honey, we can’t.”

“Because?”

She sighed, obviously not wanting to say it, but I wasn’t giving her any choice. All the while, I was sliding my cock up and down the crease of her butt. The contact was sending my arousal skyrocketing.

“You have to use my pussy or my mouth.”

“I don’t get you.”

“Because if you take my ass, it’ll gape open for hours, like it always does. That would be embarrassing.” She stifled a sob, and I realized my tease had gone dreadfully wrong. I hadn’t intended to take her anally at all. I’d been playing, trying to get her even more turned on. It had backfired. All I’d done was remind her she would have a visitor later. I swallowed hard and rolled off her as she started to shake with sobs.

“Don’t you dare get off me like that.”

“Wha…?” It was my turn to be confused. I turned to look at her, finding her glaring at me.

“Get back on top of me and stick that cock in my pussy. Fuck me now.”

It was like a switch had been thrown. Instead of her taking her usual morning role of remaining quite passive, she was taking charge like she did the rest of the time. My cock bounced against my stomach in recognition.

She shifted on the bed, rising to all fours, letting her tits hang down from her small frame, her legs spread apart, her butt angled up as she arched her back. All it took was her raised eyebrow, and I was back in motion. Scrambling down the bed, I rose to my knees behind her and felt forward with my fingers for her folds. She was already wet, as I’d guessed, but I’d wanted to be sure.

“Fuck me!”

I pushed forward, my cock resting against her slick outer folds as they started to spread open to accept me. She moaned and dropped her head lower but left her chest high, giving me access to her incredible breasts. The invitation was obvious.

I thrust forward, and she thrust back to meet me, burying myself deep inside her with a single push. She moaned into her pillow and started pulling forward again. That surprised me. Usually, she liked to savor things for a short while—get used to being filled. This morning she had a different idea, just as she had in the den before dinner the night before. She wanted it hard and apparently fast. I wouldn’t look that particular horse in the mouth, so I started to pull back. We both paused and then jerked against each other. I could feel my balls brushing against her inner thighs, but she wasn’t quite bent over enough for them to hit her higher—something that sent her into overdrive.

Not that she wasn’t in overdrive already as we continued to fuck each other. My hands were around her waist, pulling her back with increasing force, but I knew what she wanted. I lowered myself until my chest was almost on top of her back, changing the angle of penetration and increasing its depth. Her cries were getting louder, her gasps more breathy, and I could feel my own reactions starting to smolder. Reaching under her, my hands found her breasts, her nipples straining to be touched.

“Be gentle with them, honey…. No marks.” She thrust back even harder, trying to mask the brittle sound of her voice with more action.

I was too far gone to worry. My hips started to flail, thrusting away like a madman as my orgasm built. I could tell she was getting close, but I didn’t think she was close enough. I couldn’t hold back.

“I’m cumming.”

She moaned and slammed back into me as my fingers found her nipples.

“Then cum. Cum for me, honey, cum for me.”

I groaned at her words and slid my hands back to her waist, holding her still for the last half dozen or so thrusts. My thighs slapped against the back of her legs, my balls bouncing against her. The obscene sucking sounds as her pussy gripped my cock joined in the cacophony of sex.

She wailed as the first jet of my cum splashed high inside her. My eyes shot wide open as her pussy convulsed around my cock, gripping it and holding me in place as I emptied into her. Under my hands, her flesh trembled and shook as her own, for me, unexpected climax took her.

Afterward, we collapsed in a tangle of arms and legs.

“Good morning, baby.”

“Good morning, honey. Did you enjoy the start to your day?”

“You could say that.”

She gave me an arch look, but my smile and accompanying giggle told her I’d been teasing her.

“I’m going to grab a quick shower and then get breakfast started while you shower.”

“You, the shower queen? A quick shower?”

As she sat up, she hit me with her pillow. “I’m going to grab a longer one later after you’ve left for work.”

“Oh.”

“I’ve got several things to do, and I don’t want to get all sweaty.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Change the sheets for starters.”

“You really what to do that?” I guess my mind was still a bit befuddled by the euphoria of the recent orgasm. “Why don’t you just leave them…?” I trailed off, the look on her face finally sinking in.

“Honey, it might seem like poetic justice to bring him in here, let him see the mussed-up bedding and know you’d already had me…”

I nodded. That had been my thinking.

“But it would either make me look like a slut who did that sort of thing all the time, or it would make me look slovenly—and I’m neither.”

After a moment, I decided retreat was definitely the best course. Part of me wanted to say something along the lines of what he missed out on and will continue to miss out on. I didn’t. I simply said. “Makes sense.”

She disappeared into the bathroom, and I heard the shower start. Rolling out of bed, I reached for my robe. If Steve was going to be in here with her, and the bed wouldn’t stink of sex, I wanted to make sure something did. I went as far as wiping my cock all over the inside of my robe. Disgusting, I know, but I was marking my territory.

* * * *

When I emerged from the bathroom, Justin was patiently waiting his turn. I guess we both knew we wouldn’t have a chance for shower sex—it would take too long after he’d cum once, and that was a risk in terms of marks on my skin. My robe was belted tight around my waist, but my husband was naked.

“I thought you were going to drown in there. Or melt.”

I brushed my lips against the tip of his nose. “I was much quicker than usual.”

“True.”

His smile was bright, his eyes twinkling. I didn’t want to say what I was about to. I didn’t have a choice. Another one of those things buried in the secret part of the contract.

“Honey…”

“Yeah?”

“When you come out of the shower, there’s something I need you to do.”

“Oh?”

“I need you to pick out what I’m going to wear today. Not just the outer clothes, everything.”

“Wha… Why me?”

I sighed. “It’s in the contract—under the administrative section. They insist.”

“What, every time?” His voice was getting louder, his smile having already vanished.

“No, honey, just the first couple of times.” I hated breaking the mood, but they’d left me no choices, not if I was going to go along with this damned contract I’d signed in the early hours of the morning. No, belay that, we’d both signed.

“What are they trying to do, humiliate me?”

I shrugged and nodded. “Probably. But they’re also humiliating me. I have to wear what you select, and nothing else. If you put out a pair of heels and a pair of stockings and nothing else, I’m to open the door like that.”

He allowed himself a thin smile. “Now there’s an idea.” He had to be remembering our second date—although I hadn’t even been wearing stockings then.

I knew he was joking. “Seriously, though, I don’t think that’s what they want—it would be rather scandalous, and I’m sure a neighbor would see.”

“I think so too. Don’t worry, baby, I wouldn’t actually do that.”

“I know. But you do have to sort out what I wear. You pick it, I wear it, whatever color, whatever color combination.” I gave him a level stare and watched as he smiled. He knew what that look meant, don’t be stupid about color clashes, and above all, don’t go with the white blouse, black bra thing.

“Anything, honey. You’re choice. Make me dress nice, or sophisticated or slutty, or any combination of them. If you want me to dress in ratty sweats and look frumpy, that’s good too.”

“I wouldn’t do that to you. You know that.”

I stepped closer and put my hands around his neck. I was acutely aware of his nakedness, his cock only inches from me, already showing signs of rebirth.

“Actually, if you think about it, dressing as unattractively as possible makes some sense.”

“He’d probably simply tell you to change into something else and then insist on watching while you did. So no, not a good idea. How do you want to look? You tell me which, and I’ll choose appropriately.”

I kissed the end of his nose. “No, honey, no can do. It has to be your free choice, nothing to do with me.”

“How would they know?”

“I’d know. Okay, humor them. Let’s get this off on the right foot.”

He grabbed me around my waist and pulled me close for a kiss. After a few seconds, I pulled away. “You shower, get dressed, pick my clothes, and let me get breakfast. We’re starting to fall behind time, and today is one day you can’t be late. You have to be in Steve’s office at nine a.m.”

“I know, I will be.”

As he closed the bathroom door, I returned to the bed and started stripping the mussed-up sheets off it. I didn’t want him laying my clean clothes on them and transferring the odor. Not a good idea. Nor did I really want him to walk into his boss’s office stinking of sex. There again, that might not be quite so bad.

Shaking my head to clear all the conflicting thoughts, I finished stripping the bed and then noticed the way his robe was lying across the chair near the window. It looked rumpled. A close investigation showed a couple of damp patches on the inside and a definite odor. I knew what that smell meant. My clever husband, or perhaps overly clever husband, knowing I would strip the bed, had left his mark elsewhere in the room.

I giggled. No, I’d leave that one there, let him have a little victory, maybe bolster his self-esteem.

Tossing the dirty linen out into the hallway, I grabbed some clean sheets, white, by conscious choice, and made the bed, then headed downstairs for breakfast and to start the laundry. I’d been right. The exertion of dealing with the bed had set me sweating—I’d need that second shower for sure.


Chapter 8

I stayed downstairs until Justin left for work, all the time worrying about what he’d choose for me to wear. If someone had asked me, I’d have predicted he’d have picked out that red silk dress I’d worn to the party. He knew they loved me in it. Or he might have gone to the other extreme and gone for jeans and a thick button-up shirt that would hide my figure completely. My head whirled with the possible outfits he’d choose. I realized that had been their intention. They wanted me worked up, and they wanted Justin to know exactly what I was wearing, right down to the specific underwear I’d be letting his boss peel off me. Devious bastards!

Justin had been quiet as we ate breakfast, but we’d hugged and cuddled for a couple of minutes before he left for the office. I made sure all the necessary signed pages were in his case. We both double and triple-checked everything. My full contract was stored where I didn’t think Justin would think of looking, and I know his was filed in the home office. That goodbye and see you tonight had been delivered with a lump in his throat, and I was choking back the tears. I think he knew my reaction was the same as his, but we couldn’t back out of it. We’d made that decision the night before.

Now it was time to pay the piper. It felt like the stairs went on forever as I headed for the bedroom. I definitely didn’t want to open the door to see what he’d laid out on the bed. It had been my joke about opening the door to Steve in just stockings and heels, but I’d been sure Justin wouldn’t go that route.

It was a feeling of real relief when I saw what he’d laid out for. He’d gone the sophisticated housewife route, not the slutty dolly bird. I knew that denim skirt finished above my knees, but it was by no stretch of imagination a mini skirt. The top he’d picked was one I knew was tight, but it had a bright pattern of red roses on black and looked smart casual. I’d known he’d take the hint about the stockings, and he’d picked out a pair of black holdups with a wide band at the top. That lace wouldn’t show below that skirt, but it would have if it had been a mini. Justin knew what he was doing alright. The underwear was smooth purple satin, another good choice. A lace-decorated bra would’ve shown through the tight top as bumps and lumps and spoiled the whole effect.

I chuckled to myself. Maybe I needed to take note—maybe this was the way my husband wanted me to dress in the future. The stockings and the understated but still sexy underwear, yes, I could get that. The tight top, for sure, although a plain white one would have looked much sexier. A skirt that length? Not likely. He liked my skirts short. The shorter, the better. I had a couple in the wardrobe that were so short I didn’t even have to bend to flash my butt. I’d never yet worn them out of the house, though, or let anyone other than him see me in them. Justin had been very subtle in the message he was sending. I hoped that was good news—that he was bouncing back from the doldrums the events last night had triggered.

Grabbing a fresh set of towels, not just for me, but in case the bathroom was needed later, I headed for the bathroom.

* * * *

I guess it was the compulsive need to make sure the house was clean and tidy that made the sound of a car pulling into the driveway make me jump. I hadn’t even realized it was two minutes past ten. It was time for a couple of deep breaths and a slow walk toward the front door.

Steve knocked. He didn’t ring the bell the way most callers did. He knew he was expected and knew I’d have been looking out for him, but I hadn’t.

Opening the door, I was transfixed by one thing. Not Steve. It was the car on the driveway behind him. I just stared at the silver Audi TT drophead convertible, and I guess my mouth dropped open. I knew Steve drove a top-of-the-range Beemer, but not this.

He chuckled. “I thought you’d be pleased.” Before I could move, he grabbed my hand and wrapped my fingers around the keys. I promise you can play in it later.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“How about, thank you, and won’t you come in?”

I swallowed hard. I was having some serious butterflies in my stomach at that moment, not really wanting to let him into the house.

“Of course.” I plastered on a smile, not sure he couldn’t tell it was quite fake. “Won’t you come in? And thank you. I didn’t expect that this morning.”

“I’m sure. Actually, we’ve had it under a tarpaulin at the back of the basement garage for a week. Right next to a shrouded Beemer for Justin. I suspect, though, he’d prefer you to take him to work tomorrow in the Audi so he can collect the Beemer. He won’t leave that old classic of his there.”

“No, he won’t.” Steve knew my husband too well. I was secure in Justin’s love for me, but I had to share that love with his Chevy Stingray.

I stood aside, and Steve walked into the hallway, then stood waiting as I shut the door. I turned the lock, too, and he just smiled at me.

I walked back past him to lead him into the house. I’m sure he saw me speed up as I passed the bottom of the stairs, not wanting to have to deal with him stopping me and saying, shall we? I really didn’t want to find myself in the bedroom with him that quick. I didn’t want to find myself in the bedroom with him at all, but that was a different issue. His soft chuckle as he followed me toward the kitchen told me he’d noticed.

“Coffee?”

“Please, on one condition. You relax.”

“Easy to say, hard to do.”

“Then let me put you out of your misery.” He stepped up close as I turned around. “I am not going to fuck you today. The only person who will do that today will be your husband.”

“But…?” I was puzzled.

“Don’t think I don’t want to.” His hand grabbed my free hand and pulled it tight against his crotch. By instinct, my fingers wrapped around what could only be a hard cock. Even though he wore his suit pants, it felt like a branding iron on my soft fingers. After a second, he took his hand away and watched my face. I pulled my hand away but made sure I’d left it there long enough to show I wasn’t afraid.

“I want you, badly. But today is not about that. I might ask for a peek. In fact, you can pretty much guarantee I’ll ask for that, but today is about talking things through and understanding how this works. Then you have two people to see.”

“I do?”

“Yeah. The first one might not be pleasant, but that can’t be helped. You get a complete physical and blood work. You have an appointment with Doctor Imani at eleven-thirty.”

“Why do I need a physical…? Hang on, don’t answer that.” I’d worked out the answer—they wanted to know I was clean before they touched me. That couldn’t have been done before the contracts were signed, and this was the first opportunity.

“After that, I’m going to take you to the lakeside place, so you can see what will become a bit of a daytime home from home for you. You have an appointment there at one-thirty.”

“With?”

“A specialist personal shopper.”

“Huh?”

“Denise, it’s not in the contract, but you get a clothing allowance. Sexy clothing and especially underwear. Quite frequently, your underwear will not survive, if you get my drift. It’s Susanna’s job to sort out your wardrobe.”

I shuddered. Sometimes Justin got a little carried away as he removed my underwear, but not often. It sounded like at least some of these guys, maybe including Steve, liked it that way a lot more of the time. I wasn’t sure that was a good thing, although I’d always enjoyed it when Justin got rougher with me. His love for me had always tempered that. These guys didn’t have that mitigating factor.

Steve carried his coffee back into the family room, and I expected him to sit on the couch and for me to be required to sit next to him. Instead, he picked one of the pod TV chairs and sat there. “It’s your house, Denise. Sit where you like. As I said, there’s no pressure on you today, so you need to relax.”

I sat on the couch, knowing that it gave him the opportunity to move over and sit next to me. My mind was in turmoil. I’d been working myself up to get naked, or be got naked, and then suck and fuck. I’d known damn well he’d want a blow job first. Now I wasn’t going to have to do that. A large part of me was relieved, but a little bit of me felt I was being cheated. At the same time, I could visualize Justin sitting at his desk, his mind focused here, not on his work. He’d be wondering how quickly Steve would make a move. How quickly my top would hit the floor, followed by my skirt. It wasn’t even half-ten yet, and he’d be wondering if Steve had his cock down my throat. I shuddered, and I guess that was Steve’s opportunity to talk to me.

“Any questions, ask away. I mean it. There are certain things I won’t answer, but you won’t know what they are until you ask.”

My smile was altogether more genuine this time. It appeared he’d been telling me the truth. The medical thing made sense. The personal shopper, not so sure I wanted another woman, God, at least it was a woman deciding what I was to wear.

“That contract was rather detailed.”

“It was meant to be. Take any guesswork out of the situation. You know what we want. We know you’re committed. Works both ways.”

“It’s also very generous.”

He grinned. “I could say something crass like you’ll earn it, but I’ll be good and just bite my tongue.”

I flushed, and he laughed at the look on my face.

“One thing, though, which might be a bit personal.”

“Ask? I don’t promise to answer, but I will if I can.”

“Alison.”

“Yes?”

“Does she know you’re here?”

“Oh yes. I don’t keep secrets from my wife.”

“But how can she be happy with that?”

He shrugged. “Accepting would be a better word, not happy.”

“I…” I wound down, unsure what to ask, but Steve was ahead of me.

“You want to ask how our marriage survived, right? How I coped while she was in your position, and how she copes now I’m doing what my old boss did to her.”

“That’s about it, yeah.”

“Why do you think I’m the one here today? Why not Wiseman or Carmichael? Because you know me and my wife. You don’t really know the others that well. As I said, we plan everything.”

“I see.”

“Look, Denise, this system has been in place since 1922. Every VP promotion since then has been through this. Every board member and his wife have been through this. Okay, maybe the perks for the perk have got better.”

“What did you call me?”

“Perk? Perks for the perk? Think about it. You’re like a perk of the job to us.”

“That’s fucking degrading.”

“It wasn’t meant like that.”

“Hmm…”

He grinned. “Anyway, to get back to your original question, the one you were a little shy to ask. How did I cope while Alison was doing what you’re going to be doing? Badly at first. It was hard for me. Not so bad for her. Alison had been a hell-raiser in college and had much more experience than I did when I married her, despite the age gap.”

“Are you sure you should be telling me this?”

“Yeah. You need to know some of the coping strategies. After the first month, she reveled in the attention and the trappings that went with it. We also made a pact.”

“A pact?”

“Yeah, on her available days when she was expecting, her visitor or visitors, she made sure we had morning sex, and when I got home from work, she was waiting for me in a pair of heels and nothing else because she wanted me to fuck her before dinner.”

I could feel the heat suffusing my face and spreading to my neck. I was blushing bright red. Steve threw his head back and laughed long and loud.

“You two have made the same agreement, haven’t you?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

“He fucked you this morning, right?”

“None of your business.”

“I bet he did. Your blush gave you away. Anyway, she kept a chart for three years. She marked on that chart the number of times she had a visitor. Not the number of times they fucked, the number of people she slept with. She marked each one with a cross.”

“And?”

“Now, since I was promoted and she was out of the loop, she knew I was in the loop. Every time I step into another woman’s arms, I scribble out one of those crosses. Once there are no crosses left, I stop. Simple as that. I also made her the same promise she made to me—when I’m paying a visit, I fuck her first thing and again as soon as I get home.”

“I see.” Actually, I did see. It made sense in a twisted kind of way. The most important part of that was the total honesty between them. “Knowing that, I’m not sure I could face Alison again.”

He shook his head. “Don’t think that. Alison will behave the same way toward you as she always has. And you’re expected to do the same. She won’t talk about any of this, and to be honest, after today, I won’t talk about my relationship with Alison with you. I won’t talk about it with Justin, either. This is just to show you there’s nothing to be afraid of.”

“Easy to say.”

“Truth, though. Now any more questions?”

“Yeah. How did you cope, working with a bunch of guys who you knew were regularly fucking your wife? That must have been hard.”

“You’re worrying about Justin, right?”

I nodded.

“Don’t. As I said, we’ve been doing this for a long time. Okay, it’ll be hard for him to get used to start with. We’ll keep an element of control over it, but we do need him to realize it’s actually happening. He won’t be alone with any one board member for any appreciable time for a while. We’ll make sure the first few meetings where he and we are involved won’t include clients or any junior staff. Minimize any risk of embarrassment. At the same time, we’ll keep him loaded with work, overloaded at times, so he has no time on his hands to dwell on it.”

I started to speak, but he waved me to silence.

“The truth is, our sex life improved at home during those three years. I was getting sexed up in the morning and evening three days a week, usually twice in the evening. It formed a habit, and we seemed to expand that into the other days too, although not the greeting me in heels and a smile thing, but definitely the sex. That made it easier for us to be totally honest with each other. Once the novelty had worn off, it got easier. Toward the end of the three years, there were two others sharing the load, although Trev’s Pattie couldn’t handle it for long and quit and divorced him. Something similar happened to Phil, although he was really the one who didn’t cope. Don’t tell Justin that, though.”

I took a deep breath, and Steve checked his watch.

“Any more questions?”

“No, not now.”

“That’s good. Listen, we need to start to make a move. You will want me to show you how the knobs and buttons work on your new car.”

“That’s a bit chauvinistic.”

“No, if you’d bought it, you’d have had a test drive where the salesman showed you, or saleswoman in this case—the local dealership has more saleswomen than men.”

“That just sounded so… patronizing.”

“It’s okay. Poor choice of words, maybe, on my part.”

I forced a smile and tried to relax again. Being patronizing wasn’t a good way to get on my good side. Since our marriage, I’d had to deal with that a lot more than Justin knew about. Being called a gold-digger because of the age gap had been something that hurt. The suggestion I’d been looking for a sugar daddy had been even worse. In fact, it had been Alison who’d helped me deal with that and not let the barbs penetrate. Now her husband was sitting in our family room with every intention of both seeing me naked and, at some point in the very near future, fucking me. The fact I’d been expecting that to happen today was by the by.

“A question for you?”

“Fire away, but we will have to be quick.”

“I thought you told Justin that three of you…”

“Would be here today to strip you naked and take you one after the other?”

I could feel my blush building again. “Something like that, yes.”

“Smokescreen.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“We don’t want Justin to get too comfortable with this too soon. If he did, then we’d end up with the two of you having a blowout. We don’t want that. We want this to work for two reasons.”

“One to get your hands on me…”

He shook his head.

“No, you’re thinking short-term. We’re talking long-term. Justin is board material. He’s proved that, and you’ve shown yourself to be capable of being a top executive’s wife. The fact you are pretty and damned sexy just opens the door.”

“Don’t you mean my legs, not a door?”

“No, I wasn’t talking in metaphors. His promotion isn’t just because you’re sexy, which you are, but based on his work. He isn’t getting promoted by you lying down and spreading your legs. To get to the top, there are sacrifices. For the next few months, you know what those sacrifices are. Consider yourself lucky—Alison had to do it for three times that length of time. Consider yourself even luckier that Justin is the next in line for the promotion. Once old Wiseman retires, and Justin is promoted, killing this specific arrangement, the next couple in will probably be in that position for seven or eight years.”

I swallowed. The idea of doing this for that long didn’t appeal. We wanted a family, eventually, but not yet. In seven years, I’d be thirty and Justin over forty, our respective biological clocks ticking.

“Anyway, we need to get moving.” He rose to his feet and then cocked his head to one side.

“My turn with a question.”

“Okay.” I braced myself thinking he was about to ask me to lose the bra or something.

“I assume Justin choose what you’re wearing?”

“Yeah, he wasn’t that happy about doing so, but yes.”

“I know. It was necessary, part of the acclimatization. I’m also assuming he had the good taste to match your underwear for you?”

I almost screamed that it was none of his business, but I bit my tongue. “Yeah, purple satin, if you must know.”

“Very nice. No doubt sexy ones too.”

I nodded. After all, he kinda had the right to see them, and probably would before the end of the day.

“Well, can I suggest you go upstairs, slip into plain cotton panties, and tuck those nice purple ones in your purse? That way, you might find the gynecological exam a little less embarrassing. Wearing your big panties and such.”

He even seemed embarrassed to be saying it, which I found kinda cute and kinda funny at the same time. I stifled a giggle as it was really a good idea.

There was one thing, though. “I suppose you’re going to tell me you want to watch me change into them.”

“Well, if you’re inviting me…”

“I’m not.” Damn, he’d been too quick on the uptake.

“Tuck the purple ones in your purse. When we get to the condo, you can duck into the cloakroom and change back. That way, if there’s any…. discharge…”

This time, he really was blushing.

“Thank you for your consideration.”

“While you do that, will you unlock and pass me your phone.”

“Why?”

“I’m going to install the scheduling app for you. It’s not available in the standard app stores. It’s a secure store. That way, there’s no temptation for Justin to try and load it into his own phone.”

“He wouldn’t.”

“Temptation is what I said.”

“Couldn’t he just use my phone? I don’t lock it around him.”

He shook his head and smiled. “Good thinking. Trust is important, remember. Don’t start hiding your cell. Not a good idea. No, the app is very secure. When you first use it, it takes a photo of you, and while you’re using it, it keeps monitoring your face. As soon as it can’t see your face or sees a different face, it blanks out, even locks. It’s secure enough that way. By the way, there’s a caveat with that. Don’t wear color-changing contacts or suddenly start wearing glasses. Above all, don’t change your hair color – if you do, it’ll lock you out and not recognize you.”

“Sophisticated.”

“It has to be.”

“And if I do change my hair color?”

“You’ll have to call me to come and unlock it for you and take another photograph. That won’t count as an appointment, though.” He grinned. “It’ll be worth at least a blow job, though, possibly more depending on the time of day.”

I blushed again. “But does that count on Alison’s chart?”

“Of course.”

At least he wasn’t going to send a tech to do something that could be embarrassing.

I handed my phone over and headed upstairs. Halfway up, I glanced back, and he was deep into what he was doing. At least the suspicion that he was going to follow me upstairs was allayed.


Chapter 9

The least said about the ob/gyn/STD check visit I’d just had, the better. I was glad that Steve was refraining from fucking me. That had been embarrassing, but it had also left me sore. I prayed I’d feel better by the time Justin came home. I’d promised him a fuck then, and I’d meant it. The idea of Alison waiting for Steve, naked except for her heels, was starting to form a wicked idea in my head, although not quite the same. If my pussy was too sore, I wouldn’t be able to do that. I’d also be breaking the promise I’d made him.

Trying not to worry about that, I followed Steve’s directions toward the lake on the far edge of town. This was an upscale neighborhood, with million-dollar homes separated by small condo developments and the odd marina or boatyard.

“This is the place coming up on the right. Turn into the underground car park and use this. He handed me a magnetic key card. If you lose it, report it, and it’ll get canceled and another issued to you. It operates the car park barrier and the lift as well as the door to the condo. So it’s important.”

“Okay.”

I swung in where he said and passed the card across the reader, and the barrier rose smoothly.

“Down two levels and to the left. You’re looking for the parking slot P1—that’s reserved for you.”

“For me?”

“For you or any other junior VP wife recruited in the near future.”

“Gotcha.” As I steered my way down the ramp, I looked at the other parking spaces. They were all marked with number combinations. None of them started with a letter. So why did mine start with a P?

Once we reached the end of the ramp, I turned left, and straight in front of me was a whole row of parking spaces, P1 at the right. Glancing along, I could see they ran to P9, although they were all empty. Realization dawned. Parking for me and all eight executives. I shuddered as I pulled up. Maybe that no gangbang clause wasn’t going to be kept to. I guess Steve saw the glance to the side and the resulting shudder.

“We use this place for other things too. Private meetings, some big clients. Don’t worry. You’ll never be here with all the spots filled.”

I breathed a sigh of relief and switched the car off.

“You like the car?”

“It’s fabulous, thank you. It was my aspirational dream car and has been for some time.”

“Well, you got there, babe.”

I shivered again. It was the first time he’d used any kind of pet name, although at least he’d avoided using the ones Justin and I used for each other. That would have been hard to take.

“I half expected him to ask for a little kiss by way of a thank you, knowing it wouldn’t exactly stop at a kiss, even if it didn’t go all the way through to a fuck, but Steve wasn’t that gauche.

He climbed out of the car and pointed to a couple of small black domes on the ceiling.

“CCTV cameras, full coverage down here, and in the lifts and foyers. They run face recognition software, so any unauthorized people are picked up.”

“So, how did they get my picture?”

“You know the one I took to set up the scheduling app?”

“Yeah.”

“I sent it to my phone, and then while you were in with the doc, I set everything up with security here. So, two warnings. Even if you arrive here with one of us and you’re hot to trot, for security, don’t start anything until the door is closed on the condo. Second, don’t attempt to bring Justin in here. He’s on the undesirables list until he makes board-level. No way in here.”

“Right.” She smiled. “I wondered why my phone sent you that picture message. I’d assumed it was for backup for the app.”

“No, babe, the app takes care of that.”

He led me over to the bank of elevators and stood back to allow me to swipe my card to call a car. As we stepped inside, the door swished shut, and we started to move. It was silent and smooth. Everything about this place oozed class, no expense spared.

I had a slight panic moment. “No buttons!”

“Don’t need them. The card will take you to your floor. Someone on floor four can’t get to floor three, and so on, without an invite. We don’t invite anyone in the building up to the penthouse.”

Penthouse—that had been the word I’d been groping for ever since I saw that P designation on the parking spaces.

In no time, the elevator stopped, and we entered a plush foyer. There was only one door, and that had a card reader next to it.

“Be my guest.”

I smiled and swiped my card again, the door swinging open on noiseless hinges. Steve stood back as I entered and then came to an abrupt halt a couple of yards inside. He stepped up to my side, and the door closed behind us.

“So what do you think?”

I couldn’t answer him straight away. It was just too much. The place was huge, I mean really huge, open-plan and with large glass walls on the side facing me and to my left facing the lake. No, not a lake, a terrace that faced the lake. Combining the area of the penthouse and the terrace, they just about covered the entire floor.

“Wow.”

Everything looked brand new and straight out of the set of an upscale porn movie. White leather couches, soft carpeting, a stainless steel kitchen area, and to my right, a very large bed with satin covers. I shivered at the sight of that red satin, wondering how it would feel against my naked back as Steve lowered himself on top of me. How it would feel as I slid on top of it, impaled on the cock I’d felt through his trousers.

Steve was chuckling as he watched me take it in. “Just so you know, there are fold-away screens that can isolate the bedroom from the rest of the place. There’s a walk-in shower and a spa bath behind the door next to the bed. Now, why don’t you go… change as we discussed. Take the chance to freshen up, and I’ll meet you out on the terrace. Okay?”

“Sure. Thank you.”

“Maybe I’ll ask you for that kiss as a thank you for the car. I know you expected that downstairs.”

I bit my lip and then forced a smile. “Maybe I’ll grant such a request… if you ask nicely.”

“I’m always the gentleman around a beautiful woman. At least up to the point where I’m about to rip her underwear off.”

I frowned but could see he was still grinning. Why is it the men around me get so much enjoyment out of teasing me? Steve was being nicer than he said he was, too. I was sure it was deliberate, but he was giving me the chance to spend a few minutes alone. A glance at my watch showed it was approaching one o’clock already, and I’d been in his company for three hours—except for the time with the doctor. Unlike my expectations before his arrival, he had yet to touch me or get me to touch him, other than that momentary squeeze of his cock that he’d initiated.

The bathroom was huge, as big as our bedroom at home. Marble lined, and the bath was easily big enough for two people. The shower had more nozzles and dials than I could count and was also easily big enough for maybe four people. I knew what that would mean. Doing what I needed to do and changing back into the purple panties only took seconds. The shock had been to find that the cotton ones I removed were damp from my secretions. I knew my arousal level had been higher than the normal background level, but I was a lot wetter than I’d anticipated.

I plumped up my hair and retouched my lipstick, then wandered back through the condo and out onto the terrace. Steve was standing in the far corner watching me, that same taunting grin lighting his face. The section nearest the house had a large glass roof over it, covering a couple of sets of seating with soft-looking cushions. I gave those a hard look—they were there for a reason other than sitting.

Right smack in the middle was a large hot tub. Again its reason for existence stared me in the face. I knew I wasn’t just going to find myself getting fucked on that bed or occasionally on a couch. They were far too inventive for that.

I walked over to Steve and gasped at the view of the lake.

“Stunning, isn’t it?”

“Yeah. Sure is.”

“Now, look around. Tell me one thing. Is there anywhere that overlooks this terrace?”

I did as he asked, although I was reluctant to tear my view away from the lake some six stories below us. The waters were a bright blue, dotted with little white boats, tiny in the distance, as people enjoyed the summer weather.

There was nothing anywhere as tall as this building all the way along the shore to the left. Turning to the right, I could see the lake curved in there, so nothing could be on that side. The lake's far shore was lost in a heat haze but had to be three miles away, at least.

“No, nothing.”

“Nor will there be anything built. We’ve got a pre-objection lodged with planning to avoid that.”

“I see.”

“So walking around this terrace in the nude isn’t a problem, as long as you stay back from the railing.”

I swallowed hard, waiting for the follow-up instruction for me to undress. It was an obvious ploy.

“Maybe, maybe not.” I tried to play it coy, but inside, I was steeled for the next command couched as a request.

“Just so you know, if you’re asked to do so, you just do it. Understand me?”

I nodded. Of course, they still hadn’t got the medical results back, so he wouldn’t be fucking me.

At that moment, his phone chirped in his pocket, and he pulled it out, read the message then checked his watch. “It appears Susanna is a little early. Never mind, that gives us more time after she’s left.”

I shivered as he gestured for me to precede him back into the condo. He was busy looking down at his phone, but I was sure he was checking out my ass at the same time, imagining what it would look like in the purple underwear I’d described. On impulse, I changed my walk into my sexiest strut, crossing my feet in front of each other to make my butt dip and sway.

He whistled tunelessly from behind me, and I blushed but kept going, hoping he wouldn’t notice the way the back of my neck was red.

Susanna turned out to be a bubbly little lady, about fifty by the sight of her, but she kept herself in pretty good shape. Her Asian heritage showed in her features, especially her very expressive eyes.

“So this is Denise. I’ve heard so much about you. I can’t wait to get started dressing you.”

I tried not to blush again and watched as she grabbed a pad and pen from her purse and then a tape measure. Of course, if everything was going to fit the first time, and the board would expect nothing less, she’d have to measure me, not just rely on my standard dress size.

I almost panicked. Getting undressed to be measured was one thing, and doing so in front of Steve was another. I shouldn’t have got myself worked up about that. Steve had already crossed over to the wall near the bed and pressed a recessed button. Frosted glass panels slid soundlessly out of the wall and followed hidden tracks in the ceiling, and when I looked closely, in the floor too, closing off the bedroom. Those panels were opaque, and the last section to slide into place was obviously the door.

“There you go.”

“Thank you.” I could see from his smile that he knew what I meant.

He winked as Susanna headed through the door to set herself up for me. As I moved to step past him, he lightly grabbed my arm. “When she’s done, I’ll show her out. Once she’s out of the building, you come out. Don’t bother putting your outer clothes back on. I think it’s about time for a real thank you for the car, don’t you?”

I took a deep breath and nodded. Not trusting myself to speak.

* * * *

By the time Susanna had finished with her tape measure, taking measurements I hadn’t even heard of, as well as the way she’d touched my breasts and jammed her hand against my crotch as she checked my inner leg length, I was ready for a sit-down. I guessed I had a wet patch starting to show on the front of my panties, and I really didn’t want her to think she’d turned me on. That was for a different reason. Steve had told me to leave my clothes off when I emerged after the personal shopper had left. That idea was wrong, deliciously so, and I found my thoughts drifting along lines that twenty-four hours ago I’d have dismissed out of hand. That’s what had started getting me turned on.

I didn’t think there was any way they could have got the results back from the doctor this quickly, but I didn’t know for sure. Still, Steve had been adamant he wasn’t going to fuck me today, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t be up for some other fun.

Susanna waved goodbye and headed out into the main room. I heard a low-voiced conversation between her and Steve and then silence. I guessed she’d left. I swallowed the lump in my throat and moved toward the bedroom door. Having thought about it, I intended to leave the room when he called me. I didn’t want him to come into the bedroom looking for me. Being that close to a bed with a man who clearly wanted me and who wasn’t my husband was asking for trouble, despite what he’d said.

“You can come out now.”

“Coming.”

I quickly gave myself the once over, making sure my bra was in place. Unfortunately, my nipples, hardened by the cool air conditioning and Susanna’s touches, showed as bumps in the fabric. The big relief, though, was there was no dark spot on the front of my panties – no damp shot showing the true state of my arousal.

This was the moment of truth. I was about to stand in front of my husband’s boss in my underwear, a purple bra and panty set, and black stockings and heels that my husband had chosen for me for precisely this purpose. I took a deep breath and realized my normal body confidence had deserted me. I stood just inside the door, hyperventilating, swaying on my feet as my hand refused to touch the door handle. It was as if it was white hot.

“Are you okay?” His voice sounded from just outside the door. Any moment he could open the door and reveal me himself. I shuddered and forced my breathing to return to normal.

“I’m fine. I’ll be there in a second.” I need to get my mojo back fast, my body confidence. I couldn’t walk out of her in my underwear, hiding myself in that classic position, one arm over my tits, the other hand shielding my mound. I had to get a grip, this set of underwear might be thin, but it was opaque, he couldn’t see anything through it, and in any case, it covered a hell of a lot more than my bikinis did.

Another deep breath, and I knew he’d be getting impatient. This was it. I squared my shoulders and took hold of the handle, and pushed it all the way down. The door swung open, and I stepped through, keeping my arms at my sides without showing the tension on either my face or in my body language.

I smiled at him. ”Like what you see?” I was trying to be sultry, but I wasn’t sure if it came out that way or just sounded like I was desperate for a compliment.

His answering grin was a lot wider than my smile. “Do I ever! Fuck! I knew you were beautiful, but I didn’t know you were that drop-dead gorgeous.” I stepped into the clear area between the couches, and he hit the button that folded the partition away behind me. I stood still, waiting, and Steve walked up to me and slowly circled me. I knew he was studying my body from every angle.

“All I can say is wow, just wow!”

My smile widened. What girl doesn’t like to get compliments? It appeared I’d almost rendered him speechless. I doubt I could have got a better reaction unless I also got him hard. As he circled me again, I managed a glimpse at his crotch. Yep, I’d got him hard. It was clear that the only thing stopping him from fucking me, either on the couch or the bed, which was now in the open again, was the as-yet unreceived clear report from the doctor.

He moved back in front of me again and looked me in the eyes. “I think I’m owed that kiss, now, that nice big thank you kiss.”

“Sure.” I tilted my head back so he could bend down to kiss me, but he didn’t. My mouth was dry. I didn’t want to lick my lips because he’d pick up on that as a signal. Instead, he grabbed my hand and quite literally towed me toward the opening in the glass wall out onto the terrace.

“Wha…?”

“It’s okay. Just want to see you in sunlight.”

“But I’m not dressed.”

“And the terrace isn’t overlooked. Remember?”

I sighed, remembering the conversation Susanna’s early arrival had interrupted. Without that, I’d probably have been half-undressed when she arrived, and that had been on the terrace.

He moved behind me and steered me toward the middle of the terrace with his hands on my shoulders. There was no point in resisting, and in any case, I knew I would have been pushing back against what felt like a mountain of muscle.

I thought he was going to stop me in the middle, but he kept going, steering me all the way across the terrace until my hands were on the bar above the brick wall. From the waist down, I was invisible, but above the waist, anyone on the lake looking up would be able to see me standing there in my bra!

“Steve!”

“What?”

“People can see me here, in my bra.”

“Which looks just like a purple bikini from any distance. They’d need damn good eyes to be able to see your hard little nipples indenting it. Now chill. Look out at the scenery.”

He stepped back, and I missed that contact for a minute but did as he asked. Apprehensive but a little more relaxed, he was right that bra did look like quite a modest bikini. I heard the faintest clicking sound and turned round to see Steve holding his phone up and smiling at the picture he’d just taken.

“Steve! What the fuck?”

He chuckled. “One for the album, babe. Although we could give some thought to sending it to Justin, couldn’t we?”

I frowned at him, but he set off a whole wicked train of thought in my head. What would it be like for Justin to receive that picture? To see me stood somewhere else, somewhere he didn’t know, in the underwear he’d picked for me to wear. I knew one thing, it would distract him and give him an instant hard-on. Turning my head back so I was looking out over the lake, I licked my lips and let the delicious thought roll over me. This could be fun, and it would be absolute torture for Justin—and I’d reap the rewards for that when he got home.

Trying to move slowly, I shuffled my feet back from the wall and leaned over further, pushing my butt back toward Steve. He’d obviously been watching me because he whistled. “Wow! Babe, you are delicious. Now look back at me over your shoulder and smile.”

He took another picture, and I found my breathing had picked up. My heart was beating fast, and I felt hot, and it wasn’t from the sun.

Turn around and face me, lean your elbows back on the rail. Now smile.

Click, another picture.

Arch your back a little, drop one hand down to the waistband of your panties at the side, and slide your thumb inside. Click. Now, the last picture, slide the panties down an inch so they go a little slack.

I panted for breath as I did as he said, wondering if his comment about it being the last picture was the truth or not. Or was that just to get me started sliding them down and off, exposing my lower body, naked to him for the first time. I reasoned he’d leave the bra on for the moment. After all, he wouldn’t want the scandal of a topless woman on the terrace visible from down there.

Suddenly he gasped, and I watched in astonishment as he dropped to his knees and focused his camera from close to the ground. “Spread your feet about a foot apart.”

“I thought you said that was the last picture.”

“This one is.” His voice was hoarse, but I did as he asked before he scrambled back to his feet and beckoned me into the shade. He scrolled through the pictures back to the first one and then stood behind me with his arms over my shoulders as he showed me the first one.

I thought I looked hot like that, especially with the contrast between my pale skin and the dark stockings compared to the purple underwear. Then he slid his finger across the screen and showed the second picture. If I thought the first picture was good, the second one was seriously hot. My butt looked bigger because of how I’d stood, and the expression on my face, well, I could only describe it as lusty. I’d never, ever reacted to a camera like that before.

“Send him that one.”

His finger swiped again, and the third picture appeared, with me facing the camera leaning back against the rail. Hot, but not as hot as the second one.

“Not that one.” There was something about my expression that didn’t seem right.

He swiped again. This time, I’d moved my hand to the top of my panties and hooked my thumb through them at my hip. It looked for all the world like I was about to strip them off while standing outside.

“Not sure.”

The next one, the supposed final one, showed me starting to drag the panties down, they’d gone slack across my mound, and my hand was a couple of inches lower. I’d gone further and shown more than Steve had asked for. I had a wanton, lost look on my face, and it was obvious to anyone seeing that picture that I wanted to get fucked.

“Send him that one.”

“I thought you’d say that you looked good enough to eat. However, when it comes to eating, it’s the next picture that says exactly that.”

His finger swiped, and I gasped. My vision swam a little, and my legs just went weak. I still had that wanton look on my face, mainly from fantasizing about Justin’s reactions, but Steve didn’t need to know that. My feet were spread about a foot apart, actually a bit more than that, so once again, I’d gone the extra mile. The shot had been taken from below, you could still see my face, but the focal point wasn’t my face. It was the wet spot, a couple of inches across, on the front of my panties. The satin material turning a few shades darker, and with the top-of-the-range camera on his phone, the detail had been captured in perfect focus.

“Fuck!”

“You want me to send that one too?”

“No! Yes! No! Oh fuck, I don’t know!”

“Would you rather I deleted it? I will if you ask nicely.”

I took a deep breath, and the idea just came to me. I smiled. “No, you can keep that as a souvenir. You can call it my thank you for the car instead of the kiss.”

For a moment, he looked deflated, but only for that split second. He put his head back and roared with laughter.

“Okay, little miss dynamite negotiator, but on one condition.”

“Which is? I knew what his condition would be.

“I’m going to send it to your husband.”

I shuddered but nodded. I’d already decided I wanted him to see that, to know I’d been aroused when the pictures were taken. If that didn’t mess with his head, nothing would.

He glanced at his watch and smiled, and I could see a tinge of regret there. “It’s time you got dressed. Much as I’d like to take the chance to sweet talk you out of your underwear, it’s time we got moving.”

I glanced at my watch, twenty past three. I was supposed to be home at four. Hell, I was supposed to have never left home all day. In any case, Steve had an announcement to make to his department at four o’clock—the official statement welcoming Justin as the new junior VP. There was no way I would delay that—it was too important to my husband.

“Well, my underwear stays on.”

“For today.”

I faked a pout and grinned. I knew what he meant. As soon as they got the clean medical report, which might be tomorrow morning, Steve and probably at least two more would be around at our home to fuck me in my bed. Which is what I’d expected today, after all.

I walked past him and back into the condo, and I knew he was watching my butt again. It didn’t matter. I’d got through the day, I hadn’t been fucked, I hadn’t even been groped or fondled or exposed… much. Now I got to go home to my husband.

“Oh, Denise!”

I stopped just inside the door and looked back. “Would you mind dropping me in the middle of town so I can walk back to the office? Don’t want people talking if they see you drop me off at the door.”

“No problem.” I’d wondered how he was going to get back to the office—after all, there was no other can downstairs in the P section of the car park. I knew from experience getting a cab at this time of day wasn’t easy anywhere in the city, let alone right out here.

* * * *

Just after three, the buy and sell orders slowed down, and I could relax and catch up on admin, and sort out my call list for tomorrow, do all the little jobs that got pushed to one side in the heat of the moment.

My phone buzzed in my breast pocket, but I ignored it – I knew Denise wouldn’t be texting me about anything important. It was probably one of the guys in the office sending the latest in-joke. It buzzed again a minute or so later, so I pulled it out of my pocket and checked the sender.

Steve.

Fucking hell!

There was a picture attached, and I stared at it in shock. One hell of a picture. The world shrank down to that one image on my phone, and I knew I couldn’t just sit there. Nobody, and I mean nobody in the office, could see this.

I made it to the washroom and occupied a stall in record time. My cock was rock hard, and I prayed nobody noticed a tent in my pants as I dashed for the cloakroom.


Chapter 10

I’d been wound up right from the moment I’d closed the door and jumped into my Stingray. As I backed down the driveway, I tried to force myself to be calm. A couple of deep breaths helped. Then, as I drove into work, I’d allowed myself to relax back into my normal traffic management routine. I knew the traffic light sequences by heart, and I guess I drove into the office on auto-pilot.

On arrival, my routine was shattered. I’d sent Steve a text before leaving saying the contracts were signed. That way, I could be sure the security block on my pass card would be lifted, allowing me to access the building. Anyone would think it was a bank instead of a financial services company that never handled any significant amounts of cash. I breathed a sigh of relief as the doors opened at the swipe of my card, and I was early enough there was nobody else riding in the elevator with me. Dropping my briefcase on my desk, I pulled out the three folders and looked at them one final time. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, couldn’t believe we were doing this.

The biggest thing, for me, had been the way they’d got me to choose what Denise would be wearing for them. That was a nasty trick, real underhand, and it weighed as heavily on my mind as the files of contracts felt in my hand. They didn’t really weigh anything, especially as most of the paperwork was still at home—I only had to return the signature sheets. That was a neat move as well—there wasn’t any way for me to sneak a peek at the section of Denise’s contract I wasn’t supposed to see. I very much doubted it only contained Administrative matters—but Denise had remained closed-lipped. I’d noticed the way the NDA, meat and drink to me as a top-line broker, had been new and frightening to her. I’d tried to point out there was nothing to it—but that penalty clause had got to her. I guessed it was designed to. The whole thing had been planned to a meticulous level of detail that plagued me with my own doubts.

Taking a deep breath, I walked into Steve’s office, knowing he was expecting me, and I was sure he’d have predicted I wouldn’t knock. He watched me approach his desk, his eyes on me the whole way. His office was huge, and I knew within the week I’d probably have something similar, but without the wood paneling—I’d seen where the junior VPs were quartered.

“Morning, Justin. I hope you slept well.”

I gave a non-committal grunt and dropped the three folders in front of him, then turned on my heel and headed for the door.

“Justin.”

I stopped and turned again.

“Good job. I know you’ve made the right decision. Now you have to let us prove it.”

It’s a damned good job I wasn’t the violent type and didn’t carry a gun. Hell, I didn’t own a gun. If I’d had one, he’d have had a third eye drilled into his skull a couple of inches above his nose.

Back at my own desk, I tried to concentrate on work. As always, I had a stream of e-mails from satellite offices all over the world to deal with. Some easy, some just needing routing, and others might take a couple of minutes. It didn’t matter the markets I worked didn’t open yet. They opened at ten.

Shit why did I have to think about that point in time? I knew what else started then. No doubt that timing was deliberate too. I took another deep breath and closed my eyes for a second. Instantly I was transported back home to what Denise would have been doing after I left. I could picture her drying herself after her second shower of the morning, taking particular care to make sure no evidence remained of our lovemaking. Then, sitting on our bed, she’d draw her stockings up her legs, snugging them around her thighs and making sure they were even and looked right. She would be meticulous about it, every little detail perfect, even though I knew her stomach would churn just as much as mine.

The purple panties would be next, and then the bra, each piece of her body being covered with care and precision. The skirt would follow, and then the top before she’d sit down to do her makeup. By the time she’d finished, she’d look stunning. I’d chosen the outfit with care—sophisticated and oozing sex appeal rather than downright sexy, let alone overly revealing.

Opening my eyes, I turned my attention back to the screen in front of me just as a new message appeared at the bottom of the queue from Steve. Disregarding the thirty or so unopened ones above it, I clicked on it.

Department-wide briefing at four p.m. sharp. Attendance is mandatory.

Out of habit, I checked the routing, and everyone on this floor, our department, had been sent it. I knew that list designation well.

A deep breath was needed. I already knew the gist of that briefing would be my promotion. Obviously, Steve had read through the contracts and signed off on them. If he’d had a problem, I would have had security guys escorting me out, not a polite e-mail from my boss.

I looked up, the clock showing nine-thirty. I heard movement behind me, and then Steve walked past. He paused and touched my shoulder.

“Try to relax. It’ll be fine.”

If anyone else heard, I’m sure that after the promotion announcement, Steve’s words would be associated with that. Until then, it added to any office gossip. I knew he was talking about something very different. I watched his broad back head over to the bank of elevators, and he didn’t turn to look at me as he waited.

Turning back to my screen, I ripped through the rest of the e-mails as fast as I could, and once I’d dealt with them, I fired up my trading interface and checked the time. Five minutes to go, so that was the chance for a quick trip to the washroom. Once there, I looked at my face in the mirror, wondering several things. A moment later, I wasn’t alone, so I washed my hands and tried to avoid the conversation Gary and Finlay started up.

“So what’s this briefing about then?”

“No idea. Don’t remember the last time they called one. What do you think, Justin? Come on, you’re closer to the bigwigs than us. You must know.”

I’m not as close to the bigwigs as my wife is about to become, you cretins.

I shrugged, holding my hands up, palm outward. “Sorry, guys.”

“Sorry because you don’t know, or sorry because you know but can’t tell?”

I forced a smile, this kind of digging for news or gossip was normal, and I needed to appear normal in the office.

“Maybe I’m sorry because I’m not allowed to tell you if I know or not. You know how they work.”

Yeah, they fuck your wife for you, over and over and over.

Before my smile could slip, I headed back to my desk. I needed to get a grip if I blurted out any of my thoughts I’d be toast, and Denise’s sacrifice would be for nothing. Martha, the departmental secretary, was just depositing my coffee mug on my desk and then moving off with the next order.

“Thank you, sweetheart.”

She waved over her shoulder and made a little skipping motion, which, given she weighed well over two hundred pounds, was quite something to see. It was also our usual exchange with the first coffee in the morning.

First trades when the market opens were always brisk, and I had a steady stream of orders to process for quite some time, and I didn’t get to sit back ‘til almost eleven.

With a start, I realized the time. Steve and, I guess, two of the other directors had been at my house for almost an hour. I found myself thinking about what was going on back there. Had they walked in and just taken possession of my wife, or had they taken it slower? Was she already naked on the bed writhing in passion under Steve? Or had he already fucked her, and one of the others was just mounting her, taking the chance for sloppy seconds? Obscene images filled my head, contradictory ones. In some of them, she was naked and on her knees as Steve pushed his cock into her mouth, while in others, she was still partially dressed, although her skirt was rucked up around her waist, her top pulled up to expose her bra. In others, her top lay on the floor while two men, nameless because I didn’t know who had gone with Steve, mauled her breasts while Steve burrowed his head between her thighs.

I bit my tongue to stop myself from moaning and scooted my chair forward so my serious hard-on at those images couldn’t be seen. I wanted to go to the washroom again and masturbate to release the tension, but at the same time, I didn’t want to run the risk of being caught. A man about to be promoted to the second tier of management in the company is found wanking in the washroom four and a bit hours before the announcement of his promotion. That would not look good on anyone’s CV, let alone mine.

The rest of the morning passed the same way, furious bursts of activity and phone calls to clear my stream of orders and talk to clients, followed by a pause while images of Denise’s day of debauchery filled my mind. The juxtaposition of the two was sheer torture. I couldn’t escape either, and meanwhile, my cock was going hard and soft like a berserk yo-yo. Every time I thought about Denise, the scenes I was imagining got worse and worse. That purple satin bra and panty set seemed to fill my vision. Had I gone too sexy? Had I inflamed their lusts, stoked their ardor beyond the point of reason.

I knew I couldn’t ring her, couldn’t text her—it was expressly forbidden except in a life-or-death emergency. Just satisfying my prurient curiosity didn’t count. Lunchtime came and went, and I spent it at my desk, too keyed up to join the crowd heading for the bars downtown. Sometimes I went with, sometimes I stayed at my office—most of us did—it was a fluid group. At least that meant I wouldn’t get labeled as standoffish. There again, come four o’clock, they’d probably not invite me. We didn’t invite any of the other VPs.

Then the photo arrived.

Denise was standing there, her back to the camera with her butt pushed back toward the lens. She was still wearing her purple underwear and her stockings and heels, but nothing else. Her butt looked fantastic, and even if it hadn’t been my wife, I’d have wanted to fuck her. She looked amazing, beautiful, so, so sexy. Then I realized something else, and I had to pray nobody heard my audible gasp. The washroom, though, remained my friend—empty. She wasn’t in our house. Hell, she wasn’t anywhere near our property. Steve and the others must have taken her somewhere, somewhere outside. I almost panicked – she was outside, on a terrace. As they clicked the photo, other people could have been watching her. Shit! They weren’t supposed to expose her to risk. That was a clause in the contract. I zoomed into the picture, not looking at my wife, but looking at the background, looking for details of where it had been taken.

After a minute or so, I guessed they were at the company condo, which I wasn’t supposed to know the address of. Locating it had been easy, there were only two or three possible places along the lake shore, and I’d heard one of them mention the penthouse on the sixth floor. Since there was only one place that high, I’d been able to work it out. Nobody could overlook that terrace, and from ground level, if they could see her, it would look like a purple bikini. I breathed a sigh of relief, knowing they were still protecting her reputation.

Then I remembered my cell had buzzed twice, and indeed a third time as I’d burst into the washroom.

The second photo almost made me cum in my pants. I had to grab my cock at the base and squeeze hard to stop myself from making one hell of a mess. She’d turned around to face the camera, and there was no doubt she knew about the picture being taken. She was posing, leaning back against the rail round the terrace, one arm balanced on top of the rail, the other down by her side. I zoomed in. Her thumb was hooked through the side strap of her panties, and she had dragged them down a couple of inches, exposing her hip. They’d gone slack across the top of her mound too. It looked to all the world like she was going to strip naked on that terrace, and the camera had caught her in the act of doing so.

That expression I’d heard about taking photos came back to my mind. Make love to the camera. That’s what Denise was doing—her expression oozed sensuality, oozed pure sex. I loved her at that minute more than ever, but she wasn’t posing for me. Probably didn’t have any say in Steve sending me the picture. He was doing two things, showing me she was safe, which was good, but also showing me everything was proceeding to plan. If she hadn’t been fucked by then, she was just about to be. That wasn’t so good.

With a trembling thumb, I swiped across to the third image. I almost dropped the cell. It seemed so hot. It wasn’t the cell. It was the close-up image of the front of my wife’s panties, taken from below. She’d spread her feet apart, exposing the gusset of purple satin running up between her legs. The front was a few shades darker as a spreading wet stain was clearly visible.

Thirty seconds later, I’d managed to drop my pants, wrap my cock in wads of toilet tissue and shoot my load into it. I wasn’t proud of myself, but seeing my wife’s obvious arousal was too much for me.

That picture was fucking hot! Scorching, and I really couldn’t believe she’d allowed it to be taken. I was sure she hadn’t known he’d sent it to me. He really was a sneaky bastard!

Dressing again, cleaning up, and washing my hands took several minutes, and I returned to my desk. We were ten minutes away from the announcement, and I needed to prepare myself. The office was abuzz with rumors and whispered conversations about the briefing, but I kept out of it and concentrated on clearing my desk. As soon as Steve had made the announcement, and I’d had my hand shaken by twenty guys, I intended to bolt for the door. I wanted to get home. No, I needed to get home.

I hadn’t spotted Steve returning to the office, but just before four, he was there in the cleared section in front of the elevators. He looked his usual dapper, immaculate self. Not like a man who’d just spent the last six hours fucking a colleague’s wife. He glanced in my direction and nodded.

What do they call it, the first day of the rest of your life? Jeez, had someone got that one right.

* * * *

Driving home had been a nightmare. Memories of shaking Steve’s hand, a hand whose fingers had been inside my wife’s pussy, a hand that had cupped my wife’s breasts, clawed her butt, and pulled her back onto him, impaling her, seemed to fill my mind. Sheer torture, self-torture, I knew, but I couldn’t get the images out of my head. Driving a stick shift Stingray with a hard-on was quite challenging. Doing so without getting pulled over by a cop was another challenge. I have no idea if I broke any speed limits, but I probably did. The fact that I turned onto the drive with the bodywork intact indicated I’d not run any stop lights.

As I watched the garage door slowly inch up, I forced myself to smile. Twenty-four hours ago, I’d thought we’d never be able to repair the malfunctioning electric motor. Now we could probably replace it ten times over and not even notice.

Pulling into the garage, the first thing I noticed was the sleek Audi I was parking next to. The silver convertible shone with its newness, and as I opened the car door, that leathery, new car smell hit my nostrils. I’d noticed her two-year-old Honda parked in front of the house but hadn’t thought about it. Now I knew why.

As the garage door shut, I found my hands trembling. What would I find on the other side of the door into the house? Would Denise be waiting for me with a big smile? Would she be kittenish and playful, or was that too much to ask for? Would she be sitting at the breakfast bar sobbing? Hell, would she even be there? That brought a lump to my throat, but there again, her new car was here, as well as her old one, so how could she have gone anywhere.

Everything seemed to kaleidoscope in my head, and I almost stumbled. I didn’t feel that dizzy, just that all the blood in my body seemed to be pooling in my cock. Seeing the wet front of my wife’s panties in a picture taken by someone else had me harder than I’d ever been.

Hesitating just in front of the door into the kitchen, I took a couple of deep breaths before opening the door and stepping through, only to freeze in med-stride, my mouth dropping open.


Chapter 11

I’d been watching for Justin to get home ever since I’d had the text from Steve that he’d left the office. The text had been a courtesy I’d asked him for, and he’d smiled and nodded.

“For you, babe. Not a problem.”

“Thank you.”

I knew it should take my husband about fifteen minutes, so I gave the family room a quick once over and then dashed upstairs. I left the bra and panties lying on the bed. Justin had seen the evidence for himself via the picture Steve sent him. It had been nice of Steve to ask my permission and select which pictures were the best, but I knew I couldn’t have stopped him if he’d just gone ahead and done it. Since he’d seen the evidence, I might as well let him see it for real, not just in a photo. In the hour and a half, since I’d dropped Steve off, my ardor had cooled. The panties had dried a little, but you could still see a slight stain. As I slipped my clothes off, that arousal level spiked again, and if I’d had the time, I’d have dropped to the bed, fished out my favorite vibrator, and used it to completion.

I didn’t have that amount of time, so I brushed my hair and double-checked my makeup, making sure what Justin had seen of my face in those pictures would be what he saw on his arrival. I didn’t think my husband would have spent long looking at my face, and my face hadn’t been visible in the third picture. Slipping on my short silk robe, I belted it around my waist and headed back downstairs. I’d left the stockings and heels on – I wanted him to get the full effect. I realized with a start I’d worn heels for the entire day for the first time in a very long while. My feet weren’t even complaining, which was a real surprise too.

Once downstairs, I stood at the corner of the window and waited for the familiar shape of the Stingray to slide past the window and turn into our driveway. I’d moved my Honda out onto the road and put the Audi in the garage, and I knew he’d see it there. Steve had promised someone he knew would get us a good price on my Honda, even on Justin’s pride and joy too, but I knew he’d never sell the Stingray. I guess we needed to think about a three-car garage because the plan was for me to take Justin to work in the morning so he could collect his new Beemer and drive it home in the evening. I bit my lip. Depending on the speed at the doctor’s office, I might or might not be busy tomorrow myself. Justin didn’t yet know that. There again, he thought I’d been busy today, in a very different way than the way Steve had occupied my day today.

I heard his car as he turned into our quiet road and drew in a gasp of air. My pussy seemed to throb in anticipation as the car appeared in my view, swinging out to pass my Honda. I saw him look at the car, but he didn’t glance toward the house, then he was pulling into the driveway. I didn’t have long. I had no idea if he would burst into the house immediately or take his time.

Walking through to the back of the house, I could feel my legs shaking, tension and stress combining with that same anticipation to make me wobble a little.

As soon as I reached the part of the kitchen not overlooked by a window from the front, I shed the robe, throwing it over the nearest stool at the breakfast bar. Then, in just my stockings and heels, I moved closer to the interior door to the garage. I could hear the winder motor running, lowering the garage door, so I knew I only had seconds to act.

I’d occasionally met Justin at the door in something skimpy and sexy, almost throwing myself at him, but not often. I couldn’t remember ever meeting him this way—naked, not counting the sexy stockings and heels. Well, not since the marriage, anyway. I knew it was a look he’d loved. I couldn’t really think of a reason why I hadn’t done this sooner.

My heart was hammering in my chest as I sank to my knees, facing the doorway. Sinking back to my haunches, I slowly moved my knees apart, displaying my nakedness in the most unrestrained way possible. There was one final touch. I straightened my torso, arched my back, and clasped my hands together behind my back. God, I felt so wanton, putting myself on display like this, even if it was for my husband.

As I adjusted my position for comfort, I glanced down, seeing part of what he’d see. My breasts were pushed forward, the arch of my back making them stand proud on my chest, the nipples hard. They were so hard I didn’t need to punch them to get them to expand. I was panting for air. I needed him so badly after the rather strange day I’d had. I’d expected one thing and ended up having a very different experience.

The handle moved, and the door started to open. I had to suppress a moan as my anticipation level spiked. For a fleeting moment, I panicked, wondering if he’d be glaring at me in fury after what he’d thought had happened. It hadn’t, but he didn’t know that. Or if he would be as sexually charged as me. I didn’t have long to wait and no time to flee.

One glance at his face, as he pushed the door open, lifted his foot to step over the lip, and froze into immobility, was enough to tell me what he thought. His mouth dropped open, and I cast my eyes down, making sure to notice if he was hard or not. Hard? He was more than just hard. I could clearly see the outline of his cock straining at his pants.

“Fuck!”

I smiled. “Welcome, home, sweetheart.”

After what seemed like an age, as his gaze swept back up over me, cataloging every square inch of exposed skin, he completed the step he’d been in the process of making. After another couple of steps, and he let the door swing shut behind him.

“Fuck! You look incredible.”

“A girl is always pleased with such a reaction,” I grinned at him and brought my hands from behind my back. That reduced the impact of my pose because my breasts didn’t quite stick out so far. To be honest, holding that pose had started to make me ache. I beckoned him closer, and he moved toward me, his eyes questioning. I knew he’d have many questions, but there was one tension I wanted to remove before I started giving him answers.

Now, at last, he was close enough. My hands rose, grabbed the sides of his pants, and pulled him another half-step closer. It was the work of a couple of seconds to undo his belt, undo his flies and then yank his pants down to his ankles.

“Denise…”

I wasn’t going to let him delay me. I knew yanking his boxers down could have been painful, given how hard his erection was, so I spent a few seconds easing them past the obstruction. His cock sprang free, almost smacking me on my forehead as I pulled his boxers down to join the tangle at my feet.

He wasn’t objecting to what I was doing, and I took that as a good sign, any anger at the day’s events subsumed by his own desires. Or, at least, directed elsewhere.

I straightened up off my haunches and licked the end of his cock, still looking up into his eyes. He hissed in pleasure, and his eyes closed, allowing me to concentrate on the job, or rather, cock, in hand.

Engulfing the head in my mouth, I started to lick all the way around it and almost purred as his hand descended to gently rest on the top of my head. I knew what that gesture meant—keep doing what you’re doing.

I sucked hard, pulled another inch inside, and started to stroke my hand up and down the shaft. It was a bit dry, so I opened my lips and allowed my saliva to dribble out. Within seconds, the actions of my lips and hand had coated his cock in lubrication, and he groaned as I continued to both jack and suck him.

Sliding another couple of inches in, I brought him to the back of my throat. I tried hard not to gag, but this position made it difficult to take him further, especially as he was so hard.

“Baby… That’s incredible.”

I looked up at him again, but tilting my head made me pull off, not what I’d intended. “Glad you like it, tiger.” I guess I was grinning up at him because his answering smile was brighter than I’d seen for a couple of days.

“Tell me, baby.”

I raised an eyebrow but lowered my lips, so I was just nursing the end.

“How many cocks have you had in your mouth today?”

I chuckled, making him groan again. I knew what he was asking, and for a moment, I thought about refusing to answer, but I couldn’t torture him. I sank deeper into his cock, sucking hard as I held up one finger on my left hand. He gasped. Obviously, he’d imagined a lot more. Hell, until Steve had told me otherwise, I’d been expecting it too.

“One?”

I pulled off again, gasping for air. “One, sweetheart, this one, twice. Only this one has been in your wife’s mouth.”

Once again, I engulfed him, taking him as deep as possible, killing the conversation. As his cock touched the back of my throat, I stayed there, savoring the feel of his cock filling my mouth, savoring the taste of him, and smelling the essence of him. There was one thing I could smell, though, and I knew he’d not had a chance to wash away the fact he’d already cum at some point during the day. He had to have jacked off – and I was pretty sure when and why. The pictures would have done it, especially that last one. I wondered what it had felt like to him to stand next to the man who’d taken them, especially as, at that point, he’d have thought Steve had fucked me.

It had to have been torture for him. No wonder he’d jacked off and still arrived home with a hard-on. I pulled off him once again, panting for air.

“Baby?”

“Yeah?” I was struggling to breathe, and he wanted to talk instead of letting me blow him?

“How many… How many men fucked you today?”

I giggled, then dropped back down on him, plugging my mouth with his cock, and slowly held up my left hand with my fingers bunched. I knew I had his attention, so I slowly extended just my index finger.

“Wha…?”

I pulled off again.

“Stop talking and start enjoying. The only man who’s fucked me today is you, this morning, you great lummox.”

“But?”

“No talking.”

I nipped the end of his cock with my teeth and started a gasp out of him. Then I started to furiously work it over with my tongue. I wasn’t sure how he’d lasted this long, but I sank lower on him, taking him right to the back of my mouth. I groaned, feeling how full my mouth was and loving every second of it.

Justin had had enough of me teasing him. He wanted the release my mouth offered. His hand returned to the top of my head, but this time, it wasn’t a gentle pressure. Unusually for him, he pushed down, forcing the end of his cock into the top of my throat. I gagged and swallowed the sudden burst of saliva. He wasn’t done, either, as his hips started to flex, fucking my face and driving himself deeper. I could hear his ragged breathing as I wrapped my hands around the back of his thighs and just clung on. My breathing was no better, gasping and panting around the obstruction while trying to swallow the serious amount of saliva my mouth was producing. It felt like heaven.

There was no way I could keep this up, nor could he, and the thrusts of his hips became quite ragged. I could feel his cock expanding in my mouth, and I moaned around it, one hand dropping to my own sopping wet crotch. My finger speared into me just as his first jet of semen flew into my throat, and I had to swallow quickly.

By the time his third jet struck my throat, I was cumming around my fingers.

As he finished, he pulled back, and his cock slipped out of my mouth. I dropped to my hands and knees, trying to support myself as the last tremors of my own orgasm wove their margin inside me. After a few seconds, I squatted back onto my haunches and grinned up at him. His answering grin was fierce.

“As I said, welcome home, sweetheart.”

“Fuck, if that’s how you want to welcome me home, you can do so any day of the week. Fuck!”

I held up my hands, and he pulled me upright, although I twisted out of his grip and reached for the robe.

He pouted in disappointment but didn’t verbally object. I knew he’d be up for more later, but for now, he needed to recuperate, and knowing Justin needed some answers to the questions in his mind. Questions I’d triggered when he found out his bosses hadn’t been around to fuck me today after all.

“Coffee?”

“Coffee.”

“I’ll make it. You go change. I don’t want to force you to send another suit to the dry cleaners.”

He chuckled and finished fastening his pants. He grabbed his briefcase, dumped that in the home office, and headed for the stairs.

“You can shower if you want.”

“Only if you’re joining me, shower freak.”

I laughed and headed deeper into the kitchen to make the coffee. Although he wanted answers, he also wanted to get clean. No doubt he thought he’d be hiding the evidence of his earlier masturbation, but I’d smelled it on him. In any case, he’d never have lasted that long in my mouth if he hadn’t already cum in the previous couple of hours. A wife always knows. Besides, if he took a shower, that would give me a chance to grab the mouthwash and get rid of that cock breath, and I wanted lots of kisses tonight, lots and lots of kisses. Justin wasn’t totally averse to kissing me after I’d blown him, but he wasn’t that keen, either.

* * * *

Justin reappeared in the kitchen about fifteen minutes later. The tee shirt, shorts combo was more casual than he usually changed into – but I knew why – these would come off easier. The lack of socks indicated the probable lack of boxers too.

As he came closer, I offered up my cheek for a kiss and pointed him toward the coffee machine.

“Commando?”

“Don’t be cheeky.”

“I’m not. I’ll find out.”

He looked at me, and I watched as his gaze ran up and down the length of my body. I was still wearing the short robe, and he already knew I was naked underneath it. Desire spiked in his eyes, but he turned back to the coffee machine.

“Are you going to tell me about today? For that matter, are you allowed to tell me?”

“As long as you tell me how your day at the office went.”

He pulled the stool out next to me rather than the one on the other side of the breakfast bar. I appreciated the closeness.

“You first.”

I shook my head. “No, sweetheart, you first. I very much get the impression we were told what we were told just to put you under pressure today. See how you would react.”

“You think so?”

I nodded and sipped my coffee.

“Fuck! They are devious bastards.”

“Nobody touched me sexually all day. Okay, Steve got me a little excited at the lakeside place. I think he thought he was getting me excited with those pictures for him—but I knew he would be sending them to you, and it was the thought of your reactions that were turning me on.”

“For sure?”

“Justin.” My voice had a hard edge to it. “We agreed, total honesty, remember, only keeping details from each other when the contract stipulates it.”

He nodded. “Sorry, baby. It’s been that kind of day, a bit fucked up.”

“A bit? You spent the day at work thinking about your wife being screwed by your boss, knowing that at four o’clock, he’d be announcing your promotion. Then, you’d have to smile and shake each other’s hands, all the while thinking those fingers had been inside me, where only your fingers were supposed to go. Then just under an hour before that meeting, he sends you photographs of me in my underwear—underwear you’d selected for me to wear for him. There was a wet spot on the front of the panties. I class that as more than a bit fucked up.” I took a deep breath. “I’m surprised nobody noticed you walking around the office with a permanent hard-on, with a haunted look.”

He smiled and shook his head. “Nobody noticed, I’m sure of that.”

“The haunted look or the hard-on?”

“Both.”

“So what did you do? How many times did you duck into the washroom and masturbate?”

“What makes you…?” He trailed off and then nodded. “You already know I did…”

“Of course, sweetheart, a girl can tell when you’ve still got residue on the pubic hair that’s tickling her nose.”

“Sorry.”

I ran my hand down the side of his face. “No need for a sorry, but answer me one question?”

“Which is?”

“Was it the photos?”

He nodded.

“The third one.”

“Yeah, I kinda lost a bit of control with that one. I’d kept a lid on it up to that point, but not when I saw that. Luckily I’d already dashed into the washroom when I saw the first one.

She chuckled. “Well, if a photo can have that effect, maybe I should try some sexy selfies in my own time. See if they get the same reaction.”

He opened his mouth to say something, then decided against it. I could work out what he’d been about to blurt out. It wasn’t the sexy picture per se that had turned him on, it had been the fact another man had taken it, and there was unmistakable evidence that I was turned on.

“So, yeah, I spent the day in the office on a sexual knife edge.”

“Which is why you burst through from the garage with a monster hard-on.”

“And found you like that. That was a hell of a surprise.”

I giggled. “I know, but I kinda thought it would be a nice surprise.”

“It was. But does this mean…”

“That I’m going to do it every night? No, buster, not happening.” I smiled and winked. “I might do it every so often, though. It was good for me too.”

“Did you?”

“Did I cum when you did? A little one.”

“Then I guess I should return the favor.”

“Later, sweetheart, later, but thank you for the offer. We need to sort out dinner.”

“True, but you need to tell me what happened today. What went wrong?”

“Nothing went wrong. Don’t panic. As I said, the whole thing about today was to get us both wound up, especially you. I guess you could say today was the orientation day for my new job.”

Justin looked puzzled.

“Orientation, show me around, show me where I’d be working, medical…”

“Medical?”

“Yeah, full ob/gyn medical. They need to be sure I’m clean, and by corollary, you are too.”

“Of course, you’re clean.”

I could see that had started to wind him up, his anger rising. I stroked his arm until he looked at me. “Sweetheart, they don’t know that, do they? What would you have thought if they’d sent a detailed sexual history questionnaire for me to fill out a couple of weeks ago? You’d have smelled a rat. They couldn’t get me for a check-up before today for the same reason. I would have refused.”

“I guess.”

“So, today was orientation, showing me my new car.” I paused and beamed at him. “You saw it?”

“Of course.” He grinned as I bounced around on the stool. “Does it drive as nice as it looks?”

“Yeah. And hands off, you get your new toy tomorrow.”

“I know, so…”

“I know you’ll want a lift to work tomorrow. And no, you can’t drive it there. That little baby is all mine. I’m not touching your X5, either. Way too much torque for me.”

“Okay, okay. I get the message.”

“Dibs on who parks in the garage too. Seeing as I’ll beat you home, I guess the Beemer stays on the driveway.”

He shrugged, knowing it was a fight he couldn’t win. There again, I’d have had to put the top up on mine to leave it outside overnight. “We are insured for either of us to drive either car.”

“I know, sweetheart. Anyway, the blood test results aren’t going to be back from the doctor until tomorrow morning at the very earliest, possibly not until late in the day. Steve will text me in the morning, depending on the timing. If the report’s not back, then I have an ordinary day. If not… well… the date’s back on. If the report comes late in the day, then the date’s on Friday.”

“Ah. I figured. But…”

“Would rather it didn’t?”

He nodded.

“I’m with you, but it’s what we signed. They’ve already invested a lot of money in getting their hands on a piece of my ass. I can’t disappoint them, can I?”

He started to reply, but I touched his arm again. “Let it go, honey. Okay?”

“Sure, baby.”

“Anyway, after the doctor, he took me down to the lakeside condo and showed me how to get in and out of the place.”

“So you have access?”

I nodded. “But you don’t. Sorry honey. Not allowed. Their security system is shit hot. Hell, I’d be refused access if I died my hair. It really is that good.”

“I know, it’s verboten to even mention the place exists.”

“First rule of being a junior VP…”

“Or of being a junior VP’s wife…”

We both laughed, and he leaned close for a kiss. We just brushed lips, both of us knowing there were still things to discuss, although I hadn’t told him about the personal shopper yet. I gave him a brief rundown of how the place was laid out, the weird fold-away walls around the bed. He shuddered at that.

“What?”

“You not made the connection?”

“No, why?”

He sighed. “So while one of them is fucking you on the bed, the walls can be kept retracted so the others can watch.”

My mouth dropped open, and I had to recover myself before I spoke. “Fuck! That’s nasty.”

He shrugged. “Bet it’s true, though.”

“Steve said that was for privacy… He meant the opposite.”

“Yep.”

“He went to great pains to show me the terrace couldn’t be overlooked – so ten gets you two, they’ll be getting me out there naked before too long.”

“And that prospect does what to you?”

“Terrifies me, but at the same time, as long as I stay back from the edge, so I can’t be seen… It kinda turns me on.”

“Is that why you were turned on this afternoon, the wet patch on your panties?”

I shook my head. “No, Justin, as I said, that was all for you—I knew Steve would send those pictures.”

“You know one thing I think they’ve overlooked.”

“Which is?”

“Helicopter with a cameraman and a telephoto lens. Even a small drone can carry a camera these days.”

I stared at him wide-eyed. The sky around there and above the lake was clear. No obstructs or pylons or anything along the shore. Nothing to stop a helicopter from getting close enough. “Shit!”

“Think about that one, baby. Please.”

“For sure.”

I took a couple of deep breaths and sat quietly while Justin took both cups away and came back with a brace of beers. We weren’t big drinkers during the week, hell, not big drinkers, full stop. A beer, though, was nice and, in many senses, a gesture of solidarity between us. We solemnly clinked bottles then both laughed.

“Anyway, something else happened.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, I got introduced to my very own personal shopper.”

“Wha..?”

I nodded. “Yep, the reason Steve was able to take those pictures of me in my underwear was because when Suzanna finished taking my measurements, he told me not to bother getting dressed again.”

“You always buy your own clothes.”

“Apparently, they have some specific requirements. Steve did explain it. Some of the guys like me to dress up a specific way, and it would be unfair for me to have to foot the bill. Every set of underwear is bought with four pairs of the matching panties—they tend to get ripped off in the heat of the moment.”

Justin stared at me.

“Then there’s one of the others who likes Merry Widows and corsets. I’m not allowed to tell you who. Finally, there’s one of them who’s actually been impotent for the last ten years. He just likes to watch.”

“I told you.”

“No, not watch me with someone else. He likes to watch… me getting naked and then using a toy. Steve says he always wants the girl dressed as a businesswoman or a teacher—very prim and proper on the outside, right down to a full slip and a corset, but lace frippery underneath. Then I’d use a toy until he said stop, or even stop, get dressed, and repeat. Steve warned me about that one.”

Justin nodded. “That would be old Wiseman.”

“And you know that how?”

“Because the whole office knows he’s got erectile dysfunction.”

“Oh.”

“So it doesn’t surprise me he gets off a different way by watching rather than doing.”

Justin polished off his beer and looked pointedly at my half-full one.

“What?”

“Drink it.”

“Why?” I had a pretty good idea why, and I started drinking it immediately.

“Because I intend to take my wife to bed.”

“What about dinner?”

“What’s wrong with bed, dinner, and then bed again?”

I shuddered and swallowed the last of the beer.


Chapter 12

A text early in the morning confirmed the blood test results weren’t ready, so I drove Justin to work on his first full day in the office as a junior VP. Then I had the day to myself. That gave me time to play with the new phone app and run through several of the other administrative points on the list. I also checked the joint account and gasped at the balance. They’d already paid the first month of Justin’s new salary and the first tranche of mine. Having a six-figure sum in our checking account was a stunning find.

Have you seen the bank account?

Justin’s reply was almost instantaneous.

Yep. What are you planning?

Shopping! Then more shopping, and after lunch, shopping!

He sent me a happy face and a thumbs up. There again, he knew I wouldn’t go that mad, although I was mentally cataloging what I wanted to buy for the house. I’d decided to forgo on the clothing side until I knew what Suzanna had acquired. I was dubious about whether she’d pick the right things and even more so if they’d fit. She’d seemed competent, but I never bought anything without trying it on first. Still, if the worst came to the worst, I could probably salvage something from what she bought.

Around two o’clock, I got another text from Steve.

Test results clear. You can truly expect three visitors tomorrow. Tell Justin to follow the same rules when it comes to what you’ll be wearing. Not the same outfit, just the same rules. You looked hot when you’re husband dressed you.

That killed my mood, and I couldn’t bear to sit around the house waiting for Justin. Despite the way I’d kidded Justin, I had no intention of shopping for anything for the house, not without dragging him along with me for approval, or at least acceptance, of my choices.

In the end, I decided to put on my bikini and go and get some afternoon sun. The sun wasn’t as fierce, but our south-facing deck was still in full sun until late in the evening. Smothering myself in tanning oil, I pulled a lounger across to the middle of the deck and picked up a book and my sunglasses, laid down, and started to read.

“Wakey, wakey, sleeping beauty.”

I came awake with a start, even more, surprised to see Justin standing over me. I’d not even realized I’d fallen asleep.

“Wha…?”

“Shit! What time is it?”

“After six.”

I stared at him open-mouthed. I’d been out here for over three hours. Quickly I checked over my front—then realized the sun had gone in. It was still quite warm, but the sun had disappeared behind some quite thick clouds, and by the way, they stretched across the sky, which had been the case for some time. Since I tend to go lobster red with too much sun, which was a serious relief.

He helped me to my feet, and we went inside. Once there, he pulled me into a tight embrace, and we kissed long and hard. Hard enough to leave me panting by the finish.

“Let go. I need to get dinner started.”

“We’ll order in.”

“We are not having pizza three days in a row.” I could feel his fingers toying with the string in the small of my back. A simple pull and the bikini would come undone. “Nor am I eating topless. Understood?”

He grinned and pulled his hands away. “I wasn’t thinking pizza. I was thinking Chinese.”

“You’re on.”

* * * *

I’d planned on being awake first and waking Justin the same way I had the two previous sunrises, by taking his morning wood into my warm, hot mouth. Instead, I woke up to the delicious feeling of his mouth centered right between my legs, his tongue pushing inside me. He didn’t need to nudge my legs further apart. They parted of their own accord. I moaned out loud, my back arched and my fists curled in the sheet underneath me.

He shifted a little, then started to press the flat of his tongue against my clit, and his hand wormed its way in there to help too. My hips jerked off the bed as he thrust a finger inside me, concentrating on what he was doing. I looked down the length of my body to see him watching me. I didn’t have either the strength or the coordination left in me to lift myself up on my elbows. I tried, but as he pushed a second finger in, I sagged back to the bed again.

He pulled his tongue away and brought his thumb into play, running circles around my clit while his fingers continued to thrust and twist into me. My knees came up, my legs splaying even further out to the sides in mute supplication.

“You want something, baby?”

“Fuck me! Just fuck me already!”

He chuckled, and I thought he would continue tormenting me, but he didn’t. One moment he was crouching between my legs, his fingers buried in my slick pussy. The next, he was on top of me, his cock pushing at those same outer lips, his mouth only inches from mine.

“Good morning, baby.”

I looked at his face, still dripping with the juices he’d wrung from me, and twitched my hips in an invitation he didn’t spurn.

He timed his thrust into me exquisitely. I was just about to breathe out, and he pushed all the way in, in a single movement. I grunted, gasping as it expelled all the air from my lungs. Before I could draw in more air, his lips sealed around mine, his tongue thrusting in to possess my mouth. I could taste myself on his lips, on his tongue, and that decadence pushed me almost all the way to the orgasm he wanted to wake me with.

I pulled my head back, breaking the kiss so I could breathe, and he started thrusting away. He pressed down on me and gathered my left leg, bending it up and back toward me until he could position his arm to take his weight. This enabled him to get more depth, and his thrusts became harder still.

By now, I was panting, moaning, gasping as I strove to attain the heights. It didn’t take long for the wave to break, and I stiffened, my body convulsing around my core as the orgasm took me. I heard him grunt as my pussy contracted around him, and then I felt the first spurt deep inside me as he joined me in mutual ecstasy.

He stayed there for a couple of minutes, although he did shift enough for me to lower my leg before it set in place. To be honest, that whole leg up in the air thing was a bit too much for that early in the morning, but I wasn’t going to complain. We just lay there together, somewhat of a messy tangle, as we allowed our breathing to return to normal.

“Shower, mister. You need to get ready for work.”

“Join me?”

“No, sweetheart, I need to change the bed and prepare breakfast.”

His face kind of fell.

I hugged him tight. “I may get fucked later, but I made love this morning, and I intend to tonight too. There’s a huge difference.”

I shifted my hand and brought it up above him. He twigged a moment before my hand landed on his butt with a satisfying slap. “Shower.”

“Yes, boss.” He grinned to take any sting out of it and rolled off.

“Don’t forget.”

“Forget what?”

“I’ll be up for my shower as soon as I’ve got the breakfast started. While I’m in there, you have to pick out my outfit. This time, it’s for real, Justin, so pick well.”

He sighed but knew I was right. I’d shown him the text from Steve after he’d woken me on the deck. He’d actually got a little huffy when I refused to go out and look at his new toy until I reminded him I was wearing a bikini, and he’d just loosened the strap holding it up.

Redirecting him to thinking about sex was an easy way to win that one. He could show me the car at the weekend. For now, I needed to get him off to work so I could get everything done I needed before my visitors arrived.

Steve’s words had left no doubt there’d be three of them today, and I wasn’t looking forward to that in any way, shape, or form.  I also knew today was going to be another picture day. They wanted those photographs in a file that could be shown to the next junior VP applicant when they were placed in the same position as Justin had been. I wondered who took the pictures—or did they take turns at doing that, in the same way, they would be taking turns with me. I did know they wouldn’t bring another photographer in.

I had the bed stripped and remade before Justin switched the water off in the shower. Knowing I had at least ten minutes while he got dressed for work, I headed downstairs, dressed in my silk robe again, to make the coffee and start getting the scrambled eggs and toast ready. I only made enough for one. Although I’d drink coffee, I was too nervous for food. If I tried to eat, my stomach would return it, not necessarily straight away. In fact, I knew my nerves would be getting worse as the time drew nearer to ten. So, I’d end up vomiting up everything I’d eaten right on the stroke of ten. Not a good look for a woman who was about to get laid.

* * * *

By the time I came out of the shower, with my hair wrapped in a towel, Justin had laid out an outfit for me, or at least that’s what it looked like. I didn’t own many nighties, preferring an oversized tee or sleeping naked. So to find the one black, see-through baby doll set lying on the bed accompanied by a balled-up pair of stockings made me squeal. As I picked up the baby doll, I squealed again. The panties were missing. It appeared my husband had followed through on the jokey conversation for forty-eight hours. The moment I opened the door to Steve at ten o’clock, I’d be fully exposed to him. Jeez, if I wore this, it rendered large parts of the house unusable for me because I’d be on show through the window. Bang, there went our reputation.

It was entirely possible he was acting on secretive instructions from Steve too. His boss may well have told him what to select and not let me know he’d done that. Again the secrets and convoluted logic had me stymied.

I picked up the nightie and held it up to the light. I hadn’t won it for a while and had forgotten how see-through it was. A single lace held the front together, simple slip bows formed the shoulder straps. A quick tug at three loose ends, and I’d be naked.

“Bastard!”

I heard a low chuckle from the bedroom door. I spun around to find Justin leaning there, watching me, a big shit-eating grin on his face. He stepped into the room and moved closer. I kind of tried to cover myself with the tiny baby doll, but it wasn’t going to be effective.

“No, baby, I am not expecting you to throw your reputation away today. We’ll wait ‘til next week to do that.”

He leaned forward and kissed the tip of my nose. “Your real outfit is laid out on the bed in the guest room.”

I glared at him, and he retreated a couple of steps. He’d got me, got me good, and since he was dressed for work and it was almost time for him to go, I couldn’t get my own back.

“Rotten trick.”

“Worth it to see your face, baby.”

I smiled and, after tossing the nightie onto the bed, walked over to him, although he did retreat until he reached the door.

I put my arms around him and pressed my naked body, still warm from the shower, against him. My arms went around the back of his neck, and I kissed him, putting a lot of passion into it. Grinding up against his crotch brought his cock to hardness. Then I stepped back and smiled.

“Time to go to work, sweetheart.”

He glanced down at himself, then reached down and adjusted it within his pants. “That was deliberate, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah. I want the neighbors to know you’ve got a hard-on for your new toy.”

He rolled his eyes. “As if.”

I smiled and waved bye-bye before retreating further into the bedroom.

“No breakfast?”

“No. Couldn’t face it this morning.”

“Don’t drink too much coffee then. Nervous?”

“What do you think?”

“Of course, you’re nervous. What woman wouldn’t be?”

I bit my lip and tried to turn away, but he was there again, holding my shoulders and pulling me into a comforting hug.

“You need to go.”

“Why?”

“Because if you won’t, I’ll either cry and ruin your shirt, or I’ll pull you down onto the bed and fuck you senseless. Then I’d need another shower, and I haven’t got time. Either way, you’d be late for work.”

He chuckled and pulled away, his cock showing no sign of deflating.

“This time, buster.” I poked him in the chest with a finger. “I expect you to refrain from relieving yourself like you did last time. Even if Steve sends you pictures again. Am I clear? If you’ve got a serious head of steam waiting to go bang down there when you come home… then that’s the way I want it.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Scoot or you’ll be late.”

“Maybe I want to take another look at my gorgeous wife’s naked body.”

I rolled my eyes but stood still, my legs slightly parted to give him an even better view.

“Go.”

“Gone. Laters, baby.”

I heard him clatter downstairs, whistling as he went. Justin never whistled. That’s when I released he might have just escaped scot-free. I hadn’t seen what he’d left on the bed in the spare room. If there was nothing there, then he wanted me to be naked, answering the door to his boss.

The deep, powerful rumble of the X5 started up, and he backed down the driveway. He took his time showing off his new toy to the neighbors, not that I could blame him.

My nerves were on fire as I stepped into the spare bedroom at the front of the house. I took the time to wrap a towel around my body because, unlike our master bedroom at the back, this one was overlooked.

My sigh of relief was palpable as I spotted one of my black cocktail dresses lying on the bed. At least I’d start off covered up. The black halter neck had quite a plunging neckline, and it wasn’t a dress I’d usually put on at this time of day. Evening wear, semi-formal, is how I’d define it, but here it was laid out for me to put on at nine in the morning. The black lace panties were, of course, see-through, and I was surprised to see he’d included a bra, the one that matched the underwear. This time too, there was a garter belt for the stockings, which were just about the sheerest pair I possessed. The garter belt and stockings I could understand—but the bra was a bit of an issue. Justin had seen me in that dress a couple if not three times. He knew I never wore it with a bra, even if it had clear straps like this one had. The back strap and catch would be visible, as would the section between the cups at the front. I closed my eyes for a couple of seconds as I tried to envisage what it would look like. I snapped my eyes open straight away—the vision I’d just had, had been too lewd, with Steve and two faceless men watching from the couch as I slowly and seductively slipped the bra down and off. That hadn’t been what I’d been trying to think about. One thing, though, was certain, since the dress was black, I had to complete my make-up and hair before I got dressed.

* * * *

The skirt was a little shorter than I remembered it, but it still covered the tops of my stockings, but only just. They were the shortest ones I owned, so their tops were lower. At least it wasn’t the wide elastic lace top of hold-ups—they’d have shown for sure.

I smiled as I checked the mirror. My husband had been a tricky kind of genius in adding the bra. The inch or so connecting the cups that showed in the v at the front would draw more attention there than the naked v would have, which would have been a lot in any case. The clear shoulder straps didn’t show too much—but I wouldn’t have worn it to a good restaurant. The strap at the back, exposed like that, was perfect for a guy to fumble with, to tease me by toying with it, and then undo it. Since the dress was a halter neck, stripping the straps down my arms and off would be easy. I could even do it elegantly if I wanted. My only problem with the entire ensemble was that it wouldn’t be him removing it.

A glance at the clock showed it was already ten to ten. I grabbed my shoes and scampered downstairs and through to the kitchen before slipping the three-inch black heels on my feet. Slingbacks with open toes they weren’t exactly come fuck me pumps, but they were sexy and gave my legs that extra definition.

I didn’t want to answer the door puffing and out of breath, having just run down the stairs. That would appear altogether too eager. I knew Steve, of course, but his two companions would be any two from seven, not six, given I knew the impotent one who wouldn’t be here today. Although I’d been introduced to them all and even danced with them all, I couldn’t remember their faces or names.

Taking calming breaths, I put the coffee machine on and made sure the wine was chilling nicely and the glasses were within easy reach on the worktop. I did a quick check around the rest of the house to make sure it looked neat and tidy, and then it was over to the mirror to make sure my makeup and hair looked good.

As I was just fussing with my hair for the last time, I heard a powerful car pull onto the drive. It was dead on ten o’clock.

Showtime!

Shit!


Chapter 13

I stood there, just inside the hall, and waited for someone to knock. I didn’t want to throw the door open and wait as they walked up the driveway, appraising me. I wanted them inside the house, and the door shut before any of the neighbors thought there was anything amiss.

There was a frosted glass panel at the side of the door, and I could see three large shadows step up onto the porch but couldn’t make out any details. That brought forth a gasp. As expected, three of them—they meant business this time. Last time, it had been Steve on his own.

The knock on the door wasn’t loud, but it still made me jump. They’d ignored the doorbell, I guess trying to be that little bit more discreet. I swallowed hard and took a deep breath, trying to make sure my smile looked natural and not forced, although it was anything but.

“Good morning, Denise.”

I nodded my head. “Steve.”

“I know you’ve met, but please let me reintroduce our CFO, Frank Michaels, and another of our senior VPs, Martin Donaldson.”

I instinctively offered my hand to shake theirs. Although Martin did so, the slightly older Frank disconcerted me taking my hand and lifting it to his lips. It was an old-fashioned courtesy I’d seen in period dramas, but it had never happened to me. He brushed his lips across the back of my hand and held my hand there as his gaze moved over me from head to foot. I couldn’t help the slight blush that rose to my face.

“Charmed to meet you, sweetie. You look ravishing.” I couldn’t quite place his accent, and I guess Steve noticed my puzzled look.

He chuckled. “See, Martin, I told you, never go out with an Englishman in tow—the women always fall for that accent.”

The other two men laughed, and I frowned at Steve. “I prefer charming to brash any day of the week.”

“Touché, babes, touché.”

I stood aside, and they stepped past me. Two of them were carrying normal laptop cases, but I noticed the aluminum case Steve was carrying but did not mention it. He knew I’d seen it, so as the others walked past me, he mouthed one word camera. Ah. That just increased my nervousness. I’d tried very hard to forget they’d need more photographs.

“Can I get you, gentlemen, a coffee? Or would you prefer wine? Or something stronger. We’re not big spirits drinkers here, but I know we’ve got some whiskey and brandy around here somewhere.”

They laughed politely, and all elected for coffee. I turned and headed for the kitchen and knew all eyes were on my back and butt as I walked away. Although I knew they were watching, I couldn’t pluck up the nerve to put that little extra into my walk to tease them.

I heard a soft step behind me as I poured coffee, put creamer and sugar in bowls, and set up a tray. I wasn’t surprised to find Steve had followed me.

“Nice dress.”

“Thank you.”

“I think I’ve seen you in it braless, though.”

I blushed. “Probably. I don’t usually wear a bra with it…”

“But Justin picked one out.”

“Yeah.”

“He made the right choice, given our current situation. Probably not right for a more normal social event. But it looks good on you, makes you look even sexier.”

I shuddered but, after a second, continued to put the coffee tray together. “Martin and Frank will have their coffee down here. You sit and keep them company until I call.”

“And you will be?”

“Setting up the camera upstairs.”

“Oh.”

“Just the first few times, then no cameras. Remember, you signed up to it.”

“I know.” I tried not to let my shoulders sag.

“I have a penalty to pay too.”

“You do?”

“Yeah. Although I get to be first… I also have to take the photos of the others.”

“All of them?”

“Yeah. My penalty for being the first one between those beautiful legs of yours. The first one to see that those breasts of yours are as immaculate as they look and prove that ass to die for is exactly that. The first one to see how pretty your pussy is.”

I had to grip the edge of the counter to stop myself from shaking. “You sure know how to sweet-talk a girl.”

He chuckled. “Calling it like it is, sexy lady.” He leaned in and placed a kiss on the back of my shoulder. “And you are, sexy. Not just beautiful, but with a great mind too. Today, though, you don’t get to negotiate your way out of a kiss.”

As he gripped the counter on both sides of me, I had a decision to make. Did I continue to play it coy and shy, or did I try to push back? I was way too competitive to do anything other than the latter. I spun around and crossed my arms behind his neck, my upturned mouth only inches from his. As he gazed down, I smiled and licked my lips, the invitation obvious. Steve leaned in and just brushed his lips over mine.

“You have two other guests who also want theirs.”

I gasped. Visions of them working as a team, stripping me naked, and then gangbanging me on the couch whirled in my head. I didn’t want that, but my body wasn’t so sure it was a bad idea.

Steve laughed. “Their coffee. Why, what did you think I meant?”

He brushed his lips against mine again and stepped back.

“Let me take it.”

“No, you go and get your equipment set up,” I emphasized equipment, and it wouldn’t take a brain box to know I wasn’t really talking about the camera. His sharp intake of breath showed he’d noticed. He grinned, grabbed one of the cups of coffee from the tray, and carried it upstairs, picking up the small aluminum case on the way.

I took another deep breath and carried the tray into the family room, trying to play the good hostess. I did, however, make sure I bent down a little bit more than I needed to. Their eyes locked on my breasts as I did so to serve the coffee. They’d both took a seat on the large couch facing into the room, and I sat on the chair opposite, cradling my own coffee. As I sat down, I almost crossed my legs, an automatic motion, but instead pressed my knees together. I would have been flashing stocking tops if I had done so, and that was just a step too far for me. Any minute now, Steve was going to call me from upstairs. When he did, these two guys knew as well as I did what that meant. Time to get naked and do the dirty. Have sex. Get screwed. Call it what you will. When Steve called, my face was going to be bright red.

As they tried to put me at my ease, talking about this and that, I could see them watching me, and I almost wished I’d gone upstairs with Steve and just sat and watched him rig his equipment. There again, I didn’t want those damn cameras there in the first place. Not that I really wanted this either, but as I’d found forty-eight hours earlier, my body wasn’t averse to the idea.

Martin, in particular, tried to put me at my ease, but it didn’t work. Frank took over by telling me a slightly off-color joke. The joke wasn’t that funny, but my nerves had me giggling. A second joke was funnier, keeping the giggling going, and I realized it was working. I was feeling more comfortable.

That mood was broken as I heard Steve on the stairs. I looked over toward the staircase, and he smiled and beckoned me.

I tried to put a brave face on, putting my coffee down with a deliberate movement and then rising to my feet. “If you’ll excuse me, gentlemen, duty calls…”

They both convulsed with laughter, and Frank even had to put his own cup down to avoid spilling it. For a moment, I wondered if they intended to follow and watch, and my own smile must have faded. Frank saw it first and shook his head. “Don’t worry about us, sweetheart…” I winced as he used the endearment I used for Justin. “… We’ve both brought work to do.”

“Okay.” I sighed with relief. “Do you need the Wi-Fi password?”

He shook his head. “Steve asked Justin for it yesterday, so unless you’ve changed it…”

“No, it’s still the same.”

“Go, as you said, duty calls.”

I blushed. I tried not to, but the response was automatic. I could see they were just gently smiling at me, not roaring with laughter at my discomfiture. Nevertheless, as I walked over to the bottom of the stairs, I knew they were watching, and my humiliation blossomed. Steve had, in the meantime, walked down to the bottom of the stairs and stood to one side to let me precede him. I was two steps up before I realized he wasn’t being a gentleman but had rather taken up a place to watch my legs as I ascended.

“Naughty.”

He laughed, the other two joining in, and I knew I needed to get away from their line of sight before my nerve failed. I took the next three steps quickly, then paused. At least I couldn’t see them, although I knew they could see me from the bust down. On the other hand, Steve had a fabulous view straight up the back of my legs and under my skirt. He hadn’t moved from the foot of the stairs, just standing there, his lips pursed in a soundless whistle.

“Are you going to stay there all day, or are you coming upstairs with me?”

His chuckle told me I’d just dropped a double entendre, and the others laughed as well. I needed to get out of this situation before I made it any worse. I didn’t bother looking around to ensure he was following me. I was sure he would, although he might wait for me to reach the top of the stairs first. In fact, as I started up, I could hear him following, although he remained a few steps behind me. I had a horrible suspicion he might try and take some pictures of me like that, that upskirt shot on the stairs so quickly turned my head, but his hands were empty. His jacket was missing, I assumed he’d left it in the bedroom, and hopefully, his cell phone was in his jacket.

“Relax, Denise, you’re way too tense.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“Easy for you to do, too.”

I glowered at him, and when I reached the top of the stairs, I paused, waiting for him to catch up to me. The last place I wanted to be with my husband’s boss was in our marital bedroom, but I didn’t have any choice, and Steve wrapped his arm around my waist and steered me along the landing. I hadn’t told him which room, but it wouldn’t have been hard to guess—it was the only one with an en-suite and was the largest bedroom by far. All he’d had to do was glance in each room.

He shut the door behind us as we entered the room, cutting off access from the men waiting downstairs for their turn. Taking the three on one after the other was bad enough. Taking them on all at the same time approached nightmare proportions in my mind. I shook my head to clear the visions, not wanting to let my body flick the on switch with such lurid ideas.

That allowed me to look around the room and see what Steve had done. My eyes were drawn straight to the bed, where a camera seemed to balance on a peculiar black twisty thing tied around a bar of the headboard. The camera pointed down at the bed. It would capture my face as someone fucked me, as long as the guy kept his head out of the way. A similar device was holding a second camera up on the windowsill, and as I looked around a third one on the top of the dressing table mirror.

“Three?”

“Covers the angles.”

“Ah.”

“While I’m with you, I’ve got a little remote control that fires all three cameras.”

“And when it’s one of the others?”

“As I said, that’s my penalty. I get to take the pictures myself.”

I shuddered. I’d forgotten he’d said that. “Some penalty. Won’t movement dislodge the cameras, particularly this one?” I pointed at the one attached to the bed.

He shook his head. “Nah, GorillaPods are brilliant at holding a camera in place.

“What did you call it?”

“GorillaPod. It’s a flexible type of tripod, attaches to anything at any angle, and holds the camera still.”

As he talked, I was looking to make sure nothing else had changed, no surprises. Then I saw it and froze. “What the…?”

“What?”

I pointed toward the large framed wedding photo of myself and Justin. It had been moved from the window sill where it normally lived and now adorned the bedside table. It was clearly in line with the camera on the bed and would show up in every shot it took.

“You know why, babes.”

I did. It tied Justin into what was happening and manufactured that little bit of insurance they wanted. It felt like a spike through my heart, though, and I guess Steve could see me trembling. He wrapped his arms around me, cuddling me back into him.

“Come on, no crying. Otherwise, we’ll end up with you redoing your makeup.”

I forced a smile. I was pretty sure I’d be redoing my makeup at least twice.

“So… How are we going to do this?”

He chuckled. “Eager are we?”

“No.”

He spun me around in his arms to hold me tight against his chest. “We can take our time, babes. Don’t sweat it.”

I looked up at him, intending to say something about it being easy for him to say, but instead, my lips met his descending ones. As I’d opened my mouth to speak, his tongue darted out to take control of the gap, and the kiss intensified. His hands gripped my back, one on the material around my waist, one higher, on the naked skin around the bra strap. His tongue pushed past my teeth, and I opened my mouth wider to let him in. His tongue found mine and started to twist against it, forcing a response from me.

Steve was a very good kisser, and although his hand slid a little lower, he made no further move on me. Just kept kissing me. He shuffled me around and then gently guided me back until I could feel the bed touching the back of my knees. I half expected him to keep moving, to push until we both toppled onto the yielding surface, but he didn’t. Nor did he break away and push me back to sprawl in front of him. He had other plans rather than anything so gauche.

His kiss was electric, and despite my reservations, my body was reacting. Inside the flimsy bra, I could feel my nipples swelling up, pushing against the lace and, in turn, pushing against the thin fabric of the dress. Between my legs, I felt hot and sticky and knew a finger would find my pussy lips starting to moisten. He broke the kiss and moved his head to the side to nuzzle at the sensitive spot under my ear. Without thinking, I canted my head to the side to provide better access.

“No hickeys.”

“No worries.”

He moved higher, finding my earlobe and the understated diamond stud adorning it. He sucked both into his mouth, then I heard him gasp as he opened his mouth wider and pulled away.

“Ouch.”

“What?”

“Forgot stud earrings have a point at the back.”

I couldn’t help it. I started giggling.

“It’s not funny.” I could see he couldn’t keep a straight face.

The tiny mishap broke the ice, and I relaxed into his embrace.

“Safer to kiss you, I think.”

“Safer for me, or safer for you?”

He growled. “Safer for me.”

This kiss started off with a lot more passion from the get-go, and I curled my arms around his neck and pulled him tighter. I could feel my breasts flattening against his chest and no doubt he could as well. His hands started to move, his right hand high on my back, rubbing over my naked skin, catching and jerking on the bra strap. No doubt that was deliberate, but I let it go, happy to lose myself in the kiss. His left hand drifted down, cupping my left ass cheek, and as he squeezed, I moaned into his mouth, embarrassed by just how aroused I was.

“Is that red face passion or embarrassment?”

“A lady never tells.”

He grunted, and it was obvious he was going to say something, but he bit the words back. Steve stepped back, his hands on my shoulders, holding me still as his hot gaze swept up and down my body. “I know it sounds corny, but you look good enough to eat.”

I giggled. “Don’t crease the dress.”

“Why not?”

I rolled her eyes. “I think I’ve got to wear it twice more.”

“No, babes. The dress will stay off. Martin will want you in your underwear, and we’ll probably find something else for you to wear for Frank.”

I shuddered. ”You are so not rifling through my closet. Let alone my underwear drawer.”

“We’ll see.”

His hands moved to the strip behind my neck. A simple twist and tug to part the Velcro and the top of the dress would cascade down. At least I had the bra covering me, but I didn’t think that would be for long.

As I heard the familiar sound of the two halves parting, I knew playtime was now officially over.


Chapter 14

I thought Steve would keep me at arm’s length as he peeled the dress down to expose my chest just so he could enjoy the view, but he didn’t. He stepped close again, capturing my lips with his as he let go of the two sides of the dress. His hands returned to my back, one dropping to cup my butt and pull me tight against an increasingly hard erection.

I melted against him and let his kiss take possession of my body. It was easy. He was that good with his lips. Part of me wanted to pull away and throw them out of my house, but I knew what I was getting in to. I’m a big girl, and I’d made my own decision. The other part of me was responding to the stimulation. I’d grabbed the dress when he let go, now I too let go of the two loose pieces of fabric and wrapped my arms around the back of his neck, kissing him back, measure for measure.

My nipples were hard inside my bra, pushing at the lace as I squashed my breasts against his chest. I wasn’t sure if he could feel them yet. There were two layers of fabric between me and his shirt. One of those was easy to lose as I eased back, grating a gap between our chests. I felt the thin material of the dress slide down and away, leaving me in just my bra above the waist.

He broke the kiss, leaning in to press foreheads together, his eyes downcast as he looked at the prize I’d just revealed.

“You looked amazing in that purple set. Now you look fucking delicious in black lace.”

“A girl likes to be complimented.”

His eyes flicked back to mine as we both panted for breath.

“May I?”

It was almost an odd question. He was asking for permission to touch me, probably to remove my bra. At the same time, it was a nice gesture, letting me know he wanted to take it slowly, not crowd me into anything. Like he was giving me reassurance at every step of the way. That reassurance worked, and I tried hard not to rationalize everything too much. He was taking the lead. I needed to just let myself follow, let myself be seduced.

“Having got this far, you don’t need permission for each step.”

“Just checking.”

His hands slipped around my now virtually naked back. A quick flick of what were obviously practiced fingers and the cups loosened around my tits. I brought my hands down, hooked my fingers in the top of his pants, and tugged down a little.

“Eager are we?”

“No.”

He knew what I was really doing, so he brought his hands to my shoulders and flicked the clear shoulder straps of my bra down and off. The straps cascaded down my arms until the fact the cups were still pressed against his chest brought them to a halt.

Steve smiled down at me again. “You going to move back to make the big reveal, or am I?”

I chuckled slightly. “A problem for me, big boy. I’ve got the bed right behind me.”

“Oh, right.”

Before I could move, he took a half-step back, removing that last contact between our chests. Nothing could stop the bra from falling away, exposing my breasts to his eyes… and hands. I let go of his belt and let the bra fall all the way to the floor.

His eyes swept down, taking in my naked chest for the first time. There seemed no point in false modesty, so I stretched, arching my back, making the most of my assets. Steve seemed to growl in appreciation. I expected him to grab for them, take possession of my tits, cup and squeeze my breasts, tease and pinch my nipples. I wanted him to, but he was still working to his own plan. He stepped closer but kept a little distance between us.

Steve’s hands dropped to my waist and took hold of the dress that had gathered there. My eyes widened as his intentions struck home, but I didn’t try to stop him as he pulled the dress out from my waist and levered it down over my hips. Seconds later, it lay in a puddle on top of my feet, leaving me in panties, a garter belt, stockings, and heels.

He kissed me again, pulling me tight against him. My arms wrapped around his back to keep my balance, holding him to me. His legs shifted, one knee pushing gently against the junction of my legs. I shuffled my left foot out a little, creating a tiny gap, and he took advantage, his thigh pressing tight against my mound. I moaned into his mouth, unable to stop my body from reacting to the contact. One hand roamed up and down my back while the other wormed its way between our two bodies so he could cup my breast.

The pressure of his hand against my engorged nipple made me groan as he broke the kiss. I could feel it trying to almost burrow into the soft flesh of his palm. At the same time, I knew if he dropped his hand lower, he’d find my pussy wet. A wetness that was spreading from the grinding action of his thigh against it.

I giggled, unable to stop the thought that consumed me.

“What, babes?”

“Your suit pants will go to the dry-cleaners if you don’t stop that.”

“Stop what, Denise?” He increased the pressure, pushing his thigh between my legs, his hand at my waist pulling me down into firmer contact with him. I could feel his cock, hard, pressing against my stomach.

He continued to grind for another few seconds, and I was grinding back, pushing down against him. When he pulled away, it felt like a loss, as if I felt empty. Steve smiled at me. Ready for the final reveal, babes?”

“No.”

He chuckled and dropped to his knees in front of me, his hands moving to my waist. As he knelt there, I could see him staring at my naked breasts and suppressed a shiver. His eyes were alight, and I swallowed hard as his thumbs hooked inside the panties. It appeared he would be removing them—obviously not one of the guys who liked to rip them off. There again, maybe he was just being gentle the first time.

I forced myself to get back into the moment, even if that was the moment a different man was about to remove my underwear and see my pussy for the first time. Nobody else had since I’d started dating Justin, not counting medical people. My legs were trembling. I couldn’t help it. Emotions roiled in my system as both sides warred within me as desire built. If he’d simply thrown me on the bed, ripped my panties off, and took me, I’d have probably felt better about it. Instead, he was taking his time, stripping and seducing me, making sure I was ready… if not exactly happy.

His hands had begun their downward journey, but he was operating on touch, his gaze never leaving my breasts.

I could feel my panties dragging over my hips as he pulled them down, taking his time. I spread my legs a little for better balance and looked down to watch his face. As the back of my panties flicked over the final curve of my butt, I was left with my underwear in a ring around my upper thighs. He couldn’t resist the temptation to look, breaking his fixation on my tits, his gaze dropping to my slit.

“Fuck! You are gorgeous.”

His hands moved faster now, sliding my panties all the way down my legs and then holding them spread apart so I could step out of the tangle of cloth around my feet. Of course, he’d had to bend to do that, and his face was only inches away from my pussy.

I waited for him to make the inevitable move. He didn’t move right away, using his eyes, drinking in every detail. I tried not to moan, didn’t want to sound impatient. Still, I needed something, if only to stop me rationalizing what was happening. I needed to feel rather than think.

His head shot forward, his lips pursing as they landed on my slit. This time, I couldn’t prevent the moan that escaped my mouth. I pushed my hips forward, pressing myself against his mouth. After a couple of seconds, he pushed his tongue out to contact my slit, and of their own volition, my hands dropped to the top of his head.

He ran his tongue up and down the edge of my slit, bathing me with his saliva and, at the same time, no doubt, tasting my juices. I had no doubt I was wet, and my legs were trembling even more before he shifted his target and started to play with the top of my slit, attempting to uncover my clit. I pulled his head against me, mashing him into my pussy, and groaned.

“Fuck! You’re good at that.”

He pulled back, his hands curling around the back of my thighs. I looked down into his face, seeing my juices smeared all over his chin and cheeks. “You’re so sweet. I want more.”

“On the bed, then, please.” My legs wouldn’t take much more of this while standing up.

He swarmed up me, his hands briefly cupping my butt cheeks and then my breasts as he rose to his feet. One arm circled my back, the other swooped low behind my legs, and he was holding me up in the air.

“Don’t you dare throw me onto the bed.”

He grinned. “No such intention.”

I think he had intended that, but now he moved over to the side of the bed and lowered me onto the top of the sheet.

“Scoot into the middle, babes.”

I did as he asked and watched as he walked around to the foot of the bed and climbed onto it. He grabbed my ankles and eased my legs apart, his eyes intent on regaining his earlier prize. I tried hard not to pant, but the sight of him crawling between my stocking-clad legs was making my breathing speed up, my heart hammer at me.

“There is only one thing better than seeing a woman writhing in ecstasy in the middle of her bed.”

“And that is?”

Steve chuckled. “That same woman writhing, still wearing her garters, stockings, and heels. There’s something just… so decadent about it.”

Before I could reply, he leaned in, pushing up the bed, and started nibbling at my inner thigh, only a couple of inches below my pussy. I squealed and let my legs fall further apart, offering myself up to him. He’d said I was good enough to eat, and that was what he started to do.

This time, though, it was a little different from when we’d been standing. He started by using his fingers first. He traced them up and down the line of my slit, slowly sinking in between my outer lips. Then he’d change technique and start rubbing tiny circles around my clit. Within a minute, I was starting to buck against his hand. He lowered his hand to the bottom part of my slit and then started to use his mouth on the sensitive area around my clit. I moaned, a long, low sound filling the room as he introduced a finger into me. He pushed past my labia, entering me as I bucked against what he was doing with his mouth.

I tried to lift myself on my elbows to watch him, but I didn’t have the strength, already feeling the orgasm building deep inside me. He reached out toward the bedside cabinet with his free hand but couldn’t stretch far enough. I looked over and saw what was clearly the camera remote sitting there. I didn’t want him taking a picture of me in this revealing pose, but even so, I grabbed the little pad and passed it to him. He couldn’t say thank you, his mouth was full of me.

My back arched, and I felt like I could see stars. He had said he wasn’t using flash, but it felt like it as he clicked the button one, two, three times. The cameras themselves were silent. I tried not to groan, aware of how the camera on the headboard would capture me. My head, thrown back, my breasts heaving, while lower down, a man, not my husband, buried his head between my legs.

Just the thought of that obscene image was almost enough. Steve pushed a second finger into me, and that was the trigger. My butt left the bed as my back arched into a curve. I gasped and moaned and almost screamed as the climax ripped through me. I could feel myself squeezing down on the two fingers inside me, my juices coating Steve’s face as the orgasm tore through and into me.

Slowly, my body relaxed, and I panted for air, watching through lidded eyes as Steve straightened up and backed off the bed. His hands went to the row of buttons on the front of his shirt. It didn’t seem to matter to him that the fingers of one hand were wet from me, and he was wiping them on his shirt. I guess it would be some kind of obscene souvenir for Alison to find. That thought made me blush, but I kept my stare locked on his hands as they dropped down his body, leaving a row of opened buttons behind him. I couldn’t remember when he’d removed his tie, but it had disappeared at some point. Now, as he pulled his cufflinks clear, the shirt was pushed off his shoulders and down his back. Steve didn’t possess the hairiest chest I’d ever seen, but he wasn’t bald or shaved, either. He didn’t have the six-pack abs, but he wasn’t in bad shape for a man almost ten years older than my husband. Not unattractive, anyway. Above all, no paunch.

I struggled up onto my elbows to watch as he pulled his shirt free from his waistband and dropped it behind him. I didn’t make any attempt to close my legs, letting him feast his eyes on me as he fiddled with his belt. I even went further, steepling my knees to spread myself further open, my slit clearly on show to him. There was no point in modesty, not after that orgasm. The belt was open now, and his flies were the work of seconds. He pushed his trousers down, revealing tight black underwear, not boxers, which I found surprising. His cock was outlined against them, standing straight up against his stomach. I licked my lips, his eyes flicked up to my face, and he smiled back at me. I could tell he was in a hurry and wondered how much of his stamina had been used up in the lengthy foreplay as he’d coaxed me out of my clothes and seduced me. How much had been absorbed by the anticipation of getting into me?

He seemed to dance on one leg and then the other, and I giggled—I hadn’t expected him to bother removing his shoes and socks. After all, he’d left my stockings and heels on and the garter belt and garters that I knew framed my pussy for him. Then it was time for the big reveal. He pulled the waistband of his tight underwear out and then slid them down. He wasn’t making a performance of it, but his cock bobbed against his stomach as it sprang free.

Once again, I licked my lips in anticipation, and as he climbed onto the bed between my legs, I lay back, welcoming him.

I’d seen the drops of pre-cum forming on the tip of his cock, and I knew he was anxious to get inside me, as anxious as I was to get him there.

Then he was touching me, his mouth descending onto one nipple while the fingers of his left hand rolled its counterpart. My back arched, and I gasped, and I could feel his legs sliding against my inner thighs as he positioned himself. His cock bounced against my thigh for a second or two, and then I felt it pressing against my slit. I moaned, and he let go of my tit and brought his mouth up to mine, crushing my lips with a passionate kiss as he started to press forward.

His cock wasn’t quite lined up correctly, so he broke the kiss and pulled back, then pressed forward again, still not using his hand. On hand still cupped and mauled my left breast, and as I glanced to the side, I could see him holding the camera remote. He pushed harder, this time, his cock sliding between my outer lips. I moaned, my face still turned toward the camera, my mouth falling open as he entered me. I could see his hand pressing the button, capturing shot after shot of the moment a cock other than my husband’s was inside me for the first time since our wedding.

I gasped for air, feeling every inch, every quarter of an inch, as he slid into me. He didn’t seem bigger than Justin, certainly not thicker, but it felt different.

“You bastard!”

“What?” He smiled down into my face.

“That picture.”

“You mean the one as I entered you?”

“Yeah. That one.”

“Best one of the bunch. You should have seen your face. It was incredible.”

“Well, I guess I will see it now, won’t I?” I tried to sniff, but he jerked his hips, jamming another inch into me before he paused again. My labia closed around the shaft behind the head, and my sniff became a groan.

“Who said we’d show you any of the pictures?”

I stared at him in shock. Somehow I’d made that assumption. I’d get to see them. From the look on Steve’s face, as well as his words, that might well not be happening. My channel was relaxing, getting used to him being there, so he slid further into me, then moved again, sliding all the way inside. I could feel him there, all the way in, his balls nestling against my thighs. My legs rose from the beds, and I tried to cross my ankles behind him, forgetting all about my heels, which made it awkward.

He chuckled and pressed the remote another couple of times, then started to pull out and push back, his strokes gradually increasing in power and length as well as tempo.

Soon he had a rhythm established, and I could feel my body responding to him. His hand returned to my breast, his lips to mine, his tongue spearing into my mouth to possess me once again. As he tweaked and squeezed my sensitive nipple, I could feel my reactions starting to peak, and about a minute later, my orgasm crashed through me. I think, but I wasn’t sure, but I think Steve took another set of pictures as I shook and spasmed around him. This time, I was sure I could feel myself contract around his cock, repaying him for the way he’d squeezed my nipple.

He gasped and shuddered for a moment, then as my orgasm started to subside, he began to fuck me again. His rhythm was much faster this time, much harder as he thrust into me. My hips were churning against him, my hands on his back. I suppressed a devilish smile – they were contractually bound not to mark me, but that didn’t apply to me marking them. Slowly, not wanting to alert Steve, I moved my fingers, my hands forming claws on his back but not yet gripping him. I’d manage dot sort out my ankles now, and I had them crossed behind his butt, pulling him into me harder and harder with every thrust.

I could feel another orgasm building, and at the same time, I could feel him starting to tense.

“Just a bit more. I’m nearly there. Hold on a bit longer…”

He grunted, but I felt him slow and for a moment try, then he was pounding away again. I felt his cock start to swell inside me and knew he was close. One more thrust, then another, then he slammed into me and held still. I felt the first pulse spray out of him, coating me deep inside. That was enough to trigger me, and my own orgasm raged through my system. As planned, my hands tightened on his back, my nails digging into his skin. I heard him hiss, but I wasn’t concentrating on that. I was concentrating on how it felt. My pussy muscles contracted around his cock, almost as if I was trying to milk him of every last drop.

As he finally spent himself, he pulled out and rolled over to the side, giving me room to breathe.

I turned over onto my side, panting for air, and stared at his profile. I knew he’d left the camera remote on the other side of me, so he couldn’t take any more pictures. For that particular mercy, I was grateful. I glanced down at my sweat-streaked body, noticing he was equally coated in a sheen of sweat.

“Do we get to shower together or separately?”

He chuckled. “You go shower, babes.”

“You can use the master bath.”

He shook his head. “No shower for me. Total honesty, remember? When I get home tonight, Alison will see my wrinkled shirt, and she’ll be able to smell you on me.”

“Oh.” I shuddered. “I definitely don’t want to see her for a while.”

“Chill, babes. She’s cool. But she knows what happens and what will have happened today. Been there, remember.”

He rose to his feet and offered me his hand, pulling me gently up to stand next to him.

“Right, scoot, use the bathroom, and shower if you want. There’s no real time pressure here.”

“Okay.”

“Might suggest you keep your hair dry, though, not push the envelope too much.”

I nodded. I’d intended to keep it that way—the reason I’d worn my hair in a simple style.

“Where do you keep your fresh bed linen?”

I glanced at the bed and blushed. The wet patch where I’d been lying was rather obvious. “Drawer under the bed, why?”

“You shower. Me, get dressed and make the bed fresh.”

“You don’t have to…”

“As I said, there is no time pressure on you, but you do have two more visitors. There is no need to occupy your time with trivia. I’ve got nothing else to do.”

“Thank you.”

“Right, when you’re done, come back downstairs. I’ll even sort the coffee for you.”

“Again, thanks.”

“One thing.”

“Yes?”

“Leave the bra and panties off but put the dress back on. Martin prefers that look. You can put something lacier and racier on for Frank.”

“You mean you’ll want me to walk around the house in my underwear after you have…”

Steve grinned and shook his head. “Babes, by the time Martin and I have teased him about how good you are, I doubt you’ll reach the foot of the stairs before he’s chasing you back up them.”

I couldn’t prevent a shudder, and I noticed Steve watching my breasts bounce as a result. I lowered my gaze to see his cock starting to firm again. This was not the moment to try and discuss anything, so I quickly retreated into the bathroom.


Chapter 15

As I showered, I had to admit I found the alone time a serious boon. I hadn’t expected it. Steve had dropped a hint about dressing slightly differently for each of them, but I hadn’t expected to have the time for a proper clean-up. That me time couldn’t be extended too far, but as I tried to make sure I got every bit of Steve off my skin, and from deep inside too, I took stock.

Steve had been nice. He’d set out to seduce me, taking his time and making sure I had a good time. Hell, three orgasms in one screw was damned good going. I wondered if the same would happen or would the others be rougher, quicker, and less solicitous with me. At least the session with Steve forty-eight hours earlier had dealt with a lot of nerves. He hadn’t touched me then, although he had got me half-naked, and my body had responded to that. Still, the nerves this morning had been reduced as a result. I was still very nervous about Justin’s reaction when he got home. You couldn’t dress it up any other way—I’d just been unfaithful to my husband. Okay, it had been with his foreknowledge, but it was still unfaithfulness. I’d let another man fuck me, and on our marital bed, no less. I couldn’t think of anything I’d see as a bigger betrayal than that. Now I was getting cleaned up to do it again, with a second man while a third one waited downstairs for his turn.

This was fucked up! For a moment, I leaned my head against the glass partition and tried to pull my shattered thoughts back together. Turning the shower off, I wrapped a towel around my body and moved to the mirror to check my makeup. There were a couple of streaks and smears that needed a touch-up, and my lipstick needed redoing completely. There were no tear tracks, though, which was good—they’d be harder to sort out. I guess Steve refraining from getting me to blow him had been good from that perspective.

Once I’d repaired my makeup and dried off, I massaged lotion into my arms and legs, making sure to work it into the soft sensitive skin of my inner thighs and the areas around my slit. The stockings looked okay, but rather than put them back on, I balled them up and tossed them in the hamper. Carrying my shoes and garter belt in one hand, I cracked the door to the bedroom open to check Steve had left.

He’d been true to his word, and the room was empty. The bed had been remade, too—it looked pristine. Hard to think we’d been fucking on there not fifteen minutes earlier. The cameras had gone too – I knew Steve would be in the room using a camera next time round. I wondered what the conversation was like downstairs—were they discussing me, or given they’d brought work along, were they just busy and ignoring each other. After a moment, I nodded to myself – I didn’t want to know what they were saying.

Sliding another pair of stockings up my legs and stepping into my shoes didn’t take long. Attaching the stockings to the garter belt and slipping the dress to my waist was almost as quick. Once I’d fastened the halter neck behind my neck, I checked myself over in the mirror to make sure everything looked good. I winced and quickly stripped the bra back off. I’d forgotten Steve had told me to leave it off. At least I’d remembered to leave the panties in the bathroom.

Now I had to walk down into a room with three men watching me move toward them. One of them having already fucked me, the other two knowing that and waiting their turn. It was a daunting prospect, but I fixed a smile on my lips and strode down the stairs. This was my house, I had the rights here.

* * * *

Martin was staring straight down the front of my dress as I leaned forward to place my cup on the coffee table in front of me. To be fair, he wasn’t the only one. I usually wore this dress without a bra, and I’d worn one this morning on Justin’s say-so. Now, though, on Steve’s instructions, I’d dispensed with it. The fact I was sitting cross-legged while commando hadn’t gone unnoticed, although I’d been careful not to actually flash any of them – I think.

As I straightened up, he smiled and unconsciously licked his lips.

“I think it’s time, don’t you, Denise?”

I swallowed hard and nodded, then watched as he rose from the couch and made his way over to where I was sitting on the loveseat. He offered me his hand and gently pulled me to my feet, then, without looking back, led me over to the foot of the stairs.

“After you.”

I knew what he wanted. He wanted to do what Steve had done and look up my skirt as I walked up the stairs. This time, though, I was commando and likely to be flashing much more than I had earlier. There again, it wasn’t like I could refuse the courtesy.

I’d gone up about three steps when I heard Martin call out. “Five minutes.”

“No problem.” Steve’s answer told me what that had been about. Martin wanted five minutes on his own with me before the requisite cameraman arrived. I paused, trying to get myself back under control. I could feel my face heat in a furious blush – the thought of another man watching as I was fucked didn’t sit well. The coffee I’d just drunk sloshed around in my stomach. I felt queasy at the prospect.

I expected Martin to stay at the bottom and watch me climb up the stairs the same way Steve had. I guess he noticed me react to his little exchange with Steve because a moment later, he was standing beside me, his arm around me.

“It’s okay. Relax.”

“Easy to say.”

“And hard to do, I know. Your legs are to die for, you know that?”

I forced my smile back on my face as he pulled me closer. “Nice attempt at changing the subject.”

“I thought it worked.” He leaned closer and planted a kiss on my lips. He wasn’t gentle like Steve had been, to begin with, Martin was much more forceful. His lips wriggled against mine, never still, but I kissed him back. I did lock one hand on the banister for support. Kissing like this on the stairs wasn’t the safest place to start something.

Martin broke the kiss and smiled down into my face, then took my hand again and started upstairs. “Which door?”

“On the left, at the end.”

“Thank you.”

He seemed intent on getting me into the bedroom. The kiss seemed to have fired up some urgency deep inside him. Once in the bedroom, he spun me into his arms again and once more brought his lips into contact with mine. There was maybe a little less pressure this time, his mouth searching mine as if hunting for an opening. It was a very different kiss than a few seconds earlier and a very different kiss from Steve’s. I let my lips part and extended my tongue out to flick against his lips. He groaned deep inside his throat and opened up to allow his tongue to find mine.

His hands moved over my back, his left dipping below the back edge of my dress, sliding on my naked skin. His right hand came up to grip the back of my neck, holding me in place for the kiss. He wasn’t being forceful, I didn’t feel threatened, but it was more aggressive than I’d expected. I could feel his cock pressing against my stomach, hard and erect. Yeah, Steve had been teasing him, and it appeared I was about to pay the price for that.

To be honest, his more aggressive approach was turning me on. I couldn’t help it—I tended to take the lead with Justin. Having a man take control was different. Different enough to get my motor running again.

After a moment, he broke the kiss and let go of me, dropping his hands to the sides and catching my hands with his. In a moment, we were five or so feet apart, him still holding my hands at shoulder height.

“You look gorgeous.”

“Thank you.”

“Good enough to eat, but I guess I get to pass on that treat for today.”

“You do?”

He had the grace to blush at that, and I realized what he’d meant. He didn’t want to go down on me, given what I’d been doing. “I have showered.”

“I’m sure you have, sweetcheeks. I’m sure you have.”

It was my turn to blush under his frank appraisal.

“I guess Steve was nice enough to undress you?”

“A lady never tells, but yes.”

“Well… I guess you could say I’m just not as nice as Steve…”

I smiled. I could see where this was going, so short-circuiting could work for me. “You want me to lose the dress.”

“See, I knew you were smart, Denise.”

He grinned and let go of my hands, leaning back against the closet door so he could watch.

“No music?”

“Nah, sweetcheeks. Lose the dress. I’ve had my fill of entrainment listening to Steve how good you are, so I’ll head into town if I want a stripper.”

I glared at him. “That’s not nice.”

“Denise, this is about you getting naked. Okay? As I said, I’m not mister nice guy. Sure, I have no intention of hurting you, but I want you naked, and I want you naked now.”

His tone was changing, becoming more forceful, more masterful, and I knew he was going to be one of those to watch as things developed over the next few months. Ten gets you two, he would be one of those rip my panties off, guys. I shivered but lifted my hands to the back of my neck and pulled the two Velcro tabs apart. He smiled, happy he was getting his own way. I brought my hands around to the sides, still holding the two pieces of the top of the dress, then managed to transfer my grip so I was clutching them to my chest with one hand. I slowly lowered my hand, exposing more and more of the upper curves of my breasts.

For a moment, I debated turning and presenting him with my back as I dropped the dress to the floor, but I decided against that. I wanted to show him I wasn’t afraid of him. I wasn’t going to challenge his need for dominance, for me to obey him, but I wasn’t going to let him think he’d won or that I was afraid of him.

I let go of the dress, and it fell to my waist, my hands following it down, making no attempt to cover myself. His eyes widened at the sight of my breasts, and I could see his cock pulse inside his trousers. Grasping the waist of the dress, I pushed it down over my hips and allowed it to fall to the floor. His gaze followed it down but then swept back up to zero in on my now exposed pussy. Stepping out of the dress, I used one foot to hook it and slide it clear of where I was standing.

As he walked up to me, he placed his hands on my shoulders, not bothering to speak as a gentle pressure told me to drop to my knees. It looked like his would be the first cock of the three I’d blow.

He stepped closer. “You know, don’t you, sweet cheeks?”

I nodded and reached for his flies, waiting for the command to use my teeth instead, but it never came. He was content to have a naked woman kneeling at his feet, fishing his cock out of his pants. It was a power trip for him, for sure.

I jumped a little as Steve appeared in the doorway, camera in hand, and he paused as he took in the scene in front of him. I didn’t want a picture taken of me kneeling at a man’s feet like this, my hand in his pants, feeling for his cock, but it was too late. The camera was in front of Steve’s face, and he started clicking away.

Being naked in front of two men was a new experience, not exactly one I’d wanted. Being naked with one man’s cock in my hand as another man took my picture was nowhere near my bucket list. As I freed Martin’s cock, Steve dropped to his knees to focus on the action. My face would be clearly visible as I fisted the erect dick in front of me.

“Suck it, sweet cheeks.”

They each seemed to have a favorite pet name for me. Although I’d tolerated Steve’s babes, Martin was getting harder to deal with. Sweet cheeks was just so… patronizing… so socially awkward.

I was starting to feel used, as if there was nothing in it for me. Nevertheless, I leaned forward and took the top inch of his dick into my mouth. I grimaced at the taste, unwashed cock wasn’t my favorite, and I guess he’d been for a piss in the not-too-distant past. I tried not to let Steve take a picture of me pulling a face like that, but I wasn’t sure I’d managed it.

I sucked harder, drawing another inch into my mouth. His hand came down on the top of my head, and I tried hard not to react. Any second now, he would start pushing down, forcing himself into my mouth, probably all the way into my throat, and he wouldn’t be gentle. His kisses had started to get me turned on. This felt like someone had pushed me into a cold shower. The shiver ran up and down my back as he started to press down.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Steve shake his head, and I twisted my head back to look up. Martin’s hand fell away from my head, and I let his cock drop from my lips. Martin crouched and put both his hands under my arms, and lifted me to my feet. He kissed me on the lips, a lot gentler this time.

“Reach into my shirt pocket and pull out the bill you find there and give it to Steve.”

I was puzzled and had no idea what was going on. Martin smiled and nodded but didn’t make any attempt to touch me. With a mental shrug, I did as he asked, and my fingers found a folded banknote in his pocket. Pulling it free, I could see it was a C-spot. This was just bizarre. Steve grinned at me and held out his hand, took the money from me, and kissed it before slipping it into his own pocket. I turned back to Martin, and he laughed.

“Denise, forgive us, please.”

“What?”

“A little bet and I lost.”

“You did? And what was the bet about?”

“You, of course.”

This was making less and less sense to me.

“Steve was convinced you would prefer being romanced to being, shall we say, taken.”

“And you bet the other way?”

“My only defense is that somebody had to, and Frank is far too nice to play that role.”

“So you were pretending to be a bit, shall we say… aggressive.”

“Yes, sorry.” He wouldn’t meet my eyes, and I could see the flush of embarrassment lighting his cheeks.

“A bit of role-playing?”

“Something like that.” He looked up at me, his eyes wide, somehow sad. “Will you forgive me?”

“In a word, no.”

He took a part step back and looked past me at Steve. Obviously, they hadn’t thought about this angle. My mind was running at a thousand miles an hour. The game plan was now obvious, one playing the soft, romantic, seductive card, the next playing the rough sex card. If I’d gone along with it, then fine, but something about my reaction, my expression, and my body language had told them I wasn’t going along with it, wasn’t enjoying it. Good, I didn’t like rough sex. I didn’t like aggression in the bedroom unless I was the aggressor.

I took a step forward, and both men moved back. It was kinda fun, a naked woman stalking two fully dressed men. It gave me a sense of empowerment, totally at odds with the situation. Martin was looking at me with some apprehension on his face, but Steve had a quizzical look about him. At that moment, I knew what I wanted to do and knew I needed to do it quickly before Martin’s erection faded away completely. I guess the fact he looked ridiculous, fully dressed, with his cock hanging out of his flies, was cooling his ardor. If I wasn’t careful, I’d end up disappointing one of them, which wasn’t a good start.

Somehow during the process, we’d turned ourselves around, and Martin was now standing with his back to the end of the bed. I smiled, perfect.

Stepping right up to him, I put my hand on his chest.

“No, I don’t like to be taken. Understood?”

“Perfectly.”

“I like to do the taking.”

Before he could respond, I pushed hard against his chest. He overbalanced, just as I would have done, sprawling onto the bed. I didn’t give him a chance to bounce back up. Dropping to my knees at the foot of the bed, I took his cock into my mouth. He’d lost some of his firmness, but I knew I could sort that. I smiled around the three inches, or so I’d taken in, and started to suck hard. One hand rose to circle his shaft, the other dipped between my legs—I’d remembered something else Steve had said, and that meant I had a mark to leave. For that, I needed to be really wet. Steve laughed and moved behind me with the camera and started clicking away. I tried to tune him out, to ignore him, but it wasn’t easy.

Martin thickened in my mouth, his erection growing. It was easy, given our positions, for me to see what I was doing and look along the length of his body to see his face. He’d pushed himself back to his elbows and was watching me. His smile was wide and seemed genuine. It appeared I’d been wrong about him—his rough nature had been purely for the stupid bet. As he gasped and his cock twitched in my mouth, his face took on a dreamy expression. I’d found his button, and I’d pressed it. By now, he was fully hard, and his dick filled my mouth. I backed off a little and started to jack him with my hand. I kept the tip of his cock inside my mouth and bathed it with my tongue. He groaned and sank back to the bed, his hands rising and reaching for my head to push me further down. That wasn’t going to happen, not if I could help it. I stopped sucking and licking and gently bit down on the sensitive end. He shuddered, and after a couple of seconds, his hands stopped moving, dropping back to the bed beside him.

I pulled off for a second. “Good boy.” Then plunged back down on his cock. Calling a powerful executive boy sent my senses into overdrive. I could hear Steve moving around, but I couldn’t turn and look back at him. That earlier repugnance at sucking his cock had gone, replaced with a driving need for something inside me. My fingers were doing a good job, but I needed something more, even though it had only been a few minutes since I’d resumed sucking on him. I didn’t want him to cum, though, not yet.

His cock was starting to throb in my mouth, and I could tell he wasn’t far off, and that didn’t suit my needs, nor, as far as I could tell, did it suit the needs of our resident photographer. He was groaning and gasping each time I took him further into my mouth or when I lapped around his end with my tongue. I pulled off, gasping for air myself, and squeezed the base of his dick to stop him cumming for the moment. He stayed still, waiting to see what I did next.

After a couple of seconds of pressure around his cock, I could sense the tension drained from him—crisis averted. He wasn’t going to cum too soon. That suited me. I rose to my feet and thrust my chest out, arching my back as I brought my hands up to cup my breasts.

“Like what you see, sweetie?”

He licked his lips, his eyes fixed on my breasts. I was playing the vamp for all I was worth. The effect was only marginally spoiled by Steve’s chuckle from the side.

Placing my hands on either side of his body, I crawled up on top of him, then lowered my face to his for a kiss. This time, there was no hesitation about how he returned the kiss. My weight sank back on his erection, capturing it and squashing it against my stomach.

After a few seconds, I broke the kiss and levered myself upright, then lifted my pelvis. I watched his eyes widen as my intention became obvious. Reaching between us, I grabbed his cock and lined it up with my opening. His hands rose to grasp my waist, steadying me for the crucial moments. His end brushed against my outer lips and slipped sideways. I grabbed him again and lined him up better. This time, it slipped into my wet channel, and I sank down. My fingers had been working overtime, and I was wet enough for him to slide into me as I lowered myself. He kept hold of my waist, controlling my descent, instinctively knowing not to let me just drop and impale myself. I groaned. After the last twenty minutes, actually feeling him inside of me was wonderful, especially as I was the one in control.

He groaned, and as I bottomed out, feeling his pants catch against my thighs, then without hesitating, I started to rise again. His grip on my waist tightened, not trying to control the pace, just keeping me centered. Perfect, as far as I was concerned.

Steve appeared in my peripheral vision and started taking pictures down between us. I knew my entire body was visible to him, from face down to grasping pussy. My hands were free, and I didn’t need them for balance, so I gave them both a show. Cupping and squeezing my breasts and pulling and twisting my hard nipples. The feelings roiling inside me were intense. For some reason, Justin and I hadn’t used this position for quite some time, and I’d almost forgotten how good it felt.

I’d teased Martin enough because his hands slipped up my body toward my breasts. I gave him unrestricted access by lowering my hands to his chest to brace myself, all the while thrusting myself up and then impaling myself on his cock.

I was panting by now, moans leaving my lips in time with each impaling act. My thighs trembled, and I knew I was close. His cock, though, was throbbing again, and I guessed he was closer. His groans grew louder and louder, and just before I reached my own peak, he grabbed my hips and held me down. Arching his back, he thrust his hips up and unloaded into me. I groaned, too, almost in frustration because I‘d been so close. I could feel his cum spreading inside me, and after a few moments, I slowly relaxed.

Martin let go of my waist and dropped his hands to his sides as he gasped for breath. I smiled down at him and wriggled a little on his cock until he gasped.

Smiling, I turned to our photographer.

“Steve?”

“Yeah?”

“Make sure you get a good picture as I pull off.” I winked at him and watched as comprehension dawned. He chuckled and moved around behind me. I gave him a moment to get into position and then pulled up and off. Before either of them could move, I swung my leg over Martin’s body and rolled off the side of the bed onto my feet. Now I could look back, and I giggled as I did so.

The front of Martin’s pants were a mess, I mean a real mess. If I’d left my scent on Steve, this time, I’d left more than just my scent on Martin.

“The master bathroom is across the hall if you need to clean up.” I was already unfastening my stockings from my garters. I’d need another clean pair for Frank.

“Thanks, I think.”

“Let me guess, you didn’t bring a spare pair of pants with you?”

“Nuh-uh.”

“Well, serves you right for trying to role-play like that. I moved back to the bed, my stockings partly rolled down my legs. Leaning in, I planted a soft kiss on his lips. “All you had to do was ask. I’d have told you I prefer to be in control if there’s any rough stuff.”

“I’ll remember that in future.”

“Good. However, one thing…”

“Which is?”

“… I love having my panties ripped off, first.”

He shivered but smiled back.

“If you ask Steve nicely, I’m sure he’ll show you where the clean sheets are.” With that, I shut the bathroom door and clicked the lock over.


Chapter 16

Driving home wasn’t as difficult as it had been forty-eight hours earlier. Although I knew what had been happening—for real, this time, instead of the elaborate set-up perpetrated by Steve, it didn’t seem to hurt so much.

That might have been down to the amount of work I’d had to plow through. I wasn’t sure until I checked the logs at the end of the day. The numbers confirmed it. I’d handled over twenty percent more trades than any of the other brokers. That’s on top of learning my new responsibilities as a junior VP. I’d even had to take a long lunch with Wiseman and Carson to discuss what furniture style I wanted for my new office. For the moment, though, I was still at my old desk on the brokerage floor.

They’d obviously tweaked the allocation algorithm that governed who got what trades. Keeping me busy had worked today where it hadn’t worked two days earlier. It wasn’t ‘til I glanced up at the clock at eleven twenty that I’d realized Denise had been entertaining her visitors for over an hour. The next time I’d looked up at the clock, it had been almost lunchtime.

The afternoon had passed in a similar vein. By quitting time, I still had almost an hour of paperwork to process, but at least I didn’t have any more calls to make or take. I’d also known Denise was by then on her own.

By leaving almost an hour later than most people, traffic had been lighter, so the journey flew by. Before I knew it, I was pulling into the driveway. Now I had a decision to make. With my Stingray and her new Audi in the garage, the X5 had to be parked in the driveway. That meant I walked in through the front door. However, for the last two days, I’d used the connecting door between the garage and the kitchen, which is precisely where Denise had waited for me, naked, two days earlier. If she was doing the same thing, she’d be doing so there again—there was no way she’d let me open the front door and expose her nakedness to the outside world. If she was waiting like that, then she’d be upset if I spoiled her surprise by using the front door. There again, if she had a different surprise, she might be waiting by the front door. I had no way of knowing without peering through a window, which would look odd to any neighbor.

I vacillated between which option to take and then decided to stick to my old habit. At least that way, the sound of the noisy garage door opening would alert her to where I was heading.

As soon as the door was halfway up, I stooped under the door and reversed the wheezy door motor letting the door close behind me. One glance at the connecting door showed me a note taped to it, something she couldn’t have done on the front door without attracting attention. Relief flooded my system as I realized I’d made the right decision. This stuff was far harder to deal with in reality than I’d expected.

The note contained only one word. Breadcrumbs.

For a moment, I had to think, what the hell was she playing at? Then a memory surfaced of a game we’d played a few weeks before we got married. She’d left a trail of her clothing from one point in the flat we then lived in all the way across the flat to the bedroom. A trial of discarded clothing, she’d called it a breadcrumb trail. I nodded to myself. This seemed like the same thing.

Opening the door into the kitchen, there was no sign of her. There again, when I turned to close the door, there was one of her black stockings wrapped around the door handle. I shivered. I’d dressed her in black stockings this morning, so maybe …

My cock twitched in my pants, so I set my briefcase down and loosened my tie. I thought I heard a soft chuckle from deeper in the house, then the quiet, but not quiet enough, pad of her bare feet. I couldn’t be sure—maybe I’d imagined it.

There were no other clues left in the kitchen, but just past the archway into the family room, I could see the matching stocking draped artfully over one of the standard lamps. Clearly, Denise wanted me to follow the trial of her clothing. My cock hardened, relishing that I’d find a naked wife at the end of the trial.

I dropped my jacket over the back of one of the stools at the breakfast bar and, as an afterthought, slipped my shoes off, making my progress quieter. Turning into the family room, I scanned the area, then spotted her black halter neck dress hanging from the newel post at the foot of the stairs. Again my body responded to the signal—that was the dress I’d left for her this morning. She’d worn this for her visitors, and now she seemed to have removed it for me. I shivered, my cock reaching full throbbing hardness as I moved to the bottom of the stairs.

I was glad I hadn’t used the front door—I’d have hit the trail at the foot of the stairs without any guidance and not known what was going on. Another soft chuckle came from the top of the stairs, but when I looked up, there was no sign of her.  The left shoe of her high heels rested on the fourth step, and as I looked higher, I could see the right shoe to match, two steps down from the top. I left a sock lying on each shoe—just as I’d left my jacket and tie downstairs.

Once I reached the top of the stairs, I noticed the lights were on in the hallway, the two small ceiling fans circling lazily round and round at their lowest speed setting. Both fans had something black attached to one blade. The nearer fan had her garter belt, and the furthest one, just outside our bedroom, her bra. The ones I’d picked out for her to wear this morning, I dropped my shirt to the floor and left my belt with it.

When I reached it, the bedroom door was closed, and her panties were draped around the door handle. The final part of the set I’d put out for her. My cock was rock hard, straining against my pants.

As I started to turn the door handle, I heard that soft chuckle again. There was a sensuous timbre to it, no nerves there. She sounded happy and pleased and turned on to see me.

As I pushed the door closed, there was a brief flash of white, and then as the door swung wide open, there she was.

Denise looked gorgeous—but she wasn’t as I’d expected naked. She’d dressed again, although this time not in black. My sexy wife was dressed, or partially dressed, all in white. The short silk shift didn’t reach the tops of her white stockings, and from the lack of garters, I surmised they were hold-ups. There was no way she was wearing a bra under that, and as she reclined back on the bed, I was pretty sure she was commando too. Not certain, but almost sure.

“Hi there, lover boy.”

She leaned forward and beckoned me into the room.

“Hi, sex pot.”

She giggled. “Have you had a hard day at work today?” She glanced down at my groin, taking in my erection with a single look.

“They kept me busy.”

“Well, I’ve had a busy day too, lover.”

“So I see. I don’t usually find my wife’s underwear scattered through the house.”

She laughed again, her finger still crooked as she beckoned me closer.

“Well, I’ve been a naughty girl, so maybe I need punishing.” She flipped over, turning onto her stomach and pushing her butt up as she arched her back.

“Oh? Punishment, is it?”

“Yeah, sweetheart, punishment. I need you to make me yours again. I need you to claim me, claim this bed, reclaim it even. Take me, sweetheart. Punish me.”

She lowered her face to her arms and pushed her butt higher. I could hear the brittleness of her voice. As I sat on the edge of the bed, she turned her head to look at me. Her eyes twinkled, but it didn’t look like she’d been crying. That brittleness, though, worried me.

“Are you okay?”

She frowned at me. “Justin… Please… Just do as I ask.”

“What? Punish you?”

She shook her head. “No, sweetheart, claim me. Take me back. Make me yours again. If that means spank me, then spank me. Just take me already.”

If anything, her voice was even more brittle. I put my hand on her back, and she shivered.

“Baby…”

She sniffed and turned her head away but arched her back, lifting her ass even higher.

“You really want a spanking?”

We played this game from time to time, her idea of a routine changer for foreplay. Nothing hard, just a mild reddening of her skin. If she asked for a specific treat in the bedroom, she got it. I didn’t tend to ask so often. Spanking wasn’t my thing, but obviously, it was something she felt she needed right now. That was obvious from the way she was giving herself to me.

I turned so I was kneeling rather than sitting on the bed. Reaching out with both hands, I grabbed the hem of her slip. She tensed for a second as she felt my fingers brush over the backs of her thighs, then scrunched down a little and somehow lifted her butt higher still. It was standing up way higher than her head, which enhanced its shape no end. I was almost gagging for her at this point.

Flipping the slip up onto her back confirmed she was commando under there, her butt framed by the soft white silk above and the white stockings below. She was trembling, and I glanced up at her face again to ensure she was okay. She kept her face burrowed inside her arms, facing away from me, so I couldn’t be sure. One thing I did know, though, I couldn’t ignore that fantastic ass presented to me like that.

I kept my left hand pressed against her back, feeling the way it hollowed under my hand. My right hand started running over the cheeks of her ass, not pressing, not gripping, just running over her smooth, soft skin. She moaned under my touch, and I felt her shiver.

As I lifted my hand clear, she knew what would happen. She gasped and stiffened as she prepared herself, but I waited her out. As she started to relax, I brought my hand down smartly on her right cheek.

Slap!

Not hard, but enough to sting my own palm. She jumped but couldn’t move far with my other hand holding her down. Other than that, she didn’t react. Once more, I rubbed my hand over those perfect curves. My cock was throbbing with my own need, but I had to take care of her first. She felt she needed this, her white clothing chosen as the white of sacrifice, of atonement. She didn’t have anything to atone with for me, but I guess in her head, there was something she felt she needed this punishment for

Slap!

She gasped again but made no other sound.

Slap!

Slap!

Both halves of her perfect round ass were starting to redden now. Normally this is where I’d stop, or she’d stop me, but she didn’t. Apart from the quiet gasp or moan, she made no noise. Once more, I smoothed my hand over her soft flesh, then leaned in and planted a kiss right in the middle of her left ass cheek. She moaned louder, and I knew if I dipped my fingers between her legs, they’d come away wet.

That kiss had an ulterior motive. When I lifted my head away, I’d left a round pool of saliva there, right in the center of my next target.

Slap!

She jumped again, an even louder moan escaping as she lifted her head from her arms and turned to look back at me.

“That was cheating.” She was grinning, though, and I knew she was enjoying it. That brittle tone had gone, and Denise seemed much more her usual self.

I leaned down and kissed her right cheek, then as I straightened up, I realized she was still watching me, her eyes big and round. I didn’t pull back this time, my hand resounding off her butt as I hit the wet spot I’d purposely left there.

Slap!

Her mouth dropped open, and her eyes seemed to roll up into her head. For a moment, I thought I’d gone too far then her body started to shake. I could feel the whole bed starting to move while under my hand, her back arched and spasmed. It took a moment to realize my wife had climaxed just from being spanked. Her look was one of pleasure mixed with pure astonishment. I don’t think she’d known it was going to happen.

“Fuck! Denise, that was amazing.” Her body continued to shake as the climax continued to tear through her. I’d been hard from the moment I’d found the start of her breadcrumb trail and started to follow it through the house. I was far too hard to ignore the opportunity this presented to me. I knew she wanted me to claim her, to reclaim our home from her earlier visitors.

I slid around on the bed, moving ‘til I was right behind her. As the orgasm passed through her, she started to come to her senses again. As a result, she spread her legs apart, inviting me in as my gaze settled on those reddened buns right under my nose.

“This will be a quickie. I can’t last long.”

“Just fuck me already. Make me yours again.”

I had my flies open and my pants and boxers pushed down in moments. Lining my cock up with her slit was simple, and I thrust into her. One movement, straight in, all the way. I knew she was wet enough, so I just did it.

My cock throbbed as I pulled it out of the tangle of my clothes. It was, if anything, a wonder I didn’t just spray my cum up over her back. I didn’t. I’d managed to push into her, grab her waist and then start to thrust. I was taking her hard, but that’s what she said she wanted. I guess I lasted about two minutes, nothing more, and then I thrust hard into her one final time and emptied myself inside her. I could hear her moaning as she bucked back against me, but I couldn’t get her there again. I couldn’t last long enough.

* * * *

Denise wouldn’t answer any of my questions over dinner, not that that surprised me—it was specified in the contract, after all. She did, however, start up the conversation after dinner.

I’d poured us both a second glass of wine and carried them through to the family room when she shooed me out of the kitchen so she could complete the clean-up from another takeaway meal. When she came through, she dropped into my lap and wriggled until she was comfortable. She still wore the short white slip but, for the sake of propriety, had put on a pair of white panties underneath. She was still braless, though, a fact she made clear to me by offering me the chance to look down the slip at every opportunity.

“I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

“No, sweetheart. I asked. You delivered.”

“I didn’t expect you to… cum… like that.”

She giggled. “Nor did I. It was different, that’s for sure.”

“So you wouldn’t want a repeat…?”

“No. I’m a little sore, but that’s what I wanted, a reminder of being a naughty girl today.”

“So what are you going to tell me?”

“Not a lot, you know that. I will say a couple of things, though.”

I smiled and leaned forward, and kissed the end of her nose.

“There were three of them, they all did, and I came three times.”

“Oh, they were that good, then?” I felt a little deflated by that. I guess my expression told her what I was thinking.

“No, silly. I came three times with Steve. The others couldn’t get me there.”

“Ah.”

“So when we go to bed, and you make love to me, you must make sure I come twice with you. That’ll mean, including this morning and just now, I came more with you than with him.”

“Your wish is my command, oh princess.”

She laughed. “In which case…”

“Yes?”

“You can get my underwear down from the ceiling fans for me. I noticed you left them there on your way up.”

“I don’t know, I thought they added something to the décor…”

She rolled her eyes. “Stop it. I need to get a bit serious for a moment.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. I have to go to the condo on Monday. Be there for ten a.m.”

“Why?”

“Because Suzanna will have delivered the outfits she’s picked for me. And there’s a couple, in particular, I need to try on before twelve.”

“Why twelve?”

“Because I have a visitor there at twelve, and I need to wear one of those outfits for him.”

“Ah, I see.”

“Yeah, this is the one I’m not looking forward to.”

“Because?”

“Because it’s the guy who can’t get it up. He likes to watch.”

“Ah, Wiseman.”

“Stop it. You’re not supposed to know the names.”

“But you just told me Steve is the best lover.”

“So far, so far. But you already knew he was going to be here.”

I pulled her tighter against me, not least because that improved my view down the front of her slip. She got her own back by kissing the end of my nose in reprisal for earlier. That tickled.

“You’ll be fine, just remember one thing.”

“What?”

“Take it slow, real slow, really tease him.”

“Hmm…”

“I take it your calendar is filling up for the rest of the week.”

She nodded. “Yeah. Wednesday and Friday, two each day, then they’ll all have had me.”

I tried not to let her words upset me, but it wasn’t easy. She’d said it so matter-of-fact, so harshly. Swallowing hard, I forced myself to think of something else, like the challenge she’d just set me. After all, I couldn’t let my boss match me, let alone beat me, as a lover.

Denise must have read my mind as she smiled softly. “Steve might have been the best of the three, sweetheart. That doesn’t make him the best today.”

They were words I needed to hear. She lowered her head to my chest, and I cuddled her close. She was shivering, but she wasn’t crying, not this time, not now.


Book 2 - Developing As a Perk




Chapter 1

Last night I’d insisted Justin reclaimed me for himself. At the time, that had felt necessary after the day's events. I’d made it into a bit of a game for him. Even though he’d done as I wanted, reclaiming me in the hottest manner possible, not just with the quick spanking and love-making before dinner, but after dinner too. In the cold morning light, as I lay there watching my husband sleep, all the guilt flooded back.

Even the astonishing fact that I’d had an orgasm just from him spanking me, something that needed some serious thought, didn’t detract from that guilt. If this arrangement was going to work, we were going to have to do some talking.

The last few mornings, ever since he’d brought the proposition, no, ultimatum, home from work, either I’d woken him, or he’d woken me with oral sex. Not this morning. I needed to clear my head, not fill my mouth, however superficially attractive the latter was. Crawling from the bed, I grabbed my silk robe and padded softly across the carpet and out into the hallway. His soft snores continued unabated—I guess I’d worn him out last night. Time for coffee.

Rationalizing my feelings wasn’t easy. On the one hand, there was the guilt that I’d betrayed my wedding vows with three men, one after the other. Not only that, I’d one it for the money, the lifestyle, and to ensure Justin’s promotion. That side of me felt like I’d prostituted myself, become a whore. I was shaking with angst thinking that, choking back a sob as my eyes filled with tears.

At the same time, I’d enjoyed, even achieved, three orgasms with one of them. Even more importantly, our own marital sex life had improved immeasurably since that moment Justin had revealed the devil’s pact to me. Not that it had been bad before, it hadn’t. My mood swing kicked in, taking me the other way as I suppressed a giggle. I’d always kept Justin on his toes sexually and enjoyed challenging him in some new way when his attention seemed to be flagging. Meeting him naked at the door had been fun—even if it was a repeat of one of our earlier dates.

Similarly, the breadcrumbs trail of my clothing last night. I knew I was the adventurous one, but Justin was more than happy to tag along. Enthusiastic, even.

I sighed, that thought of sex bringing me, inevitably, back to the events of the day before and the thought of next week.

By Friday, I’d have betrayed our marriage with six different men—even if one of them was impotent, I still counted it as a betrayal. After that, it would get worse. And for what? Money, prestige, power, lifestyle? Was it really worth it?

I leaned down, placed my elbows on the counter, and hung my head. I tried to prevent the sobs, not wanting to wake Justin, but this time the tears flowed. I couldn’t hold them in.

Then, he was there. I’d not heard him, so a pair of strong arms circling my waist and pulling me upright back against his hard chest made me jump. Only for a moment, though, then I relaxed into his arms, sniffing back the tears. He held me for a couple of minutes, allowing the emotional storm to ride itself out.

“I thought you were asleep.”

He chuckled. “While my wife cried in the kitchen? No, not a bit of it.”

“Sorry, I was trying to let you get some rest.”

“And what about you? What about your beauty sleep?

I shrugged, not that I could move much as he gripped me to his body. I tapped his arm to get him to loosen his grip and turned in his arms, looping my own around his neck.

“Good morning.”

“Now, what’s brought this on?”

I sighed. He wasn’t going to let it go. That’s my Justin. A problem may be a wall, but if he couldn’t go over or around it, he’d lower his head and charge straight through it. “Nothing.”

“Don’t bullshit me this early in the morning, baby. What’s the matter? As if I can’t guess.”

I kissed the end of his nose, knowing that would tickle enough to make him let go, or at least relax a little, and allow me to twist out of his arms. Reaching for another mug for his coffee, I glanced back over my shoulder at him. “Your guess would be odds on to be right.” Sure enough, as I moved away from him and stretched to reach the mug tree, his gaze dropped to the back of my legs where the robe had ridden up.

“Naughty.”

“You show it. I’ll look at it, baby. It’s kinda the way I’m wired.”

I giggled. “It’s the way all men are wired.”

“Exactly.” He stepped close again, pressing against my butt, his hands on my waist.

I sighed again. If I wasn’t careful, my husband would end up taking me bent over the kitchen counter, which, from experience, I knew wasn’t exactly comfortable.

“Drapes are open, so don’t go too far.”

“I can soon close the drapes again.”

“No.”

“Spoilsport.”

“No, I’m not. We need to talk.”

He stepped back, and as I turned round and handed him his coffee, I could see he was smiling. Glancing down, I could see why—the robe had, with his help, opened down the middle —exposing the inside curves of my breasts and a fair swathe of my stomach.

“Enough. I mean it, talk.”

“Okay.” I could see he wasn’t that happy with that idea. Even so, he moved over to the dining table and sat down, gesturing for me to sit next to him. I knew what Justin would do. It was almost a Saturday ritual with him. As soon as I sat down at the table next to him, his hand would be on my leg. Six would get you two we’d not finish breakfast before he’d coaxed me back to bed that way. Or, sometimes, into the den for a quickie on the couch. That was normal for us on a Saturday morning. I t was also why I never bothered having a shower when I got out of bed at the weekend—I knew I’d need another one before I got dressed.

Instead of following his wishes, I sat opposite him, away from his wandering hands. I wasn’t saying no, more not yet. I think he got the message, at least his smile didn’t waver.

“Come on, baby, shoot. Say what you need to say. Hell, shout it if you want. I know there’s been a lot going on. Then, when we’re done, we can get onto the kiss and make up stage.”

“You’re incorrigible.”

“Nah, just horny. What man wouldn’t be with a gorgeous blonde woman sitting opposite him?”

“Just any blonde?”

“No, my adorable wife, only her.”

I had a lump in my throat the size of a hen’s egg at that. There was Justin declaring his love and lust for me, his wife, despite the fact I’d been fucked by three of his bosses in the last twenty-four hours. I could feel the tears welling up again, the guilt starting to win out. I shook my head to clear those thoughts and assert some control over my roiling emotions. I guess Justin realized, too, because he remained silent, just watching me over the top of his coffee.

“What’s triggering this, baby? I can guess, but I might not be exactly on the mark.”

I forced a smile. “Am I that complicated?”

“All women are that complicated. It’s in your genes. Is it the marriage vows thing? We did discuss it first.”

This time I couldn’t smile. “It’s not just that.”

“Then what is it? Tell me, Denise, I’m going mad trying to work out my twenty questions when I’d rather be spending time working out what I need to say to you.”

I swallowed hard. This was Justin in full-on, problem-solving mode. I’m not sure that’s what I wanted, but that was the approach he’d chosen. When he took this approach, it was difficult to deflect him. There again, given the emotive content of the subject, he might have the right approach.

“It’s…” I paused and cleared my throat before starting again. “It’s not just the breaking my vows thing…”

“Good, because that’s a non-starter with me.”

“What do you mean?”

“We both agreed upfront about that. Before I took the contracts in, we both knew what we were getting in to, what you’d be doing. It’s a non-issue for me.”

“Easy to say.”

“And not so easy to do, I know. I’m not going to turn green and get angry. I am angry, but not with you. It’s not easy to adjust to.”

“Try it from my position.”

Justin grinned, then snorted with laughter. “You know, I wonder what they’d do if one of them was gay. How would they manage that?”

I’d just taken a mouthful of coffee, and I almost snorted it out my nose. “Stop it.”

“Made you laugh rather than cry. Don’t you realize that’s the aim of any good husband?”

“You mean laugh your way into my pants.”

He shrugged. “The fact you’re not wearing any just makes it easier for me.” He made as if to rise from his seat, and I knew what he intended. My frown planted his butt firmly back on the chair.

Justin gave me a moment to relax. “So, what is it, then?”

I took a deep breath. “It’s the fact I enjoyed it. I had three damned orgasms with Steve, and even if I didn’t cum with the other two, I enjoyed it. That’s wrong on so many levels.”

One moment he was sitting the other side of the dining table. The next, he was there beside me, sweeping me up into his arms. He pulled me tight, making me gasp, then swung around and neatly sat back down on my chair, pulling me down onto his lap. He held me close, one arm around my waist, one cradling the back of my head, making me rest my head on his shoulder.

He didn’t speak for a couple of minutes. I wasn’t sure if it was because he was enjoying the feel of me on his lap, something he always enjoyed—a favorite position for a cuddle. Or if he was working out what to say. After that couple of minutes, he gently tilted my head back so he could look me in the eyes, a gentle smile playing on his lips.

“Baby. Listen.”

I swallowed hard and, after a moment, gave a slight nod.

“Two things. One, do you honestly think I’d be happy letting you do this if you didn’t get any enjoyment from it? Getting sexed up by six different men over three days a week is not supposed to make you miserable. I’d rather flip burgers than let you be miserable and unhappy like that. I know it sounds weird, but I want, no, I need you to enjoy it.”

“But…”

He frowned at me, just as I’d done to keep him at a distance earlier, he was frowning me into silence.

“No, it’s true. I need you to enjoy it. I’ve never admitted it before, but your sex drive is higher than mine. So, this way, I know what’s going on. It’s not as if you’re screwing every workman, postman, and delivery man coming to the house and doing so behind my back.”

“I would never…”

“I know you wouldn’t. I’m not saying you would. What I’m saying is this situation is different. Sure, I’m going to get jealous three days a week and angry—but not with you, with them. I expect you to have fun.” He stopped and chuckled. “Once I make the full board, no doubt the boot will be on the other foot.”

“If I let you do the same to the next VP’s wife.”

“It’ll be in the contract. I’m sure of that. All in or none in.”

“Jeez… You think so?”

“Yeah. Anyway, the second point in answer to your original issue.”

“Go on…” I smiled into his eyes, and wiggled a little on his lap. I could feel him hardening against my thigh. We would not be leaving this room without me ending up bent over the table. My own arousal was soaring at the prospect, just like it did most Saturday mornings.

“Second point. Enthusiastic and consensual participation. If you don’t deliver with a smile on your face, we’re toast. We’ll have, no, you’ll have made a sacrifice for nothing. We’ll be back right where we said I’d be at the beginning of the week—flipping burgers for a living.”

I swallowed hard, my ardor cooling at that. “It’s not easy.”

“Nobody said it would be.” I looked down and watched as his hand moved to the bow on the belt of my robe. Experimentally he pulled on one of the loose ends. I didn’t need to feel the heat of his erect cock pressing against my thigh to know what was on his mind.

“But…”

“No, no buts, no regrets. We both knew you were going to end up in bed with those guys yesterday and more in the weeks to come. Sure, I’m finding it hard to deal with at work.” He chuckled and nuzzled against my neck. “But there’s something harder to deal with at home.”

I smiled and kissed the end of his nose. He always swore it tickled when I did that, but he never ever pulled away too far. “I can guess.”

Saturday mornings were special to us as a couple. It was just about the only regular time when I’d let him take the lead. Usually, he was content to let me take the lead. He pulled hard on the belt of my robe, pulling it open. Immediately his hand slid onto my naked skin underneath it.

“I didn’t say we were done talking.”

“Nor did I. I’m just proving a point or two.”

“Which are?”

“One, your body reacts to a man’s touch. That’s normal, even if it’s not my touch.” His hand closed around my breast, squeezing it and making me shudder. I knew he could feel that movement, knew he could feel my nipple hard against his palm.

“Secondly, you’ve forgotten one very important factor.”

“Which is?” I arched my back to push my breast harder against his arm. At the same time, I wiggled on his lap, pressing my thigh against his erection.

“That our sex life has gone up a notch too.”

I bit my lip and nodded. It was true. I couldn’t dispute that. My legs parted as his hand slid from my breast and down over my stomach. Within seconds he’d cupped my mound, his index finger moving and sliding against my already moist slit.

“See, someone’s ready.”

I kissed the end of his nose again. “Silly, it’s Saturday morning. I know what you’re like.” Before he could answer, I bent lower and planted my lips against his, opening my mouth to accept his tongue. My left leg slid off his lap, opening myself up to him completely. Justin slid two fingers inside me, and I groaned at the sensation.

Within seconds he’d surged to his feet, twisted me around, and pushed me face down on the table. The robe was lifted clear of my butt, and he ground his cock between my cheeks. I just moaned and stayed still, letting him take charge, knowing what was going to happen, wanting it to happen too.

I bucked back against him as he slid into me. My moans echoing around the open-plan living area.


Chapter 2

I’d wanted to wake Justin this morning, the same way I’d done several days last week. Me, nursing on his morning wood. Instead, Justin had woken first, and he woke me. By the time I had my senses together, he was lapping at my clit and had two fingers buried in my already wet channel.

“Justin.” My groan confirmed my awakened state.

“What, baby?”

I spread my legs wider. “Just fuck me already.”

He chuckled, the sound reverberating against my clit. The vibrations did wonders for me, and I thrust my hips higher to capture more of his fingers inside me. I almost groaned in frustration as he pulled them clear, but instead arched my back as he swarmed up my body, his cock replacing the fingers with a minimum of fuss.

My legs rose from the bed, my heels locking behind his butt as he thrust home. He kissed the end of my nose, his face wet with my juices. “Good morning, sleepy head. I didn’t think you were going to wake up.”

I wiggled on the bed, getting myself a little more comfortable. The movement doing wonders for the feel of the cock inside me. “How long had you been doing that?”

“Mouth? Ten minutes, fingers a little less.”

“Ten minutes?”

My mouth must have opened in surprise, which simply gave him the chance to seal his lips around me and push his tongue deep inside. At the same time, he started to thrust, my hips bouncing in time with his movements.

I tried hard not to moan around his tongue, but it was a lost cause, and I could feel my orgasm rising rapidly. Obviously, he’d got me a lot further along with his tongue and fingers than I’d realized. One final thrust and we came together, each of us wringing the last drop of emotion from each other.

I knew why he’d done it. Hell, I’d intended to do the same to him, only he’d beaten me to the punch. Now, though, I had to get moving.

“Dibs on the shower.”

He pulled out and twisted to one side, then rose to his feet to stand next to the bed as I stretched.

“Too late.”

I frowned but had to admit it made sense. His shower would be quick—I tended to take a lot longer.

As he disappeared into the bathroom, I closed my eyes and tried to take stock of the day ahead. Friday hadn’t been, by any stretch of the imagination, easy. Today was going to be far, far tougher – even if there was only one man involved.

* * * *

Although I knew I didn’t need to arrive at the condo until ten, I was so uncertain of the traffic patterns I got there fifteen minutes early. The car park barrier and lift responded to my key card without a problem, as did the apartment door. Only the apartment wasn’t empty—Susanna, the personal shopper, was still there.

She looked up in surprise.

“Hi.” I smiled at her, unsure of what to do or say.

“Oh, hello. I thought I’d be done and gone before you arrived.”

I shrugged. “Sorry, I’m earlier than I should be. Not as much traffic as I allowed for.”

She smiled and walked over, and shook my hand. “Just putting the last few bits and pieces away. Would you like me to show you where everything is?”

“Please. I didn’t see any cupboards or wardrobes last time I was here.”

She grinned. “All recessed.” Pointing to a panel of buttons set into the wall next to the bed, she led the way over.

“Top row are the wardrobes. They all slide out. Stand clear.”

She pressed each button in turn, and three sections of the wall moved toward me.

“Oh!”

“Don’t worry, they’ve got sensors—if they touch anything, they stop.”

“Surprised, that’s all.”

“Neat trick. Higher end than I’m used to, too. These guys are my best clients.”

“You have other clients like these…?”

She chuckled and shook her head. “That would be telling.” She must have seen my face because she patted my hand. “No, not like these guys. I do have several corporate clients, but nothing close to this scale.”

There was a lot implied by that statement, but it was obvious there would be no detail forthcoming. She walked over to the first wardrobe and ran her hand along the rail, and pulled out a pale blue dress. “Seeing as you’re here before I go, it might be an idea to try one on. This one is a good gauge of the fit. It should be perfect on you—as long as you’ve not put weight on since I measured you.”

I frowned but allowed myself a rueful shake of the head as she grinned. She’d been kidding me, maybe on the square, but pulling my leg, nonetheless.

“Okay, you got me.”

She chuckled and pressed the buttons again, and the three wardrobes telescoped back into the wall. I’d noticed that each of them wasn’t much more than a motorized clothes rail with a panel on the end—you could access anything from either side. The third one, though, had been empty. She pressed the buttons on the next row, and other panels slid aside to reveal another rail, this time filled with lingerie, two chests of drawers, and a shoe rack.

“Please try these.” She selected a pair of navy shoes that matched the light blue dress. “Shoes are always the most awkward thing to fit, although the underwear is always the hardest one to please everyone with.”

I knew I was blushing as she laughed again, but I gamely took the shoes from her. I was sure she wouldn’t have objected if I’d taken everything into the bathroom and got changed there, but she’d already seen me in my underwear. Indeed, by everything I’d come to expect, she’d chosen a lot of new underwear for me. Besides, the purple underwear I’d worn last week was a lot sexier and more revealing than the plain cotton I wore today. I knew I’d be getting changed here and not into my own clothes, so there’d been no point in picking out anything other than for comfort.

Even so, I felt a little self-conscious as I pulled my summer dress off over my head and kicked off my flats. I’d actually put a pair of my own heels in the car just in case the ones provided didn’t fit. I wasn’t going to tell Susanna there was a nice white underwear set, too, just in case. Susanna stood back and watched as I took the dress off. I could see the intent look on her face and knew that was professional concern. If the dress didn’t fit, then maybe a lot of what she’d bought wouldn’t fit, rendering her job incomplete or, at worst, incompetent. She had a lot invested in this, almost as much as I did. If not more. That was a sobering thought.

The pale blue dress was a step-in rather than an over-the-head type, not that it mattered about my hair—I intended to redo that anyway. The skirt came to just about mid-thigh, short but not too short, and the lightweight material floated around my legs. Even so, it cradled my butt and pulled tight across my stomach. Glancing in the mirror, I could see a noticeable panty line—there again, these weren’t the panties I’d wear with this kind of dress anyway. Pulling the shoulder straps up, I wiggled myself a little to make the neckline even. The bodice was quite décolleté, and the bra showed in an unflattering way. I could see the smile that broke out on the personal shopper’s face. The fit was perfect. It was only my underwear spoiling the look—something that often happened in the fitting room, anyway.

Slipping the heels on was easy too. None of the complicated lace or tie fastenings, just slip-on. Wide enough to go on easily but tight enough to grip. Again, a perfect fit. For the first time ever, I felt at home in a pair of brand-new heels—I always had to break them in gradually.

“You like?” Her smile had slipped again.

I had a little epiphany at that moment—she didn’t just need the approval of the male side of this arrangement. She needed mine too. One wrong word in the right ear, and her commission was toast.

“They’re perfect. Dress, shoes, the lot. Thank you.”

She smiled again. “I know what it’s like letting another woman shop for you. You’ll have been worrying about the fit, as well as my taste.”

“I have nothing to worry about, given how these two fit.”

“Good.” She glanced at her watch. “I must be going.”

“Thank you.” I looked around. ”Is…is there something I need to sign…?”

Susanna shook her head. “No, you’re fine. Thank you, and goodbye. If you need something specific, my card is in the top drawer of the bedside cabinet. E-mailing me might be a little less embarrassing.” She giggled and leaned in, lowering her voice. “Especially if one of them wants something somewhat kinkier, and they will. They always do. Leather, vinyl, and even rubber. Remember, I’ve been doing this for over ten years now. You are not my first client for them.”

As I blushed at the idea of letting another woman shop for kinky underwear for me, she giggled and gave an airy wave, and disappeared out of the door, leaving me alone.

With a sigh, I pushed the buttons to open the wardrobes and cupboards again. I had about an hour before my appointment arrived.

* * * *

With five minutes to go, I gave the condo a quick check-over. I’d pulled the bed straight before I changed into the outfit specified in the booking message. That had been a first, but at least I hadn’t had to humiliate Justin by getting him to pick the clothes for me. That had been a difficult pill for either of us to swallow the first time around. At least this time, he didn’t know what I was wearing, what I’d be removing for my visitor. It was difficult enough for me to think about it.

I wasn’t sure it would be the person Justin believed it would be. He knew Wiseman, the oldest of the board members, was impotent—but that wasn’t to say that wasn’t true of any of the others. He’d been the most charming, and for that matter, the least handsy, at that fateful Xmas party. Even so, this was the encounter I was looking forward to the least.

My phone buzzed with a text message.

I’m on the way up.

I swallowed hard and gave another quick panicked look around the room. He’d been nice enough to give me notice of his arrival. However, I wasn’t sure that had been so nice. Having him walk through the door unannounced might have been better for me. I licked my lips and sat on one of the couches, trying to appear nonchalant. As if he wouldn’t be able to read my body language. I’m sure every line screamed tension.

The door clicked open, and I took a deep breath as Jacob Wiseman walked into the condo.

“Ah, Denise, a picture of loveliness.”

“Good morning, Mister Wiseman.”

“Please, call me Jacob.”

I nodded and forced myself to smile. This was their place, but at the same time, it was automatic for me to assume the role of hostess. Besides, the secretarial look wasn’t that far different from the white blouse, black skirt look of a waitress.

“Can I get you anything?” I swallowed, Realizing the heat rising to my cheeks was embarrassment at my own double entendre. Of course, I was going to get him something, me, my body, what else?

“A coffee would be nice, thank you.”

He sat on the couch, the one that faced the bed, and as I walked through into the kitchen, I could feel his eyes on me. One disadvantage of the condo being open plan was the fact I had nowhere to hide. The bathroom was separate, but no doubt he’d suggest I left the door open, even if he didn’t accompany me. The retractable walls of the bedroom made that space private, at need, but it wasn’t my need for privacy that would drive that. No, I was on display from the moment I walked into the condo until the moment I left, including the huge open terrace on the lake side of the property.

I’d already prepared the coffee machine and noticed the refrigerator was already well stocked with fresh produce. It made sense, after all, at the amount they paid for this place and the amount they were paying me, freshly restocking the kitchen would be peanuts.

“How do you like your coffee?”

“White, as it comes. I’m not the fussy type.”

I could feel his eyes boring into my back. The short, black skirt was tight, with just a small kick pleat at the back. It was time to start my performance. I didn’t need to wait to be told. Conveniently the milk was in the bottom of the refrigerator door. When I reached for it, I made sure to bend at the waist, bending further than I needed. Of course, the skirt duly rode up, exposing the lace top of my stocking. I doubted it rode high enough to expose naked skin above the stocking, but I knew he was getting a great look at my legs.

With my back to him, I undid a couple of buttons at the top of my blouse, too, just enough to expose a little cleavage. The predicated black bra showed through the thin white material anyway, something no self-respecting secretary or waitress would allow. Well, depending on the workplace, of course, there were a couple of restaurants in town where that sort of thing would have been encouraged, not disapproved of.

I made two coffees and carried them back to where he was sitting. Again, as I bent to place his on the side table next to him, I made sure to bend further than necessary. My breasts fell forward inside my bra, deepening the cleavage I was pointing at him. The skirt rode up too, but he only had a side view of my legs.

“Please sit with me a minute.” He indicated the couch next to him, and taking my own coffee, I moved around him before bending to put my coffee on the other side table. Of course, my butt was right in front of him as I bent over. I could feel the material of my skirt sliding higher on my thighs and stretching tightly across my cheeks. By the time I straightened up, I was blushing again. A moment later, as I sat down, I made sure to cross my legs, my left over my right, exposing my thighs to his gaze.

He chuckled.

“Denise, you are an absolute treasure. You know that.”

“I am?”

“You most definitely are, but you need to relax a little too. I’m not going to bite… much.”

“I seem to remember someone else using that line too.”

“Perhaps, but I guess men are all so predictable.”

I smiled and decided that line of conversation was too dangerous to continue. I wasn’t in any kind of hurry to get naked here, and that would be happening at some point, depending on how much of a hurry he was in.

For the next few minutes, we just made conversation, not really talking about a lot, but I noticed Jacob was steering the conversation gently, but steering it anyway, into talking more about me. He was careful not to mention Justin at all, and I followed suit. Given he was going to be watching, with great interest, as I stripped naked and masturbated for him, talking about my husband would have been both wrong and decidedly weird.

Putting his cup down, Jacob turned to me and smiled. I knew this was the moment, and I was right.

“Shall we get… started?”

“Sure.” I swallowed hard, trying not to let my smile slip. I knew after this time, it would get easier, but the idea of letting him watch me wasn’t going to be too relaxed the first time.

“Two things before we get started.”

“Okay.”

“Firstly, you had a conversation with Steve, I believe, about the terrace?”

I frowned at him, not remembering too much about my first visit to the condo, at least not regarding the conversation. It was clear Jacob realized that.

“He mentioned the height of the building made the terrace private, and you said something about helicopters and drones and zoom lenses?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Well, we’ve given that some thought and decided we agree with what you said. From now on, you might be spending time on the terrace with some of us, but you won’t be parading around there naked. Nor will you be fucked out there, although there may be some teasing, some touching, nothing more.”

“Ah, thank you for clarifying.” I didn’t know what else to say. He was being matter-of-fact about an extremely delicate subject. My natural response had been to blush brighter than ever.

“You might be naked in the hot tub, but you won’t have to walk to the hot tub naked.”

“Thank you, I think I’ve got your drift.”

“Okay, then, moving on, my second point.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“I have a little confession to make.”

“You do?”

“And this is one that demands the utmost discretion from you. That includes not letting your husband in on my secret.”

This time he was blushing.

“I already know…” I was trying to let him down gently. So far, he’d been an absolute gentleman, and I wanted to respect that.

“No, what you think you know, is not actually the case.”

“It isn’t?”

“No. I am, how shall we put it, fully functional.”

“Oh.”

“So, what you might think of as a light day, will, in fact, be a very ordinary day. As in ordinary for here.”

I swallowed hard, then brightened. At least that got me out of masturbating for him. Something I’d been dreading more than anything else.

“However, I do need a little more visual stimulation than most men, hence the rumors. To be fair, those rumors suit my purposes, and like the other wives before you, please keep it quiet.”

“Of course.” I swallowed hard. Rather than having a somewhat easy, albeit embarrassing day, it appeared I was going to be embarrassed and then have to work hard and still end up being fucked. I guess my face must have shown what I was feeling as Jacob chuckled.

“Don’t worry, my requirements aren’t too extreme, but why don’t you go and sit on the end of the bed facing me.”

I sucked in a deep breath and rose back to my feet. It was only four or five steps across the room, no more than ten feet or so before I reached the bed. That ten feet felt more like a mile, as I knew he was staring at my ass in the tight skirt all the way. I tried to put some effort into the walk, but that was proving more difficult than usual. Part of me knew being the director’s perk was a challenge. I guess I hadn’t thought about just how hard a challenge it might be. Screwing around on my husband and being paid for it had hit my self-esteem for six, but that I’d managed to rebuild. Now it appeared I was truly going to be working for the money.

Turning, I sat back on the foot of the bed, facing him again. Jacob had sat back, watching me, a gentle smile playing over his face.

“I’m not going to be giving you detailed instructions, so try to relax.”

“Easy to say.”

“Easy to do, go with the flow, Denise, that’s all it needs. If Alison could do it, so can you, and she was far more uptight with me the first time than you have been.”

“She was?”

He nodded. “She was, but don’t tell Steve… or her, for that matter. Anyway, why don’t you take that blouse off and show me that nice black bra you’ve been letting me glimpse for the last few minutes?

I blushed but lifted my hands to the highest button I’d left fastened. At least my fingers weren’t trembling. Almost as an afterthought, I crossed my legs, knowing that would show a bit of thigh, but would still appear relaxed. “I thought you said your instructions wouldn’t be detailed.”

“They’re not. I could tell you when to undo each button, but I’d rather you set a nice pace, one you are comfortable with.” He shrugged. “More arousing for me, that way.”

Knowing he was right didn’t make it easier for me, but I slipped the buttons open one after the other until they were all undone. Slipping the blouse out of the waistband of the tight skirt was next to impossible to look graceful while I did it, but I pulled it clear. The blouse hung open to the sides, showing off my chest in the black lace bra that lifted and pushed my breasts together, making my cleavage look even better. The lace wasn’t fully opaque, but at least it didn’t show more than a hint of my areolas through it. Pulling the blouse back off my shoulder, exposed my entire front to him. I watched as he licked his lips, but he remained silent as I pulled the blouse down my arms and then let it fall to the bed behind me.

“Nice. We all thought you were gorgeous, but now, I know we made the right choice.”

I swallowed hard.

“Justin was the right choice in his own right, but, to be certain, we needed you to… shall we say, step up to the plate too.”

“If I’d said no, would you really have fired him on the spot?”

He shrugged. “You already know the answer to that. Yes, it’s a simple yes/no proposition, not one that can be fudged. From what I can see, I’m glad he made the choice he did.”

“So, which is it to be, my bra so I’m topless? Or, the skirt so you can see the rest of me in the same detail as you can see the top half?”

He chuckled. “Don’t be too hasty about getting naked. Why don’t you kneel on the bed and pull the skirt up to show me your glorious legs?”

I closed my eyes for a second and shivered. Things were moving on apace. Although I had anticipated this, or something quite like this, the actuality was rather more daunting. Looking down, I tried not to blush as I realized my nipples had hardened underneath that lacy bra. I didn’t think that was just down to the cool air hitting them. I was also sure Jacob had noticed them.

Rising to my feet, I moved around to the side of the bed and then climbed onto the bed on all fours. Of course, this made the skirt stretch higher on my legs, no doubt showing off stocking tops. A few moments later, I turned around to face him again and rose up onto my knees. I had to swallow before I could get my arms to move. Nerves, I guess, but my fingers reached down and grasped the hem of the skirt and then worked it up my legs. As my fingertips trailed across the bare skin above the stockings, I suppressed a gasp. That contact had sent a tremor right through me, betraying the fact I was getting turned on by what I was doing. That might very well be a good thing, but time would tell.


Chapter 3

I don’t think Jacob was setting out to humiliate me, but I had to admit, that’s how I felt. Kneeling on the bed, holding my skirt up so the front just about covered the front of my panties, with just the bra covering my breasts, seemed humiliating to me. Just getting into that position had been bad enough. Kneeling there, motionless, while he ran his eyes over me just seemed to make it worse. Taking the rest of my clothes off and posing naked would have felt no worse.

“Shall I lose the skirt, now?” I had to say something. The silence had become oppressive, adding to the feeling of humiliation.

He seemed to shake himself as if coming out of a trance. “By all means, young lady, by all means. You are exquisite, by the way, simply breathtaking.”

The compliment lifted the mood, and I felt better just from his words. Sliding my hands behind me, I undid the zip and then contemplated how I would remove the skirt and still look sexy doing it. Just dropping it to my knees and then trying to wiggle it underneath them while keeping my balance just didn’t seem as if it would work. It was too tight to pull it up over my bust and then my head, so it had to come off over my feet.

Pushing the skirt down over my butt needed a couple of wiggles, and I prayed I hadn’t dragged my panties half-off in the process. I hadn’t, but only by judiciously grabbing them at the back with one finger as the skirt tried hard to keep company with them. Now, with the skirt a wide band around my thighs, I had to reach my decision.

Dropping back onto my haunches, I continued the move, ending up semi-reclining, with my legs straight out in front of me. Lifting my legs and lying back brought my legs vertical, and from there, pushing the skirt past my knees was easy. In the process, showing him how my tight panties clung to my butt gave him a magnificent view. Bending my legs, I dropped the skirt to my ankles and then off into my hand. I thought about twirling the skirt around my head as I sat up but dismissed the idea as being far too tacky.

Dropping the skirt off the edge of the bed, I sat back up, wiggled forward, and crossed my legs as I once more sat on the edge of the bed.

“Please…” He motioned for me to stand up. I wasn’t sure if he wanted me to stand there or cross the space to stand in front of him. In the end, I elected to simply stand by the foot of the bed and keep some distance between us. The slow, gradual reveal of my body was having an effect on me, my nipples were hard inside my bra, and I could feel the heat building lower down too. The occasional glance at his crotch, though, revealed no visible evidence of my performance having an effect on him.

He made a spinning motion with his fingers, and I turned to show him the back view, then, after a pause, turned back to face him.

“Please, face away again, and lose the bra while you do so.”

I swallowed hard. So far, yes, he was seeing my underwear, but the underwear covered more than a bikini did, and under other circumstances, he’d have seen me in one of those. Topless, though, was another step.

At least the big reveal would happen with me facing away from him. As I faced the bed, my hands rose behind my back, searching for and finding the clasp on the bra. A simple twist and the lace covering my breasts slackened. Letting go of the straps, I let them dangle but couldn’t resist turning my head to look at him. Jacob’s demeanor had changed. He was leaning forward, his eyes wide as he watched. I shivered, not quite sure if I really wanted that laser-like focus on my body. Lifting my hands, I brushed the straps down off my shoulders and then, with a mental shrug, pulled the bra down, stripping it off my body and letting it drop onto the small pile of clothes next to the bed. As an afterthought, I arched my back, pushing my panty-clad ass out toward him, feeling the panties tighten across my cheeks in the process.

With my head turned, I kept my eyes on him as he swallowed hard and then brought his hand up and made that peculiar turning motion again. He wanted me to turn around and show him my breasts. It was my turn to swallow before bringing my hands up to cup and thus conceal my breasts before turning around to face him again.

“Very nice, but I think you know what I want you to do next, don’t you?”

I looked straight at him, knowing he wanted me to drop my hands. This should be contested territory, but there was no contest, no conflict. I knew what I had to do. My hands slid downward, revealing the full expanse of the upper slopes of my breasts. I bit my lip and then took a deep breath before pulling my hands clear, letting them drop to my sides as my breasts stood proudly in the open.

I already knew my nipples were hard, rock hard, but they seemed to harden and elongate even further as his eyes feasted on my breasts.

“Nice tits, definitely world-class tits. Steve was right. You have perfect tits.”

He grinned at me, taking some of the sting out of his sudden crudity. Up until now, he’d been perfectly polite, but now his language was coarser, just as his voice had deepened too. I risked a glance down, seeing a reaction inside his pants, one that had been missing a little while ago.

Standing there in front of a much older man, wearing just my panties, well, garter belt, stockings, and heels didn’t count in this context, brought home to me the depth of my own depravity. Yes, it had initially felt like I had no choice, but after last week, I’d felt a lot better about the situation. Both Justin and myself seemed to have adjusted to the situation with remarkable ease. Indeed our sex life had, if anything, improved. The fact I was standing there, my breasts bared, and turned on did nothing for my self-esteem.

Jacob paid no attention to my inner turmoil. I guessed I was hiding it well enough.

“Do I need to tell you what to do next?”

I forced a smile. “Turn around and show you my ass again?”

“Actually, that’s a clever idea. Turn around, pull your panties down, but as you bend over, put your elbows on the bed and keep your legs straight.”

“I thought you said no detailed instructions?”

He grinned at me but had a quick riposte. “If you want detailed instructions, then make sure your feet are twelve inches apart when you bend. That way, I can see your cunt peeping at me between your legs.”

I blushed, knowing he’d scored a point, playing the game I’d started. Even worse, I could imagine how I’d look in that position. It wasn’t just sexy. It was obscene. My pussy wouldn’t be peeping from between my legs. It would be on full display. His crude language just made it worse, more humiliating.

As I turned around, he spoke again. “I know you don’t like my crude language, but those words have a purpose.”

“They do?” My hands went to my waist as I made sure my feet were the required distance apart.

“A little bit of humiliation, well, it helps me, you see.”

I swallowed. My hands started to pull the waistband of my panties down. Behind me, I heard the sound of a zip lowering. I tried not to think of the older man sitting there stroking himself as I pulled my panties down. That was just too much. There again, he’d been honest, a bit brutal, maybe, but honest. My panties were folded down, revealing the top portion of my butt, now, and I knew, any second now, he’d see a lot more.

My legs were trembling, partly in fear, partly in arousal, as I pushed my panties lower, revealing the whole of my ass to him.

“Very nice. Continue.”

The next part was going to be the hard part. Pushing my panties down my legs, keeping my legs straight as I bent over, and ending up with my elbows on the bed would expose every inch of me to his eyes. I couldn’t help it. I whimpered as visions of that position filled my mind. Still, I followed his instructions, bending at the waist and, as the panties traveled down my thighs to meet my stockings, bending further and further. After a few moments, I heard a sharp intake of breath, and I knew my pussy had come into his view. That view would get more and more obscene the further I bent.

Once my panties reached my knees, gravity took over, and as I let them go, they fluttered down my calves to land on my ankles. Leaning forward, my elbows touched the bed, and I stood still, letting him drink his fill of my exposed body. I could feel the warmth between my legs and blushed with the embarrassment of knowing I was wet. Somehow, his treatment of me, his instructions to strip, and his crude language had combined to turn me on. I whimpered again, hearing movement behind me, but I didn’t try to turn and look.

I heard a noise closer to me and knew he was right behind me, but again, I stayed where I was. I waited for his hand to touch me.

“Very nice. You have a perfect little cunt, young lady, a perfect little peach.”

I bit my lip, not wanting to reply and spoil the moment. His left hand moved and stroked my left butt cheek. I shivered, unable to prevent a physical reaction to his touch. He chuckled softly as if he’d been expecting just such a reaction and was pleased by it. A moment later, his right hand touched my other cheek, and both hands seemed to grip me. My eyes widened in shock. Surely not? I knew I was already wet, but wet enough?

That question was answered a split second later. He must have angled his approach to guide himself straight to a bullseye. One moment, the only contact points were his hands on my hips. The next, his cock was touching my opening, pushing past my outer folds. I gasped and stiffened, but there was nothing I could do. Given the circumstances, nothing else I should do. His cock pressed past my outer labia, neatly penetrated my inner lips, and started to slide into me. He wasn’t a big guy by any imagination, which, I guess, was a good thing. I was wet enough to accommodate him, but maybe not if he’d been bigger.

Halfway in, he paused to allow me to adjust, then pushed all the way in with a satisfied grunt. “You feel good, baby.”

I didn’t answer, couldn’t answer, not really. I was concentrating on not falling forward in response to his not-so-gentle thrust. Those thrusts kept coming as he pulled most of the way out and then thrust back into me. Each time he pushed forward, I could feel his shirt hitting my butt. I had this image in my head of him, trousers around his ankles, fucking me, naked except for garters and stockings. It was almost too much. I nearly giggled at the apparent absurdity.

Within seconds his thrusts grew wilder and wilder, and I guess, no more than two minutes after he first entered me, I felt him emptying himself inside me. Jacob hadn’t said a word to me throughout the rapid fucking. He’d just pushed in, thrust a few times, and pulled out. I felt cheated and had to bite back a waspish comment.

He reeled away, and I heard the couch creak as he sat down behind me. Not having been told to move, I stayed where I was, feeling exceptionally cheap, given the sight I must have presented, his cum leaking out and down my thigh.

“You can stand now, sweetheart.”

I shuddered at the endearment. It was so out of place. I felt used, nothing more, just used. Trying to keep my disappointment and horror off my face, I turned around to face him again. Glancing down, I could see my nipples had flattened a little, no a lot, mainly, I guess, at my own thoughts.

“Why don’t you go grab a shower. Please, put the stockings and garters back on, and slip one of those black lace peignoirs on. Then we can have some lunch.”

He’d done himself back up. He’d just fucked me, and I hadn’t even seen his dick. If anything, that made me feel more humiliated than anything else. He hadn’t kissed me, hadn’t touched my breasts, nothing. Just his hands on my butt, his cock pushed in, a few thrusts and gone. I felt used, and that idea of a shower seemed like a very good one.


Chapter 4

Eating a salad for lunch felt strange, mainly because of my company. Jacob had reverted to being a proper gentleman, even helping me prepare the salad. The black lace peignoir covered my body but didn’t conceal anything. The lace was so open my nipples immediately found holes to poke through, leaving them out in plain sight. Down below, the wrap-around edges were cut away from the waist down, leaving a swathe of me exposed. Every time I took a step, the two sections of lace parted to expose my pussy. Even with the belt tight around my middle, I couldn’t prevent the exposure—which is what the garment was meant to do. Personally, I preferred more of a tease than something this blatant, but the garment had been Jacob’s choice, and in this situation, what he wanted, he got.

Everything about this morning had been different from my expectation. The run-in with Susanna had been unexpected, while the fact Jacob Wiseman wasn’t as impotent as I’d been led to expect had changed everything about the day. Even eating lunch while so exposed, despite the rigors of what Steve had done that first day, was adding to my unease. I knew it was something I was going to have to get used to. Being the director’s perk was taking a heck of a lot of getting used to. I wondered how Justin was getting on at work, secure in his certain knowledge I was having to display myself without getting fucked. A notion Jacob expected me to keep up the pretense with. He didn’t want anyone to know at the office that he could, in fact, get and indeed sustain an erection when he wanted to.

As I pushed my salad around my plate, I wondered if he would be capable of getting it up again. From the way he rarely took his eyes off my exposed flesh as we ate, I was pretty sure he expected he could. I guess I was thinking along the lines of hoping he could last longer the second time around. I glanced at the clock. It wasn’t even one o’clock yet. He’d only been here just over an hour. There was possibly time for him to get it up for a third time.

It was almost as if he was reading my thoughts as he pushed his empty plate away. He’d eaten his salad with gusto, but I’d hardly even picked at mine. “Lose the lace, baby. Let me see you, again.”

I swallowed hard and then pushed my own plate away. I wasn’t in the mood to eat. Placing my hands on the breakfast bar, I started to rise, but he stopped me with a wave of his hand.

“No, take it off, but stay where you are.”

I swallowed hard. Where I was sitting placed me face on to the huge glass wall fronting the terrace. I know he’d said nothing would happen, sexually, on the terrace because of the risk of drones and helicopters mounting telephoto lenses, but I was in plain view of that terrace, and anything hovering over the lake at the right height would see straight in. Would see me in all my naked glory.

It wasn’t like I had a choice or even a say in the matter. The constant exposure to the cool air-conditioned air had kept my nipples hard throughout lunch. Who was I trying to kid? Being exposed like that had kept them hard purely out of sexual tension. My pussy was moist too, and that wasn’t from earlier. I’d cleaned myself out very thoroughly in the shower, just in case. If Jacob wanted things I hadn’t anticipated, I needed to be clean. Stripping naked on a bar stool at the breakfast bar wasn’t something I’d anticipated. Still, my hands dropped to the belt and tugged the simple knot apart. The bottom half of the garment fell out to the sides, but the top portion was trapped on my chest. It was held in place by my nipples sticking through holes in the lace.

That fact made me giggle. I couldn’t help it. The laughter was part nerves and part the absurdity of trying to ease the lace off my turgid nips while still remaining graceful. I managed it, but I’m certain it wasn’t graceful by any stretch of the imagination. Dropping the peignoir over my shoulders, I let it slither down my arms to cascade down, wrapping itself around the stool I was sitting on. Letting my knees drift apart, I displayed myself for him, knowing he could see down through the toughened glass top of the breakfast bar. It wasn’t easy, but I knew I needed to do it.

He smiled at me and let his gaze drift down. I wanted to cover up but kept my arms casually placed, not concealing myself at all. I took a sip of my coffee and put the mug down on the countertop, all the while aware of his intense study of my body.

“Why don’t you go get yourself more comfortable.”

I reached for the lace peignoir as I stepped down from the stool.

He shook his head. “You may as well leave that.” Jacob chuckled. “We both know you don’t need it anymore. He nodded back toward the bed. “Your choice, the couch or the bed.”

I forced a smile. “Depends on what I’m going to be doing.”

“Ah. I see.” He grinned. “I guess you thought you were going to be doing something rather specific today? Given the rumors I foster about myself?”

I nodded.

“Well, that’s what you’ll be doing in a couple of minutes' time. Your choice, couch or bed.”

Walking around the condo nude, or nearly nude, was a new experience for obvious reasons. However, it didn’t seem to bother me as much as it should. That was almost certainly because I was trying to control my reaction to what he wanted me to do. I’d anticipated it earlier in the day, but when he’d said he wasn’t impotent like I’d been led to believe, I’d assumed I could get away without the indignity of masturbating in front of him. Now, he was telling me to go ahead and do exactly that.

Giving me a free choice between the couch and the bed just worsened the situation, giving me a decision to make while my mind was awhirl with too many other things. In the end, I opted for the bed and simply sat down on the side of it, facing him. Jacob hadn’t moved, he was still sitting at the breakfast bar, and from the embarrassed flush creeping onto his face, I guess I’d just caught him staring at my naked ass as I’d walked away from him. I hadn’t been trying to catch him staring, and, in any case, the contract gave him the right to not only look but look at any time.

I allowed myself to smile, my mind flip-flopping, as I realized I had an element of control here. It was empowering knowing they wanted me, and in particular, he wanted me. My nipples firmed, and my channel started to heat at the thought of that power over a man. A power I now knew I’d always had.

Jacob rose to his feet and walked toward me, veering off at the last minute to sit on the couch facing the end of the bed. This put me side-on to him, and I could see him studying my profile. Subtly, I arched my back, pushing my breasts out, and at the same time, moved my arms back out of the way to give him an unobstructed view. It made me feel good to see the obvious signs of approval on his face. However, a glance lower on his body showed I still had work to do.

“Usually, I’ll prefer you to use your fingers, but as this is your first time with me, you can use a toy of your own choice if you wish.”

I shuddered. The idea of performing, of masturbating, with a toy, in front of a man who wasn’t my husband was a step too far. There again, I was already several steps past the normal line a married woman wasn’t supposed to cross. After all, I was naked with Jacob, he’d already fucked me once, and if I didn’t use a toy, I would be using my fingers.

Actually, it was an easy choice. Leaving the toys in the drawer made me feel I was reserving a little something for another time, keeping a little part of myself private.

When I scooted up onto the bed and twisted around to face him, he smiled and mouthed “Good Girl” at me, his way of saying thank you for following his preferences. I watched as he settled back onto the couch, but as he did so, his eyes never left me. I plumped up the pillows behind me, leaving me propped up, facing him. My breasts remained proud on my chest, not falling away to the sides as they did, a little, if I laid flat. Sighing, I spread my legs apart, exposing my slit to his view. He took a long hard look at it, then licked his lips before lifting his eyeline higher and looking me in the face. He nodded as if to say proceed.

It was kind of humiliating to be told when to start masturbating, but I guessed it was part of his ritual. Seeing as it seemed it would be the only way I’d get off today, or at least until I saw Justin again this evening, I decided it gave it my best shot. One thing, though, I couldn’t look at him. I couldn’t watch him watching me. That was just too much. I needed to do something else, lose myself in a fantasy, so I closed my eyes. Sinking back into the pillows, my left hand lifted to my left breast, the other drifting between my legs to rub the soft skin of my upper thighs.

Unknown to Jacob, I had the perfect fantasy ready. One I knew would be enacted in real life later on during the contract. Mentally prepared for this, I focused on my fantasy, ignoring the older man sitting near the foot of the bed.

I was wearing a long blue evening dress. It was elegant but, at the same time, sexy. It was tight across my bust and my butt, but it was backless, so I couldn’t wear a bra with it. In fact, I was commando, too. The dress was too tight. It would have shown a visible panty line, even with a thong. My holdup stockings were navy, as were the heels, although they were only visible through the long side slit of the dress. That slit rose to a point mid-way up my thigh. Every time I moved, I flashed a length of leg, and my group of admirers were doing their level best to keep me moving just to get another glimpse.

Steve moved close and held out his hand, inviting me to dance. It was a fast song, one that allowed me to keep him at a distance, but as soon as we started to move to the music, someone switched the CD player to another track, a slow one. Immediately Steve took advantage, pulling me in close, his hands around my back, pressing against the naked skin above my butt. I wondered how long it would be before he slid his hands down to cup my butt cheeks, but in that respect, he remained a gentleman. However, the way his half-hard cock pressed against my stomach, the way his mouth devoured mine, and his tongue plunging into my mouth were definitely not the actions of a gentleman.

Sion enough that track finished, and another man stepped forward. Frank was older than Steve and maybe a better dancer. He was, however, even less of a gentleman, and his hands dropped down my back to grab my ass cheeks and pull me tighter against his hardening cock. He didn’t kiss me, instead lowering his mouth to my neck and nuzzling and kissing my skin. He wasn’t trying to bruise or give me a hickey, but I knew I’d have a red mark there by the time he moved away. Whether it developed into a hickey was a matter of chance.

The next dance was, surprise, surprise, another slow one, and this time Martin Donaldson claimed me. His kiss was fierce, taking my breath away. His hand, though, dipped to the side slit of my dress, and I heard the tiny Velcro patch at the top of the slit rip open. I guess they all knew the slit could be shortened or lengthened by releasing those tabs. Martin had simply done so without asking, exposing my leg a lot higher. Of course, he swept the dress away, revealing even more leg as his fingers played with the naked skin above the top of my stocking. I moaned into his mouth, the heat of the moment getting to me.

I was breathless from the kissing and panting for air when Peter Carson took over. His effortless pull on the back section of the dress just ripped the next two patches of Velcro open, leaving the side slit of the dress all the way up to my waist. Even if they hadn’t known, all the men in the room could now see I was commando under the dress.

David Carmichael wasn’t dancing—a racquetball injury to his ankle kept him as a spectator for this part of the evening. I knew as soon as I was naked on the bed, that would change. As a result, it was Steve who took the next turn. I was starting to get dizzy, what with all the passing around, all the spinning, and all the oxygen-depriving kissing. He took pity on me, guided me over to the couch, and handed me a drink. As soon as the glass touched my lips, his hand found my naked hip, entering by way of the slit in the skirt. I shuddered as his fingers started to wander. I knew the dancing was over. They just needed to get me out of my dress before the gangbang would start. There again, seeing I wasn’t wearing any underwear, they didn’t even need to get the dress off to get access.

David was sitting on the other side of me, and as I looked down, I saw his hand worming its way in through the side of the dress. I’d been flashing a fair amount of side boob as they’d moved me around the dance floor—one of the drawbacks of a backless dress in the presence of a group of determined randy men.

Steve’s fingers had dragged the front portion of the dress aside, exposing my entire leg, and now, as his fingertips touched my slit, exposing everything. I gasped, arching my back as he started to probe between my outer lips. At the same time, David reached all the way inside my dress and cupped my breast, his fingers finding my distended and hard nipple.

Someone, I wasn’t sure who, reached down from behind the couch and unlaced the bow holding the halter neck top tight behind my neck. One moment I was being pawed beneath my dress. The next, the dress was down around my waist, with David’s hand fondling one breast, the other lonely and bare. That didn’t last long. It was almost a scramble as to which hand and then which mouth would capture that morsel. Steve had had enough of the bottom half of the dress, too, throwing that to the side, exposing both legs and the navy stockings to all and sundry. My legs parted under the stimuli of multiple hands touching, groping me. The early evening activities were done. Now it was all about the gangbang.

Suddenly hands were pulling me to my feet, and even before I was upright, other hands were tugging the dress down. They didn’t seem to care if the dress ripped. After all, they’d paid for it, not me. The back seam did rip as they yanked it down over my hips, and then the blue puddle around my feet was the remains of the only clothing I’d worn. Five pairs of hands helped shuffle me toward the bed, their fingers everywhere. On my ass, on my pussy, inside me, on my breasts, stroking my arms, legs, back and sides, even my stomach. I was in heaven, never less than six, and usually ten hands intent on pleasuring me. My arousal soared, and as I landed on the bed on my back, my first orgasm of the night hit, and hit hard…

I moaned as I came, and my eyes shot open. I was panting hard, three fingers working furiously in and out of my pussy as my body spasmed and shook around me. My nipple sent a little jolt of pain to my brain, and I looked down, realizing, belatedly, just how hard I was twisting the little nub. The orgasm rushed through me as my brain regained control. The fantasy had felt so real, real enough for my body to react as it had.

The sound of clapping drew my eyes to the foot of the bed. Jacob was still sitting there, his eyes almost bugging out as he watched the slow climb down from my performance. I flushed bright red, Relasing I’d done what he’d asked me to do, and even more, I’d done so naturally, without realizing I wasn’t actually in the fantasy. Belatedly I glanced around the room, confirming it had been a fantasy. There were no other men there and no ripped blue dress lying on the floor.

“Bravo, young lady. Now drop forward onto all fours and crawl to the end of the bed.”

I was panting for air, so a little slow to move, but as he stood up, I pushed myself up from my cocoon of pillows and tipped forward onto all fours. Crawling to the end of the bed, I arrived there, facing him as he bellied up to the bed. I could see the bulge in the front of his trousers, and it didn’t take a genius to know what he wanted. Lifting one hand, I reached for his fly, but he pushed my hand away.

“No hands, sweetheart, no hands. Just your teeth. I’ll help if you need it.”

I shivered. This was going to be different.

Jacob reached down and held out the tab of his zip, lifting it from below so I could grab it with my teeth. The sound of the zip lowering as I pulled it down echoed in the huge room. He, at least, did his own belt and the button at the top of his zip and didn’t expect me to pull his shorts down with my teeth. The zip thing had, I guess, been symbolic to him, and that had been enough. His now naked cock bounced in front of my face as he smiled down at me.

“As I said, Denise, no hands. You know what to do.”

I stared at the cock a few inches in front of my nose. It wasn’t a particularly impressive specimen. I already knew that. He was maybe an inch shorter than Justin and not as thick. Not that Justin was particularly big, just Jacob was smaller. Trying to ignore the slight odor still remaining from our earlier session, I opened my mouth and leaned forward. The tip reached my lips, and I kissed it before taking a couple of inches inside my mouth. It felt good, and in my post-orgasmic haze, I felt my body respond to the intrusion. My pussy seemed to throb, and I desperately wanted to change our position, grab his cock with one hand and plunge the fingers of my other hand into my pussy and bring myself off again. I couldn’t do that. If I tried, I’d end up with my face level with his knees and his cock banging, impotently, against the top of my head. That image almost made me giggle, but I bit back on the laughter, knowing he could be offended and take it the wrong way.

Actually, his cock felt nice in my mouth, nothing special, but nothing bad, either. Pushing forward, I took the rest of it into my mouth, feeling the tip just start to brush against the back of my mouth, even as my nose pressed against the sparse hair on his belly. That hair tickled, and I almost sneezed but again controlled my reaction and forced myself not to laugh again. After some experimentation, I set up a rocking motion, my body pushing his cock into my mouth and then pulling my mouth back off. As long as I kept my mouth wide open, it worked, but I knew if I just did that and nothing more, I would be short-changing him, and that just wasn’t my style. Since my hands were both involved in providing me with precarious support by gripping the edge of the bed, I had to use my tongue to provide some more stimulation.

With the rhythm established, I started to lick at the end on the out stroke before pushing forward and taking him deep again. At the same time, I started to vary the amount of suction I gave it, trying hard to keep things out of sync just to maximize the stimulation. His groans from above the back of my head told me I was doing a good job. I felt him lean forward, and then he ran his hands over my butt. The touch pushed me further forward, and my nose was really squashed against his stomach as I sucked hard. He groaned again and then lifted up a little to allow me to pull off. As I was about to slide my head forward, he took a different action.

I had no warning at all, no way to prepare myself, as his right hand came down sharply on the left cheek of my ass. I wanted to squeal in outrage, but I couldn’t. The impetus of his spank shot me forward, taking him even deeper into my mouth. I couldn’t breathe. My nose was squashed so tightly against him. His murmur of appreciation told me he liked that. Of course, the next time I pulled off, he did the same thing again, this time landing his hand down hard on my left cheek. I moaned out loud as I found myself once more with his entire cock in my mouth. I prayed he didn’t have any more stamina this time around than the first time. It was obvious he wanted to spank me until he came in my mouth.

I shuddered at that thought and kept on rocking forward and backward. Every time I pulled off him, leaving just the tip in my mouth, he smacked my butt, propelling me forward again. I had to keep my mouth wide open to stop myself from biting him, entirely by accident, of course. He did alternate between cheeks, but my ass was getting sore by the time his cock started to swell inside my mouth.

This time as I pulled back, his hands dropped to my waist and held me still. I knew what he wanted. He wanted me to taste him. If he’d stayed in the top of my throat as he came, he’d have shot it straight down my throat, missing my taste buds. Or so he thought. Actually, he wasn’t big enough to do that, but I wasn’t going to puncture his vanity. Especially not as I knew I’d be seeing him every couple of weeks or so for the next year until he retired.

His cum was weak and thin and not exactly plentiful as he shot in my mouth. I moaned in appreciation and finally twisted my head to look up into his smiling face as his quickly flaccid penis dropped out of my mouth.

“Good girl.”

“That hurt.”

“Sorry, I’ll try to be more gentle next time.” He grinned down at me, and I knew he meant it. Not the bit about being gentle, but the bit about spanking me again. He very clearly had every intention of doing that the next time we had an appointment. Hell, he probably intended to do that every time he saw me. Believe you me, I wasn’t looking forward to that part of our time together, although the rest of it hadn’t, on balance, been too bad.

“I’ll see you another time, Denise. You were good, very good. Thank you. Don’t worry, I’ll see myself out.”

With that, he’d done his fly back up and left the condo without giving me a chance to say goodbye.


Chapter 5

I couldn’t quite put my finger on why, but this time I wasn’t the hot mess I’d been the first time Denise had a date with one or more of the bosses. I’d been a total disaster the first time and not that much better the second time. Maybe it was the third time’s a charm, but today I’d been able to concentrate on work rather than daydreaming about what she was doing. That’s not to say I hadn’t been half-hard for most of the day. The idea of my wife slowly stripping and then masturbating for the oldest of the bosses was a turn-on for me, a kinky one at that. I’d not admitted to Denise how turned on the idea had me, but I felt she was safe today—after all, he was, by all accounts, impotent.

She sent me a text about four-thirty. Home, what do you want for dinner?

I smiled at the homeliness of the message as if nothing extraordinary had gone on. There again, in the context of what our marriage was, temporarily, becoming, nothing extraordinary had gone on. In any case, by the terms of the contract, I couldn’t ask her about her daytime activities. I knew where she’d been, and given I’d seen each of the other bosses around, I knew who she’d been with, but I wasn’t allowed to ask. More importantly, she wasn’t allowed to tell. If more than one had been out for the day, even if they were supposed to be at a client’s, I might have worried, but old Mister Wiseman wasn’t high on my list of concerns. Despite the careful wording of her message, I decided to push the limits with my reply.

You on a plate with a side order of whipped cream and strawberries.

I smiled as I thought about her response. In my mind’s eye, I could see her shiver as the import of my words ran through her. Her body would react, and again, I could picture her cute nipples standing firm inside her clothes at the prospect of the sex I was promising.

No strawberries and no cream in the house. You want to stop to get some on the way home? B.T.W., what size plate?

My smile morphed into a grin. Not only was her message confirming she was okay, but at the same time, she told me she was up for whatever I wanted sexually. My dick surged in my pants at the prospect, and I was trapped behind my desk for the next few minutes while I waited for the obvious signs of a hard-on to recede.

* * * *

I hadn’t stopped for the required groceries as I headed home. By the time I reached the car, I was in too much of a hurry to pull my wife into my arms and strip her naked. Trimmings like cream and strawberries were for the days when we both wanted to take our time. I didn’t intend to waste a second today, and from her reply, I guessed she didn’t either. Traffic had been light, and I’d even managed to get out of work only half an hour late for once, so I wasn’t sure if she expected me yet.

The company Lexus never found its way into the garage. My classic Mustang and her cute little Audi TT convertible had that honor. Rather than waste time operating the garage door, all I had to do was walk through the front door. One advantage of having an open-plan living area was the ability to see through every part of the house from the door, but she wasn’t anywhere to be seen.

I almost called out to say I was home, then decided against it. She’d have heard the front door, and if not that, then she’d have heard or seen me pull onto the driveway. That meant she was out of sight for a reason, and hopefully, that reason was a playful one. Assuming she wasn’t in the shower or something.

A quick look around the ground floor, covering the only two enclosed rooms, her home office and the den, showed she wasn’t downstairs. Slipping my jacket and tie off, I left those on the newel post at the foot of the stairs and padded upstairs, trying to keep my movements as quiet as possible. I didn’t think I had a chance of sneaking up on her, but if that’s the game she was playing, I’d play along.

Two minutes later, I was totally perplexed. Denise wasn’t anywhere to be found in the house. I’d searched every room upstairs, including the two guest rooms that had never been used. I’d even checked the wardrobes in all four bedrooms, as well as the bathrooms. Heck, I’d even double-checked the loft access was untouched—and I knew she never went up there. Heading downstairs, I looked around the kitchen for any clues I’d missed on my initial cursory sweep of the downstairs. There was a half-full mug of coffee on the countertop, and as soon as I touched it, I felt its warmth.

A feeling of relief shot through me—if she’d left her coffee behind, then she was definitely playing a game. We were both coffee addicts, so there was no way she’d make a coffee and then go out, leaving it half drunk. She was somewhere, somewhere close. Staring out of the window, I checked the garden. If she’d been out there, then she’d have been hiding in plain sight. We didn’t have any high shrubs or secluded patches of garden at all. It was private in that it wasn’t overlooked by any of our neighbors, but the whole space could be surveyed from the kitchen window.

I looked around again, and then it hit me. There was only one place I hadn’t looked. I nodded to myself. It should have been obvious the moment I found the upstairs was empty. Denise was in the garage. There was nowhere else she could be.

I walked up to the connecting door, then decided to pause for a moment. I’d worked out where she was, but I couldn’t think why she’d be in there. She had no reason to be in there, not really. I nodded to myself. There was only one answer, she was playing, which meant she was playing with me, and the game had something to do with sex. Ah, well, there was only one way to find out, and my cock was half-hard already in anticipation. For a moment, I toyed with stripping my clothes off and entering the garage in the nude. However, there was always the remote possibility I was wrong and there were a group of people in the garage waiting to surprise me. That would be a very different surprise from the one I anticipated, and boy, would I be giving them a surprise if I did that.

I undid a couple of buttons on my shirt and undid my belt before slipping that through the loops and leaving it hanging on a cupboard door. That way, I was part-way prepared if I was right, and nothing lost if I was wrong.

Taking a deep breath, I yanked the door open and stepped into the garage. As soon as I saw what awaited me, I came to a dead stop. I’d been right Denise was there, and she was alone.

“What took you so long, honey?”

“If you play hide and seek and want to be found, leave a clue, baby.”

She chuckled and wiggled her naked ass at me. Denise was nude if you didn’t count the red fishnet stockings and heels she was wearing. The rest of her was as naked as the day she was born, if somewhat more developed. She was standing in front of her car, her legs spread wide apart and leaning on the hood with her elbows. She wiggled her butt again, a clear invitation to walk up behind her and check how wet she was. I didn’t need to run my fingers along that visible slit. I could see it was already glistening with moisture, telling me she was wet. Wet and ready, ready for me. Inside my pants, my cock surged to full hardness, even before I crossed the few feet separating us.

“You said on a plate, honey, and seeing as we don’t have a plate big enough, I thought this one would do.”

For a moment, that puzzled me, but then the coin dropped. Right there between her legs was the plate on her car. She was presenting herself on a plate, the tag plate of her little Audi. I chuckled, and after that, the only sound in the garage was the sound of my zip being drawn down, followed almost immediately by her excited gasp.

“You like?”

“I like.”

She wiggled her ass again, drawing my attention to her lower body as I worked my pants down around my ankles, followed by my boxers. My cock was, by now, as hard as it could get, and as I pressed up against her, she sighed in bliss. Just leaning against her brought my prick into contact with her, its length lying along the crease of her ass. She pushed back against me and looked forward, dropping her head down between her arms. This improved the angle for me and told me, without words, what she wanted me to do.

I chuckled and pressed against her but didn’t attempt to push my cock between her legs, let alone into her. My hands stole around her body as I leaned over, searching for and finding her gorgeous breasts, cupping them as they hung down from her body. She moaned out loud, and I kept up the tease, squeezing her nipples between my fingers, making her entire body jerk. Danise slammed her butt back into me, trapping my cock against the crease of her ass, and then wiggled to make sure I’d got the message. I had, but I wanted to tease first, and she didn’t want a tease.

“Just fuck me already, Justin. I want you. I need you inside me, inside me, now.”

“Your wish is my command.” I felt I’d won a minor victory. Up to that point, she’d been acting too passively, too submissively for me. If anything, she was the one who took charge when it came to our sex life. Sure, she was the one setting it up by being naked in the garage waiting for me, but she’d been letting me make all the running. Now she was taking charge, giving orders. I chuckled. Although I’d said I would, I had one last tease to deliver, a verbal one this time.

“What would you have done if I’d decided to open the garage and come in that way?”

She shuddered against me, the thought of being exposed like that, exposed to all our neighbors, or at least any of them who happened to be looking, made her gasp. “God! That would have been embarrassing.” She pushed back against me again. “But exciting, now just fuck me.”

Bending my knees, I did as she asked, sliding my cock down the crease of her ass until the tip was below the junction of her legs. I had to use a hand to push it from its vertical position—I was too hard for it to do it itself. Now I pushed forward and up, my cock finding its natural home between her legs. She moaned out loud and pushed back, trying to capture me, but I was still in teasing mode. Pressing the head against her folds, I held still, not letting it enter her, although her outer lips had parted to accept him. She was wet, wetter than I’d realized, and when she thrust back again, she effectively countered my tease by capturing the first three or four inches of my erection. She gave a happy little sigh, a triumphant one, that told me she wanted this as much as she said she did. With no further encouragement needed, or for that matter, forthcoming, I straightened my legs, thrusting into her. In fact, I thrust so hard her feet left the ground, the entire weight of her lower body balancing on the point of union. She squealed and started to pant as I lowered her back down and then pulled halfway out before thrusting again. This time I had a bit more control over my own actions and didn’t lift her that high.

Denise ground back against me, and we started to set a rhythm, with her pushing back as I thrust forward. She was tight, as tight as I ever remembered, and at the same time as wet, if not wetter than ever. I knew she’d been dreading today, but at the same time, I wasn’t allowed, under the terms of the contract, to ask her for details. It didn’t mean I wasn’t curious about her day. I wasn’t allowed to question her about it. Whatever had happened hadn’t been so bad. It stopped her from wanting this, and there was no question about me wanting this too.

We started to get faster and faster, both of us driving the experience toward its conclusion. I couldn’t hold back much longer, but I could feel Denise quivering and shaking under me as she, too, approached the threshold of a climax.

My hands slid under her body again, grasping her breasts, and my fingers squeezed down on her nipples. She yelped, and I let go, thinking I’d squeezed too hard, but her breathy comment. “Don’t stop,” reassured me, and I grabbed hold of her erect nipples again. This time when I squeezed, she was ready for me, and without warning, her entire body stiffened. I let go of her right breast and wrapped my hand across her mouth as she screamed as the orgasm hit. She was loud, louder than I’d heard her in a while, even louder than after three of my bosses had fucked her, one after the other, last week. If I hadn’t used my hand to muffle her screams, the neighbors would, most likely, have been charging to the rescue.

Her body shook and convulsed as the spasms coursed through her. Everything shook. Even the car bounced on its springs as her arms thrust down on it. Her pussy, though, did the final job, squeezing around my cock as if trying to pump every ounce of jism out of my body. I couldn’t resist that feeling, the way her muscles alternately gripped and released my cock. My climax started just as hers waned, and I dropped my hand from her mouth, resting against the hood of her car alongside her own hands, as I shot my load into her before pulling out and reeling away.

Denise recovered first, pushing herself upright and smiling at me as she turned on unsteady legs. God, my wife was a wondrous sight, her breasts showing the red marks from my fingers, her pussy lips open and red, our mingled juices leaking out onto her thighs. “Thank you, lover.”

I blew her a kiss and tried to sort out the tangle of my own clothing. “Shower?”

She grinned. “Shower, as long as you promise to keep your hands to yourself.”

“I’m not going to make a promise I can’t keep.”

She shuddered, and I knew she hadn’t really wanted me to make such a promise. I never could resist running my hands over her in the shower, and doing so usually led to other things, either inside or outside the shower. If it was outside, then we’d end up back in the shower, and sometimes the cycle would start again. Once, we’d spent almost two hours in the shower and ended up with both of us with wrinkled skin that added thirty years to our ages, at least until the effects wore off.

“Quick shower, honey. Then you’re taking me out to dinner. I’ve booked the table for eight, so we haven’t got too long.”

“Oh, where are we going?”

She grinned. “My choice, my treat, so my surprise.”

“I bet the tickle monster can find out.”

She grinned and gave a delicious little laugh before darting past me to head into the house. I’d have caught her, but my pants were still tangled around my ankles, and if I’d moved too far or too fast, I’d have measured my length on the garage floor. Try explaining that to the ER team when they arrived.


Chapter 6

Alison had beaten me to the café and waved from the corner booth she’d managed to snaffle despite the lunchtime crowd. I waved back and hurried through the press of people around the take-out counter. Once I was clear of them, I was surprised to find there was a lot more free space than I’d expected. I guess most people were buying their food to eat outside since it was such a lovely day.

“Hi, sweetie, how are you?”

I gave her a shy smile, not quite sure how I wanted to reply. I’d known Alison and her husband Steve almost since I’d started going steady with Justin. Now, though, she’d been avoiding my calls until today, ever since the contract had appeared from Justin’s briefcase. Was it really only two weeks ago? Clearly, her knowing about the contract and what it entailed had been a source of embarrassment for her. Especially as she’d already been there, done that, so to speak. The fact I’d fucked her husband only last week was an embarrassing factor for me.

“I’m good.”

She smiled. “Come on, relax. I’m not going to cut your tits off with a blunt knife because my husband said they were a nice pair.”

I opened my mouth in astonishment, not sure how to take that. After a minute, the ridiculousness of the situation seeped into my brain, and I started to giggle.

“Are you sure it was my tits he complimented?”

“Sweetie, he thought the whole package was dynamite.”

I might have been giggling, but I knew my face was bright red. That was made worse by the appearance of a waitress behind my right shoulder. Alison solved the problem of me turning and dealing with her.

“She’ll have a latte, and I’ll have a refill. Give us five minutes before we order lunch.”

“Of course.”

“Fuck I hope she didn’t hear any of that.”

Alison shrugged. “What would she hear? Only that someone I knew thought that you were a nice-looking young woman. The fact it was my husband and that he’d fucked you didn’t occur in the conversation.”

“Alison!”

“What? Look, Denise, there’s no point in you getting uptight here because, believe me, I am not uptight with you, okay?”

I sighed and slid into the booth opposite her. It was a tricky situation for me to deal with, and I guess not an easy one for her, either. The reason she’d been ducking talking to me, let alone meeting for lunch, something we’d done often over the last couple of years, was blindingly obvious.

“Now, no more foolishness, okay?”

I bit my lip, and she reached out and grabbed my hand, squeezing it. She gave me a soft smile. “Okay?”

“Yes. I guess.”

“Look, it’s an odd situation, and believe you me, I don’t want to compare notes, either about Steve or any of the others, especially that wily old fox, Jacob Wiseman.”

I giggled, and she shook her head as she smiled.

“Let me guess, the old bastard let you think he was impotent, so it was a bit of a shock when you found out he wasn’t?”

Obviously, Alison had been there, done that, and in particular, had had to deal with the most senior director of the company the same way I had. To reinforce her comment, she held her thumb and forefinger out, spanning no more than about three inches. Her meaning was obvious, even if she was being a bit mean—Jacob was a bit bigger than that. Not much, but a little.

I cracked up and was still laughing when the waitress bought my latte and Alison’s refill.

“Come on, let’s order, and then we can talk some more. Happy to do that, now? No more little strops?”

I nodded and sipped my latte. “You’ve had much longer to get used to this than I have.”

“True, and to be fair, I was doing it for much longer than you’re going to have to.”

“How…?”

“How long? Or how did I cope with that much attention from that many men?”

I blushed, I’d meant the former, but at the same time, I needed to know her coping strategy. Although it had been difficult to meet her like this, especially so soon after fucking her husband, I was getting over the nerves I’d started the day with ever since I’d found out she wanted a meet.

“The latter, I think…”

She chuckled and sipped at her own latte. “Come on, choose so we can order. I’m starving.”

We both settled for a grilled cheese and pineapple with a side salad and once we’d ordered, she glanced around the café to make sure nobody was close enough to overhear.

“Okay, to answer your questions, and I think there’s several unspoken ones. I did it for over four years, almost five.”

I gasped. Given Jacob Wiseman was retiring next year, and that date was already on the calendar, I had at most eleven months of this. She’d been trapped in the same situation, servicing that condo, or rather, servicing the bosses in that condo for more than five times as long. Even thinking about that made me shiver. One of the things that had helped me persuade Justin to go for it was the short space of time it would take in our lives.

“How did you…?”

“How did I cope?” Alison shook her head, her smile a bit wistful. “I did more than cope, sweetie. I thrived.”

I looked at her in shock, and she nodded. “Look, it’s not a lifestyle for everyone, and the last two people promoted between Steve and Justin failed. Their wives couldn’t hack it.” She giggled. “Or fuck it, depending on how you want to put it. Their marriages collapsed under the strain, and in one case, so did the husband. Believe me, it’s not easy. Enjoyable, but not easy.”

“I’m not sure I want to compare those kinds of notes.”

Alison shook her head, but I could see she was still amused. “Denise, I’m sure you’re enjoying yourself, and I’m equally sure you’re enjoying the side-benefit too. In fact, I know you are because you are radiant.”

I tried not to blush again. Everything about the whole situation seemed to want to trigger my blush reflex. I couldn’t help it. The heat and, I suspect, color rushing to my cheeks was a dead giveaway. At least I wasn’t facing a mirror, so I couldn’t see how red I was.

“Side effects?”

“Don’t dissemble, sweetie. It doesn’t become you. I’m pretty certain you’re using the same coping method for your relationship that Steve and I did.”

“You are?”

“Yeah, your sex life is probably off the scale right now, isn’t it?”

I bit my lip, not sure I wanted to discuss it, but this lunch was about getting things straight in my head. Alison was a friend, but she’d also been through the same experience too. I needed her input, so I nodded.

“Look, once I got into the swing of things, and believe me, there’s a rhythm to the whole thing, I couldn’t keep my hands off Steve. He was the same, his sex drive went through the roof, and I benefited from that. Lord, did I ever benefit.” She rolled her eyes, and I could see a faraway look in her eyes—she was remembering things.

It hit me then. Alison was a little bit jealous. “You miss it, don’t you?”

Alison had the grace to blush as she nodded. “Yeah, I guess I do. However, there has been one lasting benefit—Steve is still more amorous than he used to be. Attentive, romantic, and downright randy too. On balance, it’s been a fillip to our marriage.”

She sighed. “Look, I’m not telling you it’s a bed of roses, although one of the sods actually tried that.”

“A bed or roses? Literally?”

“Yep. And those thorns hurt.”

I shuddered. The idea of the thorns from a bunch of roses dragging at the skin of my butt as someone drove into me was too harsh, too detailed, a thought to even get close to becoming a fantasy.

“Anyway, that’s a side issue. It can be difficult sometimes, but I think you’re off to a good start.”

“Oh.”

“Well, from what I’ve heard. Steve thought you were very level-headed the other day.” She giggled, her blush returning. “That’s what he told me while he was making love to me for the third time that night.”

“Third…?”

“Listen, we had a simple strategy when I was, you know, busy that day. I always had room or time for another one—his. Usually more than once as it happened.”

I blushed again. I couldn’t help it. Last night I’d ambushed Justin in the garage, and we’d gone again after we got back from dinner. Then I’d taken care of his morning wood before sending him off to work, even though I didn’t have any more appointments scheduled for this week.

“Look, it’s a good way of coping. It means you give him a chance to reclaim you after another man has…” She trailed off as the waitress approached and delivered our lunches. “It’s important that you both enjoy each other too. I think we’re on the same page on that one?”

“I think so.”

“Good.”

The conversation waned as we tucked into the grilled cheese. It started again after another refill of the coffee mugs.

“Look, I know Steve told you about the cross chart we keep in the kitchen…”

I nodded.

“Every time I did, I marked the chart. Now, every time he does, he crosses off one of my marks. He’s promised he’ll stop participating as soon as he’s crossed off all of mine. He’ll stop except for the special occasions.”

“Special occasions?”

She frowned at me. “Yes, the special occasions.”

“What special occasions?” I was frowning at her. I hadn’t heard anything of the kind mentioned.

“It wasn’t in the contract?”

I shook my head.

“Damn! Sorry, sweetie, I wasn’t trying to drop things from a great height. Steve promised me he’d make sure the contract was changed so the special occasions were spelled out in it.”

“Now you’ve got me fucking worried.”

“Look, there are three types of special occasions.”

“There are?”

“Yeah, and attendance is mandatory, although Jacob gets a free pass because of his condition.” She smiled. “Or should I say feigned condition, but none of the guys know it's an act. Honestly, I think it's because he’s embarrassed by his size or lack of it.”

“Special occasions?”

“Well, the first one you’ve already done. That embarrassing first time with one of them holding a camera.”

I couldn’t help blushing again. That had been embarrassing in itself. Here I was talking to the woman whose husband had held the damned camera, too.

“And the others?”

“Give me a chance. I’m getting there. The really big one is the director’s Christmas party.”

“Director’s Christmas Party? Shit, I think I can work that one out.”

She nodded. “Yeah, you have to turn up at the condo twenty-four hours after the company party, wearing the same clothes you did to the main party. Only, don’t expect them to stay on.”

“Fuck!”

“You will, and often, and undoubtedly all night. I did that gig four times, and to be honest, it was wonderful.” She shivered, and I could see that look in her eyes again. It appeared my friend, Steve’s wife, not only didn’t mind too much about the fact her husband had had me, she was wishing she was still involved.

“You can take my place if you want.”

She shuddered again and smiled as she shook her head. “Deprive you of that experience? No thanks. That sweetie, is what a Christmas party should be. Drinks, a few nibbles, and an all-night orgy.”

“Not my cup of tea.”

“Sweetie, being the center of attention in a room full of men, powerful men at that, will make it one hell of a night to remember. Believe you me, I remember all four of mine, and they were incredible.” Her whole body shook as she finished telling me this.

“And the third special occasion?”

“Well, they have an annual draw, the bosses. Whichever one wins gets to plan an entire evening. It’s similar to the Christmas party in that they all get to do you, but the way it starts will be different, depending on who won the draw.”

“Oh.”

“Still fun, but the first part is different each time.”

“What happened to you?”

She grinned. “Well, when Frank won, I had to perform an elaborate striptease for them out on the terrace. Then, I had to spend an hour serving as a naked waitress for them all before Frank took me into the bedroom and fucked me. When he finished, he left me there on the bed, retracted the walls, and invited the others to join in.”

“Oh, God!”

She giggled, but before she could speak again, a thought struck me.

“Hang on, you said at night. The contract specifies…”

She reached out and stroked my hand. “Silly, there’s nothing to worry about. It’s covered. Justin will be out of town between the Christmas party and Xmas itself. The company will have to send a representative to one of the big Wall Street bashes, and like it or not, Justin will be going this year. Just as Steve did for a couple of years. The prize draw will be done when he’s out of town too. You already know you’ll be spending that time at the condo while he’s away.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, daft really, because what she was saying horrified me, but at the same time, they weren’t stepping out on the contract. I knew that could cause a lot of stress in my relationship with Justin. Stress, I in no way wanted.

“So, chill, Denise, and honestly, you’ll enjoy them.” She giggled again. “In your case, though, they’ll be a once-in-a-lifetime experience. Remember, I had four of them and five of the Christmas parties. Just pity the poor woman who comes after you.”

“Why?”

“There’s nobody set to step down for several years. The average age of the board when Jacob steps down, and Justin takes his place will be the youngest it’s ever been. That poor girl will be in your position for at least ten years if not fifteen.”

“Ouch.”

“Don’t worry, after the first year or so with me, things began to tail off a little, and honestly, by the last year, they were averaging one appointment a week, rarely two. I guess they got tired of me. They won’t get the time to get tired of you, but her… she’ll probably be down to one appointment a month by the end.”

She chuckled again. “Assuming Justin doesn’t decide to take his revenge on her for their treatment of you.”

I gasped. “He wouldn’t.”

“I know. Just jerking your chain.”

Another couple took the table next to us, with the woman sitting just behind Alison’s head. We adroitly changed the subject and abandoned the discussion. There was no way either of us wanted that conversation to be overheard. I had a lot more questions, but Alison answered the most important ones. Above all else, she’d not shown any signs of jealousy over the fact I’d slept with her husband. That had surprised me. It had been the one thing I’d been dreading about the entire lunch arrangement. I hoped when the time came for me to take the next chick under my wing, I’d have the same level of aplomb.

After a few more minutes of small talk, Alison insisted on picking up the tab, and we went our separate ways.


Chapter 7

Four o’clock on Monday afternoon, the sky caved in on me. I’d had a particularly difficult call with one of our west coast clients, which had resulted in an instruction I couldn’t carry out. As a broker, there was a limit on the amount of money I could transfer. As a senior broker, that limit had been doubled. It had been redoubled when I’d made junior VP, but a five-mill sell order was beyond my authority. I needed to get it initialed by Steve, my direct boss, and the board member controlling the brokerage side of the business.

Coming back, I was approaching the corner of the corridor back to my own office space when I heard two of the board members talking to each other. David Carmichael and Peter Carson were both in their late forties, early fifties, big men, and of the board members, the only two who hadn’t been with my wife yet. I froze in place and listened in. I shouldn’t have, I know, but I did. You never hear anything good if you do, and I didn’t.

“Fresh meat this week.”

“Yeah, I like breaking them in. Does my libido a power of good.”

I choked back a gasp. They were talking about my wife. One of the beauties of a computerized system was having access to staff availability via the calendar app. Even as a junior VP, I didn’t have specific access to their calendars, but I knew they were both blocked out for tomorrow. Seeing as Denise was required at the condo for ten o’clock in the morning, it didn’t need a brain surgeon to work out who she would be seeing. The diary system showed availability, not where they were, but the other directors were all in the building with various blocks of free time scattered around the day. As I said, it didn’t take a brain surgeon.

I knew I couldn’t hear anymore. If I did, I’d blow a gasket and do something that would get me fired. The pain of the last few weeks would have been for nothing. Punching the lights out of one of the directors would not get me a seat on the board. I’d be out of a job, even if they didn’t press charges.

Seething inside, I turned around, went down the stairs at the end of the building, and then crossed the floor to the elevator and rode back up. By then, their conversation had finished, and they’d gone their separate ways, and I made it back to my desk as if nothing had happened.

* * * *

I guess I slammed the door as I strode into the house. Certainly, Denise looked up from where she’d been working at the kitchen counter, a surprised look on her face.

“Honey…?”

“I want to fucking kill them.”

I tried to keep a lid on it, but I was failing in that endeavor as she rushed around the corner of the breakfast bar and wrapped her arms around me.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, everything!”

She looked at me in shock. After all, I wasn’t exactly making any sense.

I took a deep breath and tried to force my mind into sequence.

“Talk to me, Justin, talk to me, now!”

Another deep breath, and my body, as well as my mind, started to accept her calming influence. “I’m walking in and quitting tomorrow. What’s more, you are not going to the condo tomorrow. The only reason I didn’t just up and quit today was because I wanted to tell you first. I am not, will not, and will never accept them treating my wife as a piece of fucking meat!”

“What?”

Her frown deepened as she tried to process what I’d just said.

“Tell me what the fuck has happened.” Denise led me over to the couch and pushed me back so I could do nothing other than sit. “Talk me through it.”

I did as she asked, trying to keep the emotion, the anger, out of my voice. Above all, I didn’t want to get her upset with me, let alone let her think I was angry with her. I wasn’t, not at all. I was angry with my bosses for putting me in this situation and for dumping both of us into this ridiculous situation. Above all, I was angered beyond words by them describing my wife as fresh meat. By the time I’d finished my, albeit brief, explanation, Denise was seething too.

Although she was angry, she had a cooler head on her shoulders than I did. She rose to her feet and motioned for me to sit still. I watched as she swished into the kitchen, her lightweight mini-skirt floating around her bare legs. I had an inkling then that she’d planned something for when I got home, plans I’d ruined. Walking into the kitchen, she grabbed two glasses and the bottle of bourbon before heading back. Without a word, she handed me both glasses and then poured a generous slug into one glass and a not-quite-so-generous one into the other. I wasn’t surprised when she took the smaller one back from me.

“Prost.”

I smiled at her. “Prost. Sorry, baby…”

She shook her head. “I need to make a call.”

“To who?”

“You’ll see. Let’s find out if this is a real problem or not.”

“It’s a real problem. I am not having them refer to you as a piece of meat, not for anything.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Just think it through for a moment. You’re objecting to a phrase, but until you heard that phrase, you were prepared to let those two men fuck me tomorrow?”

I opened my mouth to say something, then thought better of it and slowly closed it again. She was right. In context, it was wrong, but at the same time, we’d both been promised we’d be treated with respect. This wasn’t even close to respectful.

“I know, I know, but let’s get to the bottom of this. Drink your whiskey. I’ll be right back.”

With that, she disappeared into the study and shut the door. She was calling someone, and I knew from what little she’d told me, what little she had been allowed to divulge, that she had someone assigned as a mentor to deal with any issues, at least at this stage. It had made sense, but she had steadfastly refused to tell me who or even if it was one of the directors or one of the wives. Then I remembered her recent lunch date with Alison. It made sense that she would be the mentor assigned to Denise. She was the closest in age of the wives and before the contract had been presented to us, someone Densie had seen as a friend. She’d told me her meeting with Alison had been a little fraught to start with, but they’d patched up their friendship, which was good. She’d steadfastly refused to part with any other details. Yes, that was the answer. Alison had to be the recipient of that call. I shuddered. I wouldn’t want anyone to be on the other end of the call if Denise was as riled up as I was.

She came back out ten minutes later and sat down on the couch next to me, noticeably calmer. Grabbing her own glass, she solemnly chinked glasses with me and then sank her whiskey in one, ending up coughing.

“I needed that.”

“You sure about that?” For the first time in a couple of hours, I smiled. She glared at me, not liking that I was laughing at her, but after a few seconds, her frown dissolved into a smile, and she laughed too.

“So, are you going to tell me who you rang?”

“Nope.”

“But…”

“But you can expect a call shortly. Steve…”

She stopped short, blushing furiously as I choked back a snort of laughter.

“So it was Alison you rang.”

She bit her lip. “You’re not supposed to know that.”

“But seeing as she is married to Steve…”

“Don’t fish, okay, honey? Steve will be ringing you shortly as soon as he’s checked something. Alison and Steve are both pretty sure you got the wrong end of the stick.”

“I did?”

“Yes, you did. They weren’t talking about me at all. But Steve is going to check and get back to you.”

Almost on cue, my cell rang.

“Justin!” He sounded as cheerful as he had done just before four this afternoon as we discussed the big trade I needed him to authorize.

“Steve.” My own reply was non-committal. I didn’t want to be right about what I’d overheard, but I didn’t want to look a fool, either.

“Listen, about this afternoon.”

“Yes?”

“You got it wrong.”

“I did?”

“Yeah, and they will prove it to your wife tomorrow.”

“Hmm…”

“I know, Denise told Alison what you said, and I don’t blame you for reacting that way, but they weren’t talking about your wife. Listen, if they had been, they’d have been carpeted by Jacob Wiseman. He thinks the world of your wife, so be careful there, fella. It looks like old Jacob has got a new favorite. In fact, you can tell Denise that Alison is officially jealous because she was his favorite up to that point.”

“We’re not talking about Jacob Wiseman, or your wife.”

“No, what we are talking about is the new crop of interns.”

“Interns?”

“You know we all call them fresh meat, don’t you? Hell, I’ve heard you refer to them that way, yourself.”

A flood of relief passed through me, but Steve kept on going. “And you know they’re starting with us on Wednesday, don’t you?”

I sighed. “Yeah. Sorry, I guess I got the wrong end of the stick this time.”

“Well, I’m glad I cleared that up. Remember, which you seem to have forgotten, I’m always here for you, buddy. Just as Alison is always here for Denise. See ya.”

I was left holding a dead cell. He’d hung up on me.

He didn’t know Denise had been listening in, but she hugged me. “Better?”

I smiled down at her and dropped the cell onto the side table in order to be able to hug her back. “A bit.”

“Only a bit?”

“Yeah, only a bit. That answer was a bit glib if I’m being totally honest about it. How did he know what they were talking about? I’d just left him in his office.”

“Because I’m pretty sure he had that conversation with one or the other of the men involved before he rang you. Alison told me he would ring them and then ring you straight back.”

“It doesn’t make it less glib.”

She punched my arm. “And it doesn’t make it less probable or even less true, either.”

I sighed again, knowing she was right. It was the common term we used for the twenty or so interns the company took on each year. Of those, twenty, maybe two, and sometimes three would make the grade and be offered a permanent position. In fact, I’d been one, and I knew Steve, David, and Peter had all come through the ranks after starting as interns. Jacob was a different story, brought in by his predecessor with a view to nurturing him to the top, which he had done. Frank had come a different route, having to qualify as a CPA and then meet and pass the SEC exams first. From the moment I became a broker, I’d learned the term fresh meat and applied it to the next intake of interns, just as everyone else did. It made sense, and as such, the explanation stuck a neat pin through the bubble of my anger. However, that neatness was the problem.

“Come on, honey, let’s get dinner. You’ve got time for a shower first if you want.”

As if on cue, my stomach rumbled. Drinking scotch on an empty stomach wasn’t the best idea. Now I needed the food.

“I’ll shower later.” I smiled down into her face as she turned her face up for a kiss. “With you.”

She shivered in my arms and snuggled closer. Suddenly, I realized I’d just said the right thing. That was a good feeling too.


Chapter 8

After Justin’s near meltdown last night, I was a bundle of nerves myself this morning. I managed to fumble the car keys and drop them on the garage floor, and then ladder my stocking before retrieving them. That meant I had to go back inside and change the stockings before setting off. In turn, that made me late setting off, and I was almost breathless when I arrived at the condo. Thankfully it was still empty, my guest, or guests, for the day, hadn’t arrived. At least that gave me the chance to change first.

I’d already worn the underwear and stockings they’d requested, but now I stripped off my blouse and skirt and slipped into a little red dress with a halter neck. That meant no bra, but at least the dress wasn’t so tight I had to forfeit the boy short lace panties. I’d have gone with the safe option for underwear and stockings if it had been down to me—black. They, however, had used the phone app to tell me to wear white, not black, and As I stuffed my own clothes into one of the spare drawers, I started to search for the right shoes. I had a choice of two pairs that Susanna had found, both with four-inch heels. I preferred lower heels most of the time, but both these guys were well over six feet, so a slightly higher heel brought me closer to their size. In the end, I left the white court shoes in the rack and buckled the sandals on. With my red glossed toenails peeking through the fine mesh of the stockings, I thought it complimented the dress better.

Now all I had to do was find out which one of them was coming first. I knew, from the app and from Justin’s calendar info, that both had booked the time out of the office to see me, but I didn’t know in which order. I swallowed hard. Maybe they would be coming together. The idea of one of them watching as the other stripped and fucked me, and then took his turn wasn’t something I was looking forward to. Then I realized that wasn’t even the worst possible option. They might double-team me. I tried to suppress the shudder as I gave the bedroom section a last look over to make sure everything was in place and my stuff was stowed out of the way.

I had only just finished that final once-over, ensuring the place was tidy, when the door opened, and Peter stepped through. My heart sank as he held the door open for David. My worst fears seemed to be coming true. They had arrived together. David, however, had his arms full, and his face was almost hidden behind the huge bouquet of white roses he was carrying.

I guess their sudden appearance startled me. Last week Jacob had sent a text to warn of his arrival. These guys just appeared. Of course, they all had keys to the condo, so none of them needed to knock or even ring a buzzer from downstairs. As I faced them, I guess they saw the surprise on my face, but they just smiled and walked in as if they owned the place—which, of course, they did.

“Good morning, Denise.”

I swallowed hard, trying to get rid of the surprised look and replace it with a somewhat welcoming, if rather weak, smile. “Good morning.”

“These…” He gestured toward the flowers David Carmichael was carrying, “… are for you. Our way of apologizing for what your husband mistakenly believed he overheard. It was insensitive.”

I forced a laugh. “Only to the interns.”

He smiled back, but I could see his eyes move as he looked me up and down. “Remember, we’ve been where he is. Okay, in my case, it was rather more years ago than I care to remember, but we’ve been there. Trust is the glue that makes this system work.”

My laugh was more genuine this time. “Or it’s the treadmill nobody wants to hit the stop button on.”

He nodded. “True.”

David stepped past his colleague and rolled his eyes. “He can talk the hind leg off a donkey, so ignore him. These are for you. I think there’s a couple of vases in the kitchen. Unless they’ve been moved, they’re in the cupboard to the right of the sink.”

“They’re lovely, thank you.”

He, too, looked me up and down, and I caught what I believed was a flash of approval from his expression as his eyes focused in on the point where the dress met in the middle, exposing some cleavage. I don’t think Peter Carson was the talker after all. It appeared the other one, David, was the charmer.

“Can I get you some coffee?”

“Thank you, no.”

I swallowed hard, guessing that implied they were anxious to get down to business. A business that included me naked. It was obvious I was now going to either be watched by one and fucked by the other or doubled up on.

David followed me through to the kitchen and stood holding the flowers while I bent over to look for the vases to put them in. As soon as I bent over, I blushed. He was in a perfect position to see the way my skirt stretched over my ass and, at the same time, rode up the back of my legs. I didn’t think I flashed him stocking tops, but I wasn’t far off. Luckily the vases were front and center on the top shelf, so I grabbed them and straightened up. A glance over my shoulder saw him pursing his lips in a silent whistle. When he saw me looking, his mouth morphed into a grin, and he winked. Yep, he thought I was being coquettish and had done that deliberately.

Peter had moved over to the other side of the room and was fiddling with the controls for the high-end stereo. I shivered, not sure I liked the implications of that. Once again, my mind started playing tricks on me, imagining them telling me to dance a slow, sensuous striptease in front of them. Since I wasn’t paying attention as I filled the vases with water for the flowers, the inevitable happened.

The stream of water hit the edge of the vase and splashed straight up onto my chest. I shrieked and stepped back, meaning the stream of water from the tap hit the far side of the vase and splashed up onto the front of my dress again.

David stepped forward as I muttered under my breath. “You okay?”

“Yeah.” I stepped back from the sink and brushed ineffectually at the splashes of water on the front of my dress. The cold water was very cold, and it had soaked straight through the dress. As soon as the chill hit my nipples, they sprang into hardness, making noticeable bumps in the front of the thin dress. Since I wasn’t wearing a bra under the dress, there was nothing to stop them from pushing their way into the thin red fabric. As I turned to face David, his eyes flashed down to the prominences and stayed there. Peter, attracted by the commotion, leaned on the breakfast bar and whistled. “That’s a distinctive look. A very nice one. Would you like to get out of that wet dress?”

I knew what he was offering, and I was sure it wasn’t the chance to go and change into a dry dress in private. If I said yes, the dress would be coming off, right here, right now, in front of them. There was no way I was going to say yes to that kind of offer, despite the discomfort.

The water stained the front of the dress a slightly different, darker color. Although they were initially splotches across the front of the dress from close to my shoulders down to my waist, they spread and merged as the water found dry areas to soak into. The clamminess was awful, but the alternative, stripping it off in front of them, was, for the moment, worse.

David stepped close and put a hand on my shoulder. “Go grab another dress, a nice sexy one, and slip into the bathroom and change into it.” Obviously, he was sensitive enough to understand my dilemma and why I didn’t just rush to the wardrobe.

I smiled. “Thank you.” Then I had a thought and tilted my head to the side to give him an impish, lop-sided grin. “Why don’t you pick one for me? A dress, that is.”

“Ah, I’m not allowed to look through the lace lingerie, instead.”

I shuddered. Walking out of the bathroom in see-through lace was a worse idea than stripping off the dress in front of them. “Maybe later.” I wasn’t being coquettish at all. They were here for the bulk of the day. No doubt they would want me more than once, and once they’d had me the first time, it didn’t really matter what I wore, if anything, did it?

He laughed and motioned to Peter to join him over by the bed. They obviously knew which buttons did what because they soon had the two dress rails out of the wall, and they didn’t, even accidentally, bring out the lingerie rails. I was quite pleased about that because I knew if they picked out a black, or red, or even white lace creation, I couldn’t really object.  I might want to, but it wouldn’t matter that much. Thankfully, their actions had precluded those choices, and in fact, after a minute of low-voiced conversation, they pulled out a pale blue halter-neck dress from the rack. I’d not really looked at that one before, but as David held the hanger up and waved it in my direction, I had to gulp down air. There’d been no doubt the dress they picked would have been sexy, all the dresses were sexy, but this one was right out there. As I walked over and took the dress from him, I could see the top part of the dress was pure lace. My breasts would be covered by opaque material, but everything else above the waist was lace. So too, was the bottom four or five inches of the skirt, which was, of course, short. My stocking tops would show through the lace. Of that, I had no doubt.

Still, I thanked them and carried the dress through into the bathroom, shutting the door behind me. I debated whether to actually lock the door, but in the end, decided to trust them. Whatever happened, they would be seeing me naked soon, unless I missed my guess, very soon. Therefore, showing a little trust might even win me some brownie points. Stripping off the dress, I gave myself a quick once-over in the mirror. Thankfully the water hadn’t splashed my face, so my makeup was okay. My hair was fine too, it was just the dress.

Dropping the red dress into the hamper, I stepped into the blue one, and then pulled it up to my waist. Looking down via the mirror, I could see I’d been right. The thicker lace band at the top of the stocking was fully displayed through the pale blue lace of the bottom portion of the dress.

Pulling the halter up, I fastened the Velcro behind my neck and again took a look at the mirror. I almost lost my footing at that point, my vision blurring a little as I stared. I’d been right about the lace at the top, but the edge came rather lower than I’d expected it to. The plunge of the dress was deeper as well, and since the two sides of the front were narrower than the red dress, I was displaying the top, sides, and inside curves of my breasts. My nipples and areolas were covered, but only just. The slightest movement and the dress could slip, or for that matter, be slipped, to either side and bingo, a wardrobe malfunction. I closed my eyes as I remembered Peter had been fiddling with the stereo controls. Music meant dancing, either by myself or with one or both of them. That just increased the risk of a wardrobe malfunction and a nipple popping out. Or both of my little traitors coming out to join the fun.

I shuddered and fought to get myself under control. I had to admit the dress was sensational. It was just one I couldn’t have worn out of the house, not by choice. If I’d tried to leave the house wearing this, Justin wouldn’t have allowed it. Not that he’d have forbidden me, he’d have simply jumped me, and we’d have had sex probably before I even got out of the bedroom, let alone out of the house. The dress was that naughty, that sexy.

I had to steel myself, and somehow, from where I don’t know, I summoned up the steel to open the bathroom door and step back into the main body of the condo. Both Peter and David were busy with their backs to me, arranging the roses in the vases I’d had a problem filling. As a result, they didn’t see me, and with the thick carpet, my heels didn’t click on the floor as I walked toward them.

David was the first to catch a glimpse of my reflection, and he turned his head to glance back over his shoulder. I watched as, in slow-motion, his jaw dropped open, and he stared at me. After a moment, he nudged Peter to turn, and for several seconds I found myself basking in the rapt, undivided attention of both men.

“Right choice. Wow, Denise, you look stunning. That dress suits you. The red dress was good, but that color suits you.”

I giggled. “I don’t think it’s the color that you’re complimenting. I think it’s the cut or rather the cut-away.”

“Probably true.” He turned to fully face me, and this time I could see the beginning of a bulge in the front of his pants. He grinned, his eyeline remaining between my waist and neck, where I was showing off so much of my breasts. Even as he stared, the bulge in his pants grew as he hardened. Peter turned around too, also staring, and also with a hard-on starting to rear in the front of his pants.

I couldn’t help playing the tease. “Are those for me, or are you just pleased to see me?”

They both cracked up laughing, and I joined in as I crossed the room to stand next to them, ostensibly to look at the flowers, but in reality, knowing I was giving them a closer look. I was trembling as I put on a show of bravado. I wasn’t body-shy, the last couple of weeks had demonstrated that to both myself and my husband, but that dress revealed a lot more than it covered. My nipples had gone hard under the red dress with the shock of the cold water hitting them. They hadn’t gone flat, and they showed as twin points in the front of this dress. That wasn’t from the shock of anything. That was purely the feeling the dress gave me. I hated to admit it, but being on this much display and having this much of me on display wreaked havoc on my psyche. I was turned on, even before either of them had touched me. Already I could feel my panties getting a little damp.

“You do look stunning. David was right.”

I smiled at Peter as he turned away and returned to the wall panel he’d been hitting buttons on earlier. A moment later, the room filled with the swell of an orchestral movement, one that sounded familiar but I couldn’t quite place. I was right, there was going to be dancing, and the only question was whether I was going to be dancing on my own or with one of them. Hell, there was a third choice, dancing with both of them. That thought made me shiver, and inside the dress, my nipples started to harden even more.


Chapter 9

“May I have the pleasure of this dance.”

I swallowed hard and nodded in acceptance. “I should warn you, I’m not much good at ballroom.”

He chuckled. “Just because it’s orchestral doesn’t mean I intend to do the samba.”

“Good, because it’s not a Latin beat. I do know that much.”

“Dancing With The Stars has a lot to answer for, in my opinion. Too many people think they know too much about dance music when they know rather less.”

“Don’t try and tell me it’s a samba song.”

He grinned. “I was generalizing, young lady, not talking about the specific. This isn’t really ballroom music either.”

“No?”

Before I could say anything else, he took my hand and tugged, pulling me in close. “This, my dear, is music to hold your partner close.” He pulled me tight against him as he stepped away from the counter into the clear space formed between the breakfast bar and two of the couches. “Very close.”

“Oh.” I gasped as he crushed me to him, his hands on my naked back. With the dress being backless, he had access to an awful lot of skin, my skin. He squashed me against his chest, my breasts flattening as he twirled me around. I knew the skirt would ride up as I moved, but there was nothing I could do other than go with the flow. Or, in this case, go with the dance. He slid his hands lower, still. In public, he would be on the right side of propriety. Another few inches lower, his hands would be below my waist and definitely on the wrong side. Here, in private, I knew I needed to relax and let him take his hands wherever he wanted them to go. Now, the pressure on my back translated lower, and as he pulled me into him, I could feel his cock, already hard, pressing against my stomach. I looked up at him to see he was peering down past my face. I didn’t need to look to know he was looking straight down the cleavage the extreme décolleté of the dress gave me.

“Very nice. You really are exquisite.”

I decided to fight fire with fire. “And such compliments are likely to get you everywhere you want to go.”

Twisting the saying like that startled a laugh out of him and a chuckle from his compatriot. David had hitched a stool along the breakfast bar and perched on it. Half sitting, half leaning, he was watching the two of us intently, and I guessed waiting for his turn. What would they do, I wondered. One track each, or would they politely tap the other one on the shoulder and cut in. Would one of them remove my dress and then hand me over for the other one to strip me out of my underwear. Thoughts like that ran around and around in my brain, distracting me.

That distraction proved to be a problem when, without any warning, Peter lowered his face to me and kissed me on the lips. I hadn’t been expecting it, my mind too busy processing a series of increasingly explicit fantasies around my head. As a result, I gasped and pulled back a little. He looked at me, an eyebrow raised in question, then dropped his hands even lower, below my waist this time, and pulled me in for another kiss. This time I closed my eyes and let him kiss my slightly parted lips. His fingers were moving on my back, not tickling me, not exactly, but letting me know they were there. His hands were now at the same level as the back of the pale blue dress. Part of each hand was on naked skin above the line of the material, while the rest of his right hand was on top of the material. His left hand, though, was in the process of burrowing underneath the material onto the upper curve of my butt.

The way his fingers moved on naked flesh, unexposed naked flesh, made me shiver, but I kept up the kiss, my mouth opening more as the kiss deepened. His tongue flicked out to lick at my lips, then disappeared again. I took my cue and echoed what he’d done, my tongue licking at his lips, but this time, I pressed my tongue further into his mouth than he had into mine. It was a simple, non-verbal way of letting him know I was okay with this. That initial gasp and withdrawal had been from surprise, not from any deeper reason.

Peter was a good kisser, and after a few more moments, our tongues were busy with each other, and I was relaxing into the full warmth of his embrace. I could feel my nipples pressing against both the material of my dress and against his shirt. Lower down, his cock was squeezed against my belly while his legs pressed against mine. I knew what he was doing, and after a few more seconds, I allowed him to work his left leg between my legs. Immediately he started to flex his leg, rubbing it against the soft flesh of my inner thighs. His hands moved, thankfully, both of them outside the dress as he cupped my ass cheeks to hold me where he wanted me. My arms, previously just resting against his arms, now moved around his neck, holding him tighter still.

The kiss broke apart, leaving both of us a little short of breath, and we turned around another time or two. I saw him look over my head in the general direction of David, and he gave an imperceptible nod. Well, he tried for it to be imperceptible, but it wasn’t quite subtle enough because I saw it. Peter relaxed his hold, and I did likewise, knowing I was about to be handed off.

Sure enough, Peter spun me through a half-circle and stepped away as David stepped forward, a sly grin splitting his face. “I should warn you of one thing.”

“Which is?”

“I’m not subtle like Peter here.”

“Oh.” Any further protest or words were cut off as he crushed his mouth down on mine. Where Peter had tried to seduce, David took. He took control of our movements, and above all else, he took control of me. His kiss was savage and possessive, and before I could really do anything, his tongue had pressed deep into my mouth, pining my own tongue to the roof of my mouth as he explored the whole inside of my mouth. My arms went around his neck as the force of his kiss bent me backward. His hands didn’t both with my back. They just moved to my ass, cupped both cheeks, one in  each palm, and squeezed. It wasn’t painful. Indeed it was actually nice, but it was very different from his compatriot.

I couldn’t look into his eyes as he turned me around to the music, so I closed them and let him go where he wanted. I wasn’t exactly a rag doll in his arms, but I wasn’t much more. My arms linked behind his neck, as much for balance and support as anything else. Now he was convinced he had me where he wanted me. He broke the kiss and moved the target of his lips to the sensitive area just below my ear. My senses started to go into overload. This was heavenly as his hands started to smooth their way over my ass, caressing me where a minute earlier they’d been holding me.

The attention, the touch of these men, powerful alpha males, was driving me insane. I was breathless from the kissing and felt powerless in their hands. When Justin made love to me, I tended to be the one in charge. With these guys, it was the exact opposite, they were the ones in charge of my destiny, and I knew what that destiny was. To be naked and fucked by both of them, the only thing not pre-determined from my point of view, being which one would fuck me first. Or maybe, and the thought made me shudder, which one would fuck my pussy, and which one my mouth.

I didn’t exactly swoon, my legs didn’t go weak, but I was definitely putty in their hands as David switched off to Peter once more. A couple of minutes later, they switched again, and I felt myself starting to get dizzy from all the kissing and all the touching. Their hands were wandering over far more of me, now than before, but still staying away from my breasts and my crotch, although my flanks and my thighs seemed to be fair game.

I guess David, my current dance partner, sensed I was now theirs because he nodded over my shoulder, and a moment later, I felt Peter pressing against my back as David held my waist. As I’d thought might happen, I was now dancing with two men, or rather, dancing sandwiched between two men. David’s hard cock pressing against my stomach, while Peter’s nestled into the crack between my ass cheeks. David’s hands smoothed their way up my flanks, moving toward the sides of my breasts, while Peter’s hands moved around my upper back, zeroing in on the little Velcro patch holding the two halves of the top of my dress together.

I moaned into David’s kiss, broke it, and twisted back to try and kiss Peter too. I couldn’t quite reach, but as I lifted my arms and wrapped them around the back of Peter’s head, he could reach down and kiss me as I twisted. Of course, that presented my entire front to David, and with my back arched as I twisted, it made my breasts arch out into the narrow straps that comprised the front of the dress. Without a second thought, and certainly not giving me any chance to object, the two men worked together. I felt the dress go slack as the sound of the Velcro ripping apart overwhelmed the music for a short moment.

I whimpered as the front of the dress started to slither down, exposing the rest of my breasts. Hell, they’d been able to see about seventy percent of them ever since I emerged from the bathroom. Now, as the two halves of the front of the dress fell away, David could see their full glory while Peter had a great view over my shoulder. He kissed me on the point of my shoulder as he feasted his eyes on my bare flesh. David didn’t bother to leave them bare for long as his hands clasped them, cupping them. My nipples were squashed against his palms as I squirmed between them.

Now they had a half-naked woman dancing between their fully clothed bodies, and they took full advantage of that. Every time I tried to disengage my arms from around Peter’s neck, his hands caught mine and gently stopped me. Having my arms up and back made their access easier. After the first three times trying to move, I stopped trying.

My breasts were never exposed now. One or the other of them was playing with them. Sometimes Peter clutched them from behind, sometimes David held them cupping them from in front. Sometimes they played with the whole breasts, sometimes just the nipples, squeezing and twisting them to wring little gasps and moans from my lips. My breasts had always been sensitive, but these two were past masters at the game, and within minutes I was writhing and almost sobbing as my insides seemed to turn to jelly.

Before another couple of minutes passed, I stiffened and cried out as a climax tore through my weakened body. I couldn’t resist it, couldn’t stop it, nor did I want to as I shook and shivered, my entire body spasming around my molten core. I didn’t exactly wet my panties, but they were more than just damp by the time I finished.

They backed off a little, relieving the pressure as the orgasm waned, then I realized why. They were simply moving on to the next phase of their planned seduction of me. By now, I didn’t need seducing, but I wasn’t about to complain. David hooked his fingers into the waistband of my dress and eased it out and then down over my hips. Peter tugged on the loose fabric of the skirt, and seconds later, the dress lay in a crumpled ring around my feet.

“Sweet panties, baby, super sweet. I can’t wait to rip them off you.”

I swallowed hard but made no move to stop them as they slowly danced me away from my dress, Peter’s fingers already entangled in the waistband of the revealing white panties.

“Time for you to be naked, baby. We want to see that tight pussy we’ve heard so much about.”

I guess I blushed because David chuckled as he held me still, and Peter pulled my panties down, forming them into a roll around my upper thighs.

“Nice.”

“Her ass is fucking gorgeous too.”

I felt him press his lips against my butt in a kiss that I was sure was hard enough to leave a mark. All I could do, though, was moan as Peter continued the process of removing my last barrier, my last piece of modesty, and after a moment, I stepped out of my panties as he straightened up.

Once more, they sandwiched me. Once more, my arms were up and back, around Peter’s neck, arching me and leaving me totally exposed to their hands. Once more, they pressed close, creating an obscene vision if anyone could have seen. Thankfully, there wasn’t anybody to watch as I became the naked meat in an obscene sandwich between two fully-clothed men. Fully-clothed? They hadn’t even, as yet, taken their jackets off, let alone their shirts or pants. They were still fully covered while I was naked and exposed, vulnerable to their hands and mouths as we shuffled around.

For a couple of minutes, David feasted on my breasts with both his mouth and fingers while Peter’s hands dipped down onto my mons. He stroked the outer lips of my pussy, parting them but not penetrating more than an inch into me. It was difficult to accommodate him, to keep my legs far enough apart, and still remain tall enough for David. It might have been hard, but it was, at the same time, heaven. Their sure touch, and the way they kept the stimulation at such a high level, kept my own ardor soaring. My pussy was almost pumping out lubrication, and I knew Peter’s fingers were soaked.

Peter let go of my pussy, and brought his hands up at the sides, grabbed my hands, and gently disengaged me from having my arms around the back of his neck. It was a relief to lower them, letting my aching shoulders recover. Then, the two of them manhandled me around, and I found David lifting my hands back up to the same position, this time around his neck. I leaned back, twisting my neck, and kissed him as Peter’s mouth descended onto my left nipple. He pinched my right nipple with his finger and thumb, and David’s hands slid down to my pussy, only he went deeper than Peter had.

To say they worked me over would be an understatement. The obscene workout went on and on, and after a few more minutes, I climaxed on their fingers. My second one with them. By then, they both had a finger inside me, working on my pussy. Sometimes as one thrust their finger into me, the other one was pulling out, sometimes they were thrusting together, and sometimes they were both buried in there, their fingers wriggling around in a way utterly distinct from two fingers of the same hand. I was in oral sex heaven, and I came again a couple of minutes after the previous one.

Now, though, they moved into another gear. With my legs still trembling from the recent pair of orgasms, they led me over to the couch.

“Time to sit down, sweetheart. Time, we started this for real.”

I swallowed hard and let them do as they would. It was intoxicating being treated like this, having no free will in what was happening to me. I was drunk on the feeling, and quite possibly, I’d have collapsed in a heap without their support, one on each side. Even as we walked toward the couch, their free hands roamed over me, smoothing down my flanks, cupping my breasts, caressing my ass or stroking my slit. Every part of me was touched, groped, caressed, and attended to. I almost came again in the short walk to the couch, but somehow the release held back. If this was what an authentic experience of multiple partners was like, I wanted more, and it appeared the two of them would deliver more, a whole lot more.

Suddenly we were there in front of the couch. Peter let go of me, and David just spun me around and gave a gentle push. A moment later, the front edge of the couch caught the back of my legs, and I jack-knifed down to sit there. A yelp escaped my mouth, but the surprise was momentary, and I fell back, leaning against the back of the couch, trying to gain control of my panting breathing. The two sat down on either side of me, and without saying a word, both grasped a leg each and pulled my legs apart. I ended up with a leg draped over each man’s legs, opening myself up completely. They didn’t stop there, draping my arms along the back of the couch behind them. I closed my eyes and leaned back, giving them tacit approval for whatever they wanted to do. They continued to treat me like a rag doll as they exposed every inch of me to their eyes, their hands, and their tongues.

I was moaning deep in my throat as I felt them half-turn and then descend on me. For the first time in my married life and the first time in a long time, I felt the touch of two hot mouths, one on each nipple. Once in college, I’d had two partners in the same room, but not exactly at the same time. That had been an unsatisfactory experience. The first time around, Steve had been in the room with the camera, but he hadn’t touched me, and his presence had embarrassed me. It hadn’t turned me on. These two knew what they were doing, and they were going for it, together.

A hand slid up the inside of each thigh, but there was more to it than that. I could feel their fingers moving as the hands slid higher toward their target. It felt incredible, and I was panting for breath by the time both hands reached my slit at the same time. Letting go of my nipples, they concentrated down below, I guess both of them watching as their fingers moved over my mound. They didn’t go straight for the prize, didn’t resume the double finger-fucking they’d used to bring me off while standing. Instead, they traced delicate circular paths around my outer labia, pressing against the hooded clit, and roaming over a lot of exposed, sensitive skin. Finally, I couldn’t resist the urge to see what they were doing as well as feel it, and my eyes snapped open. Tilting my head down, I could see exactly what they were doing.

“You want this, sweetheart?”

I moaned and nodded as Peter held my lips apart, and David rubbed his thumb up and down the length of my pussy slit.

“Tell me what you want.” Peter’s voice was husky and deep.

I shuddered and caught my lip between my teeth as the gentle torment went on. They were teasing me with their fingers, using just the gentlest of pressure on me. I knew what they wanted but decided to resist as long as I could.

“Do what you want.”

He chuckled and spoke to David. “She’s a fighter this one.”

“Yeah, then let’s show her that fighting doesn’t get what she wants.”

They both pulled away, leaving me there, a hot, sweaty mess. Suddenly neither of them were touching me. Both of them just looking at me. Surveying the wreck I’d become. I thrust my hips up off the couch and writhed slowly, trying to entice them to touch me again. My nipples ached to be touched, and the fact they had both pulled back made the rest of me ache for their touch again.

I could see the fire in their eyes as I looked from one to the other, but there was no give there, they were the ones in charge, and if I wanted what my body craved, I would have to ask for it. I swallowed hard and tried not to think how demeaning such a request, such a plea would be. It was a test of resolve, a test of will. Would I break first, or would their towering erections overtake their willpower? They wouldn’t crack, I knew that.

“Please…” I’d cracked, almost without making a conscious decision.

“Please, what, sweetheart?”

“Please… go back to what you were doing.”

Peter chuckled. “Begging for it, are we?”

I knew that’s what they wanted, and I blushed bright red on top of the flush of passion already lighting my cheeks. Even though it embarrassed me, I knew they wanted my acquiescence, so I nodded. “Yes.” Just… just fuck me already.”

“Ah, your wish is my command, my lady, only we’re not going to fuck you just yet.”

Before I could respond, they were on me once more. No more gentle teasing. Their fingers pushed at each other for the right to get into me. No more gentleness, either. This was all about penetrating as hard and as far as they could. Their fingers pressed deep into me while their free hands reached across to grasp my breasts, squeezing the flesh and then pinching the nipples. My mouth opened in a silent scream, and my head fell back in mute surrender.

Once more, they worked on my channel, and once more, their fingers worked to different rhythms. One finger would be sliding in while the other slid out, creating a push and pull sensation which was out of this world, just as it had been earlier. Then, they would both be pushing in and pulling out together, producing an even more powerful sensation. There was no rhythm to it, they worked independently, but at the same time, they were doing the same thing to me. Driving me wild. My hips wouldn’t stay still, churning as they continued to plunder my naked, surrendered body. Slowly My hips twisted, sliding my legs higher up theirs, opening myself up to them. Giving them more access allowed them to introduce another finger each into me. Now I had four fingers inside me, at times all four of them buried to the hilt. It was manual stimulation heaven, finger-fucking delight. All the time, they continued to stimulate my over-excited nipples, and before long, I was soaring into the heavens as I came. The previous three had been unusually strong, mainly because I was standing up, but this one was stronger than those had been. I squealed and screamed and spasmed around the fingers inside me. I guess my body was thrashing around too, but I didn’t care. I just wanted that feeling to never end, but end it did.

As I panted for air, they slowly eased my legs down from their laps so my feet were once more on the floor.

“Time to return the favor, sweetheart.”

I tried to regather my thoughts and looked at David as he spoke, not really processing his words. He opened his mouth wide and glanced down. I looked down, guided by his pantomime, and realized he had his cock out. I hadn’t heard the sound of a zip, but his cock was standing proud from his lap. It wasn’t ginormous, but it was on the large side of average and a little bigger than Justin. A glance to the other side showed Peter had also got his cock out, and he, too, matched David for size. The symbolism of David’s open mouth told me what they wanted, and his words finally made sense.

“Kneel in front of the couch, Denise. Would you like a cushion?”

I glanced down at the thick pile carpet and shook my head. A cushion would only lift me higher, and I didn’t doubt these guys would want to feel my throat if I could manage their larger organs, that is. A cushion would change the angle too much. Surprised I could think in such a detached manner, I slid forward on the couch and dropped to my knees as I twisted to face them.

They shuffled closer to each other, closing the gap between them I’d just occupied. I sat back a little letting them get comfortable, and stared at the two cocks in front of me. I revised my estimate. They were both a bit bigger than I’d thought and both at least an inch longer and also thicker than Justin. This was going to be a challenge. I guess that thought played across my face because they both laughed, and then David beckoned me forward, letting me know he wanted to be first. Obviously, I would be switching off between them. They didn’t need to tell me that.

I leaned back on my heels and smiled up at them, then twisted to face more toward David, who spread his legs to allow me closer. His cock was impressive, long, and thick, and I swallowed hard as I tried to imagine what it would feel like inside my mouth. Hell, inside me, not just my mouth. I doubted they would be satisfied with just a blow job. Why I needed to imagine that, I don’t know. They were there, right in front of me, and all I had to do was lean forward and open my mouth, and I’d find out. No imagination needed.

I placed my hands on his thighs and leaned closer. His scent caught my nose, and as I stared at his cock I could see it glistened with the pre-cum he’d already squeezed out. Leaning closer still, I extended my tongue and just licked the tip, making sure I covered the tiny hole at the end. Another drop of pre-cum leaked out, and I lapped that up. He grunted, and I felt his hand come down on the back of my head. The message was clear. He wanted a blow-job, no more teasing. Still concerned about taking something of that size into my mouth, I nevertheless opened my mouth and took the top inch or so past my teeth.

His cock was hot in my mouth, despite the heat of my own oral cavity. It throbbed as I closed my lips around it, and he grunted again. Sliding lower, I managed to get the ridge inside my mouth, but it was thicker than I’d anticipated, and sealing my lips behind it took an effort. I paused for a second and rolled my eyes back as I looked up at him. David smiled down at me, and the gentle pressure of his hands on the back of my head told me he wanted more, wanted me to take him deeper. I hoped like hell this wasn’t going to take too long, my jaw was already aching, and I hadn’t been doing this for more than a minute. Hopefully, what they’d done to me, would have driven them close to the edge. Even better if witnessing my repeated orgasms had brought them close to the point. That’s when the horror struck me. If they were going to swap off, as seemed likely, then each man would have a bit of recovery time in between sucks, which meant it would last longer. Assuming, of course, they didn’t get nicely over-excited by seeing me administer to the other one. I mentally shook myself, trying not to let my thoughts show on my face—I had to stop overthinking this and concentrate on doing and giving them the best blowjob I could.

Having dealt with my own inner demons, I pushed lower, taking another couple of inches into my mouth. My tongue flattened against the floor of my mouth, and the tip of his cock reached the top of my throat, but at this angle, it couldn’t go any further. Breathing through my nose was hard, and I was struggling to get enough oxygen into my tortured lungs, and he had another couple of inches or more still to go. No way I could take that further inside, not on this pass. Luckily his grip on the top of my head wasn’t tight. It was as if he was steering rather than forcing.

As a result, I pulled off, and he didn’t try to stop me. I felt his eyes tracking me as I slid over and repeated the process with Peter. His cock was the same length as David’s but wasn’t quite so thick around the shaft. The head, though, was bigger still, and the ridge behind the head felt enormous as I tried to take it into my mouth. My lips were really stretched, but at least once the ridge was inside, I could seal my lips around the shaft properly. Once again, I took it back to the top of my throat and then pulled off, switching back to David. This went on time after time, and either they both had enormous staying power or incredibly insensitive cocks, or the gap, as I switched off, gave them recovery time. I guessed the latter was the case, but my jaw was getting sore, not just aching, as they started to give little responses that told me the dual blowjob was coming toward its natural conclusion.

I gagged on Peter’s cock as he used his hands to push down on my head. The gag reflex sending saliva all over my mouth to lubricate the obstruction. As a result, it slid into my throat, and I gagged again as he groaned in appreciation. He didn’t try to leave me there, but pulled me up off him until just the tip was inside my mouth, then pushed down again. Right there, the blowjob changed character. No longer me ruling the roost. Instead, it had morphed into a face fuck. The next time I swapped to David, the same thing happened, and his dick was almost forced down my throat in the same manner. My senses reeled as I fought for breath in the scant seconds between being pulled off one cock, and pushed down on the next.

They weren’t being nastily violent, just as violent as they needed to be. They both rose to their feet, crowding around me, one on each side. All I had to do was maintain my balance and keep my mouth open for them. They did the rest, working on me, twisting me like a rag doll from one to the other. It was violent and, at times, excruciatingly uncomfortable, but at the same time, I was in sexual heaven. I didn’t come from their treatment of me, but my pussy was gushing fluid out onto my thighs, rendering them wet and slick. At the same time, my nipples cried out for attention. Since they were controlling the movement of my head, my hands had no more work to do, so I dropped them down to my aching nipples and started to twist and pull at the distended nubs.

“Take it, sweetheart, take it.”

I understood what Peter meant as he thrust into my mouth, then pulled back until just the tip was inside my lips. His cock swelled and throbbed, and then the first strong spurt fired into my mouth. Then another, and another, as his orgasm roiled through his body. I could feel him shaking and heard him moaning as he spent himself before reeling away. I swallowed halfway through and then again at the end, taking his strong-tasting semen down into my stomach. I’d hardly finished swallowing when David pulled my head around to him, and he repeated the process. I couldn’t swallow all of his ejaculation. A lot of it dribbled out from the corners of my mouth and dripped down from my chin onto my naked breasts, its path eased by the spittle and droll already coating the lower part of my face.

I sprawled back away from them, my legs bent in front of me as I sat on the carpet. They both stared down at me, their eyes sweeping over my curves, taking in my naked breasts and pussy. My legs were bent and splayed, so everything was on show. My nakedness didn’t embarrass me, but the fact the lower part of my face and the upper slopes of my breasts were speckled with cum and shone with my own drool did.

“Go have a shower, sweetheart. Then we can get on with the main event.”

“The main event?”

“You on the bed, naked. What did you think I meant?”

I swallowed and tried to make a quick comeback after David’s comment. I knew they wouldn’t be satisfied with a blowjob or even a face fuck as that one had become.

“So, you want me naked after the shower?”

He shook his head. “Nah, white underwear and something in white lace over the top. Time to put that expensive lingerie collection to use.”


Chapter 10

I realized my time in the condo was starting to fit a pattern. Get dressed up, turn them on by getting naked, perform a sexual act, then shower, and put on some lingerie. The pattern was there for one reason, it gave the guys some recovery time. It also had the added benefit of giving me some recovery time, and I put it to full use. It had been a challenge to let them face fuck me like that. It wasn’t my usual approach to a blowjob. Justin always let me set the pace and rarely pushed down on my head. Not being the one in control had been different, not bad, just different. However, given their mutual and matching size, I didn’t want to go through that again.

I knew the stockings I stripped off wouldn’t pass muster again, indeed on closer inspection, they didn’t just have stained and damp tops, they were laddered in two places, so I grabbed another pair, as well as the underwear to go with them, and a nice lace nightie to wear off the top. The nightie would be short, and after the shower, when I got dressed, I realized it was even shorter than I anticipated. This time I’d gone with a garter belt and garters, not hold-up stockings. The full works. The lace over the top was gossamer thin and covered me from the upper slopes of my breasts down to just below my crotch, but it didn’t actually conceal anything.

The bright white lace of the bra and panties shone through the nightdress, and the bra cups were thin enough to allow more than just a shadow of my areolas to show through.

Walking out of the bathroom was hard, harder than it had been with Jacob, but at the same time, more familiar too. I was in for a surprise. Peter was nowhere to be seen, and David was putting the finishing touches to a salad at the breakfast bar, just dishing it up onto three plates.

“Lunch is served. Please join us on the terrace.”

Well, that explained where Peter was. Indeed, he was already sitting out there, and as he saw me approach, he picked up a bottle of wine and started to pour. It was a shock, a real surprise, I’d expected to be serving them, but they’d taken advantage of the time I spent in the shower and getting ready to sort out lunch.

“Come on, tuck in, and enjoy.” He chuckled as he put the plate down in front of me. “You’ll need all your energy.”

I frowned at him and tried to arrange myself as demurely as possible on the deeply cushioned seat. That wasn’t easy. After all, I was wearing lacy white underwear under a virtually transparent lace slip. I’d decided after pulling it on that it was an undergarment rather than a nightdress, but in any case, it was sexy as fuck, and I felt sexy if a bit exposed by it.

The two men put me at my ease, though, keeping the conversation light and flowing. They were turning on the charm. I wasn’t naive enough to not notice that. It worked, though, despite my cynicism. I slowly lost my preternatural attention to what I was wearing and relaxed. After a few more minutes, Peter disappeared inside and returned with three side plates loaded with slices of Key Lime Pie, and my mouth watered at the sight.

“A frozen one, I’m afraid, not fresh.” He giggled. “We were otherwise engaged and didn’t have the time to make one from scratch.”

“Ah, well, I didn’t realize you were bakers as well as financiers.”

“We all have a multitude of talents.”

I took a mouthful of the creamy dessert. “This is good.”

“Eat up. You need that strength.”

I tried to play it, coy. “Oh, when?”

He glanced at my half-empty plate. “In about five minutes, I guess. Assuming you want to finish that. If not, about thirty seconds. That slip looks gorgeous on you, doesn’t it, David?”

“Oh yeah. I thought she had good legs, but now, I can see just how good those legs are.”

In a few seconds, the conversation had turned from polite and gentle to full-on and sexual. I guess I blushed at the sudden change, and they both laughed. I did, however, decide not to respond until I’d finished the pie. It really was that good.

I couldn’t delay, though, once I had eaten the last mouthful, so I put the plate down on the table and looked up and smiled at David. “I guess this is the moment I’m supposed to ask, where you want me?” I had to force myself to smile, but I knew what would be happening. After all, he’d already told me the answer to that question before I’d had my shower. I was going to end up naked on the bed wasn’t exactly a surprise, but it had been somewhat humiliating to be told that.

They both laughed again and then David looked at Peter, who nodded. I guessed they’d discussed the next part of the day while I’d been busy in the bathroom.

“You’ll excuse the fact we want a good look at you. After all, this is the first time we’ve had the chance.”

I swallowed hard and reached down to toy with the hem of the slip. Reluctance obvious in every pore of my body. “Out here? I thought…”

“Sweetheart, you thought right, no nudity on the terrace. That doesn’t mean we can’t watch you walk over to the edge of the terrace, lean on the wall, and stare out at the lake until we call you back, does it?”

“I guess not.” Relief flooded through me. The revised rule Jacob had told me still stood. They just wanted a chance to examine every inch of me. It was still a bit humiliating, but being asked to prance around in my underwear was better than being asked to parade around nude. I’d done this for Steve the first time I came to the condo, and this time I had another layer on, one that, from a distance, would appear to be a dress, albeit a lace one.

“Over there?” I pointed toward the corner of the parapet facing the lake rather than in the middle. If they wanted a show, I’d give them one. That angle gave me several possibilities. I had a pretty good idea of what they wanted, and the slip I was wearing would ride up if I leaned over. Even a little bit would show off my ass.

“If you like.”

I rose to my feet, glad I’d put the white sandals back on. The heels weren’t so high I would have trouble walking. In fact, they’d turn my walk into a strut, and since I would be walking away from them, that was a good thing. I smiled down at them as they sat back to watch and then stepped away from the couch before turning my back to them.

I could have headed straight across the terrace and into the corner, but my mind was already working overtime. Instead of making a bee-line for the corner, I headed for the middle of the low surrounding wall. My feet crossed in front of each other as I put as much effort into the walk as possible. My hips rolled and bounced with every step. I had no idea whether they liked the effect or not. Hell, that’s a lie. I was sure they loved the effect. The pressure of their eyes on my back seemed overwhelming. Once I reached the parapet, I grabbed the rail with both hands and slowly slid my hands a couple of feet apart. That forced me to bend a little at the waist, and I knew the slip would ride up at the back.

Looking out over the lake, I could see a lot of people down there, enjoying the sunshine in the middle of the day. There were people around the shores and also out on tiny boats on the water itself. Well, the boats looked tiny from up here on the top of the sixth floor. Up close, the dress was obscene, but from a distance, it looked like a lacy summer dress or even just a white one. I didn’t feel exposed, well, not too much, anyway. After pausing like that, posing like that, for a few seconds, I straightened up and turned toward the corner. This time they got a profile view as I strutted along beside the wall, one hand on the smooth rail at the top. It wasn’t easy to keep my focus straight ahead, not looking at them. I knew, though, they would be watching. The wall provided a perfect waist-high backdrop to the bright white of my stockings and the flesh revealed between them and the hem of the slip.

Reaching the corner, I turned to look out again and then slowly dropped down so my elbows were on top of the rail. I knew exactly what that did to the hem of the slip—I could feel the breeze fluttering around my ass, so I had no doubt my panty-covered ass was exposed to their gaze. I tried hard not to shiver at the thought. I’d never been one for showing off, let alone exhibiting myself like this, but now I found myself getting turned on by the exhibitionism. My nipples were hard inside my bra, pushing at the soft lace and noticeably visible when I looked down. My breathing was shallower too, and my heart beat more rapid. I just hoped they were getting as turned on as I was.

Reaching back, I rested my left hand on the back of the slip just above my ass, then slowly, almost imperceptibly, started to lift the hem higher, exposing more and more of my ass. I didn’t stop until I felt the hem touching my fingers—the whole of my ass exposed, covered only by my translucent lace panties.

I heard clapping behind me, so I guessed they were enjoying the show too. Time to ramp it up a gear, so I straightened up before turning around. Leaning back against the wall, I kept hold of the slip, now showing off the entire front panel of the semi-see-through garment, exposing my mound to them, encased in a single layer of white lace. My back arched, pushing my breasts forward into the front of the slip, and I knew my nipples made prominent indentations in the fabric. Those points would be visible from where they were.

Finally, I looked up, well, peered toward them through my eyelashes as if trying to appear innocent and seductive at the same time. Huh! Here I was standing there, in sexy thin lace, lifting it above my waist to expose my panties and trying to appear innocent. Yeah, right, that worked.

Both men rose to their feet, and Peter beckoned me toward them. My heart rate increased, and my breathing quickened. As soon as I reached them, the touching would begin, and so too would the stripping. I didn’t know if they would want me to undress or if they wanted to reserve that pleasure for themselves again. I knew, though, it would start when I reached them. Forcing myself to keep smiling, I walked across the terrace to them and took Peter’s outstretched hand.

His next move surprised me. Raising my hand to his lips, he brushed the back of my fingers with his mouth. “Magnificent. You really are a babe.” His old-fashioned courtesy and the compliment brought a blush to my cheeks. Even though I was blushing and the whole promenade had turned me on, I was still worried. Were they going to strip me and possibly fuck me out here, despite Jacob’s promise? I swallowed hard and waited for the axe to fall.

I felt David moving around behind me, but I stood still, staring into Peter’s eyes as he smiled at me. “Relax, I can feel how tense you are.”

“Why wouldn’t I be tense?”

“I know, but you do need to relax. You won’t come to any harm here.”

I felt David step closer and wondered what would happen, but Peter had caught hold of my free hand and now held both of them, keeping me in place. He wasn’t gripping hard, but his hold was firm enough to keep me still. I felt something move on either side of my head, and that resolved onto David’s arms as he lowered something in front of my face. The thin strip of white lace looked strange, but after a moment, I realized it was a lace blindfold. One that didn’t stop you from seeing but concealed your features, as if for a masked party, a masquerade.

“What…?”

“Shush. It’s okay.”

The band of lace was elasticated, so as he took his hands away, it stayed in place. Realizing I could see through it, I tried to slow down my breathing. Behind me, David chuckled while Peter leaned in close and gently kissed my cheek. It was more of a friendly gesture than an erotic one, despite the way I was dressed or undressed, depending on your point of view. “Relax, it’s okay.”

I swallowed hard and nodded, then realized David was reaching around from behind me again.

“This is just temporary, we’ve got a surprise for you, and we don’t want you to see it just yet. It’ll be off within five minutes, I promise.”

I looked out at the sleep mask as he lowered it over my face. I just had time to see it was white with a shiny, satiny look, and then it was over my eyes, and I could only see blackness.

“Relax, stay relaxed. We’re not going to hurt you.” He kissed the back of my neck. “Why would we kill the golden goose. You’re exquisite, and we want many more experiences like today. So chill, relax, okay?”

I nodded.

He leaned close and kissed the back of my neck before whispering. “You sure?”

“Yeah.” Although only a few seconds had passed, I was back in control, the rising panic stamped back down into the pit of my stomach.

“The opaque blindfold is just so you don’t see your surprise. Nothing more.”

“What kind of surprise?”

He chuckled. “If we gave you a clue, it wouldn’t be a surprise, would it?”

My mind whirled. Given the taboo about being seen together in public, let alone in such a state of undress, whatever the surprise was, it had to be inside the condo. That meant it was small. Understanding flooded me, I’d assumed they’d both watched me, but I’d had my back to them for several minutes while I’d been displaying myself so wantonly. One of them could have snuck indoors and sorted whatever it was. I hadn’t seen them bring anything in when they arrived, so maybe it had already been hidden in one of the cupboards.

They both moved, and I felt one of them take each hand with David. Well, I assumed it was David, placing a hand on the small of my back to steer me. I felt the transition from sun to shade as they led me toward the ranch doors.

“Mind the step.”

I knew the step was small, but they were taking no chances as they steered me into the cooler interior. The temperature must have dropped five or six degrees, and I felt goose bumps rising on my exposed flesh. Goose bumps also formed on my areolas too. The shiver was entirely unfeigned. A couple of steps inside the doorway, I paused, but they gently guided me forward. When they turned me a little to the right, I knew they were leading me away from the main seating area and heading toward the bed. I guess I wasn’t too surprised when about ten paces later, they started to turn me all the way around.

“You’re fine. Now please sit down.”

When I sat back, giving in to them because I had no real alternative, it was again no surprise to find myself sinking into the soft covering of the bed.

“Good girl.”

“Can I take the opaque one off, now?”

“Not for a minute, sweetie. We want to get you fully into position first.”

I guess I frowned because I couldn’t think what position I needed to be in for a surprise. Well, nothing I was prepared to think about. Of course, unless I took that blindfold off, I had no way of working out what that surprise could be. There again, under the terms of the contract, I couldn’t take it off, not without them telling me to. As a result, I was simply putty in their hands. I bit my lip, nipping my bottom lip between my teeth, as one of them reached down, swept his arm behind my knees, and lifted me onto the bed. I was twisted around through a quarter circle as he lifted my legs onto the bed, and I didn’t need to be told they wanted me in the middle of the bed.

“Good girl.” I smiled as I shifted over toward what I assumed was the middle of the bed, and one of them touched my ankle to get me to stop. I had to be in the middle. There was no other reason for him to stop me. A moment later, I felt a hand on my shoulder, gently tugging me backward. Again, it didn’t take a brain surgeon to know they wanted me to lie down, and when I did so, I was surprised to find my head was propped up on a couple of pillows. For some reason, I’d expected to be flat, completely prostrate, and at their mercy.

I heard them moving around, one going to each side of the bed, then fingers took hold of mine, both sides, simultaneously. They pulled on my arms, and I frowned again, not able to work out what they were doing as my arms were stretched out above my head and out to the sides.

Realization hit about a split-second before I heard the click and felt metal encircle my wrists. They’d just cuffed me to the bed, and I’d let them!

“You have no idea how perfect you look like that.”

I swallowed hard, shame causing me to blush at the thought of what I looked like. With my hands cuffed above my head, but out to the side, my upper body was spread-eagled in front of them. Moving on the bed the way I had, had rucked up the slip to the point I could feel the hem was buckled underneath my butt, meaning my panties were on show. Already excited by the exhibition I’d put on, my nipples stuck straight up, rubbing against the inside of my bra. They had been noticeable as I walked, peaks in the soft lace covering them. Now, lying down, they had to be even more so.

Being helpless in the presence of two virile men, men who I’d already blown and obviously wanted more, was driving my libido wild. At the same time, feelings of panic welled up at being quite so helpless.

One of them sat down on the bed next to me—I felt the mattress give. He placed a hand on my stomach, just resting there, and I knew he could feel me trembling.

“Relax, we’re not going to hurt you. To the contrary, we think you’ll like this.” His chuckle seemed to reverberate around the room. I knew it was David’s voice rather than Peter’s. “Now, what’s the primary cause of the panic we can see on your face?”

“I…” I couldn’t get the words out.

“Is it being helpless? Or being unable to see?”

“The latter.”

“So, you would like us to remove the face mask, so you can see through the lace?”

“Please.”

“Well, we will, but what do we get in return?”

I swallowed hard and, after a moment, forced a smile. “I’m not exactly in a position to bargain, am I?”

“I don’t know. I think you have an immense amount to bargain with.”

“I do?” I could sense him grinning down at me, and then the mattress shifted under me again as Peter also sat down on his side of the bed. His hand joined David’s in gently caressing my stomach. Neither of them went for the more sensitive, more private, but equally vulnerable areas, not yet. That would change—I knew that.

“Sure, so make us an offer.”

“Such as?”

“Oh, I don’t know. What do you think, Peter?”

The other man chuckled. “That’ll you’ll let us do whatever we want.”

“Won’t you anyway?”

“Of course, but we want your agreement.”

I tried to suppress the moan that built deep at the back of my throat. These two were dangerous men. Not in a physical way, but the way they expected to get what they wanted, which was what I’d promised the day I signed that damned paperwork.

“Please, just take the damned face mask off.”

“And…?”

I knew what he wanted me to say, and a wave of shame washed through me. I could feel how hot my face was getting as a result. I paused for a few seconds, then slowly, deliberately spread my feet about a foot apart. It was an unspoken response, a gesture of surrender neither man could misinterpret. “Do what you want to.”

“Good girl. Now, lift your head. Close your eyes for a second, though. Things might be a little bright if you don’t.”

I did as he asked and felt David’s hands around the back of my head as he eased the sleep mask off. He left the lace one in place, but I didn’t mind that. It didn’t obscure my vision too much, but I guessed it made things better for them.

Opening my eyes a little, I squinted and then winced as the room came back into focus. They were right. Just a few minutes in darkness like that made everything preternaturally too bright. That faded over the next few seconds, and I let out the breath I’d been unconsciously holding and looked around. As I’d thought, they were both sitting on the bed looking at me, or rather letting their respective gazes run up and down the length of my body.

I knew what the answer to my next question was going to be, but I knew they expected me to ask anyway. Pouting, I glared at David, who I thought of as the ringleader here. “So, where’s my surprise?”

They both roared with laughter and shook their heads. I’d been right. I already knew what the surprise was. The cuffs attached to the bed were the surprise, and them cuffing me to the bed before removing the blindfold had been part of it too.

“Not funny, guys.”

“Ah, come on, you’re just being disingenuous. We know you’d already worked it out.”

“So, now you’ve got me here. What are you going to do?”

David leaned down and softly kissed my cheek. Peter went a step further and leaned lower, mouthing my left nipple. I bit back a gasp.

“Anything we want.”

The shiver that ran down the length of my body made everything shake, and I heard them both gasp at the sight.


Chapter 11

Since they hadn’t cuffed my feet to the bottom corners of the bed yet, I guess they wanted me to be able to react to them. I didn’t need to be told I was going to be fucked like this. That was blindingly obvious. What they would do before that was much harder to work out. My panties weren’t going to be a problem. If they wanted to pull them down my legs, there was no way I could stop them. Indeed, they’d probably expect me to help them by lifting my ass and then my feet to allow them to strip them off. The slip and the bra were a different matter entirely. They couldn’t be removed without uncuffing me, and I knew that wasn’t going to happen. That meant they were going to end up wrapped around my neck, leaving the rest of me nude, or they were going to be ripped or cut off me. I hoped the former, as they were too nice to be wasted after a one-time use. I’d already worked out, as was becoming the norm, these guys would leave the garter belt and garters on. Probably the heels too. I no longer counted them as clothing, any more than I counted my earrings or ring set as clothing.

They both straightened up and then rose to their feet, removing their jackets and then their ties. It wasn’t that they were working in unison or trying to tease me. It just happened. A matter of fact undressing that didn’t stop until both men were bare-chested. They also slipped off their shoes and socks, leaving just their pants and underwear. If you counted items of clothing, I was wearing more than the two of them combined, but that wasn’t going to last.

While they undressed, I inspected the cuffs around my wrists, giving them a quick jerk to confirm they were secure and then staring at them. I could see a button on them near the edge of the metal ring. A quick experiment showed me I could pull part of my hand through the loop, and my thumb could then reach the button. It had to be a quick-release mechanism. There was no other reason for the button to be there. Relief washed through me. I had a way out if, for any reason, things became too much for me or I started to panic.

As they turned their attention back to me, I smiled at them and relaxed back into the pile of pillows, arching my back and spreading my legs a little wider. The invitation was, again, unmistakable. I was reaching the point where I wanted this as much as the bulges in their pants told me they did.

They didn’t give me more than a few seconds to look at them as they turned their attention to me. They didn’t exactly lunge, but before I realized it, they had claimed one of my legs each. David’s hands circled my calf and then started to smooth up and down, establishing a rhythm. On each upstroke, he went a little further. On each down stroke, a little less down my leg, all the time moving closer and closer to my knee. He wasn’t putting any pressure on, and he was far from any erogenous zone, but it felt good. Peter’s technique was different. His hands were flat, one on each side of my leg, one hand to the outside, one to the inside. Again, he was stroking up and down and, like his compatriot, working his way up toward my knee. I moaned. I couldn’t help it. It felt so good. Seemingly on their own accord, my knees left the bed as I slid my feet toward me a little, offering them access higher and higher.

I closed my eyes and abandoned myself to the feeling. The way they were caressing my legs, and working slowly while they did so, told me this was going to be an extended session. They didn’t want anything to happen quickly. Maybe that was why they’d restrained me but had done so in a manner that wasn’t too uncomfortable. I twitched, jerking my right leg as David’s hands briefly circled my knee. He’d tickled the back as he’d done so, but I don’t think it was intentional. There again, they could have tickled me half to death in my current position, and there was nothing I could have done about it. He chuckled to himself and moved on, his hands now on my thigh. A few seconds later, Peter moved past my knee and started working on my other thigh. At least they hadn’t discovered exactly how ticklish I could be.

Abandoning myself to the pleasure was one thing, but it left my brain free to roam over darker territory deep inside. Suddenly it threw up a vision in front of my mind. An old Japanese porn clip I’d watched, for shits and giggles, with Justin, or maybe it had been with a boyfriend prior to meeting my husband. I couldn’t remember, but that didn’t matter. What mattered was the horrifying vision in front of me. Three Japanese men were working on this bound, naked blonde Western woman. She was blindfolded, as I had been, and her arms were restrained. Her breasts were too, but that didn’t matter. What did matter was what the men were doing with their tongues. Two of them were licking at her armpits, and the third had lifted and rotated her legs, so his tongue could get at her anus. She was shuddering and moaning in delight as the three men worked on her. Just the thought of what they were doing had me shivering and starting to writhe, and it wasn’t from desire. The last thing I wanted was for these two guys to start doing things like that. I guess my movements coupled with a sob, alerted them because they stopped their caressing. As I opened my eyes, I found them both staring intently at me.

“What’s wrong, sweetie?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing? Something we did?”

I shook my head.

“Ah, so something you were thinking about?”

“Nothing that needs discussing. I’m fine. Please continue.” I giggled. “I was starting to enjoy that.”

“In which case… lift your butt up for a moment.”

“Oh?” I did as David asked, despite the query I voiced, and I wasn’t surprised when he reached down and tugged the slip higher. I lowered myself back to the bed as he pulled the slip all the way clear of my ass, leaving me covered only by the thin lace panties. Things were moving into a higher gear.

I’d hoped they would return to caressing my legs, but they didn’t. Instead, Peter dug a coin from the pocket of his pants and showed it to David. “Heads or tails?”

“Heads.”

I blushed. They were tossing a coin over who got what, who got which piece of me. That was nothing short of humiliating. I watched, holding my breath, as Peter tossed the coin, caught it, and slapped it against the back of his hand before showing it to David.

“Your win.”

“Why, thank you, partner.”

They both laughed and suddenly turned their attention back to me. I wondered what winning the coin toss had won David the right to, and I guessed I only had a few seconds, at most, before I’d find out.

I was right, as David moved around to the foot of the bed and then crawled in between my legs. Peter, on the other hand, shuffled higher up the bed and leaned over my chest. His open mouth centered on my left nipple, and he sucked hard through the two layers of lace covering the erect nub. I couldn’t help it, my nipples were so sensitive, and his sucking elicited a moan from my lips. I couldn’t see past him to see what David was doing, and I guess that was part of the reason for his approach. His hand snaked out to capture my right breast, while behind him, out of my sight, I felt David press his hands against my inner thighs.

Swallowing hard, I let my legs relax further apart, knowing that was what he wanted. A moment later, I felt his hot breath against my inner thighs as he lowered his face between my legs and planted a kiss right at the top of my left thigh. I twitched, unable not to react, and then again as he switched to the other thigh. He was barely an inch below my pussy as his hands slid underneath my butt, forming claws that lifted me up from the bed into a position he could control. A moment later, I felt the pressure of his lips against my slit, separated only by a single layer of lace. I couldn’t help it. I moaned again, my hands balling into fists as passion started to rise deep within me. My eyes stayed closed.

“Someone likes that, buddy.”

Peter’s words just seemed to increase the pressure David put against my most sensitive spot. I moaned again, then felt Peter’s hands move to the hem of the slip. I knew what he wanted, and arched my back, allowing him to draw the slip higher, and I felt his fingers brush against the sides of my breasts. That told me the slip was now around my neck, my breasts covered by a single layer of lace. I waited for the instruction to twist so he could reach the bra catch, but he didn’t. He had an unusual way of baring my breasts.

I guess I should have realized he wouldn’t be too gentle, but I didn’t predict his movements. He hooked his fingers into the bottom edge of the cups of my bra and just jerked them up. One minute the bra was in the correct place, covering me. The next, the cups lay uselessly above my breasts, exposing them.

“Nice tits. Real nice tits.”

He’d seen them before, but it was clear he liked what he’d seen before, and he liked what he saw now. Before I could think of any kind of response, before my own lust-fractured thoughts could coagulate again, his mouth descended on my left nipple, his hand finding the one on the right. My back arched, pushing my breasts up, one into his mouth, the other into his hand. Peter moved to the attack, his teeth closing around my nipple and squeezing together until I gasped in pain. It wasn’t a sharp pain, though, more of a tingle that sent signals firing throughout my body. His fingers twisted my right nipple eliciting another gasp and moan.

Meanwhile, David had pushed my legs further apart and lifted my ass higher, allowing his teeth to close on my panties and pull savagely at them. Although my upper clothes had survived, I now doubted my panties would, as he nuzzled against my pussy, pressing his nose against the now exposed outer labia. I moaned again, unable not to react to the combined stimulation. I could feel three hands and two mouths on me. No, make that four hands as Peter’s free hand drifted down across my stomach, searching for and combing through my sparse landing strip before locating the nub of my clit at the top of my slit.

“Oh, God!” Having both of them working on me like this, helpless to intervene, was driving me insane with lust. If someone had told me being tied up would have this kind of effect on me, I’d have yelled at them not to be so stupid. But here I was, perilously close to an orgasm in precisely that state.

I couldn’t keep still, my back flexing as I arched and twisted to increase the pleasure Peter was giving me as he mauled my tits. My hips were rotating and thrusting as David plundered my pussy. At the same time, my ass was being held above the bed, suspended above the two claws David had formed with his hands. It wasn’t in any way comfortable, but it was a huge turn-on. I’d never been one for ass play, but if they’d flipped me over and started to spank me, I think I’d have cum. I came anyway, the orgasm rippling through me as the two men continued to work on me. Somewhere in the middle of the tremendous climax, I remembered hearing the rip of fabric. Certainly, when I had my bearings again when my senses had returned, my panties were no more, and David was feasting on my naked pussy.

Peter stopped what he was doing long enough to lift his head, change position and then crush my mouth with his. His tongue thrust past my teeth, searching for and finding my own, then dueling with it deep inside my mouth. The kiss wasn’t romantic at all, it was possessive, commanding, and it took all my powers of concentration to stop myself from gagging. David had backed off, or so I thought, then I realized there were now three, no four, hands on my breasts, two to each side. Both men played with my nipples for a time, and then Peter broke the kiss and slid down my body, obviously heading for the sweet nectar between my legs. David took his place, his savage kiss taking possession of my mouth before I could draw a breath.

I couldn’t concentrate to see enough of what they were doing or even if they were signaling to each other. That feeling of abject helplessness overwhelmed me, but not in the expected way. My entire body felt alive, and every touch, even the accidental ones, to my inflamed skin sent my senses reeling, my body trembling. Peter grabbed my thighs, pulling my legs up and out, compressing them back to either side as my knees bent. I knew that opened me up completely to his eyes, his hands, and his mouth. The latter two were immediately put to effective use. There was nothing I could do about it, and David’s continuing powerful kiss kept me partially distracted from what his partner was doing to me.

A second orgasm crashed through me, and thankfully they left me alone this time around. As I panted for breath, as I felt myself coming down from the high, I heard the sound of zips being drawn down and then the rustle of clothing. I swallowed hard but tried to concentrate on the sounds around me. The bed moved underneath me, both sides at the same time, and I knew I presented a lascivious sight. Although I’d lowered my legs from the uncomfortable position Peter had pushed them into, they were still splayed out wide. I thought David was on my right and Peter on my left. They had been earlier, but I had no way of knowing if they’d changed sides. Not without opening my eyes, and for some perverse reason, I wouldn’t do that. They’d removed the sleep mask, but simply by keeping my eyes closed, I continued to behave as if it still blocked my vision,

The man on my right moved first, leaning on my leg as he crawled over it, settling between my legs. I assumed that was David setting up to fuck me. Certainly, one of them was there, and after a couple of seconds, I felt the tip of a hot, hard, cock pressing against my outer labia. The man on my left shifted, too, moving nearer to my head. With a shock, I knew what they were doing. One was going to fuck me in the conventional sense, and the other was going to fuck my mouth. I was going to be, what was the term they used in porn—spit-roasted.

Assuming it was still David between my legs, his cock pushed forward, his hands going under my thighs to lift them up, rotating my hips into a better position for penetration. I groaned at the thought and twisted my head to the left to try to sense who was there. That simply made Peter’s, assuming it was Peter, job easier as he pressed his cock against my lips. I knew what he wanted and couldn’t think of a reason not to. If I kept my lips closed, he had several simple recourses to get me to open my mouth. There seemed no point in resisting. As he pushed his cock past my teeth, filling my mouth, David’s prick pushed even further into me.

It was incredible, like nothing I’d experienced before, mainly because I hadn’t experienced it before. By the time David had eased all the way into me, his task made easier by the two orgasms I’d had from their oral stimulation, I was ready to climax again. Peter, perhaps, sensibly, didn’t try to push deep into my mouth, just holding the first three inches or so inside while I sucked hard on him. The feeling of both of them in me at the same time sent my senses into overdrive.

David started to thrust, pulling three-quarters of the way out and then thrusting back into me. The rhythm he set jolted me, making it hard for me to keep my mouth on Peter’s cock. He solved that problem by the simple expedient of wrapping his hand around the back of my neck and holding me in place. With David now fucking me with a steady rhythm, my hips started to pump back against him. Peter started to face-fuck me, taking control of that part of the threesome away from me. He’d thrust into my mouth maybe twice more, and I stiffened and tried to scream around his cock as the third orgasm of the afternoon hit me.

This time, as I came down from the heights I’d crested, I felt empty and realized they’d both pulled out. Peter had maybe done so out of pure self-preservation to prevent himself being bitten, but as I opened my eyes, I could see there was an altogether different reason. They were swapping. I sucked in air, filling my tortured lungs. Peter’s cock had been so big I’d had trouble breathing around it. I knew, though, that I needed to calm down a little, at least in terms of physical responses—this morning, I’d managed to give both of them what I thought was a great blowjob, and I hadn’t had this much trouble breathing.

I watched through half-lidded eyes as they swapped position, although David approached from my right, forcing me to turn my head to accept him as Peter pushed into me. Already wet from three orgasms and with his cock coated in my saliva, he had no trouble at all penetrating my passage to the hilt. David pressed forward, his slick cock pressing against my lips. The pungent smell of my own juices assaulted my nose as his dick hovered just underneath my nose. My body tried to shiver in reaction, but with Peter’s dick stuffed all the way inside me, that reaction started at my head and stopped at around about my breasts. Peter chuckled, and I knew he was watching my breasts shake.

Opening my mouth, I let David do the same thing Peter had, push into me, face-fucking me rather than letting me blow him. I didn’t gag on the taste of myself—that wasn’t a new experience. Tasting myself on a cock, while another cock thrust in and out of my pussy—that was a new experience. Before more than a few seconds had passed, my hips were bucking and rolling against Peter as my legs wrapped around his back, pulling him tighter with every thrust.

They didn’t talk to each other, and as I peered through the lace, I couldn’t see David signaling to his compatriot at all, but after a few seconds, rational thought began to retreat in the face of the rising crest of another orgasm. I didn’t try to hold it back, even letting David’s cock penetrate as deep as the top of my throat just before I came again.

Once more, they swapped, and then again as I came again. I was getting sore, but I could feel the difference. Both men were starting to get less rhythmic in what they were doing and, if anything, harder with their thrusts.

Peter came first, pulling out at the last second and spraying a column of semen up my belly and between my breasts. As David pulled out, I stared in astonishment as he added his own contribution to the porn star finish. It was humiliating, but there was nothing I could do as his spunk sprayed over the whole of my chest. One globule of cum even ended up balanced precariously on my left nipple. I shuddered, unable to stop myself from reacting, and the drop slid down to join the rest of their cum congealing on my chest.

They both stood up and then, without a word, started to grab their clothing. I watched for a minute, trying to control my own breathing and, at the same time, get over the unexpected ending to the double penetration.

Within another couple of minutes, they were both dressed, although neither bothered with their jackets and ties. I waited for them to untie me, but neither approached me, although both of them glanced over at my naked from spread obscenely on the bed, covered in their mingled cum. I knew without having to ask that the day was over, they had done what they’d set out to do, me, and now they were going to leave.

Panic washed over me as they stepped into their shoes, they were getting dressed, but they weren’t making any attempt to release me.

“Guys…?”

David chuckled and approached the side of the bed.

“A little help?”

He grinned and shook his head but appeared to relent and leaned down and removed the lace mask over my eyes. I waited for him to undo the cuffs, but he stepped back. “You don’t need any help.”

Visions of them walking away and leaving me helpless on the bed filled my mind as they prepared to leave. “But…”

“Don’t kid a kidder, young lady. I know full well you checked out the cuffs earlier and found the quick-release buttons. You know very well how to free yourself.” He grinned and looked down at the mess on my chest. “I guess we’d feel better if we got out of here before you got free, just in case you decided to take revenge for that.”

I frowned at him, but both of them just laughed, blew me a kiss, and before I knew it, the door was closing behind them, leaving me alone in the condo.

It took a couple of minutes to free my hands, one after the other. The second one was obviously easier than the first, then I stumbled into the bathroom and straight into the shower. My wrists were red and a little sore, but I didn’t think they’d bruise. Bruises from cuffs would be difficult to explain to Justin, even though he knew two of the bosses were visiting me today. As difficult as it would be to explain to Justin, it would be impossible to explain to anyone else.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, wrapped in a large toweling robe, I spotted a card on the foot of the bed. It hadn’t been there earlier.

Did you really think we wouldn’t come back and check you had got free? Thank you for a fabulous day. Looking forward to next time.

They hadn’t signed it, but clearly, one of them had popped back. To be honest, I was relieved they had done so and wondered what would have happened if they’d found me still cuffed to the bed and spitting feathers at being left like that.

I guessed I’d never find out the answer to that question. That was another relief.


Chapter 12

I guess Steve took one look at my face on the following Monday morning and recognized they had a problem. His reaction was typical Steve. He never let any kind of problem fester. For him a problem was a wall, his preferred technique a metaphorical wrecking ball. If he couldn’t go through it, he went over it or undermined it. Either way, he expected to finish the day looking back at the demolished or wrecked wall behind him.

A case in point had been last Wednesday night when Denise had rang him about the funk I was in after I’d overheard the two directors talking about what I’d assumed was my wife. Their language was derogatory, but they were talking about something else. At least, that was what Steve convinced the two of us had been the case. They’d showed up to the condo with a huge bouquet of flowers for Denise but had still proceeded to strip her and fuck her several times. She’d sent me pictures of the flowers, and I had to admit they were nice flowers and looked expensive, but what man likes to see pictures of flowers given to her by the men who then fucked her?

Thursday night had been the first time Denise had been tight-lipped about what had happened. True, she never gave me much in the way of detail, but that night she’d been exceptionally quiet. Yes, we’d made love, but it hadn’t been the carefree, fuck ‘em, let’s have fun, inventive sessions they had been every time before. It had been much more by the numbers, and afterward, she’d been the one to roll over and fall asleep. Friday had been much the same, although she was, perhaps, more her cheerful self, I wasn’t. A late meeting had run even later, and I’d got home about ten, tired, cranky, and after a hurried freezer meal, gone to bed and straight to sleep.

The weekend had been her period, and that hadn’t helped matters in any way whatsoever. With tempers frayed, we’d had a blow-up this morning. Steve had picked up on all of that just from my expression.

“Lunch, no excuses.”

“I’ve got Camerons in at one.”

“Let Fisher handle them. This is more important.”

I didn’t twig ‘til a couple of minutes later, what he was saying was more important. In most ways, he was right, but I wasn’t functioning on every tube at that moment. It made me wonder, though, if Denise had made a phone call. Steve held a special role in the whole thing—he was both father confessor to me, despite being only five years older, and co-mentor, with his wife, Alison, to Denise. I had to know if she’d been talking.

Sorry about earlier. I was wrong. Love you, now, always. X

The text was a little short, but I hoped sweet. I started to fret when Denise didn’t reply, but about thirty minutes later, my cell beeped.

Sorry didn’t see your text. I forgot to put mine on charge last night, so I was charging it. No need to apologize. We both got a bit cranky. The red flag was at half-mast this morning. It will be hauled down this afternoon. I’m going to have a long, scented bath before dinnertime. You can spend the evening making it up to me. Actually, you can spend the evening making me. How does that sound? Love D xxx

I smiled a little, my mood brightening. I knew what she meant by her veiled reference to her monthly event and the less-veiled reference to what she wanted.

Looking forward to it. I mean really looking forward to it. Having lunch with Steve today, he insisted.

The text that came back was immediate.

Oh, why?

She either hadn’t spoken to him or Alison, who’d relayed it to Steve, or she was being disingenuous. Self-preservation kicked in. I wasn’t going to ask the question.

No, idea. I’ll text you afterward.

Okay, honey. Hope it’s nothing serious. D xxx

* * * *

Steve collared me just as I gave final instructions to Graham Fisher about the Cameron deal, and we headed down to the parking level. Steve ran around in the big off-road version of a Lexus, and he led us straight to it. Then, once I’d settled into the sumptuous white leather interior, he powered us up the ramp and out into the sunshine. It was hot enough that the air-conditioning had to kick in big time to cool the car down.

“I fancy a burger, buddy. Okay with you?”

“Sure.”

“O’Hara’s on the edge of town do the best double-decker with chili relish, I know. Fries aren’t bad either.”

I smiled. I hadn’t been to O’Hara’s in years, mainly because Denise wasn’t a burger fan. My mouth watered at the prospect.

“I thought we’d use the drive-through and that way, we can talk.”

“Sure…” I looked around at the white leather interior, polished to within an inch of its life and gleaming despite the tinted glass. “… Is that a good idea with white leather? You know, chili sauce and grease…?”

He chuckled again. “That’s what good detailers are for. Don’t worry about it. My idea, my problem. We’ll ask for a dozen napkins anyway.

Twenty minutes later, we were parked at the back of the parking lot, tucking into the most amazing double-decker burgers in town. Now, I remembered why I came here and vowed to come back in the near future. We ate in silence, two men, still adolescents at heart, enjoying the rite of passage signified by the meat patties.

By the time we finished, I sighed in relief, I hadn’t managed to squeeze sauce all over the plush interior of his car, not get any grease or sauce on my clothes. I guess the extra napkins had been a help after all.

Steve turned slightly and grabbed his coke. I mean, how could you have burgers without cokes? Not ever going to happen, not in my world. Since Denise didn’t drink cola of any kind, even the diet stuff, that was another reason she avoided places like this. Reminding myself of Denise, turned the conversation desultory while we wolfed down the food neatly in the direction Steve wanted it to go.

“Time for you to talk to me, Justin. Or if you’d rather, I’ll call Alison, and you can talk to her.”

I sighed and shook my head. “I think another woman would be the last person I needed to talk to.”

“Okay, your call, buddy. Now talk to me. One look at your face this morning told me everything is not all roses and cheesecake with you and Denise.”

“Roses and cheesecake? That’s a new one on me.”

He shrugged. “You knew what I meant. Now, you’ve been wound up since Wednesday. I know what caused that, and you know I took action…”

“Yeah, you took action…”

“But, you think I was papering over the cracks and not telling you two the truth?”

I nodded.

“Look, let me make one thing clear. We’ve all been where you are. We are not going to queer that pitch, ever. If someone had talked about Alison like that, I’d have been where you are. If they’d been talking about Denise that way, there’d have been a board meeting, and the pair of them would have been censured. Let’s put it this way that censure would have hurt them.”

“It would?”

“Yeah, withdrawal of certain privileges, either for a limited time or permanent. Okay, it might be a twisted way of looking at things, given you know we all take turns fucking your wife, but we don’t disrespect her or you.”

I rolled my eyes. “You are right. It is twisted.”

“But it’s the case. The system has worked pretty flawlessly for seventy-odd years. None of the wives can look down on the others because they’ve all been there. None of the men can look down on the others because they’ve all had the c sign hung on their ears. The ones that couldn’t hack it got weeded out.”

“C sign, oh, cuckold, sorry, a bit slow on the uptake there.”

“And that’s why we’re having this chat. The last thing we need is for our best broker to have a slow day. Denise might be earning part of your directorship, but you still have to perform too.”

“That’s harsh.”

“What? That we still expect you to work and earn an honest crust?”

“Not that, you know what I meant. Saying Denise was earning that for me, on her back, like that.”

“Sorry, poorly phrased. Now, out with it. What’s eating you?”

I sighed. “Look, can I ask you some questions and take it from there?”

“Sure, fire away. I’ll answer as far as I can.” He chuckled. “Just remember I wasn’t there last week.”

“Yeah, I know. You are, I think, scheduled for tomorrow.”

“You’re not supposed to know that.”

I smiled. “Thank you for confirming it. I guessed you’d be taking it in strict rotation for a while, and that makes your turn next.”

He chuckled. “So, you noticed I was blocked out for the day tomorrow on the office calendar?”

I opened my mouth and closed it again, not really able to say anything else.

“Look, Justin, I know about the way of keeping track on the calendar, but keep it quiet, or the others will take themselves off it.”

“You mean…”

“It’s how I kept track of who was doing what with Alison, so yes, I know, but the others haven’t picked up on it. So, keep it quiet. Keep that card close to your chest.”

I nodded. “Okay, next question.”

“Shoot.”

“How much did Alison tell you about… what went on?”

Steve grinned. “Look, let me put it this way, she told me enough to keep me interested in what was happening when I wasn’t around, enough to keep me interested in keeping her, but didn’t breach the contract in any way.”

“I see. Look, can I put this out there?”

“Sure.”

“I’m certain Peter and David did something to her on Thursday. And I don’t mean they fucked her. I‘m sure they did.”

“We don’t compare notes, you know.”

“But, over the years, you must have worked out what turned each of you on. I know they fucked her, and I guess they double-teamed her.”

“That would be a reasonable assumption.”

“And I’m pretty sure she enjoyed it.”

“She’s allowed to tell you that much, so ask her if you haven’t already.”

“But I think they did something else to her, something… kinkier… something she’s not so sure about.”

“I see…”

“I don’t think she’s sure about it, and she won’t or can’t talk to me about it. Fuck it, Steve, until this, we talked about everything.”

Steve fell silent for a minute while staring out of the window. Seeing as we were parked nose in to a big tree, there wasn’t anything to look at. I knew he was thinking about how to answer me.

“Look, Justin, there are things we don’t talk about, and there are good reasons behind that. Don’t forget, in about a year’s time, you will be the one sitting in this position.”

“I am?”

He shrugged. “The last one on the board gets the babysitting job. Sorry, that came out a little wrong, the mentoring job for the next new V.P.”

My mouth dropped open momentarily, forcing me to close it again. Once it was said, it was blindingly obvious. Also, I was the third candidate for the board that Steve had mentored—the previous two couples hadn’t measured up, one way or another. When I made it onto the board around the middle of next year, I was going to be the junior, so that would mean I got to do the next mentoring. Shit!

“Sorry to drop that one on you, but I thought you’d have worked that out.”

I swallowed hard, knowing that was a conversation I was going to have to have with Denise shortly. Knowing her husband was going to be the first board member to fuck another man’s wife, the way Steve had fucked her wasn’t going to go down well. Double shit! There again, my wife was a sharp enough cookie to have already worked that out for herself. Triple shit!

“This wasn’t what you wanted to talk about, though, is it?”

“No.”

“So, you want me to tell you if they did something kinky with your wife?”

I chuckled. Put like that, it sounded absurd. “This meeting was your idea, remember.”

“Okay, but I’m not going to talk about last week. I’m going to talk about what happened with Trish.”

“Trish? Findlay’s wife?”

“Yeah. It happened the first time we were all at the condo together when Findlay was out of town. Alison confirmed the same thing had happened to her. It didn’t break Alison and me, but it did help the breakdown between Findlay and Trish. This is, of course, strictly confidential, okay?”

“Of course. I did sign that NDA, remember.”

“Look, Peter and David tend to work as a team because there’s one thing they like, as much as they like tag teaming a woman. I suspect but don’t know, so it’s idle gossip that they get together with each of their wives in a similar fashion. Don’t you dare quote me on that.”

“Go on…” I was intrigued by now.

“They like restraints. Only in a gentle way, and the ones they use are certified and have quick release mechanisms…”

“So they tied Denise up before they fucked her?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know for sure, but sometimes, well, at least once, every time we have a big get together…”

“You mean the gangbangs…”

“I was trying to help your sensibilities…”

“Look, you are, to me, the ringleader of the men fucking my wife. Helping my sensibilities doesn’t even get close to the table, does it?”

He bit his lip and managed to look sheepish.

“At the get-togethers… gangbangs, call them what you want, and by the way, they’re not all gangbangs, let alone full on all the time twenty-four-hour smorgasbord of sex. At those get-togethers, sometimes Peter or David will cuff the woman’s hands behind her back and then slowly strip her in front of the rest of us. By the time she’s naked, she’ll have enjoyed herself to at least two orgasms. The cuffs have a quick-release mechanism, so she could free herself at any time. I guess, but seeing as we don’t compare notes, I guess they did that to Denise or cuffed her to the bed. There are cuffs and some soft ropes as part of the condo’s furnishings.”

“Fuck!”

“You asked, buddy. They are careful in what they do, they don’t push it too far, and they don’t bruise. I take it Denise didn’t have any bruises around her wrists or ankles?”

I shook my head and shuddered. This opened a whole new can of worms for me, but at the same time, the vision of my wife, her hand scuffed to the headboard as they fucked her, wouldn’t wash itself out of my mind.

“Look, think about it. Is Denise okay?”

“I think so.” I closed my eyes, trying to replace the vision of her being double-teamed like that with the loving thoughts inspired by her text. It wasn’t easy, but within a few seconds, I knew what I had to do.

“Let’s get back to work. I want to make sure Fisher is in charge of the Cameron deal, and I have things to think about.”

“Listen, if Denise has any problems, that’s the role I fulfill, or if she’d prefer a woman to talk to, Alison. Believe it or not, Justin, we want this to succeed for the two of you, not just for our own selfish benefit.”

I forced a smile again. “Don’t butter me up. You just don’t want anything to screw up your chance to fuck my wife tomorrow and a few more times after that.”

He shrugged and then grinned. “A man is a man, buddy. Sides, there’s always your trip to Chicago for four days coming up next month.”

I stared at him and swallowed. Steve just laughed, reversed out of the parking space, and headed back to the office.

* * * *

Despite some of the connotations of the conversation I’d had with Steve, my mood was much better. Denise texted me mid-afternoon.

Everything okay, honey? Xxx

Fine, baby. Couldn’t be better. Just do me a favor.

Anything, what?”

Just put a robe on after your bath, don’t bother getting dressed. xXx

There was no way I was going to allow myself to be late out of work. Besides, after what Steve had said, I was going to stop for a surprise purchase on the way home.


Chapter 13

Maybe I was getting a bit blasé about things, which, to be honest, was a pleasant change after the up-tight weekend we’d had, but I was in a good mood by the time I parked on the driveway. Denise opened the door wrapped in her thick toweling robe. Her fresh-faced look and damp hair told me she’d not been out of the bath long. The welcoming smile painted on her face just made her look more gorgeous than any amount of makeup, or however long she spent getting her hair just right ever could. Even a five-thousand-dollar dress wouldn’t have made her look more attractive to me at that moment.

I guess I was grinning as I walked toward the porch, already loosening my tie. She watched my hands working and raised an eyebrow but made no comment as she stood aside for me to enter. My briefcase hit the floor, my jacket and tie landed somewhere on the hall table, and she was in my arms as I kicked the door closed behind me.

“Hello, to you too.” Her voice was full of laughter as I finally let her come up for air.

“Upstairs, you.”

She tilted her head to one side to look at me, a smile playing on her lips. “Why?” That innocent look wouldn’t have fooled anyone. “Why?”

I grinned back. “Why not?”

She seemed to pause to make a decision, but we both knew that decision was pre-ordained. She might well take the lead sexually in the bedroom, but it wasn’t something that was cast in stone. When I did take the lead, she didn’t complain. Turning on her heel, she headed upstairs without a backward glance. Given the sheer bulk of her robe, there wasn’t much point in trying to move sexily, so she took the steps two at a time in an obvious hurry.

I grabbed my jacket before following her, making sure my purchase was still in my pocket. I’d need that soon.

I was close behind her as she stepped into the bedroom, and she went to turn around. I stopped that by the simple expedient of wrapping my free arm around her waist and nuzzling into the back of her hair, my face borrowing through her damp tresses until my lips found the back of her neck. Denise, almost predictably, arching her back and purring deep in her throat as my mouth found one of her sensitive spots. She shivered in my grip and stayed still, content to let me take this where I would.

Disposing of my jacket by draping it over the door handle, I fished the cuffs out of my pocket, then slowly disengaged my arm from around her waist. She sensed the movement but not the reason and gave me no resistance as I took hold of her hands and pulled them around behind her. I guess she felt the metal of the cuffs touch her right hand as I brought her hands together. Anyway, I felt her start to stiffen but within a split-second, the two clicks as the ratchets engaged confirmed I had her hands cuffed.

“Justi…”

I didn’t give her a chance to finish saying my name as I pulled her around and crushed my lips against hers. She was helpless in my arms, and I felt her lips relax as she realized it. The fact she trusted me wasn’t something I took for granted, rather, it was something I treasured. As I kissed her, my tongue hungrily exploring her mouth, I eased her backward, one step at a time. She knew where we were going, the bed was in that direction, and I felt her smile into the kiss. A kiss, by the way, she was returning as hungrily as the one I was giving her.

I felt her pause in our backward progress as her legs touched the edge of the bed. Breaking the kiss, I grinned and gently pushed at her shoulders. Her eyes widened as she realized, with her hands cuffed, there was nothing she could do to prevent herself from inexorably overbalancing. She fell backward with a squeal, but the smile never left her face.

Before she’d stopped bouncing on the bed, I was on her, moving quickly as I crouched on all fours above her. She was breathless and watching me through lidded eyes as my hands found the tight belt of her robe and pulled the two loose ends out to the sides. The bow unraveled all the way, leaving the robe open. That opening showed a brief sliver of her naked body, from her neck down between her legs. A tantalizing glimpse of the delights it still covered. There was nothing she could do to stop me as I grasped the two sides and started to slide them apart. That helplessness excited me, but I think it excited her even more. As the robe slid across her nipples, she shivered at the feel of the soft fabric being drawn across their sensitive tips. As her breasts popped out into the open, she moaned and arched her back, pushing up her breasts and presenting them to me.

Her eyes were fixed on my face, a saucy grin sitting on her lips. “Is this what you wanted?”

I grinned an answer and then dipped my head to capture her erect left nipple between my teeth. I didn’t bite hard, but hard enough for her to feel it. She groaned, and her hips wriggled as she tried to adjust her position so it wasn’t too uncomfortable with her hands pinned behind her back. In the meantime, I had her body exposed and available for my exploration, and I took full advantage of that. Not that she resisted in any way as I pushed the rest of her robe clear, exposing the entirety of her legs and lower body.

Her pussy was already wet as she anticipated my attention to her body. Her legs parted as I sat back, my fingers drifting lazily up her thighs before spreading her outer labia apart. She moaned and thrust her hips up as my right index finger penetrated her. It slid in easily, meeting no resistance as it sank all the way into her. As I pulled out, I pushed my left index finger into her, creating a push/pull sensation that I thought she’d love. She did. Her moans reached a crescendo as she bucked and thrashed against my hands.

Her range of movement was limited by having her hands cuffed behind her back, but she did everything she could to heighten the feeling of me penetrating her like that. I peered up toward her head, astonished by the passion I’d unleashed. Her eyes were closed, her head thrown back as she moaned and squealed as I kept up the penetration, using a finger from each hand.

Within another minute, her back arched, and she stiffened and cried out, the orgasm reaching its height as her legs shook and her pelvis spasmed around my fingers. It was an awe-inspiring sight, seeing my wife cum like that, a totally overwhelming sight. I slowed down a little and just kept my fingers resting inside her as her pussy walls tried to grip my fingers and pull them deeper. Letting the muscles relax around my hands, letting her come down from the height, I looked into her face, waiting for a clue as to what she would want next.

I guess I was conscious of those cuffs, perhaps, even more than she was. Above all, I wanted to know if she was okay to leave them on, or if she wanted me to remove them. I’d do that if that’s what she wanted, but it had to be her choice.

After a couple of moments, she tilted her head forward as she opened her eyes. A lazy smile lit her lips. “What are you waiting for, fuck me already.”

If the cuffs weren’t bothering her, then they weren’t bothering me. Removing my pants and boxers took seconds, and I didn’t worry about things like socks or even my shirt. I wanted inside her, and I wanted inside her now. Seeing as that was what she wanted, it was the perfect marriage of desires. Her knees steepled as she spread her legs further apart, and as I entered her, her feet left the bed, her legs crossing behind me to lock me in place.

Entering her all the way with the first thrust, I paused for a second to let her adjust, but Denise wasn’t having any of that. Even before I resumed moving, her hips were thrusting and churning, attempting to fuck herself on me from underneath. The way she moved, it felt like she wanted far more than I could give, and I gave her everything I had.

Denise had to be in some discomfort because she was lying on her hands, but she didn’t say anything, didn’t even grimace in any kind of pain. I started to thrust, and her hips went from moving against me to almost jumping off the bed. I’d never known her so livelily. Her moans and groans were growing in intensity, and before I could get close, she came again, squealing and shaking as the climax ripped through her.

Although she was enjoying herself, I found I was thinking too much about any discomfort she was in because her hands were underneath her back. It was stopping me from letting go. The fact she was letting go, having had two orgasms as quickly as that, didn’t relieve the guilt I was feeling for restraining her like that.

When her orgasm had subsided, I pulled out, and before she could say anything, grabbed hold of her and twisted her over onto her stomach. Reaching up between her shoulders, I gripped the back of her robe and yanked it down, exposing her shoulders and upper back. She lay still, letting me do as I would with her. Undoing one cuff using the quick-release button, I pulled one arm and then the other free before refastening the cuffs. A moment later, the robe hit the floor, leaving my wife naked and helpless in front of me. She was still breathing quickly, and she’d not attempted to interfere with what I was doing. She hadn’t even attempted to pull her arms apart while I had her uncuffed. If nothing else, if I’d needed any other evidence, that told me she was enjoying herself. Two climaxes should have told me that anyway.

She looked magnificent as she lay there on her stomach. Her head twisted to one side, her damp hair straggling out to the other side. Her naked ass pushed up into the air, her legs parted, and above all, her hands restrained in the middle of her back. There was little she could do to defend herself, and the wide smile on her lips told me she knew that and, at the same time, relished that fact. For once, I was in total charge in the bedroom, and she loved it.

With a guttural cry, I dropped back between her legs, grabbing her thighs and pushing her legs apart. She groaned in anticipation, and I could see her back heave as she struggled for breath. Her butt came up to meet me, presenting her pussy lips, wet and ready, between her legs. That sight inflamed me as I fell forward, my cock already in my hand, the end pointing straight between her legs.

Using my free hand for support, I kept my weight off her to start with and positioned myself, the tip of my cock brushing against her outer labia. I teased her for a few seconds, then pushed forward. After two climaxes like that, she was wet enough to take me with a single thrust, and she moaned and squealed as my cock entered her for the second time. Her heat and wetness engulfed me, and she lifted her ass to meet my thrust. It felt like heaven as she tightened herself around me and then relaxed to let me withdraw and then thrust back into her. Her butt came higher as her knees scrabbled for purchase on the bed. I knew what she’d have done if her hands had been free—she’d have risen to doggy position, but she couldn’t. Instead, her chest remained flat on the bed, only her ass rising and falling in rhythm with me. Still using one hand to brace against the bed, I looked down, and that butt looked so inviting. A moment later, my hand failed to resist the temptation and descended on her left ass cheek with a satisfying smack sound.

She yelped, and her whole body jerked but didn’t try to pull away. I looked in awe, watching my red handprint form on her ass. Maybe I’d hit her a little harder than I’d intended, but I’d left a complete, perfect handprint on her butt. I could even count the individual finger impressions. Well, with one side decorated like that, I had to even things up, didn’t I? The slap on her right cheek sounded even louder, and she went wild. I thought for a moment I’d gone too far, then realized her shaking and moaning wasn’t her crying into the bedspread. It was her orgasming. My wife had just climaxed as I spanked her.

That thought left me reeling, and as her pussy walls tried to milk me with their rhythmic pulsing, I couldn’t hold back. I hadn’t been near to climaxing, but within a second, I was cumming full force, buried deep inside her.

Her hips collapsed back to the bed, and I almost fell on top of her. At the last second, I remembered her cuffed wrists, and I knew I’d trap her hands between us, and that would be painful for her. Clicking the quick-release button, I opened one cuff, and she let her hands slide out to the sides. I could hear her grunt of relief but, at the same time, the happy little moans of a well-sated woman.

After a few more moments, I rolled off to the side and then pulled her into my arms. She half turned, nestling under the crook of my arm, and kissed the point of my chin. I nuzzled into her still-damp hair and just held her for a minute or so.

“Are you going to tell me what set you off in that direction, or am I supposed to guess?”

I chuckled but didn’t reply for a few seconds, then decided I needed to be honest with her. “You can guess if you want, but you have to remember I had a long conversation with Steve this lunchtime.”

“Thought that might have had something to do with it.” She snuggled closer, wrapping her arm around my back in order to press her breasts against me. After a second, she pulled away. “Shirt. Off. Now.”

“Yes, boss.”

She giggled but let me sit up to remove the shirt before we resumed our cuddle, this time with my shirt tossed somewhere on the floor.

“Don’t get snippy. Those handcuffs are still here, and they can go around your wrists just as easily as around mine.”

I chuckled, and she pulled her head away to stare up into my eyes. “What’s so funny?”

“I deliberately bought the smallest size. They’ll lock around your wrists but not around mine.”

Her mouth dropped open to form a perfect O. “You didn’t?”

“I did.”

The cuffs were still fastened around one wrist. It was the work of seconds for her to strip them all the way off, then she grabbed my arm and spent about a minute trying to fasten them. The end section of the ratchet would just about engage, but as soon as I flexed my arm muscles, it popped open again.

“You bastard.”

“No, I’m not. Just interested in a little self-preservation.”

She sniffed. “Yeah, like that’s going to work. Tomorrow, first thing, I’m going to a sex shop and buying a bigger pair.”

I laughed and then sobered. “Not first thing, no.”

“Why?”

“Because you have an appointment with Steve at ten.”

“How do you know it’s with Steve?”

“Don’t worry, you didn’t slip. He was the one who told me. By the way, he knows how I track who’s with you—he knows all about the way the appointment diary is blanked out for the directors. He used the same mechanism to track who was with Alison when they were in our position. None of the others have twigged it yet, so keep quiet about it.”

“I’m still stopping off on the way home.”

I pulled her close, and when she looked up into my face, I planted a kiss on her lips. “Assuming you can walk straight, I think he’s got big plans for tomorrow.”

“Oh, so you discuss me fucking another man over a three-course lunch, do you?”

“No.”

“No?”

“No.” I shrugged. “It was over a burger, fries, and a cola in the front of his car. To be honest, I was worrying too much about getting sauce all over the pristine white leather interior of his Lexus.”

She rolled her eyes. “Men!” Then her expression changed. She’d felt something stirring against her stomach. Her hand shot between our bodies to capture my semi-erect prick.

“So soon, honey?”

“With you already naked in my arms, I don’t think it’s soon at all.”

She grinned. “Here or in the shower?”

“The shower sounds like a great idea, even if you have just had a bath.”

“I had a bath to get ready for you. Now I want you to have the shower to get ready for me. If that means I get wet again, who’s complaining?”

“You’re on.”

She rose to her feet, a languid, graceful movement that had my semi-hard cock hardening in a heartbeat. Pausing there, her back to me, she put her hands behind her back and then looked over her shoulder at me.

“Honey?”

“Hmm…”

“Put the handcuffs back on. Having you look after me in the shower like that could be a lot of fun.”

I was sitting on the edge of the bed behind her like a shot. Her earthy chuckle told me everything I needed to know.


Chapter 14

Steve’s message had been short and to the point. ‘Don’t bother getting there early or dressed up. Not this time.”

That kind of surprised me a little. No, make that a lot. So far, although I had to admit I had a relatively small sample size to work with, I had been expected to get there early and get dressed in something sexy, even something rude. Here was Steve, asking me for the exact opposite.

Knowing he wouldn’t really want me to turn up in ragged sweats and a well-worn stained t-shirt, I had to choose what I wore carefully. If he didn’t want me there early, then it was obvious he was going to be there early himself, even if he hadn’t said as much. That made me wonder if he intended to prepare a surprise for me in the same way as Peter and David had. Had Justin and I stumbled into a nest of bondage enthusiasts? A group of dominants who had one intention, one plaything, me?

Those thoughts skyrocketed my anxiety. Sure, I’d enjoyed, or rather my body had enjoyed, what the two men had done to me. I’d enjoyed, rather more than that, what Justin had done to me, some of it at my behest. Even so, it wasn’t something I wanted to happen frequently.

Rather than come as you are, I’d changed into a lightweight summer frock and made sure my underwear matched. I was bare-legged, knowing wearing stockings would be a giveaway I’d not followed his instructions. I thought, for a few moments, about wearing pantyhose, but I already knew that those were pretty much verboten in the condo.

As it was, I was a couple of minutes early as I piloted my TT into the underground car park. Driving the little sports car never failed to put a smile on my face. That smile faltered, a little anyway, as I saw Steve’s hulking great Lexus SUV already parked there. I’d been right. He’d wanted to get there first. I wondered if Justin had noticed Steve slipping out early from the office, but they’d all had a lot of practice at being discreet.

I sat still in the car until the clock ticked past ten o’clock. I thought about being deliberately late but decided that wasn’t the best idea. I was a couple of minutes late as I stood outside the penthouse door, but I couldn’t help that. Not being early meant I couldn’t necessarily be on the minute of the time. I didn’t think Steve would complain about a couple of minutes. I forced myself to calm down with a couple of deep breaths, then waved my access card at the sensor and pushed the door open.

Showtime!

As I walked inside, I painted a smile on my face and hoped Steve hadn’t prepared some big, nasty surprise. Initially, he wasn’t in sight, but as I walked further into the open-plan space, I could see he was just outside on the terrace. He was side on to me and talking animatedly into his cell. He saw me, waved, and then put his finger to his lips, telling me not to interrupt, and then continued his conversation. He did move away from the open door, crossing the huge terrace to stand against the outer Parapet. That, as much as anything, told me the call was private, and he didn’t want me to overhear, let alone interrupt.

Rather than stand there, watching him, I moved to the kitchen area and busiest myself making coffee for the two of us. I had no idea if we would get the chance to drink it, but at least it was made. In fact, I’d finished half of my mug before he finished the call and stalked back inside. His face was unreadable, but even so, I could tell from the lines of his body he wasn’t happy.

“Everything all right?”

Steve allowed a frown to form and then, a moment later, let it morph into a smile. “Nothing that needs worry you, sweetcheeks.”

I blushed. Whatever it was, he didn’t want to talk about it, and it wasn’t going to be allowed to affect his plans for me.

He grabbed his coffee and took a sip[. “Thanks for the coffee, by the way. Appreciated.” He sighed. “As I know, you’ll find out at some point. Alison just had to catch an early flight. Her mother’s had a bad fall, and they think it’s a busted hip. So she’s catching the first plane she can down to Houston.”

“You want to go with her?”

He chuckled. “And miss my slot in the rotation with you? No chance.”

I glared at him, but it bounced off as he chuckled. “Just for your information, Alison told me no for one simple reason.”

“Which was?”

“She didn’t want me to miss my chance at a crack at your ass today.”

“Oh!” I paused as I processed that. Of course, the wives of the board members would know where their husbands were. Having been through it themselves, they’d be adroit at picking up on the signals. Even if the husbands didn’t tell them what they were doing. I suspected Steve was one of those who would tell. I shivered, thinking ahead to how Justin and I would handle the situation when the time came and he was standing there in Steve’s place with another VP’s wife. “She knows?” I had to ask anyway.

“Do you honestly think that having been through this for so long, I’d have the remotest chance of keeping it secret from her?”

My blush intensified. It appeared my friend knew what I was going to be doing with her husband. That was definitely embarrassing. How could she even consider talking to me?

“Look, it’s okay. Relax. Her mother wouldn’t want to see me seeing her like this. She’s fiercely independent and proud of it. I suspect Alison will get a mouthful for going to see her. I would have made things worse.”

I gave him a level stare, and he flushed. “Trust me, that’s the truth. That’s actually Alison’s words. You can check with her when she gets back in a few days.” He adroitly changed the subject. “In the meantime…”

I waited him out. I didn’t need him to explain in any detail. Break time and personal time were over.

“Lose the dress, sweetcheeks. I want to see if I won the bet.”

“What bet?”

“I bet Alison an oral climax on whether you have matched your underwear.”

“Oh, who bet which way?”

“Alison bet you’d match.”

“Well, she’s the winner.”

“Good.”

“Oh, why?”

“Because her jaw would have been sore from trying to get me hard after I’ve fucked you four times today. Not sure I’d be able to get it up, and if I did, it would take a long time…”

“Steve! Wait, what? Four?”

He rolled his eyes. “Joking. You should see your face. It’s a picture. Don’t forget, she just flew out of town, so she can’t collect on the bet tonight.”

I glared at him, tight-lipped.

“Now, dress?”

I didn’t try to be subtle. Let alone sensuous or sexy. I simply stood up, reached down to the hem of my dress, and peeled it up. Once it was above my waist, I crossed my arms and then pulled it all the way off. Dropping it to the floor, I stood there in my not-so-sexy underwear and continued to glare at him.

“Very nice, Denise. Remind me to text Alison to make sure she leaves her underwear off when she flies home. Give me something to do with my right hand on the way home from the airport.”

“Way too much information.”

“Why? She’s won the bet, and I’ll make sure I pay up before we get home.”

I shuddered at visions of him fingering my friend, his wife, to a mind-blowing orgasm as they sped up the freeway in that Lexus of his. “It’ll mess up your seats.”

“As I explained to your husband only the other day. That’s what a good detailer is for. One that doesn’t ask questions.”

I continued to glare at him, hands on hips, hopefully radiating disapproval.

“Lose the bra, sweetcheeks. Show me that wonderful rack of yours.”

“Don’t be crude.”

“Why? It’s not like you don’t know what the words mean, and it’s just as unlikely you won’t be showing me those tits.”

I guess Steve was feeling a bit crude today. Well, if he wanted to be crude, I had my own wiles to fall back on. My hands went behind my back, and it was the work of a second or so to unhook the bra. Sweeping the straps off my shoulders, I let the garment fall. I was damned if I was going to portray any kind of shyness. My nipples weren’t exactly flat as the bra came off, but they hardened the moment the air-conditioned atmosphere hit them. Steve’s eyes were wide as he grinned.

“That’s better. Now why don’t we consider changing you into something even sexier.”

“If that’s what you want.”

“Absolutely, sweetcheeks, absolutely.”

He rose to his feet from the stool he’d been perched on at the breakfast bar and beckoned me closer. I didn’t have any choice other than to obey, and it appeared that today, the power trip was turning him on. On the two occasions before, he’d been scrupulously polite, but today he was reveling in exercising power over me the contract gave him. As I approached, he grinned at me, and as I came within reach, his arm circled my shoulder. He leaned in closer still. “Relax, I’m just having fun.”

It appeared he was playing a part for his own reasons. At least my erstwhile friend hadn’t morphed into some kind of monster. Either that, or he was lulling me into some false sense of security.

His hand closed around my breast, cupping and then squeezing it. I let out a hiss at the contact, but he didn’t squeeze hard enough to really hurt. My nipple, as always acting the traitor, enjoyed the contact, attempting to burrow into his palm. With his arm around me, his hand casually cupping my breast, he led me over to the control panel for the bedroom and flicked one of the buttons. I wasn’t surprised when it was the lingerie slider that opened. Why, having got me almost naked, would he bother letting me put a dress on?

He let go of me and moved over to the rail, and started to run his hand along it. “Now, what color was it that first time I brought you here?” He paused and answered his own question. “I seem to remember purple, and I think this would be perfect.”

He reached into the rail and pulled out a deep purple and gossamer thin baby doll. I could see there were a pair of what purported to be panties on the hanger, but they were equally thin. I shivered at the idea of wearing such revealing clothing for a man who wasn’t my husband. Then, I gave a mental shrug. I was, after all, only wearing panties, and I’d been naked in front of him, with him, before. He might be Justin’s and my mentor in this twisted situation, but he was also one of the participants.

“Please, let me see how you look in this.” He underarmed the hanger to me, and I breathed a sigh of relief when I actually caught it.

Without really thinking about it, I turned toward the bathroom door. I’d gone only a single step when his chuckle stopped me in my tracks. No, he wasn’t going to give me the privacy to get changed. He wanted to watch that part of the process too.

“Seriously?”

“Consider it my kink.”

I almost told him it was also Jacob’s kink, but I bit my tongue. The oldest board member wanted to perpetuate the rumor he was impotent, even if he wasn’t. It wasn’t down to me to give away that secret any more than any of the other wives had done.

He pressed the button to recess the lingerie rail back into the wall and then moved aside, sweeping his arm toward the bed and gesturing for me to move over there.

“On the bed, or just next to it?”

“On the bed, on your back, if you don’t mind.” His grin was almost wolfish.

I gasped. The idea of putting such frippery on while lying down hadn’t occurred to me. It was obvious how obscene I would look doing what he wanted.

“What, no stockings?”

“Oh, I almost forgot those.”

I glared at him, not knowing what to say, as he chuckled, opened one of the drawers, and rummaged through them. “I guess I’ll have to black-mark Susanna for not providing any purple ones.”

“Don’t you dare.”

He grinned. “Don’t worry, I won’t, but you can wear these.” He tossed a pair of black fishnets onto the bed, and I shuddered again.

“This time, no pictures.” I wouldn’t look sexy as such, more just slutty.

“Don’t worry, no camera available. I left my cell on the breakfast bar, and I won’t retrieve it. Now, if you please…”

I guess the anticipation for my ‘performance;’ was getting to him. I was pretty sure it was getting to me too. My nipples had hardened on contact with the cool air-conditioning. They’d stayed hard while he’d been gently toying with one of them. Now, they were staying hard in anticipation. I was feeling a little hot and bothered at the junction of my legs. No doubt, when I peeled my current underwear off, I would be exposing something plump, swollen, and moist.

I tried to put a bit of slink into my walk as I crossed the room to stand by the bed. I knew what happened from there was part of the performance as well, so I tried to be as graceful as possible as I sat down. Swinging my legs onto the bed, I wriggled over to the middle and then laid back, letting my head rest on the pillows.

Steve moved to the foot of the bed and stood there staring at the whole length of my body. I tried not to shiver again, but it wasn’t easy. Partly to distract myself, as well as delay the inevitable moment of total exposure, I slid the baby doll off the hanger and then laid the panties down next to me. I didn’t need to be told the order to do things in. Obviously, he expected me to remove my existing underwear first. No doubt, he would want the stockings slid onto my legs next before pulling on the transparent netting underwear and then, finally, the baby doll. I didn’t need to be told that. Well, if he wanted some other sequence, he would have to tell me.

My hands dipped to my waist, and I took a deep breath, knowing this pushed my breasts up. Then lifting my hips from the bed, I jerked the panties out from underneath my ass and pushed them down onto my thighs. I let myself fall back flat to the bed and took another shuddering breath. From Steve’s vantage point, he could clearly see the top of my slit, but the position of my underwear covered everything else. His gaze flicked up from where he was looking at my partially exposed pussy, and looked at my face. He had one eyebrow raised, which I knew had to mean he wanted more, and he wanted that now.

My nipples seemed to ache from the exposure, and I choked back a low moan as my hands slid down the outside of my thighs, my thumbs snagging the rucked-up fabric of my panties and jerking them lower still. I knew he could see the length of my slit now, especially as I didn’t have my thighs pressed together. There seemed no point in false modesty, so rather than trying to inelegantly wrestle my underwear down my legs, I lifted my feet from the bed. Rotating my legs until my toes pointed at the ceiling, I started to move the panties toward my knees. I knew what I was deliberately showing him and blushed at the thought of the view of my pussy peeking from between my legs.

Steve made no comment, so I took that to mean he was happy with my display. I bent my legs back, my knees opening as I slid the panties past them. This was entering seriously exhibitionistic territory as I pushed my panties down toward my ankles. My feet coming together, but my knees splaying apart as I did so. Then, with a jerk, they came free, and I balled them up and tossed them to the side. I thought about throwing them at Steve but realized he might take that as an invitation for him to keep them, and I didn’t want to travel home commando. Yes, I could take a pair from here and wear them, but I fully intended to keep my two wardrobes separate. That meant the clothes I kept here stayed here for Justin’s sake, if not my own.

Having displayed myself so blatantly, I knew it was time to consider how blatant I was going to be as I dressed in the outfit Steve had selected. I already knew I would be putting the stockings on first. It was simply a question of what position. Steve had, however, given me a clue. He wanted me to still be lying on the bed when I put everything on. So that was another point the toes at the ceiling operation. Obviously, I’d be bending my legs while I put things on, which meant I’d be displaying myself in a very slutty position. I blushed bright red at the thought but grabbed the stockings and unraveled them.

Bunching one stocking over my hand, I lifted my right leg and bent it so my hands could reach my foot. At least with fishnets as opposed to seamed, I didn’t have to worry about getting seams straight. I’d already worked out these were hold-ups. That was obvious from the thick bands at the top. Slipping the stocking over my dangling foot was easy enough, but that then brought me to another decision. Did I finish drawing this stocking up my leg and do the other leg, or did I put the stocking on my other foot first? Damn! I’d never had to think this hard about getting dressed before. Sure, choosing what to wear, but not the sequence of how to appear sexy while I dressed. I shuddered and dropped my foot back to the bed so I could work on my left leg.

By the time I had drawn both stockings up into position, I was breathing heavily. A quick glance at Steve’s smiling face, and bulging pants, told me I was doing fine. He was enjoying my display.  For me, this was pushing the willing and eager clause to the utmost limit, but that didn’t matter. I glanced at Steve again, and he met my eyes and then deliberately licked his lips. His hand dropped to the front of his pants, and he adjusted his hard-on. I guess it was getting a little uncomfortable.

Once more, my feet rose from the bed as I pulled my knees back toward me in order to slide the panties on over the top of the stockings. I knew I was opening myself to him, and I knew I was now wet and ready. He had to be able to see just how wet I was. Fighting to control my blush reflex, I pointed my toes at the ceiling as I drew the panties, the very transparent panties, up to the tops of my thighs. From there, once I’d dropped my feet back to the bed, it was a simple matter to lever my hips up and pull them into place. They were tight as well as transparent. I don’t think they hid anything from his view.

“Very good, Denise. Now slip the baby doll on. Don’t bother tying it between your tits. It’ll only be undone a few seconds later.”

I shuddered. It was the first thing either of us had said for several minutes while I’d been performing for him. He’d just told me I was on a promise. As soon as I had the baby doll around me, he’d be on top of me. I let out a whimper, a little in distress a the thought but also in need. I needed to be fucked. That display had turned me all the way on, my ardor was at maximum as I sat up and straightened the baby doll so I could put my arms through the tiny straps.

I guess I wasn’t watching Steve while I did this. The sounds of my own rustling noises as I moved on the bed drowned out any noises he made. As I pulled the baby doll around me and laid back, I caught the merest flicker of movement in the corner of my eye.

A moment later, the bed sagged as he climbed on. A split second later, he was lying on top of me, his naked legs finding their way between mine, which spread to accept him into position. One moment I’d been dressing to impress him. The next, his naked cock was pressing against my entrance.


Chapter 15

I drew in a deep shuddering breath as Steve’s head dipped to my breast, capturing my nipple and sucking hard through the thin mesh of the nightdress. At the same time, the head of his cock nudged against my opening and pressed forward. He didn’t quite manage the correct line-up, and he didn’t enter me. A moment passed, and he pulled back and then twisted a little, pushing forward again. This time his alignment was correct, and he penetrated between my outer lips.

I guess the anticipation of what was going to happen, coupled with the sheer sluttiness of the exhibition I’d made of myself, combined to push me almost over the edge.

Steve let go of my nipple and captured my mouth with his lips, his tongue pushing deep inside my mouth at the same time as his cock slid into me. There was no real resistance. I was already too well-lubricated for that. As one of his hands captured my breast through the purple baby doll, my back arched, and the orgasm flowered inside me. I guess I grunted and moaned as I shook, but to be honest, I was a long way out of it as the unexpected climax worked through me.

I think Steve held still, letting the shuddering and uncontrollable shaking wash through me. Well, I think he did, but I don’t know for sure. It had to be several seconds, even as many as ten, before I was back in control. My body was still shaking as I opened my eyes and peered up into his.

“Someone enjoyed that, didn’t you?”

I couldn’t exactly deny the tremendous release I’d just had. I nodded mutely and felt him shift a little and then thrust all the way into me. There was no discomfort at all. I was now far too wet for that. My legs had opened wider, and I shifted a little, steepling my knees and, for the moment, lying still as he plundered my body. My lungs fought for air, and he, wisely perhaps, didn’t try to kiss me. Instead, he concentrated on thrusting hard while his mouth devoured a nipple.

Once he’d established a rhythm that suited him, he lifted his head from my breast and looked at me again. By now, my breathing had calmed a little, and I guessed he was looking for something more enthusiastic than passive. Lifting my legs, I wrapped them around his body and started to thrust in counter time to him. His grin broke out again, and he lowered his head down to my chest again, once more capturing my tortured nipple.

I groaned and thrust harder, feeling another climax building in me. This was purely from the fucking, this time, not from what had gone before. Steve kept going, kept pushing harder and harder, his balls slapping against the tops of my thighs. His hands dipped to my thighs, grabbing them and lifting them. The hint was unmistakable, and once more, I found myself with my toes pointing toward the ceiling as he thrust even deeper inside me.

It was a toss-up, who was going to cum first, but as his thrusts became more and more erratic, it became more obvious he would. I felt him empty himself in me, and then, as he panted for breath, he pulled out. At least he was gentleman enough to immediately roll off so he wasn’t squashing me into the bed.

“Sorry, Denise.”

“Sorry?”

“You didn’t… again.”

I giggled. “Not the biggest thing in the world. At least with my legs back on the bed, my body could start to relax. My pussy still throbbed with need, and my nipples ached, but I could live with that.

“Why don’t you go grab a shower?”

I gave him an arch look. “On my own?”

He chuckled. “For sure, but leave the door open. I want eye candy all day. While you’re in the shower, I’ll pull out your next outfit and lay it on the bed for you to put on while I watch.”

“Again?”

“Absolutely.”

“You’re a kinky shit.”

“Nah. I just like watching a beautiful woman putting on the clothing I’d going to remove from her delectable body.”

“Smooth talking will get you nowhere, buster.”

“Maybe not, but I’m still going to get there.”

I just glared at him, then gave a mental shrug and climbed off the bed. Our mingled juices gushed out onto the inside of my thighs, making me shudder, but I tried to put as much sexy into my walk as I could as I headed for the bathroom door.

Once inside the bathroom, having left the door open, I quickly rolled the stockings down and then peeled them off over my feet. As I straightened up from doing that, I heard a chuckle from the doorway. “Wow, I’ll have to get you to do that more often. The view was sensational.”

I colored up. I couldn’t help it. I’d left my ass pointing to the doorway he now filled.

Justin liked to join me in the shower, but I couldn’t remember any occasion where he’d stood and watched me wash, especially after sex, where the washing would be so… well… intimate. It appeared all the guys were, in one way or another, kinky, and I’d just discovered Steve’s kink. He was the one who liked to watch and watch all the preparations.

* * * *

Justin pulled onto the driveway earlier than I’d expected him. Consequently, he caught me in the kitchen getting dinner ready rather than sitting in the den wearing just a pair of stockings and heels. That had been my plan to welcome him home. Instead, I was wearing the stockings and heels, but I’d got my short robe over the top and a thin kitchen apron on over that. Depending on your kink, each item could be sexy, but all together—not so much.

“Well, that’s a sight for sore eyes.”

I glanced over my shoulder and frowned at him. “Not hardly.”

“Oh, I don’t know.” He put his case down, shrugged off his jacket, and crossed the open-plan space to stand right behind me. He put his hands on my hips, and I shivered at his touch.

“Bad day?”

“No, I’m good.”

“Sure? You sounded a bit waspish.”

“That’s because I had a surprise planned for my husband, and he came home about ten minutes too early.”

He laughed and stood back. “Well, I’ll watch while you prepare it. Or is that unwrap it?”

I glared at him. “I’ve had enough of being watched today. Thank you very much.” Instantly I colored up as I realized I’d just said too much.

Steve might be the board member who had fucked me today, but he was also Justin’s boss. Justin had to know who was meeting me at the condo today, and he was sharp enough to put two and two together. He’d undoubtedly used the calendar app to know where the other board members were, so he knew it was just Steve on his own.

“What did he do?”

I sighed. Yep, he’d worked it out. His voice had changed too, from playful to flat, the information-gathering tone that brooked no dissemination.

I wiped my hands from where I’d been rinsing the lettuce and turned around. “Nothing I couldn’t handle. Nothing I didn’t handle. Now, stop reacting to my slip of the tongue.”

Reaching in between the robe and the apron, I grabbed the bow on the robe’s belt and pulled it apart. Slipping the robe off my shoulders and letting it fall to the floor wasn’t as graceful a movement as it would have been without the apron impeding its progress, but as his eyes dipped, it proved to be an effective tease.

I turned back to the sink, knowing the only thing above my stockings was the belt of the apron around my waist. I looked back over my shoulder at him. “Better?”

He let out a low groan. “Much.”

Then he was there, his legs pressing against mine as both his hands gripped my ass and squeezed. I let out a moan of my own, and as he slid his hands around to the front and then higher under the apron, I wriggled back to push my ass against his burgeoning erection.

I tilted my head to invite a kiss. Justin obliged, capturing my mouth with his, his tongue spearing deep. His hands closed over my breasts, my nipples reacting and attempting to burrow into his palms. That didn’t last long as he shifted his hands to catch my nipples between his thumb and forefinger. He squeezed, and my moan was louder this time. His hard cock ground against the crease of my ass, and I could feel the heat from it even through his pants.

“Just fuck me already.”

HE pulled back, letting go of me as his hands dropped to his own waist. The sound of him dragging his zipper down sounded loud in my ears, and I shuddered. A moment later, he was back in the same position, but this time there was nothing between his red-hot dick and my ass. I murmured in pleasure and spread my legs apart in mute supplication. He didn’t need telling I was ready for him. I was more than ready for my husband.

What had happened between Steve and I had been sex, pure, raw, filthy sex. What was happening now was more than just my husband reclaiming me. This was making love. Sure, raw and hard, but still making love. I reveled in the feeling as he dipped his hips, positioned himself at my entrance, and then powered up and in.

I squealed and ground back, pushing my hips down to capture more of his length. My hands gripped the edge of the sink in front of me. If anyone glanced in the kitchen window, they’d know exactly what my husband was doing to me. I didn’t give a flying fuck. I wanted this. No, I needed this just as much as my husband did. My orgasm soared within seconds, with me shaking and squealing as my climax threatened to overpower my legs. Certainly, it was Jsutin’s strength that kept us upright rather than sprawling in a tangle of arms and legs on the kitchen floor.

There was no way something this fast and furious could last long, and I didn’t expect it to. No, it hadn’t been the way I’d planned it, but I wasn’t complaining. This time I didn’t even get close to a second climax before Justin spent himself.

As he reeled away, his legs obviously rubbery, I smiled back over my shoulder. “You’ve got time for a shower before dinner.” I even had to bite back a giggle while he clumsily tucked his still half-hard cock back into his pants. He looked up and glared at me as he caught me watching him.

That glare morphed into a smile as he stepped back to stand behind me and glanced over at the cooktop. It was obvious, even to a casual glance, not even a searching one, that there were no burners on. I might be preparing dinner, but I hadn’t started cooking.

“Shower with me?” There was a hopeful, yearning quality to his voice, and I shivered as I reached around behind me to undo the apron string.

“Sounds like a plan.”

“Just remember one thing.”

“What?”

“Remove the stockings too.”

“Ah. Good idea.” This time the shiver wasn’t one I wanted to explain. The second shower I’d had in front of Steve, he’d insisted I leave the stockings on. Not an experience I particularly wanted to repeat. Especially not in a bathroom where I’d have to clean up the mess. At least at the condo, I didn’t have to do that. In my own home? For sure, Justin wouldn’t be doing so.

I let out a little startled squeak as I turned toward the hallway and the stairs. Up until that moment, I’d forgotten I was naked, and the drapes were still open. I made a dash for the stairs as Justin followed me, laughing exuberantly.

* * * *

I sighed as I helped Justin pack. “Are you sure you can’t get out of this trip? Allocate one of the other brokers to attend the conference?”

He shrugged. “I would if I could. You know that. They arranged for me to give one of the keynote addresses months ago. I can’t back out.”

I pantomimed, hitting him hard. “I could break your leg?”

“You could. But if I’m laid up, I suspect they’d find another way to bend you to their will.”

I let out a yelp of laughter. “I think you meant bend me over to their will.”

Justin had the grace to chuckle. “Probably, yes.”

“The idea of being the centerpiece of a three-day extended orgy doesn’t appeal.”

“What makes you think it’ll appeal to me? I will be stuck in a lonely hotel room, thinking about what those randy bastards are doing.”

“While I’m the one they’re doing it to.”

“I’m sure they’ll let you rest.” He chuckled. “Every so often. They’ll need to rest, too.”

“Yeah, but for me, it’s willing and enthusiastic participation, remember.”

Justin had the grace to shudder as I said that, and even if it was me heading to the condo after I dropped him at the airport, I had to admit, he was going to be doing it tough too. Not as tough as me, but tough in absentia.

I sidled across the room, a predatory smile on my face.

“Are you sure you can’t…?”

“No, baby, not again.” We’d already made love twice this morning. “We don’t have time, especially as you’d need to shower before we left.”

That was one of the stipulations that hurt the most. If Justin went out of town, I had to drive him to the airport, and from the airport, once I’d dropped him off, straight to the condo. There wasn’t any time in between for me to nip home and shower before going to the condo. After all, they knew the time of his flight and the journey time from the airport to the condo. Since the airport and the condo were on the same side of town, and we lived on the other, no, there was no chance. They expected my clean and ready body at the condo on time. I might get a few minutes' leeway for traffic delays, but nothing more. Hell, I wasn’t even sure how many of them would be there waiting for me.

One wouldn’t be. Jacob Wiseman didn’t participate in group sessions, I already knew that, and I was pretty sure Alison was right as to why. It was even money which of the five, or even all of them, would be there.

The fact it was a Friday suggested they wouldn’t all be there during the day, but I was pretty sure the rest would turn up by early evening. Most of them would likely be staying for the weekend too. I would be desperately in need of a rest by the time Justin got home. At least I’d already been told the next week was free, no regular stints in the condo, giving me recovery time. I shuddered.

Justin wrapped his arms around me. “I promise I won’t let them send me to any other conferences. This one was booked before they offered the promotion… and the damned deal.”

I hugged him back, conscious he needed as much reassurance as I did. “We knew this was on the cards.”

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure they timed it accordingly. Giving us both time to adjust before…”

“I’m just as sure. Don’t worry. They won’t push things too far. They wouldn’t dare.” I chuckled, a bit of a forced one, but a laugh nonetheless. “Don’t want to kill the golden goose.”

“Are you really okay with this?”

I lifted my hands and gripped the side of his face, holding him so our eyes met, and couldn’t look away. “Look, darling. We knew what we were getting into. They spelled everything out to us.”

“Black and white is not flesh and blood. Your flesh.”

I giggled. “But not blood. Look, we know what they want. We knew what we were signing up to. What I was signing up to. Just think of one thing.”

“What?”

I chuckled again, leaned in, and kissed the tip of his nose, then quickly skipped back out of his reach as he frowned.

“This time next year, you’re going to be the one mentoring the new director’s plaything as she takes my place.”

Jsutin’s mouth fell open. I was pretty sure he’d forgotten that detail. I hadn’t. He followed it with a rueful grin. No, he’d already worked that out but hadn’t found a way to tell me. His surprise wasn’t at being the mentor. It was about me already knowing.

“You’ll be the one taking her for her medical, doing it the first time and then taking pictures while a couple of the others do. Won’t that be fun?”

Justin just glared at me as he shook his head.

At least I’d diverted him from his maudlin thought patterns. I turned away to finish getting dressed. I had chosen a simple top and a denim miniskirt. There wasn’t any point in getting dressed up. Whoever was waiting in the condo for me would tell me what to put on anyway. Not that it would be staying on for long.

Turning my back on my husband was a mistake. I found that out a couple of seconds later.

Slap!

“Ow!”

“Minx!”

I glared back at him, ready to dodge if he intended to spank me again. Justin, though, had no such intention. He stepped closer, his hand dipping to gently caress the sore spot where he’d slapped me on my panty-clad ass.

“I’ll kiss it better when I get home.”

“You’d better!”

“Don’t worry, I’ll kiss every inch of you.”

I couldn’t help it. I stretched, my back arching at the thought, my nipples unfurling under the tight top.

“I’m counting on it.”

“Minx!”

“Stud!”

“Now come on, finish getting dressed. Otherwise, I’ll miss that flight.”

Fifteen minutes later, he was ensconced in the passenger seat of my little Audi as I powered it off the driveway. My small overnight case was on the back seat behind me. His somewhat bigger case on the seat behind him.

Showtime!


Book 3 – Living As A Perk




Chapter 1

Now boarding first-class passengers for flight one one six to Chicago, gate seven. I repeat, Flight one one six, first-class passengers now boarding at gate seven.

Justin gave me a stricken look, and I was out of my seat and hugging him in no time at all. “I’ll be fine.”

I watched as he tried to morph his desperate look into a smile. He didn’t really succeed, but at least he tried.

“Go on, you’ll miss your flight.”

Earlier, before we left home, I’d been okay, but now, as the flight departure time approached, I was anything but okay. I needed to stay strong for him, though. He was the one flying to the East Coast.

“Denise…”

“Just go. This trip is important to you. You know that.”

But…”

“But nothing. We knew about this a while ago and talked it through during the week and again this morning. Come on, please, Justin, get your act together.”

He gave me another long searching look, then mouthed a simple “I love you.”

I responded with one of my own, and then he turned away. To be honest, his turning away was a good thing. It meant he wouldn’t see the tears prickling at the back of my eyes. Justin had always been sensitive to any signs of upset. Having been through what we’d been through, there was no way he was going to get a chance to deliberately miss his flight. Doing so would put an instant end to the Devil’s Bargain we’d signed up for.

We had way too much invested, not just in monetary terms but also in self-respect, to just wave it goodbye.

Justin’s back straightened as he started to stride toward the gate. I stood there watching his retreating figure. He looked back once as the flight attendant behind the desk checked his ticket. He forced another smile, and I gave him an equally forced one back. Ten, fifteen seconds later, he was shown through, rounded a corner, and was gone from view.

I bit my lip hard, catching it between my teeth and biting down. The momentary pain stopped my maudlin train of thought, and I turned on my heel and headed back toward the huge doors and the short-stay car parking just beyond. My grey Audi TT waited there for me, and while his flight was carrying him to the East Coast, that little car was taking me to my own momentous destination.

* * * *

With the condo being on the same side of town as the airport, it only took me twenty minutes or so to weave through the traffic and arrive at the entrance to the underground parking. The automatic number plate recognition and the face recognition systems admitted me without any real delay. To be honest, I think I’d have been happier if those soulless computer systems had rejected me and I’d had to spend an hour arguing with security. Of course, such a thing didn’t happen. The efficient systems weren’t prone to such errors.

Pulling to my designated parking penthouse space, I was surprised to find the other penthouse spaces unoccupied. I’d expected some, if not all, of the directors to be here, ready for me. No doubt, more than just eager, too. I doubted they’d have caught cabs to here. That just wasn’t their style. It was also too far to walk, and I doubted they’d try to play a trick by parking elsewhere. Why would they? They knew what was on the table, after all. No games or subterfuge needed. They’d already won. Me, naked.

I shivered at the macabre thoughts racing through my head. Grabbing my small overnight bag from the back of the car, I headed for the elevator. That opened to my card as if it had been waiting for me.  It probably was. It would have been a simple matter for the computers to link the car admission system to the elevator control and get the unoccupied elevator car down to the parking level. As I rode upward, I mused on the thought I hadn’t yet met anyone else using the elevator at the same time. After a moment, I shrugged, it didn’t matter. Besides, if someone else got on the elevator, I’d most likely blush, giving away why I was there.

The elevator disgorged me on the top floor. The only door was the one to the penthouse, my destination. I took a deep breath, then waved my card at the hidden sensor, and the door clicked open. Pushing against that door, I walked into the huge open-plan space. The bedroom walls were folded back, so I had an uninterrupted view across the entire space. All except the corner of the terrace, but with the evidence of no cars downstairs, I was pretty sure that, too, would be unoccupied.

I dropped my tiny bag on the bed and walked through toward the kitchen. The bag only contained a change of clothes for me to wear to the airport to pick up my husband on his return from the East Coast. Everything else was provided within the condo for my use. The clothing was very high-end, but none of it was suitable for my husband’s return. No, not suitable at all. Hardly anything I’d wear in public.

As I approached the countertop that formed the protruding breakfast bar, I noticed a single sheet of paper sitting there.

The close-typed instructions were simple and to the point.

You have until eleven before the first of us arrives.

Make yourself at home and relax. Nothing is going to happen that you don’t agree to.

I snorted at that last line. I’d signed a contract that specified full, willing, and enthusiastic participation.  I couldn’t object, could I?

Please find something to wear, black, and preferably lacey. You will find a black sleep mask in the top lefthand drawer next to the bed. Please put it on just before eleven.

I glanced at the clock and checked the time. It was only just gone ten, so I had plenty of time.

Remember a nice smiley face as you lie on the bed. Don’t forget the stockings and heels.

These guys weren’t just powerful and rich. They were totally fucking kinky too. It wasn’t as if I’d not been expecting the stockings, and black lace was pretty much normal for me here in the condo. Normal except when I was naked, or one of them wanted a change. Usually, I’d get my instructions via the app, not via an old-fashioned written instruction like this.

I shivered and moved over to the wall controls next to the bed. It was the work of a moment to press the lingerie rail button and extend that out into the room. There were a lot of colorful items on there, but most were black, white, or red. Black dominated half the rail, so I had a lot of things to choose from. There were some very tiny bra and thong sets and a range of other styles. The main thing they had in common was the material they were made from. Thin lace, see-through, or, at best, translucent. Some of the sets came with garter belts that matched. Next to them were the baby dolls and longer nightdresses. Finally, several peignoirs or lace robes that covered without concealing.

Leaving so much up to me gave me a challenge. I’d dressed in relatively plain, but still sexy, clothing, not knowing if I was going to be removing everything in front of them. Or even if they were going to be removing my own personal clothing. Instead, I had to choose what they would find me in.

At least I hadn’t been told to cuff myself to the headboard, or get out the restraints, or even to lie face down. Being tied up or spanked had happened, but thankfully, not every time.

I already knew they preferred garters to hold-ups, so the stocking choice was simple. I did debate wearing the thinnest lingerie set on the rail or the briefest but chose a boy short set with garters that stretched down from the sides of the panties rather than a separate garter belt. I giggled. That might make things more interesting, at least for a few seconds. The matching bra was a flattering cut, too, although it was deliberately very thin in the cups. They’d be able to see my entire areolas and nipples through the netting.

I debated going with a baby doll but decided to keep a little bit more mystery by opting for a longer style made for a better tease. Adding a peignoir to the outfit added to that, too. If they didn’t like it, I’m sure one of them would tell me to lose the layer. I shuddered again, wondering just what they had in store for me.

Pressing the button to retract the rail, I opened the drawer and pulled out the sleep mask. I rolled my eyes when I noticed it was studded with rhinestones. The drawer below that one held the stockings, and rather than go the tacky fishnet route, I pulled out a sheer pair. Straightening the seams might take a little longer, but I thought it looked a little classier, even if the rhinestones on the sleep mask gave classy the lie.

Stripping off my own travel clothes took but a moment, and I stowed them in the otherwise empty drawer under the bed. My overnight bag joined them, and I sat down to pull the stockings up my legs. Ten minutes later, I had the stockings and underwear on, and I was slipping the nightdress on. Since I still had twenty-five minutes before anyone arrived for the party to commence, I knew that meant I had time for a coffee. I left the peignoir on the bed, pulled my black heels on, and headed for the kitchen.

That coffee tasted divine, and I wanted to linger, maybe drain a second cup, but a glance at the clock showed I didn’t have the time. Returning to the bed, I quickly pulled the final item of clothing over my shoulders and sat on the bed before scooting over to the middle. While I’d been drinking the coffee, I’d been thinking about the pose I should adopt. Something shy and innocent, or something vampish. In the end, I laid down flat and spread the peignoir out to the sides, draping the copious amount of lace over the surface of the bed. At the very last minute, I demurely crossed my legs at the ankles, knowing that would pull my legs together to add a little mystery. Grabbing the sleep mask, I pulled that into place and then laid back, folding my hands across my chest in an obscene parody of a catholic boarding school dormitory pose. Only, it wasn’t going to be a nun chastising me for touching the wrong parts of my body.

Two minutes, or at least I thought it was about two minutes later, I heard the click of the door lock disengaging.

Showtime!


Chapter 2

“Well, what do we have here for us?”

I swallowed hard. That was Peter’s voice, loaded with mirth. With the bedroom walls retracted, I knew they had an uninterrupted view the moment they opened the door. With the sleep mask covering my eyes, I had no idea if he was on his own or not. Given how he and his usual partner in crime, David, had wanted to play on their previous visits, the sleep mask made sense. If anything, I was even more surprised about the lack of restraints.

I made sure I was still smiling as I listened as intently as possible. Was there more than one of them? Other than Peter’s opening comment, I hadn’t heard anything that betrayed more than his presence. Since he and David had always worked as a pair, every time they’d seen me, I assumed he was there as well. If any of the others were with him, I didn’t know and had no way of knowing. I gave a quiet snort. The pair of them seeing me was more than just a euphemism, wasn’t it? They’d done a lot more than just look at me.

“You look delectable, Denise, truly delectable.”

I swallowed. That had been a different voice, Frank’s voice. That upped the ante and told me there were probably three people there.

“Gorgeous. Don’t you think so, guys?”

I wasn’t surprised to hear Daivd’s voice, not with Peter there. That confirmed I had three men looking their fill over my scantily clad body. Unbidden, my nipples were hardening. I could feel how they tightened on my chest at the idea of a group of men seeing me like this.

“She sure does.”

“Eminently fuckable to my eyes.”

I swallowed hard. The first comment had clearly come from Steve’s distinctive deep voice. The final comment had been from Martin, so all five of them were here. All five of them were standing somewhere near the bed, looking at me. I had a little epiphany at that moment. They’d all spoken for one simple reason, to let me know they were all here. They wanted, probably needed, me to know all five of them were here. It would settle any anxiety I had about the number of men looking at me. Well, it settled any anxiety about how many, but given I now knew there were five, it set off a totally different form of anxiety. Performance-based, what the hell would I do to keep all five of them entertained? Could I even do that?

I felt the mattress give a little at the bottom, and then a hand gently wrapped around my ankle. As it pulled my foot to the side, I knew what that person, if not all of them, wanted. That mantra about enthusiastic and active participation was blaring inside my head. As a result, I simply moved my foot myself, uncrossing my ankles. I didn’t spread my legs, but I did open them a little. The hand withdrew, so I could only assume that was what was wanted.

A moment later, the mattress shifted again, this time as someone leaned on the side of it. This time, the touch was on my wrist, so without further ado, I dropped both arms down to my sides. My hands hadn’t been covering my breasts, but I was now fully exposed through two layers of black lace. Because I’d spread the peignoir to the sides as I laid down, that provided no covering at all. I’d already checked via a mirror, the lace covered me, but it didn’t conceal the important details. My breathing quickened, and I envisioned the whole group crowded around the bed, all of them feasting their eyes on my body.

My tight nipples felt like they wanted to shoot off my chest. Lower down, I could feel the heat building in my core. If any one of them stripped my panties off right now, they’d be able to see I was wet, my outer labia swollen and engorged as my body readied itself for the inevitable fucking. Those details had to be visible through the thin lingerie.

“Well, Martin, you won the challenge, so it’s down to you to get the party started?”

“Challenge?” I blurted out the question before I stopped to think about it. It was a tad humiliating to think they’d drawn straws or something over who got me first.

Martin’s voice sounded from quite a lot closer to me, so it must have been him who just sat on the bed.

“The rules of the challenge are quite complicated, given we all work in different fields. Not as simple as drawing straws or flipping a coin. Never yet played roshambo for a crack at a piece of ass…”

I shuddered at his crudeness.

“… Now sit up and give me your hands.”

I licked my lips and pushed myself into a sitting position. It appeared things weren’t going to start with me being stripped and then fucked on the bed. Actually, when I thought about it, it didn’t necessarily mean anything of the sort. He could be getting me to sit up so he could simply strip me, then push my naked or near-naked form back onto the bed and climb on top of me. I twisted to the side and held my hands out. For a brief moment, I wondered if he was going to snap a pair of cuffs on me, rendering me doubly helpless. Of course, I wasn’t in a position to resist. This was active and willing consent. I’d come here and dressed, or should that be undressed, in this lingerie, knowing I would be fucked. Probably fucked in the next few minutes too.

I forced a deep calming breath as the earlier fantasy about being stripped and fucked in front of a group of men edged closer to reality. Martin didn’t snap my hands in cuffs. He pulled gently on my hands, making me shuffle across the bed toward him. The peignoir didn’t want to come with me, and I was pretty sure the nightie was sliding up and revealing more thigh than before. Given I still wore the sleep mask, I couldn’t see how much more flesh was now on show. The bed moved under me again as Martin rose to his feet.

“Swing your legs over and put your feet down, sweetheart.”

A moment later, I was sitting on the edge of the bed, feeling the floor beneath my feet. Martin simply pulled me upright and then took me in his arms. The sleep mask stopped me from seeing what he was doing, but I guessed he was taking the chance to look down at the amount of cleavage I was now displaying.

I wondered if he wanted me to dance with him or whether he was going to step back and make me dance on my own. I bit down a whimper as I realized the latter would mean me doing a striptease. Was that what he wanted? I couldn’t tell, not least because there was no music playing. Martin let go of my hands, but I could feel his presence near me as he circled around to stand behind me, between me and the bed. His hands came up to rest gently on my shoulders.

“Let’s give ourselves a little more space, shall we.”

He was still gentle as he guided me a little bit further into the main room. I couldn’t be sure how far, but I was definitely several feet away from the bed and a similar distance, if not more, from any of the couches. Surely, he wouldn’t expect me to dance a striptease with the blindfold on? That would be a recipe for potential disaster!

I tried not to let any distress show, not wanting to give away any weakness to these men. I needed to maintain control of myself if I had any hope of controlling the situation.

Martin leaned closer. “Relax. Nothing is going to happen that you won’t enjoy.” He chuckled. “Eventually.”

I trembled, and I could feel my legs going a little weak at the thoughts running around in my head. In my fantasy world, I was living my biggest fear, dancing a sensual strip with the blindfold still on. Because of the blindfold, I wasn’t sure where I was, so when I got close to one of the guys, they would gently steer me back to the center of the circle. My feet weren’t encountering any discarded clothing, so I guess they were moving them out of the way, too. The music rose to a crescendo, and I knew it was time to lose my panties. In my fantasy, I whimpered, but I hoped I didn’t do that out loud.

A chuckle from right behind me told me I probably had. I blushed, which just made all the men chuckle.

“I wonder if we were all in your fantasy just then.”

“You were.”

My admission just made them all laugh louder than before. I stayed silent, waiting for the music to start and for Martin to tell me to dance my way out of my clothes.

His fingertips danced across the thin layer of lace covering my shoulders. It felt nice, and I suppressed a shiver. It wasn’t a sexual contact but a promise of more sensual, more sexual contact to come.

“Time to pay the piper, Denise. Do you know what you’re going to do now?”

I swallowed hard and decided to plead ignorance. “No.” If I said strip, he just might take that as an invitation. I really didn’t want to go there. Most certainly not with a blindfold on.

“We’re going to play a game of blind man’s bluff.”

“Oh.”

“Each time, you have to guess who is the guy kissing you. The game continues until you guess right. When you guess wrong, you’ll have to pay a forfeit.”

“What’s the forfeit?”

“Silly girl, clothing, of course. One item for a wrong guess. So be sure to guess as accurately as you can. You’ve only got four items to lose.” As he was saying the last bit, his finger was tapping out a pattern on my shoulder. It took me a second or so to determine what he was doing. A hard tap, a soft tap, and then three hard taps. If I translated the hard taps as dashes and the soft tap as a dot, then he was tapping Morse code on my shoulder and doing it subtly enough for none of the others to notice.

I stood there momentarily as my mind worked through the morse code. I’d not had to remember any of it since being a girl guide a long time ago. One dash and a dot was the letter n, while three dashes was easier, the letter o. The message he started tapping out was no, and he’d started doing that while he’d been telling me to guess accurately. Ergo, he was denying what he was saying, telling me not to make an accurate guess. If I worked out who was kissing me, I had to make sure I gave a different answer. Martin didn’t want me to work out who was kissing me. He wanted whoever it was to remove something I was wearing.

It hadn’t taken me too long to work that out, but it was obvious he was waiting for a reply. I gave a sharp jerk of my head, hoping the others would simply see that as me saying I was ready to defend my modesty while being kissed. I was pretty sure those kisses were going to go on a lot longer than a traditional game of blind man’s bluff. I was also sure there would be a lot of touching and feeling going on throughout each of the kisses. Something that wouldn’t have been allowed the last time I’d played this game when I’d been about thirteen!

Martin took hold of both of my shoulders again and started to twist me. I knew what he wanted and let him guide me around in a circle or more. He didn’t move fast enough for me to trip or even to start getting dizzy. Since he was moving with me, I had no idea which way I was facing as he let go and appeared to step back. For all I knew, he could have moved to the side or even around in front of me.

Knowing what was required of me, I lifted my right arm and pointed a little out to the side rather than straight in front of me. Since Martin had won the right to set this up, I was pretty sure he intended to claim his pize by being the first kisser. By pointing a little to the side, I was hoping to disturb his plans and, therefore, avoid the obvious first choice.

A chorus of chuckles told me they’d understood my intention. Of course, I had no idea if it had worked.

Someone stepped close in front of me and took me in his arms. I had no idea which one of the five men it was, but he was there for his kiss.


Chapter 3

His lips met mine, and that contact gave me two clues to his identity. David and Peter were both forceful kissers. They were good at it. In fact, they all were, but those two guys were forceful with it. Since this kiss was gentle rather than hard, I thought I could rule those two out. The second clue was the position of my head. As our lips met in the kiss, my neck bent back, meaning I was kissing someone taller than me. That ruled out Martin. He was more or less the same height as me, given I was in heels. That left either Frank or Steve as the man kissing me. All that passed through my mind in a couple of seconds.

Then, the kiss started to overwhelm me. His lips parted, and his tongue flicked out to ask for, or should I say, demand, entrance to my mouth. My lips opened to allow our tongues to meet, and I sighed into the kiss. His hands slid down my back, past my waist, and finding and cupping my ass cheeks. Within another few seconds, he’d pulled my body, so I was molded against his. I could feel he was getting hard, his erection pressing against my stomach.

Having got me into the position he wanted, one of his hands left my ass and slid north before moving around to the side and then reaching in between us and cupping my breast from the side.

I hissed in pleasure, my body coming alive under the consistent ministrations of whoever it was. I’d always liked being kissed, and this guy was a master at it. My passions were igniting even as my breathing shortened. My problem was I knew all of the guys had great kissing techniques, so how good he was told me nothing.

His fingers isolated my nipple and squeezed it until I gasped into his mouth as I writhed against him. The hand still on my ass slid into a more central position and pulled me tighter against him. He was hard now, of that there was no doubt.

I was panting for air as he broke the kiss and relinquished his hold on my body. My legs were trembling a little. It had been that hot. Suddenly, I didn’t mind that there were four other guys watching me being manipulated like that.

I knew I needed to give an answer and tell them who I guessed it was. Just in case David or Peter had been faking me out by giving a far more gentle kiss than they usually would, I was sure there was only one person it couldn’t be.

“Martin.”

“Nope. Wrong answer, Denise.”

Steve’s voice sounded from right in front of me, so it was obviously him. His position and shortness of breath were all the confirmation I needed. Well, at least I’d managed to give one wrong answer, which I’d assumed Martin’s code meant he wanted me to do. I was about to pay a forfeit for being a good girl for him. I was going to lose one layer of lace.

“Guess this top layer is my prize, sweet cheeks.”

“Take her panties first.” Peter’s voice came from my right. I tried to face him and glare, but with a sleep mask covering the top half of my face, I don’t think it was that effective. It made them all laugh, but I stayed silent. I knew if I protested about Steve removing my panties, he probably would do exactly that. The best way of keeping as much modesty as possible for as long as possible made silence the best option.

“I don't think she likes that idea.”

“And?” Peter’s voice had a level of amusement in it. I don’t think he was serious. At least, I hoped not.

“And for the moment, I’m more inclined to treat her like a lady. I’ll leave the collection of her underwear to the fourth winner.”

I shivered as Steve’s words sank in. I knew I was going to end up naked before the game finished. The only question in my mind was whether one or even all of them, would fuck me before the sleep mask came off. For that matter, once the action moved to the bed, or the couch, or even the floor, could I slide the mask off without being reprimanded? Given the variety of inventive punishments they had at their fingertips, I knew I needed to be careful.

I felt someone move around behind me. From the fact they were breathing heavily, it had to be Steve. His hands touched my shoulders and then gripped the lace of the peignoir. I stood still, letting him draw the lace garment back off my body and then down onto my arms. I whimpered as the lace slid down the bare skin of my arms. I knew they’d seen my breasts under just two layers of lace when I’d been lying down. Ever since, though, the peignoir had made a third layer, and that had greatly improved the coverage. That extra coverage was now being slowly stripped away from me. I felt the lace reach my hands and then pop free. There was a whisper of lace against the back of my legs, and then it was gone. I guess Steve simply threw it to one side.

His hands returned to my shoulders, and when he pressed one forward and the other back, I knew it was time to turn once more. At least this time, he was turning the other way from the way Martin had turned me. That made sense. Less chance of dizziness building up, especially as I was blinded by the mask and short of breath from the kiss.

I came to a halt and felt Steve let go and then step back. I had no idea which direction I was facing. Earlier, Peter had been to my right when he’d been making the remarks about getting Steve to remove my panties first. I didn’t want to pick him next, guess wrong, and then lose my underwear too soon.

I wouldn’t have put it past Steve to turn me so that I was now facing Peter, a deliberate setup. There again, I’d pointed a bit to my left when I’d selected Steve. Steve might have compensated for that. Or, on the other hand, he might not and turned me so that Peter was right behind me. I had no idea. However, I decided to go with my gut instinct and point to my right.

Again, a guy stepped forward and, this time, placed his hands on my hips. He pulled me a little closer, and then, as I turned my face upward for a kiss, he brought his lips into contact with mine. I’d been right, a taller man again. The kiss was aggressive, so I was pretty sure it was David. Either that, or I’d miscalculated completely and let Steve fake me out, so I pointed at Peter. Of course, it could be Frank, who was being forceful just for the hell of it. His tongue thrust into my mouth as his hands let go of my hips and slipped up my arms. I wrapped my arms around his neck, but even the length of his hair gave me a clue. These guys were all professional men. None of them had long or floppy hair. None of them had buzz cuts either, so without being able to see the color, that didn’t help. It did, however, do what he wanted and gave him access to my breasts without having to break the kiss, which would have ended his turn. His hands found and cupped my breasts, squeezing hard enough to elicit a moan from deep inside me. I was getting turned on by what they were doing to me and the fact the others were watching.

This time, both my nipples were being played with, and I writhed under the touch. His thumb and forefinger on each hand isolated the hard nubs and pinched them until I whimpered into the kiss. His tongue was spearing in and out of my mouth, effectively tongue-fucking my lips and teeth. I could hardly bring my own tongue into action. I simply hung onto the back of his neck and went along for the ride. I had little other choice.

It seemed like an age before he broke the kiss and stepped back as my hands dropped away to my sides. The last point of contact between us was the grip he had on my nipples. He pulled them out and up, causing my back to arch as I gasped. Then he let go, and my breasts dropped back into place, softly bouncing on my chest. After all, the soft lace bra had virtually no built-in support.

I needed to name someone, and from their height, I knew it couldn’t be Martin, and since he hadn’t been breathing heavily, I knew it couldn’t be Steve. The technique had been forceful rather than gentle, so I felt comfortable it wasn’t Frank. I couldn’t really say Martin or Steve, so Frank, it had to be.

“Frank.”

“Nope, sweetheart, it wasn’t.” David’s voice sounded from right in front of me. If there’d been any point in guessing correctly, he would have been my first choice. Peter was more of a butt man, but David was very definitely the tit man of the usual suspects.

“Time to lose some more lace, Denise. Which would you like me to take off you?”

“The nightie?” I tried to sound hopeful, but that was difficult when I was panting for air after that long kiss. A moment later, I cursed myself. Given the penchant for David and Peter to work together, it was more likely that whatever garment I named would stay on and not be removed. I knew I’d end up naked anyway, but I was determined to keep as much covered as possible for as long as possible.

“No, I think not. I think I have a more titillating forfeit for you, Denise. One that’s much more interesting.”

If it had been Peter, then I knew my panties would be gone, but I wasn’t so sure with David. Maybe he was going to go for the bra instead. I already knew the stockings and garters would be staying on. Probably until they wanted a different outfit, which would be after they’d all fucked me.

I stood still as David walked around behind me, his hands gently caressing my shoulders and the two spaghetti straps on each side. I swallowed hard but made no move to stop him as he hooked the bra strap out from underneath the nightie strap and slid it down off my shoulder. He repeated the move on the other side and then drew both straps down toward my elbows. I could feel the cups of the bra trying to peel away from my breasts as he put more and more pressure on the straps.

Then he stopped his hands leaving me, only to reappear in the small of my back. His deft fingers made short work of the catch, and I felt the bra slacken completely as it came undone. In another few seconds, the bra would be gone, and I’d only have the single lace layer of the nightie covering me. Since that was the thinnest garment of all, my breasts would be more or less visible to all of them. The whimper that escaped my mouth was louder than any of the previous ones, and David chuckled. I heard a couple of answering chuckles from the sides but couldn’t distinguish who was who. I expected David to reach down the front of my nightie and ease the bra up and out. Not incidentally getting a feel of my naked breasts in the process. Instead, he went the other way. Suddenly, I felt his hands on my thighs, and quick as a flash, he peeled the nightie up as far as my waist.

I squealed at the sudden exposure but couldn’t tell how many of them were staring at my barely-covered groin while David’s hand tugged hard on the bra, pulling it down. Of course, it wouldn’t just come away. My hands were through the shoulder straps. Crossing my hands in front of me, I quickly freed the straps, and David was able to pull the now-useless bra out and toss it away. At least the nightie dropped back into place.

The lace of the nightie was a little harsher than the lace of the bra cups, so it scratched at my nipples, making them tingle and tighten even more. I moaned at the sensation as David briefly cupped both breasts before lifting his hands to my shoulders and turning me once more. I had no idea who was where, and frankly, it almost didn’t matter. Either Frank, Martin, or Peter would be the one kissing me, and whoever it was would be baring my breasts or exposing my pussy. Well, not fully exposing that as the nightie was longer than a baby doll, but the act of removing my panties would involve that level of exposure for sure. I just had to hope the person I pointed to wasn’t actually Peper, who’d been the one to threaten to remove them. I realized I’d made an assumption that neither Steve nor David would be continuing to take part. They’d had their fun, and it was the other’s turn. I had a little epiphany at that point. Martin would be the last one to remove an item of my clothing. That would be the real prize he’d won. The chance to strip me naked and probably be the one to fuck me first, too.

Instead of trying to second guess them, I pointed straight in front of me and hoped for the best. Of course, if they really were making sure Martin went fourth, then it probably didn’t matter who I pointed at. They were moving around and doing their thing in a predetermined order. I tried not to glare as I sensed someone approaching me.

This time, the kiss was intense but not forceful, so I was sure it was Frank. He played with my ass, slipping his hands up the back of the nightie and massaging my cheeks. He seemed to shuffle around, and I understood he was showing the others what he was doing. Sure enough, when he came to a half, his hands slid higher and then back down inside my panties. He didn’t quite drag them down to expose the way he was touching bare skin, but it wasn’t far off.

When he stopped and stepped back, I was sure I had my back to the rest of the audience. I was even more sure that it was Frank, so I called out a different name. “Peter.”

“You really are terrible at this game, aren’t you, Denise?” it was Frank’s voice laden with mirth.

He didn’t fuss or mess around. As I stood there waiting for the banter about which item to remove, he took advantage of the fact I couldn’t see what he was doing. He stepped in close, grabbed the hem of the nighter, and pulled it up with a single smooth jerk. I tried not to squeal, but his move surprised me. My hands rose with the nightie. It was an automatic reaction. Then my breasts bounced free of the bottom, and he had my head and arms tangled in the garment, trapping me.

If I was right about them all being behind me, then Frank had adroitly ensured he was the only one gazing at my tits. Only he didn’t stop at just gazing. I moaned as one hand closed over one turgid nipple, and his mouth and, more especially, his teeth closed over the other. As he nipped at my nipple, I shuddered but somehow completed the process of stripping the nightie off over my head. A moment later, Frank’s hands found my waist and turned me around so I was facing the group. They clapped and cheered, but it was still difficult to decide who was who and what their left-to-right order was. I stood there in just my panties, knowing the next kisser was going to remove my last shred of modesty. I was pretty sure that person was going to be Martin. That meant the person missing out was going to be Peter, and when it came to his turn to fuck me, he would be showing me no mercy, no, no mercy at all.


Chapter 4

All five men had to be staring at my breasts. Well, that’s assuming they weren’t looking at my barely concealed pussy. The panties weren’t quite as see-through as the rest of the outfit they’d already removed, but they still covered while hardly concealing.

My breathing had quickened to the point I was almost panting for air. My nipples were so tight they ached to be touched. Frank, though his job done, stepped away, leaving me standing there.

“Game over, sweetie. You lost. Now I get to claim my real prize.” I’d guessed right. It was Martin who was going to remove my last shred of modesty. I tried to bite back a moan as he stepped forward. I wondered if he would kiss me or go straight for the prize.

I didn’t get any chance to ask a question because his lips found mine. His tongue speared into my mouth even as his erection, still enclosed in his pants, pressed against my stomach. At the same time, his hands grabbed my breasts, squeezing them, my nipples pressing against his palms. As he started to caress my breasts, my nipples dragged against the skin of his hands, eliciting a deep hiss from me. It didn’t matter that I was being watched by the whole group. At that moment, I wanted him, no, needed him, to complete the job and strip me naked. I knew what would follow that, but I didn’t care.

After a minute of intense kissing, during which I locked my arms around his neck to hold him close, his hands slid down from my chest to my hips. I knew what came next and couldn’t prevent the whimper into his mouth. I felt him push his thumbs inside the elastic at the waist, and he started to slide them down. I pressed against him, trapping his cock against my belly, knowing that would lock the panties in place and prevent him from drawing them all the way off. I felt him smile against my lips as he realized what I was doing. Of course, all I was actually doing was delaying the inevitable.

As Martin broke the kiss, I was struggling to breathe. Given I’d already been short of breath, his long kiss seemed to have sucked all the oxygen out of my system. Four very good kissers, one after the other, definitely affected me. Martin trailed his fingers across my naked skin as he walked around behind me. Frank had been nice to me, exposing my breasts while I faced away from the group. It appeared Martin was having none of that. When my panties were drawn down my legs, I’d be facing them. He might not get to see his prize straight away, but I had no doubt he’d be fingering it.

I flushed a little, but there wasn’t really much point in getting embarrassed. Every one of these guys had seen me naked, well, more than seen me.

Martin slowly smoothed his hands down my flanks and over my hips until he encountered the panties, which he’d already pushed part way down. Even before I could react, he was pushing them lower. I felt the cool air of the room waft over my exposed mound as the underwear slid clear and onto my thighs. I let out a soft moan and shivered. Behind me, Martin chuckled, but the others made no sound. I imagined there were four pairs of eyes zeroed in on my pussy as Martin pushed the panties over my naked thighs and down past the stocking tops.

Once they encountered the smooth nylon of the stockings, they fell all the way to the floor under the impetus of gravity. I’d noticed they were damp and a little clingy against my bare thigh, so I didn’t need any confirmation that I was wet. I knew what they wanted, too, and shuffled my feet a little further apart as I stepped out of the discarded underwear. Martin’s hands slid from my thighs around onto my mound, and he started to rub my pussy, his fingers aligning with my slit. His index finger sank between my puffy outer lips, and the contact brought forth a much louder moan. As he pushed harder, his finger started to squelch in my juices. This time, I blushed harder.

“She’s ready to trot, hey, Martin?” Peter was being as crude as ever.

“More than ready.”

“You want the walls extended?” Either Steve was trying to prevent my blushes by allowing Martin to claim his prize in private. Either that, or he was trying to spare Martin his blushes. There again, just because he was suggesting the bedroom walls were pulled into place didn’t mean they wouldn’t all accompany me into the bedroom.

“Please.”

I heard the swish of the near-silent mechanism working, so I guessed Steve had operated the recessed button. At the same time, that told me we’d moved clear of the bed while I’d been blindfolded and playing blind man’s bluff. I guess my relief communicated itself through Martin’s touch. He was still toying with me but not letting me get close to the point of a climax.

“We did think about a different game of blind man’s bluff. One of us would be blindfolded, and you’d kiss them, then they’d have to guess if it was you. If so, they stripped an item of clothing off you.”

I shuddered. That game would have been a lot harder on me. For starters, since I was the only kisser involved, they couldn’t have got it wrong, not in a million years. That was when I realized that might have been an easier game for me—I wouldn’t have been blindfolded at all.

“Might have been interesting.”

One of his hands slid higher until he captured my left nipple. He pinched it, and my legs went weak. At the same time, his finger lower down stopped rubbing and thrust into me. Where earlier he’d been keeping me well away from the edge of an orgasm, now I was blindly, literally blindly, rushing toward that precipice.

“keep doing that, and I’ll cum.” I tried to keep my voice down to a breathy whisper, so only Martin could hear me. The chorus of chuckles told me I hadn’t managed to keep it quiet enough.

“Make her cum, Martin. Make her cum.” I’d half-expected the comment and fully expected any such comment to come from Peter. After all, he’d been the one who had not yet been allowed to touch me. Instead, the words came from Steve. I tried to shoot a hurt look in his direction, but with the sleep mask on, my look would be ineffectual at best. That brought another round of chuckles. At that moment, I knew they all wanted to watch as Martin used his expert fingers to bring me off. It was beyond humiliating, but there, again, nothing I hadn’t both expected and agreed to in advance. That damnable contract had spelled it out.

The movement of Martin’s finger lengthened, and his manipulation of my nipple became more forceful. Not that I was complaining. No, I was concentrating on trying to stay upright as the waves of pleasure threatened to burst over me. Within a minute, I was moaning, almost continuously, as the orgasm built deep inside me. I reached back and grabbed a hold of his shirt to give me some support, even though that opened up the whole of the front of my body for the other’s viewing pleasure. My legs were trembling, and I had to lock out my knees to stay upright. My hands tightened into fists, hanging onto his shirt as the orgasm burst on me. I think I screamed, and if not a scream, it was a far louder and more guttural moan than the earlier ones.

I stiffened, and if Martin hadn’t stopped his touches and instead concentrated on holding me upright, I’d have fallen. There was no way my legs could have held my weight. I leaned forward, letting go of Martin’s shirt and leaning my hands on my knees to hold myself as upright as possible as I gasped for air. The tremors of the climax still running through my body. I don’t think any of them said anything after witnessing that, and I certainly didn’t feel like talking. Or listening, for that matter.

After an interval that might have been seconds or a lot longer, I had no way of keeping track of time behind the blindfold. I felt Martin wrap one arm around my waist and grab my hand with his free one. He half-led and half-carried me over to the door into the bedroom. Well, I assumed that’s what it was. He turned me and urged me to sit. When I felt the soft give of the bed underneath me, I knew I’d been right. I also knew Martin was going to fuck me in the very near future. The whole game and the oral stimulation to orgasm had been designed to get me ready. Hell, from the way his iron-hard cock had felt as I brushed against it told me he was just as ready.

I didn’t hear him close the door behind us, but the fixtures in this place were pretty silent. I didn’t know if we were alone or if the other guys had followed us in to watch. I blushed at that thought, then concentrated on the moment as Martin lifted my legs and turned me so I was now fully on the bed. I didn’t need telling, so I scooted over to the middle of the bed and laid back. This time, I was naked, but I was just about in the same position as I’d been when they entered the room. The irony of that wasn’t lost on me.

I could hear the rustle of clothing and assumed that was from Martin undressing. After a minute or so, I felt the bed move underneath me as he, at least I assumed it was still Martin, joined me on the bed.

That mantra about willing participation was nagging at the back of my mind, so I steepled my legs as I let them drift apart. I knew from his position he would have a good view of my very wet slit as I opened myself up for him. If he wanted something other than missionary, he was going to have to tell me. Well, whichever one of them it was would have to tell me.

“Good girl.”

That was Martin’s voice, at least, and it seemed to come from above me as he positioned himself. All I could gauge anything from was the way the bed shifted underneath me and the feel of skin-on-skin contact as he got into the right position between my legs.

The next thing I felt was the head of his cock pressing against my entrance. I moaned and stiffened, then forced myself to relax as he pushed between my outer labia. He kept going, pushing deeper. Since I’d just cum on his finger, he knew how wet I was and that he didn’t need to give me time to adjust to the penetration. He continued to press forward, spearing into me as I shivered in anticipation. I strained my hearing, trying to find out if we had any kind of audience, but I couldn’t hear anything. If they were there, watching Martin fuck me, they were being silent.

I felt Martin’s balls knock against my thighs as he bottomed out. He didn’t pause at that point, just started to withdraw and then push back in. He established a rhythm that he liked. Hell, it was one I liked as I reached out to his hips with my hands. Blindly, of course, nobody had removed the sleep mask, nor had anyone told me I could. His head must have dipped because I suddenly felt his mouth on my left nipple, his teeth closing around the nub as he bit down gently. I writhed under him, and almost of their own volition, my hips started to rise to meet his thrusts. He grunted and sped up a little. My movements sped up, too, matching him as I clutched onto his body.

As the pace and ferocity of our sex increased, I could feel my core climbing toward a second orgasm. My pussy clamped down on the invading organ, and I heard him hiss his pleasure. He couldn’t say anything without letting go of the nipple he had between his teeth.

He duly let go of it and panted for a moment, then spoke. “Cum with me, baby. Cum with me.”

I tried to, I really did, not least because by then, I was ready to cum for a second time. However, all the build-up and anticipation had been too much for Martin to last longer. He stiffened, and I felt his cock swell inside me as he thrust hard home one last time. I actually felt the first spurt as his cum splashed out to coat my channel. I moaned, and that was in part in passion and in part at the loss of the chance to cum with him.

“You’re done, now it’s our turn.” Frank’s voice sounded both cold and, at the same time, loaded with lust. It was the first indication that he, and possibly the others, had been watching Martin fuck me like that. I colored up, blushing for all I was worth at that thought. He’d said us, so it wasn’t just him. There were others in the room, too. Undoubtedly, all of them. I whimpered but lay still, my legs splayed open as Martin slid out of me and then slithered off the end of the bed. Now he’d fucked me, was he going to stand and watch the next guy fuck me? Since Martin had just cream-pied me, it must look an erotic sight up between my legs, but not necessarily an appealing one.

Nobody said anything else, but I felt the bed move on both sides of me as two guys climbed on, one from each side. Two pairs of hands grasped me, lifted me, and simply rotated me. I put my arms out and braced myself as they manipulated me into the position they wanted. It appeared I wouldn’t get a rest or be given clean-up time. No, they wanted me doggy style. Since there were two of them, then I had to assume one was going to fuck me while the other one took my mouth.

“Stay still, sweetie.” Frank’s voice rang from behind me, and I could do nothing other than assume he was the one who would be fucking me from behind. Sure enough, a couple of moments later, I felt my second cock of the day press against my opening. Even as he split my outer labia and pressed into the messy opening Martin had left behind, I felt a hand grasp the top of my head and twist me to face to that side.

“Open wide.” I didn’t need to be told what to do, so I suspect Steve was simply telling me it was him who was going to get my mouth. I shivered as a process of elimination told me the last pair to fuck me would be David and Peter, the two most forceful of the directors.

Before I could think too much about that, let alone about those two watching what was happening on the bed, Frank pushed deep inside me. With my own lubrication as well as Martin’s deposit, there was zero resistance to his thrust. I let my lower jaw sag down, and Steve simply pulled my head into the position he wanted and pushed into my mouth. His maleness assaulted my nose, and I had to force myself not to gag. Oh, he was clean enough, but he was big and hard in my mouth. There again, Frank had been hard, too. After all, they’d all, apart from Peter, had their turn at stripping me, and then they’d all watched the live fuck session as Martin took me. I couldn’t moan around the obstruction in my mouth, but I wanted to as my own passion reignited.

The two men buffed me between them as they fucked me. My hips jolted forward with every thrust from Frank. My head rocked back, taking my body along for the ride as Steve thrust into my mouth. Most of the time, they were reasonably in sync, one going in as the other pulled out and vice versa. However, they weren’t perfectly in time with each other, so on occasion, I felt compressed as they both thrust in at the same time and stretched out as they both pulled out. The feeling wasn’t comfortable by any measure, but at the same time, it was hot. I could feel my body reclaiming the ground it had lost when Martin didn’t quite bring me off. I hadn’t been left hanging, but my core really didn’t want to be that close again without getting off.

I sucked hard whenever I could on Steve, but he was fucking my mouth rather than letting me blow him. Given I had Steve in my mouth, it was hard to thrust back against Frank, but I tried.

Frank decided I needed some encouragement because he started to smack my butt in time with his thrusts. Not hard, and they didn’t hurt, although they did sting a little. Steve grunted and then tapped my cheek, getting me to look up at him. He grinned down at me and started pumping harder. He was getting close to blowing. Behind me, Frank seemed content to continue, although now, his spanks were happening in counter time to his thrusts. Thrust, pull out, spank, push in. It didn’t take any kind of genius to know he wanted me to thrust back at him just as he powered forward. My only problem with that was keeping Steve happy on the other end.

Sensing both men were getting close, I started to thrust as hard as I could without dislodging Steve. Almost without warning, my orgasm hit in mid-thrust. I tried to scream around Steve’s cock in my mouth as my body stiffened and shook. Wave after wave passed through me, and I could sense how my pussy muscles had tightened around Frank’s cock. At least my mouth didn’t close reflexively. If it had, I might have left teeth marks on Steve’s cock. That would have been hard to explain to Alison the next time I saw her.

The end came suddenly, as Frank unloaded inside me a minute before Steve flooded my mouth with his goo. I choked and gagged a little, and Steve wisely pulled out, leaving a snail’s trail of spunk down my chin. I could feel the wetness even if I couldn’t see anything.

“Out of the way, boys. It’s our turn now.”

I shuddered at the veiled menace in Peter’s voice. He had to be the most impatient of all of them. After all, he had been the one to miss out on participation in the stripping game. On top of that, the others had ignored his suggestions. He had to be rock-hard and frustrated. I could hear the echoes of that frustration in his voice. I didn’t think he’d really hurt me, but still…

My body was still shaking and faintly convulsing as I felt the bed move as the men traded places. Someone got hold of my ankles and simply pulled my legs straight. That dumped me down onto my stomach. He didn’t let go of my ankle either, and a moment later, I felt someone else grab my other ankle. My legs were pulled unceremoniously apart. They weren’t being rough, just forceful enough to get me into the position they wanted.

I knew it was Peter and David, and they had a penchant for restraints. That proved to be the case as something soft wrapped itself around my ankles on both sides. As they let go, I tried to draw my legs together, but I couldn’t. Yep, they’d tied my feet to the corners of the bed.

I whimpered and then felt a hand stroke my face. “Don’t panic, they’re soft enough not to mark, and they have quick-release buttons, too. We’re not going to hurt you.” Peter chuckled. “Much. And we’re certainly not going to mark you.” His chuckle turned into a full-throated laugh. “Even if Frank has left your ass a delectable shade of scarlet.”

He ran his hand over my ass as he spoke, and I could feel the heat for myself. I let out a whimper and then sensed movement near my head.

“Lift up, Denise.”

I did as David asked, and he seemed to slide himself into a position right in front of me, with his legs splaying out to the sides. As if to confirm this, although it was probably an accident, his hard cock bumped against the tip of my nose. He laughed. “Sorry about that. Now be a good girl and open wide.”

I swallowed hard, still tasting Steve’s spunk in my mouth. Then I did as he asked, and David pushed his cock straight past my teeth. This was a different angle of attack and didn’t place any strain on my neck. That was good because I was starting to ache from the blow job, or should that be face-fucking I’d had with Steve.

There was no preamble, no foreplay. He just started twisting and flexing, so his cock moved in and out of my mouth.

Slap!

I jerked under the impact of Peter’s hand as he slapped my butt much harder than Frank had done.

“Don’t forget me, sweetheart. Now, just tilt your pelvis a little.”

I did as he asked and felt Peter move between my legs. His cock nudged against my opening, and he thrust forward. There was so much inside me, there was absolutely no resistance now, and he slid in right to the hilt. At the very same moment, David seemed to lift himself up and slam his cock into my mouth, so it nudged against the top of my throat. The two men held still for a couple of seconds as I struggled to adjust to the dual invasion and take control of my breathing.

Thankfully, they slid out again, but that was little in the way of respite as they repeated the maneuver. This time, I gagged. I couldn’t help it. David groaned above my head, so clearly enjoying the sensation of me gagging around his cock with it lodged into the top of my throat. The angle was wrong for him to go deeper, so at least I could manage to breathe through my nose.

Peter built up a rhythm, and once more, I found myself in that strange buffeted situation I’d only experienced for the first time a few minutes ago. If anything, it was hotter, and my arousal mounted quickly, much quicker than last time.

The orgasm this time around wasn’t as much of a surprise to me, but it definitely was to the two men. Peter slowed and stopped, allowing my body to shake around his cock. My pussy was spasming and squeezing him, and he was savoring that feeling. David, on the other hand, had pulled out of my mouth. That was a good job because, this time, my teeth snapped shut.

Slap!

“Ow.”

“That’s for trying to bite my colleague’s cock off.”

I wanted to glare at him, but there was no point with the mask still in place. In any case, David had grabbed hold of the two sides of my face and was pushing the tip of his cock against my lips. I guess he was eager to get back inside. How eager became obvious a moment later.

As I opened my mouth, David thrust all the way inside and then sat still, holding my face so I couldn’t move. He came in great spurts that coated the inside of his mouth. He must have been close to the point of no return, just as my orgasm expelled him from my mouth.

Peter continued to thrust from behind me. I tried to pitch and roll my hips in time with him, but with my legs tied down, that was hard. David couldn’t escape from in front of me, and I clung to his legs as Peter’s fucking continued to buffet me. It didn’t take that long, but it felt like a lot longer before Peter tensed and stiffened and then unloaded deep inside me.

I groaned and flopped down onto the bed, releasing the unfortunate man I’d been gripping. I worked my jaw to try to dispel the taste of the mixture of David’s and Steve’s cum that still coated my mouth. I really wanted to rinse and spit, but I was still tied to the bed by my feet.

Someone leaned in close to the bottom of the bed, and I felt the restraint on my right foot loosen and fall away. A moment or so later, the same thing happened to my left foot. It couldn’t have been Peter or David. They were both still sprawled on the bed with me. Eventually, they slid clear and rose to their feet, or at least got off the bed.

The gangbang, or should I say the first gangbang was clearly over. I could hear them all milling around and the rustle of clothing. I couldn’t even summon up the energy to ask if I could remove the mask now.

A couple of minutes or so later, someone sat down on the side of the bed, and I felt a hand gently stroke the side of my face.

“You okay, Denise?” It was Steve’s voice.

“I guess.”

“You did well, sweetheart, really well.”

Since it was my very first gangbang I wasn’t sure if I should take that as a compliment, especially from one of the other participants.

“Now, you’ve got about forty-five minutes or so to get yourself clean and fresh. Then, join us out on the terrace for lunch.

“Like this?” It was a valid question, but it came out as a squeak.

“No, sweetheart, not like this. Put some nice clean, maybe white, lingerie on, and then put one of those nice summer dresses over the top. Frank and Martin are cooking lunch, and they’re both excellent cooks. Dinner should be amazing.

He leaned closer, brushing the hair from the side of my face. “Don’t worry, no high jinks, and nothing sexual during lunch or out on the terrace. We’ll let you recover… first.”

I really wanted to glare at him, but the idea of a shower and the chance to remove this damnable sleep mask was too powerful a draw.

“See you in forty-five minutes, sweet cheeks.”


Chapter 5

During the sex, or should I say gangbang, I hadn’t felt sore at all. Given three men had fucked me, one after the other, not exactly non-stop but almost, I thought I would be. My jaw ached from blowing two men one after the other, but not more than that. As someone, I assume Steve, shut the bedroom door, I tore off the sleep mask and blinked at the sudden intrusion of light. One look at the mess drooling from my pussy told me it wasn’t just me that needed a cleanup. The bed was soaked through, especially where Peter had fucked me right at the end. It was a disgusting mess.

Almost on cue, there was a light tap on the bedroom door.

“Don’t worry about the bed. Peter will change it while you’re in the shower.” Steve chuckled, and I guess they’d just played roshambo or something in order to see who had that dubious privilege. Steve thought it was funny it was Peter who’d lost that particular contest. Damn! Why did these guys have to make everything a competition? Still, at least it meant I didn’t have to do that task, even if someone else changing the bed was a tad embarrassing.

Swinging my legs out of the bed, trying not to catch too much of the goo on my stocking-clad legs. Fuck! Even after the gangbang I was still wearing my stockings and heels! I hadn’t even realized that was the case. In fact, as I looked down, I could see the garter belt still around my waist, too. These guys were seriously kinky!

As soon as I stood up, I felt my pussy release a glob of goo which rolled down my leg. I shivered at the feel of it but put my best foot forward and moved through into the bathroom. That shower called, I needed to wash off the sweat, and lower down, a lot more yucky stuff than good clean sweat. Pulling off the stockings revealed something else. The goo dripping out of my slit had rolled so far down my legs that it had soaked into the tops of the stockings. That made them slimy and clingy as I slid them off. I shuddered at the contact, but at least, since I was about to shower, those snail trails wouldn’t pollute my skin for long.

In a hurry, I can shower in less than five minutes unless my hair needed extra attention. Today, it wasn’t my hair that needed the attention, and it took over ten minutes to make sure I was as clean as possible all over, especially down there. By the time I’d toweled my body dry and then made a passable attempt to dry my hair, it had to have been closer to half an hour since I’d left the bedroom. Making sure I had a dry towel wrapped around me for modesty, I stepped through into the bedroom.

I wasn’t sure why I bothered with the modesty thing. After all, every one of them would have been within the terms of the contract to simply tell me to lose the towel. Thankfully, though, the bedroom was empty. Peter had done his job while I was in the bathroom, a clean set of bed linen had been fitted, and there wasn’t a crease in sight.

I had to hustle. I only had fifteen minutes to sort out my hair and makeup, choose what to wear, and get dressed. Nowhere near enough time to get everything done. I’d spent far too long in the bathroom. Being fashionably late was not an option. I extended the lingerie and dress rails, and my hands flew along as I made my selections. Given they wanted a summer dress, and all those on the rail had spaghetti straps, I grabbed a white strapless bra. It wasn’t quite as lacy as the black set, but it would show a hint of areola through the design. The matching panties were high cut on the legs, and rather than add a garter belt, I went with hold-up stockings. Almost as an afterthought, I added a nice lace half-slip. The dress was also mainly white but with a print pattern of large purple flowers. That was a nod toward Steve because I knew he liked purple. Or rather, he liked to undress me out of something purple. Each to their own, I guess.

Putting the underwear on took seconds, and I pulled on a pair of white sandals and then sat down to sort out my hair. Makeup would have to be confined to just a dash of lippy and a hint of blusher. I didn’t have time to do my eyes or be more sophisticated. My hair was going to have to be down, too. I had time to thoroughly brush it, but not enough time to run the high-end straighteners thoughtfully provided.

There was a polite tap on the door. “Two minutes.”

“Thank you.” I’d expected it to be Steve calling me. The fact it was David was a surprise. Still, it was a way of reminding me they were all there. Quite a subtle way, really. Pulling the dress on over my head, I gave my appearance a quick once over and knew it would have to do. You can’t give a woman only three-quarters of an hour to get ready and expect the sophisticated woman about town look. I’d need at least twice as long, and that’s without the extra time I’d needed to clean out my pussy. Speaking of which, the soreness after the event had gone now, the warm water of the shower soothing it away. My jaw had relaxed, so that didn’t ache anymore. I might be dressed sexier than I’d have liked and definitely less sophisticated than I’d have wanted, but I was ready to face my husband’s bosses once more. Thoughts of Justin brought a momentary pang of guilt, but it wasn’t like I was doing this behind his back.

Opening the door, I walked through just in time to see Frank carrying a large platter of Canadian steaks out to the terrace.  Martin was following him, carrying a plate piled high with buns. Steve waved to me through the window from the seating in the shady part of the terrace. I could see everything was set for lunch, condiments surrounding a huge bowl of Salad. It appeared these guys knew how to eat and eat well. Nor did they always go for the catered or five-star dining experience. On cue, my stomach rumbled.

* * * *

I hated to admit it, but I relaxed over lunch. These guys were clearly comfortable with each other. I don’t just mean in the context of gangbanging their current favorite—me. No, I mean genuinely comfortable. The conversation topics during lunch covered a whole range of subjects. Even when they were talking shop, they tried to involve me in the conversation. If things got too technical, then they adroitly changed the subject to something I could contribute to. They were masters at the game, and even if some of the jokes verged on the ribald, they kept me laughing along, too.

Finally, though, lunch wound down, and I assumed it was my duty to clean up. I started to reach to gather the plates, but Steve put his hand out and gently stopped me.

“Frank and Martin cooked, so it’s down to Peter and David to clear up.”

“Oh, I see.” I smiled at Frank and then tried to include Martin within range of it. “Thank you for a lovely meal. Those steaks were superb.”

Frank shrugged. “I’m glad you enjoyed them. I kind of have an addition to Canadian steaks, so when it’s my turn in the kitchen, it’s what I tend to cook. Luckily for you, it’s someone else’s turn later. Although knowing Steve, it’ll be catered and delivered.”

“Seeing as those two cooked and these two are on clean up, what does that leave you to do?” I blushed a little, knowing I already knew the answer to that question. They’d all had recovery time, so one of them to attend to me was almost a given.

“You.” Steve just grinned as my blush deepened. The others found my reaction hysterically funny.

I swallowed hard, imagining all kinds of scenarios that involved Steve getting me naked and then fucking me in front of his colleagues. After all, I’d only blown him earlier. He had to want more than that.

He reached for and took my hand, guiding me to stand. We turned and headed for the open door. I could feel four pairs of eyes boring into my butt as I walked. I thought about trying to put a bit extra into my walk, just for their benefit, but by the time I’d decided to do that, we were already inside, and they couldn’t see.

I was surprised when Steve led me across the room and past the couches. I was even more surprised when he led me into the bedroom and then closed the door behind me. I sat on the side of the bed, and Steve smiled as he sat down beside me.

“Denise, relax, okay?”

“Easier to say than do.”

“Look, let me spell out something for you.”

“Okay…?”

“We all like what happened this morning. You were magnificent. I hope you enjoyed it too. You certainly seemed to, at least on the physical level.”

My blush fired up again, and I realized I could do nothing other than nod my agreement. Having cum three times before lunch, I could hardly deny my body had enjoyed it.

“I guess you assumed that after lunch, you’d get ravaged by all of us again?”

Once more, I nodded, knowing my eyes were as wide as saucers.

“It’s not how it works. Never has been, never will be. Yes, over these three days, you’re going to find yourself in demand. However, while there might be a little bit more group action, it’s not all of the time. As directors, we all have responsibilities. We play hard because we work damned hard. While I’m in here with you, Peter and Daivnd will load the dishwasher and then retreat out onto the terrace to join the other two. Frank and Martin will already have their laptops out and be dealing with e-mails. Once they’re all caught up, they’ll probably be brainstorming strategies or talking through other business decisions. Once we’re done in here, I’ll be joining them in that.”

“Oh, I see.”

“I suggest you consider putting on a bikini and jumping in the hot tub then, and when one of the others fancies some action, he’ll come and fetch you. That’s likely to be the pattern for the afternoon until dinner.”

“And after dinner?”

I had to ask the question, even though I was pretty sure of the answer.

“Then it’ll be time for us to relax and for you to, let’s say, entertain us.”

I shuddered, and Steve took my hand. “Don’t worry, even after the entertainment, it won’t be another gangbang. Not twice in one day. We wouldn’t do that to you. Don’t want to wear you out. In any case, some of us, me included, need to go home for the night. I don’t think this bed is big enough for five snoring elephants and an elegant gazelle.”

I couldn’t help it. I giggled at the image Steve had just planted in my mind. That was just too delicious, even if it did involve way too many legs. No, I wasn’t happy about being, as he put it, the entertainment, but at least I wouldn’t have five randy men all after a piece of me all through the night.

I looked at him. “As my appointed mentor, is that why you’re the one in here with me?”

He looked a little sheepish. But nodded. Then he chuckled. “Just remember one thing.” He leaned in and kissed my cheek. “Peter was Alison’s mentor.”

I gasped and stared at him in horror. Given how dominant Peter tended to behave and his penchant for restraints, something David shared, I could only wonder how that conversation had progressed.

“For private information, yes, you’re probably not far off the mark. Alison was tied to the four corners of the bed, stark naked, while he tickled her nipples with a feather while he was telling her this.”

I shuddered again, unable to stop myself from reacting to that thought. I could picture Steve’s petite wife like that, even though I’d never actually seen her naked. I could imagine Peter talking to her as he circled the tip of her nipple with the soft, teasing brush of a feather.

“I didn’t think you were supposed to tell your partner…”

Steve shrugged. “You’re not supposed to say much, but remember, I’ve worked with Peter for a long time, and there were two other women in between Alison and you. They didn’t work out, or their husbands didn’t. Peter told me what he’d done to my wife as a suggestion of how to treat them.  When he realized I wouldn’t do that, he didn’t give me that suggestion for you. David gave a different one.”

“Oh?”

Steve grinned. “Rub you to a frenzy through your clothing, then rip your panties off and use them as a gag before I said anything. The fact they haven’t heard any screams or muffled screams of passion tells them I didn’t do that.”

I forced a smile. “Thank you for that.”

He shrugged. “There would have been no malice in it. We all want to enjoy this interlude, but we also want to make sure you do, too.”

“Being gagged with my own underwear isn’t something I think I’d enjoy.”

“Possibly not, but being gagged with your wet underwear because you just came in them is something you probably should try. Something I expect you’ll be trying it before the three days are over.”

I shivered again, knowing David and Peter, one or other or even both of them, would be doing something very like that before the time was up. I doubted I’d get any say in the matter. My hands would probably be cuffed or otherwise restrained at the time.

“Look, Denise, Alison was always at her most kittenish, her most demanding when she came home from a session with Peter or David. Yes, I used the calendar app to track who was with my wife. Just as Justin does. You have got to learn to relax and go with the flow. Okay?”

I took a deep breath. “Okay.”

“Good, now I think there’s something I want.”

“Oh, and what might that be?”

I was giggling as he simply leaned closer, placed one hand on my shoulder, and pushed me back onto the bed.


Chapter 6

Even as I bounced slightly on the bed, Steve’s face was closing on mine. His lips met mine in a gentle caress. I closed my eyes and relaxed further, letting my body settle back as he deepened the kiss. His lips parted, his tongue flicked out, and I opened my own mouth to accommodate his tongue. One of his arms went around the back of my head, his hand keeping my head turned toward him. His other hand dropped to my thigh, stroking softly over the top of the stocking.

Without breaking the kiss, he shifted his body, getting closer to me and more over me than beside me. That allowed him to move his arm from above my head and bring his hand around to cup my breast. I hissed at the contact, arching my back to press a little more of my breast flesh into his palm. My nipples were hardening inside the bra, while lower down, I was starting to feel hot and a little puffy. His hand remained on the stocking-covered part of my leg, not sliding higher, but not still either.

After a few more moments of making out like that, he broke the kiss and lifted up. As my eyes opened, I could see he was looking down at my body, watching what his hands were doing. He dragged his gaze up past his hand on my breast, then looked me full in the face.

“I think you should lose the dress before it gets too creased or too sweaty.”

I swallowed hard and then smiled at him. “You want to take it off me, or…?” I left the last bit unsaid.

“Please take it off, yourself. Slowly.” He chuckled. “Get a little practice in for after dinner.”

I glared at him. “That was a mood-killing comment if ever there was one.” I pushed myself up onto my elbows and, from there, back into a sitting position. Steve remained sprawled on the bed, but he brought one hand up for his fingers to trace a soft, serpentine path down from my neck to the top of the back of the dress. I shuddered under the contact as his fingers tickled my exposed skin.

“I can think of a way to make it up to you.”

“You can?” I was being arch, and he knew it.

“Lose the dress first, and I’ll show you exactly what I mean.”

I rose to my feet, took two steps away, and then turned and faced him once more. My back was to the bedroom door, and I’d made sure it was still closed. If any of them decided to watch, there wasn’t anything I could do about it, but still, there was reassurance in the fact the door remained shut.

The dress didn’t have a zip or anything. It just went on and off over your head. I couldn’t think of a way to do that in a particularly sexy way. I could either face him and strip it off or be coquettish and turn my back before lifting it up and over my head. Given the raunchy events of the morning, there didn’t seem any point in being coy.

I smiled as I bent forward a little, far enough that my hands could gather the hem of the dress. As I straightened up, the dress rose, exposing more of my thighs. It wasn’t particularly short, but as I continued to raise my hands, the tops of my stockings came into view. I watched Steve’s face, seeing he was concentrating on each inch of revelation as it happened. He licked his lips as bare thigh appeared above the tops of the stockings. I had a pretty good idea of what he was planning. Given what he’d said to me about making up for his accidental buzz killer, that only reinforced my opinion. I tried not to shiver and continued to draw the dress higher and higher. I watched his expression closely, seeing him break into a smile the moment the front of my panties came into view. Although they were lace, they weren’t anything like as see-through as the black ones this morning. I’m not sure if I saw the flash of disappointment cross his face or if that had been my imagination. In any case, I continued lifting the dress before letting go with one hand and then crossing my arms to be able to pull the dress clear.

As the dress cleared my breasts, I lost sight of Steve as the bottom of my dress covered my face. I kept pulling, knowing I was vulnerable for a moment. However, Steve stayed right where he was, watching me as the dress finally cleared the top of my head, and I slid it up my arms and off. The half-slip dropped back into place from where it had been rucked up around my waist.

“Nice choices.”

I deliberately gave him a little curtsey. That must have looked ridiculous, given I didn’t have anything other than the half-slip to entwine my fingers in.

Steve laughed, then motioned for me to move closer. I guess the time for the tease was over.

He circled my waist with one arm, then leaned backward, dragging me with him. I ended up on top of him and, for balance, had to shift my legs to either side of his. Straddling him like that exposed my butt to his hands. One of them immediately grabbed an ass cheek and started rubbing it. I shuddered as my own arousal started to rise once more. His free hand searched for and found the catch on my strapless bra. I knew it wouldn’t take him long, but in very short order, the cups loosened around my breast, a sure telltale he’d undone it. If I lifted up, the bra would stay put, sliding off me so I was topless.

Steve lifted his head for a kiss, and I closed my eyes as the kiss deepened. As his tongue teased at my lips, I playfully kept mine shut until he did it again. This time I opened wide and sucked hungrily on his tongue.

The kiss was simply a distraction, designed to get me to close my eyes. Once I wasn’t watching, Steve simply rolled over, putting me underneath him. As I gasped in surprise, his hand snaked between us to grab the bra and pull it down. The loosened garment slid down onto my stomach and, from there, all the way off. He tossed it behind us, and I heard it hit the wall with a soft, slithering thud.

He lowered his mouth to kiss my neck just underneath and to the side of my chin. It was one of those special points, and I moaned as I tilted my head to give him room to plunder the erogenous zone right there. His hand, having disposed of my bra, now cupped my breast, squeezing my hardened nipple back into the soft flesh surrounding it. The hand he’d originally had on my butt was now on my hip and working its way around to the front.

Tilting my head back further, I moaned as his lips slid lower. I thought he was going for my breasts, but Steve had a different target. Since our position had been me straddling him, when he rolled us over, my legs were far apart, with my knees steepled. He was between them, and he had no intention of relinquishing that advantage. He bypassed my breasts with his mouth, working his way down over my stomach as he slid off the side of the bed. Before I was absolutely certain of his intention, he was already there. His lips planted a firm kiss on my thigh as he scrabbled the half-slip out of the way. Then without pausing, his lips found my pussy through my panties, and he planted another kiss on my lace-covered slit.

I panted for air and writhed underneath him, but his position, with his weight still on top of my lower body, stopped me from escaping the onslaught. Within seconds, I wouldn’t have tried to escape. Steve was, as he’d proved before, amazing with his mouth. I was shuddering and softly moaning as he ground his face into my crotch. His lips were never still, working all over the front of my panties. Now nuzzling at my slit, now seeking my clit, and sometimes even working lower as if he was searching for my ass. His hands rose to the inside of my thighs, pushing my legs further apart. Now he could fully access my tender thighs, and he rained kisses down all over the soft, delicate flesh.

I groaned, a much louder sound this time, my passions rising toward an inevitable peak. Steve was taking me there, and there was nothing I wanted to do to stop it. Nothing I could do. Now he had my legs where he wanted them. His hands slid up my body. Following the indentation of my waist, they slid in and up, his fingers forming almost into claws as he searched for and found my breasts. HE cupped and squeezed them, squashing my nipples against his palms, but he didn’t stay still. That contact dragged my nipples around, stimulating them as I started to moan again and again. His mouth returned to its prize, rubbing and chewing at and teasing the front of my panties right above my slit.

My psyche couldn’t take it, and the orgasm bubbled up, bursting over me like a wave. I wasn’t sure if the other guys out on the terrace would have heard me, but in that moment, I didn’t fucking care. I wanted the reward Steve had promised me. Wanted what he’d promised and had just delivered.

I sank back onto the bed spent, my chest heaving as I gulped in air.

Steve chuckled, but he wasn’t done. After all, he had yet to climax himself. His hands slid back down my body, gathered the waistband of the half-slip, and pulled. Seconds later, that was flying through the air to land in the general vicinity of my bra. His hands returned to my waist, this time entangling in the waistband of my last piece of underwear.

The soaked panties slid down, and I lifted my feet to the edge of the bed to lever my butt off the bed to allow him to draw them off. I expected them, too, to join the rest of my discarded clothing. Steve had a gleam in his eye. I didn’t make the connection between our earlier conversation and the fact he still had my damp, no, wet underwear in his hand.

He pressed them under my nose, the smell of my arousal, my climax filling my nostrils.

“Open up, sweetheart. Open up.”

I whimpered and tried to shake my head, but Steve simply brought his free hand up in front of my face and mimed squeezing my nose shut. If he’d done that, I’d have been forced to open my mouth to breathe. Steve was at least letting me make the choice to do it for myself. Given I was desperate for air at that moment, there was no point in resisting. I let my lips part, my teeth slowly open, and as quick as a flash, Steve pushed the disgusting garment into my mouth.

He pushed and prodded until virtually the whole garment was inside, and as I gagged on the taste of my own juices, he simply brought a finger up underneath my chin and pushed my mouth closed. It was a horrendous feeling, something I’d never felt before. Oddly, though, it was making me hot again. I’d only just cum, but I was heading back to the same clouds.

“Keep them there.”

Up to press, Steve hadn’t been commanding with me, but this time, his words were clearly an order. I swallowed, taking down even more of my own taste, but forced a nod. My saliva was soaking into the panties, releasing even more of my liquor into my mouth. It might be diluted with my saliva, but the taste was still there.

Taking his eyes off my face, Steve lowered his head back to what was now exposed territory. I bucked against him as his mouth made contact with my slit. This time, there was nothing in the way, nothing between him and his prize. My head rolled from side to side as he continued to torment me. Sometimes he just kissed it, sometimes thrust his tongue as far inside as he could go, and sometimes he isolated my clit and circled it with his tongue. His hands weren’t idle either. He used the fingers of one hand to pry me open while his other hand teased my nipples. This time, his fingers were working directly on my nipples, tweaking, pinching, and pulling them for all they were worth.

Such treatment, even with the improvised gag, was devastating in the speed with which it drove me up and then over the cliff. I tried to scream as my orgasm hit, but the panties were too effective a gag for much noise to escape my mouth.

I don’t think I blacked out, but when I was finally compos mentis, Steve had removed the panties from my mouth and was gently massaging my jaw.

“See, I told you you’d enjoy the experience.”

“Bastard.” There was no real feeling in my epithet, and Steve laughed as he slid his naked body between my legs, his hands grasping my calves and lifting my legs up past the horizontal.

Wait! Naked? When had he stripped? I guess maybe I had blacked out for a moment. Long enough for Steve to prepare himself for what he was now about to do. The kinky bastard hadn’t even let me take my stockings and sandals off! Not that such a thing had been unusual over the last few weeks. They all seemed to enjoy that particular kink.

By the time Steve had me positioned how he wanted me, he had my legs vertical and splayed out to the sides. He held my ankles there as he stared down at my conveniently tilted pelvis. He moved closer, and I felt the tip of his cock press against my thigh and then slide across my naked skin until it bumped against my mound a couple of inches above my entrance. He tried again, with a similar result. It was clear he needed a hand to gain entry, so I slipped my hand down over my body and between my legs. As my fingers wrapped around his dick, I deliberately squeezed it until he gasped. I grinned up into his face.

“Why, thank you, Denise. Some help is definitely appreciated.”

“Anything for you, lover boy.” My answering quip made him chuckle, and I pulled him forward, positioning his end by feel as much as anything else against my slit. He pushed forward as I let go, parting my outer labia as I arched my back. A moment later, he speared into me, driving all the way home in a single thrust. I grunted at the feeling, not so much painful as a little uncomfortable.

Steve was deep. The position rotated my hips and my pelvis so he could penetrate that far. As he thrust again, I grunted once more, and my pelvis jerked as I tried to react to him. As he set a regular rhythm, I lowered my hands to the bed and flattened my palms against the bedding, giving me more support. Steve held onto my legs, keeping them vertical and spread apart. He thrust harder, his balls bouncing against my soft flesh as he continued to thrust his full length into me. I’d already been wet after the earlier ministrations, so that wetness squelched every time he speared into me. I blushed a little at the noises, even though I knew they were normal.

My own passion levels rose and rose as he continued to fuck me. The position was awkward and a little rough on my back, but that little bit of extra depth made it all the better for me. I could feel the orgasm building inside me once more, and the mewling sounds leaving my lips clued Steve in, too. He wasn’t a talker, so he continued on in complete silence, broken only by the occasional grunt and gasp.

It didn’t take him long, but I felt him speed up. His impending orgasm was the trigger I needed to cum myself, and my orgasm overwhelmed both of us. He might have lasted longer if I hadn’t cum, but mine triggered his. He slammed into my throbbing, grasping pussy, and I felt him unload even as my body was still convulsing with my own climax.

After several seconds, he withdrew from my sopping-wet channel, and then he slowly lowered my legs. For a moment, I thought he was just going to drop them, but he didn’t. He lowered them a little bit at a time until they were horizontal. He continued the movement, stooping as he brought my feet to the floor. I blushed as I realized his bending like that had brought his face close to my messy slit, where I could feel our mingled juices leaking out onto my thighs.

“Thank you.”

“Thank me for what? For putting your feet on the floor, or the fuck?”

I glared at him. “The former.”

“It was nothing.” He nodded toward the bathroom door. “I think we both need a shower. I suggest you first.”

“Oh, I thought you were going to suggest both together?” My comment was deliberately arch, and Steve chuckled.

“Nah, sweetheart. It’ll give me time to change the sheets.”

“Oh.” It appeared none of them expected me to change the bed after I’d been fucked. This morning it had been Peter after the gangbang. This time, Steve was clearing up after himself. It was a consideration I hadn’t had to worry about before. It struck me then what the difference was between normal days in the condo and this time. This time, they were all here, and they weren’t prepared to share the mess. It made sense under these circumstances. I wondered how many sets of bedding were going to be changed today. I also wondered who actually did the laundry. I giggled at the thought of Steve taking the dirty sheets home to my friend his wife, Alison.

Steve noticed my look and raised an eyebrow but said nothing. In any case, if he’d asked what I’d suddenly found amusing, I wouldn’t have told him. I knew they were both tasked to mentor me, but I didn’t think washing the sheets after her husband had fucked me on them was even close to part of the mentoring process.


Chapter 7

Finding myself with the rest of the afternoon free had been a surprise. Since they’d already said the gangbang had been a one-time thing, at least on this visit to the condo, I’d expected them to come to me, or should that be for me, one at a time with only short gaps in between. Instead, after Steve had let me shower and then took a shower himself while I looked after myself, I was free until close to dinner time. That wasn’t what Steve had said, but I guess they all found something work-related that was important enough.

It wasn’t really free time. No, they were ordering in an early dinner, and they wanted me dressed up for it. Dressed to thrill. The whole works. Hair in a sophisticated updo with bangs, my face made up, my lips glossed, and a very sexy dress. It went without saying the underwear under the dress had to be really sexy, too. Lace, and barely there as well as the obvious, coordinated. I’d worn black to start the day and then white, which I gather had been Steve’s idea. I think he had a bit of a kink about white, almost bridal underwear. This time around, I’d been told to go with pastel-colored lingerie but go the whole hog, a full slip, as well as bra, panties, and garter belt. The stockings were to be white, but the underwear was pastel. Looking along the rail, I had choices, something I wasn’t sure I should have expected. There was a baby blue set and a pink set. Both had the requisite full slip to match. The blue, though, the slip was thinner, lacier, and generally sexier. That meant I’d pick the blue. In any case, when I held up the pink lingerie in front of me in the bathroom mirror, the outfit looked a bit washed out. I wasn’t going to present myself in something insipid.

In any case, why would they be specifying my underwear if they weren’t going to see it? Whatever happened after dinner, or, hell, during dinner, the dress would be coming off, followed by the rest of the outfit. I didn’t fancy eating in the nude surrounded by five fully dressed men, but if it came down to it, I’d have to do it. I choked back a giggle. I’d just assumed they’d be fully dressed. I didn’t actually know I wouldn’t be surrounded by five bobbing erect cocks while I tried to eat.

From what Steve had said, that was an unlikely situation. Seeing as they were all highly competitive animals, I was certain the more likely scenario had them competing for each item of my clothing after dinner, not during. In one respect, the idea of that competition was better than the other possibility. That was more horrifying. I wasn’t a stripper, and I’d never harbored the fantasy of being one. Alison had let more slip in our couple of meetings where we’d been able to talk than she’d realized. She’d been required to do a striptease for the group when she’d been in my position. I knew that was probably on the cards, but I wanted to put that off for as long as possible.

Having decided on the blue underwear, it was time to work my way along the other rail and find a dress to wear over the top. They’d specified long and sexy, and there were several dresses that met that criteria. The problem was matching the color of the dress to the color of the underwear. At the same time, I couldn’t wear any of the backless dresses or the deep plunge front dresses because of the specified underwear. It would spoil the look if large swatches of the slip were visible through the openings of the dress. That left me with a choice of two in the end. A long black one that swept the floor, even while I was wearing heels. What made it sexy was the long side split all the way up onto my thigh. It would show the bottom portion of the slip and a bit of my stocking top, but only while I was walking. Still, it was black and wasn’t a perfect match to the baby blue. That left the navy dress. Although this was a little shorter, it still qualified as a long dress. What made it sexy, though, was the way the skirt was cut in a fringe. Some cuts were only a few inches, no higher than my knees. However, every third cut ran a good twelve inches above my knee. Every movement would reveal my slip through the dress. When I sat down in it, many of those slits would open out, exposing the underlayer. Some of the slits were even longer, running almost as high as the tops of my legs. There were four of those extremely long ones. Two on the front of my legs and two at the back. Without a slip, I’d be showing a hell of a lot of leg.

Given the requirement for the evening, the dress was perfect. The top was quite modest, not showing too much cleavage and, importantly, not showing off the lace of the slip.

Slipping off the robe I’d been wearing since my shower, I quickly put on the underwear, including the slip, as that had to go on over my head. Then, I sat down at the dressing table to sort out my hair. Given the style they’d specified, I needed a lot of time to get that right. As I worked on my hair, realization dawned, and I blushed bright red. They’d specified this hair updo because it was an exact match of how I’d done my hair for the last company Xmas party. These bastards knew exactly what they doing. Just as they had the night of the Xmas party, making their selection of their next plaything.

I mumbled an expletive and then took a deep breath before continuing to work on sweeping my hair up. I wonder if they realized I needed about a dozen hairpins to hold it in place. Pins that would be very sharp if I decided to use them as weapons. I sighed to myself. That was a fantasy, sticking them with these pins, one I couldn’t live out. I let myself smile. The idea was a comforting one.

Leaving the fantasy world behind, I concentrated on my hair. It didn’t take that much longer, and then I stepped into the dress and pulled it up. It wasn’t a cut that would have made my first-choice list for myself. It was a bit too form-fitting for my taste. The fringed skirt would have put me off, but as I stood in front of the full-length mirror in the bathroom and swayed my hips from side to side, I had to admit it did look extraordinarily good. Not just sexy, off-the-scale sexiness. What made the dress that good, though, was the slip. Seeing the pale blue translucent lace when any of the slits opened up just added to an air of mystery. Since they weren’t opaque, you could see a hit of my skin and the shape of my legs through the lace, too. It really was an effective take on sexiness, one I wouldn’t have dreamt of. Susanna deserved a thank you for picking this dress for me. Well, she would have if it wasn’t for the fact I was wearing this for five men to leer at and then strip me from. Or strip myself from in front of them, one or the other.

I had a few minutes left to debate whether to emerge from the bedroom and let them see my choice of wardrobe or stay where I was ‘til the last possible minute. The former showed confidence, the latter would build their expectation. It was a simple toss-up as to which would be the better option.

The door buzzer sounded, echoing through the bedroom walls. I guessed that was the food delivery, although I hadn’t heard the entry phone being used. That made the decision for me. What would a delivery guy make of the fact there was one lone woman, dressed to the nines, here with five men? He’d assume I was a pro and that I was here for one thing only. I shuddered. The only thing that would be wrong with that assumption would be my professional status. The rest… well, that would be true.

I blushed and almost cried out as the truth hit me. I was wrong. All of his assumptions would be right. I was effectively prostituting myself here. Okay, not as in street corner hooker or high-class call girl, but not much different than the last of those. I bit my lip and forced myself not to cry. Things had suddenly got intense, in emotional terms.

I heard the door open, a short, quiet conversation where I couldn’t hear the words, and then the door shut again. A couple of minutes later, there was a soft knock on the door.

“Dinner has been delivered.”

“Thank you.” I thought my voice sounded far too weak. The last thing I wanted was for Frank to decide I wasn’t feeling good. I cleared my throat and repeated myself. “Thank you. I’ll be out in a minute.” That was better, much stronger.

I took a couple of deep breaths and gave myself a final once over in the mirror before moving to the door. I wondered if they would all be watching and waiting for me to emerge. Maybe that, or maybe they’d be studiously avoiding looking. I’m not sure which one I wanted, the attention or the lack of it. I forced a smile to my face, opened the door, and stepped through the doorway.

It turned out I was half right. Steve, Frank, and David were looking in my direction as I stepped into view. The other two were busy dishing up dinner from the takeaway cartons piled on the kitchen counter. David nudged Martin and gestured in my direction with a nod of his head, which garnered me his attention. Steve did something similar to Peter, and I then had all five of them staring at me.

Out of devilment, I struck a pose, legs a little apart, hip shot, a hand on my hip. I knew the slits in the dress would open out to show the pale blue lace of the slip if I stood like this. Almost on cue, all five gazes dropped to my legs, and Steve pursed his lips in a soundless whistle. The others all grinned.

“You look stunning, Denise, absolutely stunning.” For once, Peter’s usually sarcastic tone carried none of that. His compliment was heartfelt and genuine. That felt good, really good, and most of my anxiety dissipated in the face of such glowing approbation.

I moved further into the room, and now I was closer. The smells of the spicy Chinese they’d ordered reached my nostrils. They flared, and for the first time, I knew I was hungry. I needed that food. Slowly, everyone turned their attention back to the food, and Steve moved close to me.

“I picked Chinese because we all like it, and I remember you telling Alison you loved it. In fact, if memory serves me correctly, ‘there’s nothing on a Chinese menu I don’t like, except maybe the banana fritters.”

I joined in with his chuckle. “Probably right, although I don’t remember saying I don’t like banana fritters. More like the sheer calorie overload in them was bad for me.”

“True, but don’t worry, we didn’t order any of them, anyway.”

“Good to hear.”

Steve was keeping the conversation light and well clear of the elephant in the room. He was giving me no clues as to what would happen after dinner as he steered me over to the dining table. He held out the chair at the head of the table for me to sit down. I raised an eyebrow in question.

“Guest of honor, sweetheart. Besides, if you sit there, you won’t have to have your head on a swivel trying to stay part of the conversation with everyone else. “

“That’s very thoughtful, thank you.”

“Don’t thank me, it was Peter’s idea.”

I twisted to look back over my shoulder. His head had come up at the mention of his name. I nodded and smiled, then returned my attention to Steve.

“We have wine, and we even have beer or water if you’d prefer?”

“Would you mind if I said water?”

“Not at all. Water it is.” He chuckled. “Best to keep a clear head for what comes after dinner.”

“Oh?” I knew he’d given me an opening, and I doubted there was anything remotely accidental about it. It was a pratfall line if ever there was one. Still, I had to ask. “So what exactly is going to come after dinner?”

“You sweetheart, you.”

I glared at him, but I could feel the heat rising to my face as I colored up. Behind me, I could hear the soft chuckles from the others. I’d been right, it had been a setup line, and I’d sprung the trap on myself.

“Would you be happy with chopsticks?” I’d seen the table was set up that way. “Or would you prefer a fork? Nobody would think less of you if you wanted one.”

“I’m fine with chopsticks.”

Steve was asking for form’s sake. After a couple of Chinese meals as a foursome with him, Jsutin, Alison, and me, he already knew the answer. Still, it was polite to ask, and it was a courtesy I’d expect from Steve outside of this current scenario. Within the condo, probably not so much. Still, he’d asked.

That was the end of the private conversation between me and the mentor assigned to me. The others bustled up carrying loaded platters, which looked like a feast for ten, not just the six of us. The smells were divine, and I could see everything looked like it had been cooked to perfection. I made a mental note to ask which takeaway Steve had ordered from, but I wasn’t sure he had. There were a couple of high-end, exclusive Chinese restaurants along the lakeshore. It stood to reason these guys would have an in. They probably didn’t do takeout for most of their guests, let alone people who lived right across the other side of the city.

It was a help-yourself feast, a smorgasbord of dishes of all types. There was even a platter piled high with rice. Dishes of noodles and every meat dish you could imagine. The dining table was big enough to sit twelve, or even fourteen at a pinch, although there were only chairs for twelve. Even so, the surface of the table was covered with food.

I tried to keep involved in the conversation, but there wasn’t much talking. I guess everyone was more interested in the food. Certainly, despite the giant-sized portions of everything, there wasn’t that much waste at the end of the meal.

* * * *

Steve had been sitting next to me on my left. As I started to gather plates and everything together, he restrained my arm with a gentle touch. “We’ll clear up. You can either sit still or…” he rolled his eyes toward the bathroom through the bedroom, “… take the chance to freshen up.”

“Thank you. I’ll take that opportunity.”

“Good. Please come back to the table when you return.”

I gave him a level look. He’d just told me their competitive streaks were about to emerge again. Whatever was going to happen would occur around the table, and whatever it involved, I knew it would involve me losing my clothes somewhere along the line. Still, at least I was getting the chance to use the facilities and, hopefully, completely get out of clearing away after the meal. The table was definitely a mess.

Rising to my feet, I walked through into the bedroom and from there into the bathroom. Ten minutes later, knowing I couldn’t delay any longer, I emerged to discover my fate. I was pleasantly surprised to see the table's surface had been cleaned and polished in the time since I’d last seen it. The surface positively gleaned, although seeing the pack of cards and several stacks of poker chips strategically placed around the table made my heart sink.

“You want me to play poker with a group of card sharks like you?”

Everyone else chuckled, with Maritn in particular finding that hilarious.

“No, sweetheart, we’re going to play, but I’m afraid you get to earn your keep for the evening.”

“Oh, how?” The innocent, almost vapid delivery of the question made them all laugh out loud this time. My put-on accent told them I wasn’t raising a real objection.

“You get to wait table for us.”

I frowned, not really happy with how this would pan out, but there wasn’t an objection I could raise. I wouldn’t just be waiting table. No, that much was obvious. Wandering hands would make sure I did far more than just wait on them.

Peter opened up one of the large cupboards next to the kitchen, revealing a whole cornucopia of drinks, and when he opened the lower door, that revealed a drop-down bar and, behind that, a plethora of glasses.

“Sweetheart, the bar is yours. If you want anything, just help yourself. You don’t have to ask.” Peter chuckled. “We won’t even make you pay a forfeit for each drink.”

That was more like the Peter I’d come to know. I’m not sure he meant to demean me with everything he said, but he often had that effect.

“Well, gentlemen, what would you like to drink?”

Peter surprised me by helping himself to a neat scotch before taking his seat at the table. I’d expected him to be the first one to want me to serve him. I was also sure he’d be the first one to run his hand up my leg as I leaned over him. It appeared that wasn’t going to be the case.

David and Maritn both ordered a scotch on the rocks. Steve asked for a Bud while Frank ordered a straight gin and tonic with plenty of ice.

I walked over to the bar and grabbed the glasses I needed, then turned to look back over my shoulder at Steve. “You want a glass for that beer?” I immediately noticed they were all staring at my ass. I knew the dress was tight, but obviously, it outlined my butt even more than I’d realized. I tried not to blush while I waited for Steve to answer.

“Just the bottle is good. By the way, the beer is in the refrigerator. The ice machine on the counter should be full, too.”

I smiled a thank you and walked behind the kitchen counter. The refrigerator was indeed well stocked with beer. Several different ones, but the Buds were clearly the most numerous. I snagged one, then picked up a small ice bucket, emptied a couple of dozen ice cubes from the ice maker, and sauntered back to the bar. If they wanted a show, then this was the show they were going to get. It didn’t take long to sort out the whiskeys, but it took me a couple of moments to locate the stock of tonic water in the cupboard below the bar. I had to bend to pick up a bottle. I caught the intake of breath from behind me, so I immediately knew Frank’s choice of drink had been deliberate. He, at least, was the one staring at my ass. Maybe all of them were. No doubt he, and possibly everyone else, would be ordering more drinks with mixers as the evening wore on.

I was surprised when I delivered the first round of drinks without incident. I’d expected someone to at least run their hand over my ass or up my stocking-covered leg. They did nothing of the kind, acting as perfect gentlemen, right down to the thank you accompanied by a smile or a nod. I knew it wouldn’t last.

Steve nodded to where one of the stools at the breakfast bar had been turned so its back was to the counter. It didn’t take any kind of a genius to work out that’s where they wanted me to sit when I wasn’t busy. Of course, getting up onto the stool without flashing either slip or leg was impossible. I wasn’t even sure I could sit on such an elevated seat without flashing, either. I gave him a pout, but he just grinned and repeated his nod.

With an exaggerated sigh that brought a couple of chuckles from among them, I walked, or rather strutted, over to the stool. They wanted willing and enthusiastic participation, their words, not mine. To me, that included playing up to them during the preliminaries. I put everything into that short strut, rolling my butt and making it dip and sway to the absolute maximum. I could feel the pressure of their eyes burning into my back. When I reached the stool, I spun around as quickly as I could, trying to catch some of them staring. They all were. I realized why a second later. The sudden spin had made the lightweight strips of fabric fly out, exposing rather more of the slip than I’d intended. I bit my lip and tried to prevent myself from blushing at the exposure, but the heat in my cheeks, coupled with their grins, told me I hadn’t managed to suppress it.

I glared daggers at them as I boosted myself backward up onto the stool. My legs stretched with the movement, and I had to lift one foot onto a rung to help. Immediately the slits in the dress split open on that side, especially the longest slit, the one that came to the top of my thigh. If I hadn’t been wearing the slip, the view would have been obscene. I shuddered at the thought. It would be obscene later, especially if they insisted on me losing the slip before losing the dress. Or at least taking the dress and slip off, and then putting the dress back on. That kind of kink was something I wouldn’t put past them.

Once I had settled on the stool, I crossed my legs, knowing their attention was still centered on me. Of course, the separate parts of the dress spread apart, exposing more and more of the pale blue of the slip. I didn’t need telling why they’d picked this as the place for me to sit. None of them had their back to me, so any of the five of them only had to glance up, and I was right in their eyeline.

As if on an unspoken signal, they all turned their attention away from me and back to the table. Frank picked up the cards and shuffled and dealt. I wasn’t a fan of poker, but I knew enough to know they were playing old-fashioned draw poker and not the more modern variations.

They didn’t hang about. They played fast and tight. On the very rare occasion when Justin played cards with his friends, the pace was easy, and there was a lot of banter, joking, and smiling. Here, there was none of that. I rarely saw one of them crack a smile, and there was literally no banter. It was a serious game, and they were all playing to win.

That’s not to say none of them looked at me. They all did, and frequently too. It was as if I was the eye candy, and they wanted to make sure they got a good look at me before the game turned serious for me. Since they weren’t talking, I didn’t either. I just watched them. Part of me was watching for an empty glass, a signal that the guy wanted a refill. Part of me was watching, fascinated by the sheer concentration on offer around the table.

Peter was the first to drain his glass and lift it in my direction. I wasn’t surprised when they all stopped playing and watched as I dismounted from the stool. I’d flashed both slip and leg as I climbed onto the stool. I flashed even more as I climbed down. At least I made sure not to move too quickly this time, not wanting another repeat of the skirt flaring out like that. I sauntered toward the table, not far, but far enough to put movement into my hips. I knew they were all watching as I walked around to Peter and smiled at him.

“Same again?”

“Please. Don’t leave yourself out, you know. There’s plenty for you to choose from.”

“Thank you, but for the moment, I’m good.”

Peter chuckled. “Until you’re bad, really, really bad.”

I glared at him as he deliberately took me the wrong way. Turning, I headed back to the bar to refill his glass. As I walked away from the table, I knew they were all watching me, so I put a lot into the walk once more. I guessed, probably correctly, that they’d want that all night. Even, or especially, when I was wearing less.

Once I’d made his drink, I headed back to him and put the glass down on the coaster next to him. Peter nodded his thanks, and I stayed there for a couple of seconds, still expecting him to reach out his hand and touch me. He didn’t, which surprised me no end. Rather than walk away, I decided to ask a question.

“What are you playing for.”

Peter chuckled. “Poker chips.”

“No, what are they worth?”

“Well, the red ones are worth ten dollars, the blue ones fifty dollars, and the white ones one hundred dollars.”

I let out a soft and tuneless whistle. “Those are high stakes. What are the green and black ones worth?”

Peter chuckled again, and this time, the others joined in. I wasn’t surprised to hear that. I’d guessed I was the center of attention, even if, as yet, not a physical form of attention.

“Well, sweetheart, if someone wins a green chip, they get to keep you close.”

“Ah.” That explained why nobody had touched me yet. Nobody had put a green chip into the pot.

“Are you sure you want to know what a black chip is for?”

I licked my lips and nodded, knowing he wanted me to ask him to explain further.

“The black chip means the winner collects an item of your clothing of his choice, either out here or in private.”

I gave him a mock glare, turned on my heel, and walked the long way back to my stool. The others were grinning, but Peter was grinning the widest of all. As I sat down on the chair, I watched as Peter nonchalantly put two white chips in as an opening bet and then added a green one. He was looking straight at me as he did so, and I could feel the blush rising to my cheeks. I guess my turn on the stool was about up. I doubted once the winner of this hand claimed his prize, I’d be lucky to get away from the table at all.

I’d just sat down when Martin waggled his empty glass at me. That meant another performance as I climbed down from the stool and walked around the other side of the table. Once Martin’s glass was refilled, Steve waved his empty bottle at me, and I had to parade into the kitchen to fetch him another beer. Of course, I ended up refilling the other two’s drinks, too, and then finally returned to my stool. All eyes were on me as I crossed my legs and arranged the skirt over my lap. I didn’t attempt to close any of the slits, if anything, deliberately widening a couple of them, exposing more underwear for their view. I caught Steve’s smile as he watched. He’d caught me doing that, but I wasn’t sure if any of the others had.

Now they played the hand out, and I waited with my bottom lip caught between my teeth. Unlike the previous ones, Peter had made sure I had an interest in this hand. I was part of the pot. My nipples had tightened a little but weren’t exactly protruding. At least they weren’t noticeable through the three layers of clothing. I didn’t think I was getting too moist either, but I knew that would change. Hell, it needed to change. There was no way I was getting away from this poker game with any clothing still remaining. No way I was getting away without getting fucked by at least one of them. That wetness was going to be necessary.

The hand seemed to stretch out. It was as if they all knew I was suffering a little anxiety, so they wanted to draw it out and torture me. Either that or time had slowed down for me. They were still playing at the same speed. I was just perceiving it differently.

Frank and Martin tossed in their cards quite early, leaving just the other three playing. I thought Steve would be the one most likely to take it easy on me, so I was kinda praying for him to win. Instead, when the cards went face up, it was David who scooped the pot. From the number of blue and white chips in the pile he scooped toward him, it had been a sizeable pot. There again, they’d all been playing to win one prize, me. David beckoned to me, and I knew the game was about to begin in earnest. It was as if they’d been waiting for me to ask the question I’d eventually asked Peter. I doubted I’d be sitting on the stool again tonight. Well, not while I was clothed or even partially clothed.

I felt like I was approaching the headsman’s block as I walked the short distance to where David sat. He was grinning like a Cheshire cat, and the others were too.

“This game is so freaking corny. Couldn’t you have come up with something better?” Although I was deliberately insulting them, I kept the tone of my voice light. Yes, it was corny, one of the most hackneyed setups I could think of, but I didn’t want them to feel too insulted.

They all laughed, and David reached out and grabbed my hand as he smiled.

“That’s as maybe, but it’s a bit of a tradition. Don’t worry. We’ll get very inventive later on.”

I swallowed hard, having a pretty good idea of what he meant. I was beginning to realize, despite Steve’s protestations to the contrary, that there was probably another gangbang in the offing later this evening. It wouldn’t be the first white lie he’d told me this afternoon. Not that this one was particularly little or white.

“Now, pick up and sort my winnings, if you will.”

He’d pulled the pile from the center of the table, but not all the way in front of him. I’d have to lean over somewhat just to gather them. That put my ass, with my dress stretched across it, right in front of him. There was no way to escape the situation. The only thing I could do was stack the chips in value order and add them to his stack. All the while letting his hands wander all over my vulnerable body. I shivered but bellied up to the table and dutifully leaned forward. At least the dress wasn’t particularly décolleté, so I wasn’t flashing everyone else my breasts. A little hint of cleavage, maybe, but not more than that.

As soon as I reached for the chips, I felt David’s hands touch my outer thighs and then slide down. Why he was moving down became obvious as his fingers found a couple of the slits in the dress and now pressed against the slip as they slid upward. He was still below the level of my stocking tops, but I knew that would change.

My breathing quickened, responding to the contact.


Chapter 8

David’s fingers pressed a little harder, but at least he wasn’t trying to push them underneath my slip. A bit of an epiphany hit at that moment. They were playing by a set of rules they hadn’t, as yet, clued me into. I was sure David wasn’t allowed by those rules to reach up inside the slip and touch my naked skin above my stockings. He was allowed to massage and caress it, but only through the thin lace of the garment.

Even with that restriction, he was working his way higher, and for a moment, I closed my eyes and let myself go with the feelings he was engendering. Certainly, a man’s touch was good for my libido, if not good for my state of mind.

With my eyes back open, I resumed sorting the poker chips. It had been an expensive hand, that was for sure. According to the numbers Peter had told me for the value of each chip, David had made upwards of two thousand dollars for that hand. Of course, the real prize wasn’t the money. For these guys, money was simply a means of keeping score. No, I was the prize. Willing and enthusiastic participation ran through my mind, the mantra reminding me that I was supposed to enjoy this. My body was. All these guys were good at what they did, but I needed to get my mind in the game, too, not just be a willing vessel for them.

I let out a soft moan, hoping David wouldn’t think it was feigned. He responded by pressing a little harder and moving a little higher as his fingers ran circles over the backs of my legs. He was close to my ass, close to my pussy, but not there. I knew I needed another word there… yet.

Once I had the chips properly sorted and added to his stack, I started to straighten up, wondering if David would stop me. He didn’t, and his hands dropped away from my body as I took a small step back from the table.

David shrugged apologetically. “My deal.”

“Ah.”

“Not the best time to win a green. Although such a win is always good.”

I gave a dutiful giggle and then looked around the table. The others were all looking at me, and I guess trying to gauge whether the flush on my cheeks was embarrassment at being treated like that in front of them or passion because David had succeeded in starting to turn me on.

David shuffled the cards and dealt them out. Even though it wasn’t the turn of the dealer to bet, he tossed the green chip back into the center of the table. I guessed each hand from here on would include either a green or a black chip. They’d simply been waiting for me to ask a question. I made a quick resolution to warn Justin that playing poker with these guys involved betting serious money. When he took his place at the table later on next year, and it was someone else’s wife in my position, he’d need to watch his gambling limits. Justin didn’t, as a rule, gamble more than nickels and dimes. At a rough estimate, there was over twenty-five thousand dollars sitting on this table. Not counting my own priceless ass. I choked back a giggle at that thought, then felt David’s hand gently feather up the back of my leg. This time, his fingers were underneath the slip. My little epiphany earlier was anything but.

Within a second or so, he was tracing patterns on my naked skin above the stocking top. I froze in place, knowing it would break the instructions I’d been given if I chose to move away from him. I tried to resist what he was doing, but I had to admit his gentle caresses were nice, and my heat was starting to build. Before all this, I’d never have believed that being felt up in front of a group of guys who knew what their friend was doing was something that would have turned me on. Sure, Justin got handsy in public occasionally, but those had a layer of anonymity shrouding his movements. Any people around us might guess, but they wouldn’t know. These guys knew. They also knew they only had to win a green chip to take David’s prize away from him.

I expected the betting to be extravagant, but as the hand played out, they all bet conservatively. It ended up with Frank and Steve facing off for the right to fondle and grope me, and all the while, Daivd’s fingers worked their way higher and higher on my leg. A couple of seconds later, just as David’s fingers reached the edge of my panties, Steve folded, leaving Frank the winner. He grinned at me and then crooked his finger. David sighed and removed his hand from under my dress.

“Next time, sweetheart. Next time, for sure.”

I shuddered. I knew what he meant. He had every intention of inserting his fingers into me the next time he won a green chip. It was a toss-up whether or not he’d be the first of them to do so.

I moved away from David and around the table to stand beside Frank. I guess I expected him to do the same as David had, to get me to collect his, albeit smaller, winnings while he played with my legs. Frank had a different idea. He simply took hold of my arm and pulled me down into his lap. I squealed but didn’t make any protest.

“Deal me out, Peter, I’m busy this hand. However…” He reached past me, grabbed the green chip, and tossed it into the middle of the table. It appeared I was now on offer for every hand. Given I was sitting on his lap and he wasn’t playing this hand, he could use both hands on me and give me his total concentration. The gleam in his eyes told me that was exactly what he intended to do.

I kept my head turned to look him in the eye, but that just made me a sucker for his next move. His head traveled the short distance between us, and he pressed his lips to mine. It was the first time anyone had kissed me since Steve had at the start of the afternoon. It was both intensely familiar and strange at the same time. His lips moved against mine, parted, and let his tongue flick out. I knew what that meant, and the mantra about willing and enthusiastic passed through my brain once more. My mouth opened, and his tongue entered it. I sucked on his tongue as his hand found my leg and traced higher. Meanwhile, the hand around my back was equally as busy, sliding around and then under my arm as I lifted my arms to wrap around his neck. That hand closed on my breast even as his other hand slid under the slip to touch my naked thigh.

This was a three-pronged assault on my psyche, much more intense than David’s had been. He’d just used one hand. He squeezed my breast, and I could feel my tight nipple tightening further. He didn’t play around with his other hand, either. That slid up my thigh and teased around the leg elastic of my panties. I moaned into the kiss and tried to bring my own tongue into play, dueling with his.

It felt like only seconds had passed, but then I heard Steve’s laughter-filled voice. “My hand, my prize. Stop hogging her.”

Frank was clearly reluctant to break the kiss. He was even more reluctant to take his hands away from my body. The way his cock had expanded against my hip told me that.

I was panting for breath after that kiss, and my core had heated during the whole exchange. I didn’t think my underwear was damp yet, but I was getting closer and closer to the point where a simple probe with a finger would expose my excitement. I had no doubt whichever one of them it was who made that discovery would make that fact public.

Frank took his hands away, and I straightened my skirt, or rather the flaps of it, as I rose to my feet. It was only a short walk around to Steve, who negligently tossed the green chip in again before patting his lap. He wanted me to sit on him rather than him pull me down onto him. In one respect, it was a way of ensuring this was still all consensual, but it was, in another way, also a little demeaning. At least he hadn’t asked me to sit astride him.

A second or so later, I found that was exactly what he had wanted. He simply grabbed my waist and twisted me. I had to hurriedly lift one leg above his legs in order to prevent a collision. Just like that, I was sitting astride him, facing everyone else.

“As you said last time. Deal me out, Frank. I think I’m going to be a little busy.”

He leaned in, ostensibly to kiss my ear, but he whispered instead. “You okay?”

I didn’t want any of the others to know I was answering him, so I waited for his hand to close around my right breast. Frank had been playing and squeezing the left one. Hissing out a low sibilant “Yes…” seemed to be in perfect timing to hide the fact it was an answer to the question.

Steve brought his other hand around and cupped my left breast, then slid it lower down my body. I shut my eyes and leaned back against him, seemingly content to let him nuzzle my neck while one of his hands fondled my breast, the other heading south.

His left hand found the high slit on the front of my dress and just brushed the two pieces of material apart. He was watching what he was doing from over my shoulder. I let my eyes lazily open and turned my gaze down so I could see, too. The view was somewhat obscene. The slit came as high as the top of my leg, and with it parted like that, a huge swathe of the slip was visible, not for long, as Steve’s nimble fingers gathered that up out of the way to reveal the naked skin of my thigh. That wasn’t visible for long as his hand immediately covered it. I moaned out loud, my back arching to press my breast into his right hand. His left hand moved, sliding more centrally until he was all but cupping my mound.

I’d wondered who would be the one to discover my panties were now wet. That question was now resolved. It was Steve, as he pressed his hand against my mound, moisture seeped out of my slit to coat the flimsy lace, the only thing separating him from my pussy.

I’m not sure if any of the others were concentrating on their game of cards because I couldn’t hear any sounds of them playing. As Steve mauled my breast and rubbed my pussy I felt my body start to shake. I couldn’t be cumming already, could I? Surely, I was nowhere near.

Steve pressed a finger along the length of my slit, and the reaction almost jackknifed me forward. Only his other arm around me, as he held my breast, stopped the movement. Steve chuckled, and I tried hard to prevent another moan from escaping my lips. I could feel how hard he was against my ass as I squirmed on his lap.

“My turn. Pass her over.”

I guess it was more or less inevitable that it was Martin who had won that hand. I wondered if they were still playing for real or if they were fixing the hands to move me around the table. It didn’t really matter.

Steve withdrew his hand and straightened the separate parts of my skirt for me before e I rose to my feet. My legs felt a little shaky but still strong enough to support me as I moved around the table. Any pretense at me serving drinks was now well and truly finished. Now, I was just the sexual toy of these men, being passed from one to the other. The only real problem was that I was starting to love being treated like this. Absolutely reveling in being the center of attention of a room full of randy men. I shouldn’t have been, but I was. At least, my body was. My mind, not so much.

I might have been fretting over what was happening, but I still smiled at Martin as I moved around to him. I expected to be doing the same as I had with the others, sitting on his lap facing away from him. Instead, Martin twisted me the other way, and I ended up straddling him to sit facing him. I glanced down, seeing he was hard. That hard cock was only a couple of inches from my mound, given the position we were in. Furthermore, the slits on the dress had opened out even more, with most of the material out to the sides, only a couple of strips draping down and trapped between my legs. The whole of my upper legs were exposed because the slip had ridden up a long way as I sat down.

Just as the others had done, I expected Martin to make a beeline for my lower body, but he was playing a different game. There was none of these snide, deal me out, I’m busy, comments. I guess that had become a given.

One of his arms snaked around my back, dropping as low as my waist and pulling my lower body tight against his. That two-inch gap between my mound and his hardness disappeared. I could feel him as the hardness pressed against me. I let out a gasp. Of course, the simple act of sliding me forward had pushed the slip higher up my legs, too, exposing more. There was very little material between us. His free hand cupped my breast, and he leaned in for a kiss. I’d pegged him as the most reticent of the five directors, but that was clearly not true as he bent me backward, pressing himself against me even as his mouth devoured mine. Out of reflex, to stop myself from falling, I grabbed the back of his neck with both hands. That simply pressed me tightly against him, with his hand between us, cupping my breast and squeezing my nipple against his palm. There might be clothes between his hand and my breast, but that didn’t matter as he pressed his hand against me. The kiss deepened, his tongue entering and plundering my mouth as I moaned around the obstruction.

I wasn’t particularly surprised when Peter called time, and as I came up for air, panting for breath, it was clear he had won me for the next hand. My legs were a little shaky as Martin helped me sit upright and then stand up. I tried to smooth the dress back down into place, but there was little point. I knew Peter would quickly have it in disarray. It wasn’t far from Martin’s chair to Peter’s as he pushed his chair back from the table. I expected I’d be sitting on his lap, but Peter had a very different idea for his time with me.

Grabbing me by the hand, he spun me around and into the gap between his chair and the table.

“Lean forward, elbows on the table.” His voice brooked no argument, so I did as he said, even as he stood up behind me and put his hands on my waist.

He chuckled at my obvious acquiescence. I wondered what he was going to do. I was pretty sure he was going further than the others had, especially as he’d had to wait this long despite having started the green chip games.

I didn’t have to wait to find out. I couldn’t see him, but I could see the others sitting back to watch. They were all grinning, so it made me wonder just how prearranged everything was. Had they deliberately made sure Peter didn’t win? I’d been too busy to keep track of the hands of poker. Maybe they’d been rigging things for Peter to go last. I didn’t have any longer to wait to find out.

Peter smoothly slid his hands down the outside of my thighs, grabbed the hem of the dress, or at least those two parts of it, and then slid back up. The dress, of course, rode up. Well, the bits where his hands were. The rest followed along as the slits did their work. As they passed the hem of the slip, Peter’s fingers grabbed that too, and within a few seconds, he had everything where he wanted it, bunched up around my waist. He was looking straight at my panty-clad ass, and the others had a pretty good view too. I could see they weren’t playing cards they wanted to watch. Whatever Peter was going to do, good or bad for me, they wanted to see it happen. I glared at Steve, the man sitting opposite me, but didn’t attempt to get free. There was no point. The mantra played in my head again, and any resistance faded away.

In any case, my body liked the idea of being in such a vulnerable position. Peter brought his hands down to my ass, cupping my cheeks and massaging gently. I was a little surprised, he’d always been the most forceful one of the group, but he was being gentle. I guess I didn’t think that through well enough. He was softening me up. Before I could process it, he took one hand away, and it descended on my ass with a tremendous bang.

Slap!

I wanted to scream and bolt upright, bring my hands around to defend myself, but I fought down the urge. Willing participation was the name of the game. Somehow, I knew, whether it was subconscious or not, I didn’t know, but somehow, I knew the spanking would stop quicker if I didn’t resist. I grunted softly and clenched my teeth.

Slap!

The other cheek got the same treatment. I jerked and grunted again but refused to give him the satisfaction of howling. My ass was on fire, he hadn’t held back, or at least if he had, I’d hate it even more if he used his full strength.

I tensed for another blow, but I heard a soft chuckle from behind me. “Just a gentle reminder, sweetheart.”

“Gentle?”

They all thought that was funny, and the chorus of laughter rang around the room. I wasn’t sure if the heat in my cheeks was from embarrassment from being treated like this, let alone in front of an audience. It was partly that, but it was also anger at the same treatment. I didn’t want to admit to the third component. The increasingly overly sexual touching as I worked my way around the table had got me turned on. Despite the fire in my ass and the humiliation of being spanked, I was still turned on.

Peter started to caress my ass again, just as softly as before. My skin burned under his touch, but it was soothing, and even if I hated to admit it, it felt nice.

As his hands moved over my butt, the circles he was inscribing grew larger and larger, now expanding out onto the naked flesh above my panties and below the bunched-up dress, and down onto my equally naked thighs. I wanted to purr. It felt so good, so damned good. I wanted to hate the man, but he was playing my body like a finely tuned instrument.

The touch on my ass changed, growing a little firmer as if he had stopped soothing me and was now moving things along. Suddenly his hand dipped lower between my legs, pressing against the bottom edge of my pussy. I gasped and, without thinking about it, spread my feet a little further, opening myself up for him. His fingers took immediate advantage of that, caressing along the line of my slit. I moaned and tried to focus on my breathing as his touch sent electric shocks pulsing through my nerves.

I moaned again as he pressed harder, this time his index finger sliding between my outer lips without much resistance other than that offered by the thin lace of my underwear. P pushed back against his hand. I couldn’t help it, the others had got me hot, and although his spanking had been a bit of a hiatus, it hadn’t cooled me down enough not to react.

“Good girl.” I don’t think he was being deliberately condescending, but it wasn’t the best thing he could have said.

Nevertheless, I spread my feet a little wider, pushing my ass back against him. He matched my moves, changing the angle of his hand and then thrusting his finger into me. It didn’t penetrate far. My panties were still in the way. Part of me sincerely wished he’d pull them to the side and out of the way. Peter, though, was more interested in pushing the pale blue lace into me and letting it absorb my liquor. I could feel myself blushing as I realized what that meant. When he stopped what he was doing, the front of my underwear would be a much darker color than the rest of the panties. When he stopped? That seemed likely to be a while in the future. None of the other guys had started playing cards again. All of them watched as Peter continued to fondle me and play with my ass and pussy. I let my head hang down, concentrating on not overthinking it, letting him do what he wanted and savoring the feeling as he did so.

My elbows were taking my weight, which was a good job, as my legs started to tremble. I don’t think I’d been finger fucked through my panties like this before. Sure, I’d been touched through my underwear but penetrated shallowly like this, no. Because the panties stretched to accommodate his movements, I could feel not just his finger but also the way the garment moved. The leg holes tightened around e, as did the back of the thin fabric, squeezing my butt. The way what he was doing spread his touch across so much of my lower body was strange but, at the same time, electrifying.

I couldn’t help it. I was already climbing the cliff toward a climax. That intensified as he added a second finger and started to thrust harder. I wondered if the lace would rip, but it didn’t. It was under a lot more tension, though. I could feel that where the elastic cut into me. The pain of that was only fleeting and, if anything, increased the pleasure for me. HE still couldn’t get far inside me, only just about to his first knuckle. The tight constriction of my underwear stopped him from flexing his fingers inside me, so the stimulation was relatively minimal. Only in comparison, though, it was enough, more than enough, in the moment. My legs trembled and threatened to give way, but I was soaring. I didn’t exactly scream as I came, but the noise that burst from my mouth was loud enough. I had a vague recollection of the other guys clapping as my entire body shook and trembled as waves of pleasure raced through me.

Peter slowed and then slowly withdrew his hands. He even had the grace to pull the slip and dress back down to cover me. They fell the rest of the way as he eased me to my feet. The panties were soaked, which wasn’t exactly a surprise. As I straightened up, they pulled tighter into place, already starting to feel clammy with the moisture soaked through them.

Stepping away from Peter, I looked around the table. Was I going to experience that, or something similar with each of them? If so, was my body going to be able to take it? To hell with my body, could my mind?

I licked my lips, forced a smile, and then spoke up. “Anybody need another drink?”

They all laughed and then clapped, which made me blush. Peter placed his hand on my shoulder, and I turned to face him.

“I wasn’t trying to hurt you, you know.”

I shrugged and decided to go with the bravura approach. I grinned at him. “You’ll have to do better next time then.”

The others all laughed, but Peter pouted for a moment, then smiled. “Don’t tempt me, sweetheart. The next time I’ve got you tied face down on the bed with that delectable bubble butt pointing at the ceiling, I just might take you up on that.”

I guess I stared at him, my smile dissipating because he almost doubled over as he laughed.

“Now, sweetheart, I think you already know your time as a waitress is over, so now we’re going to play cards for real.” He leaned past me, picked up a black chip, and tossed it into the center of the table. All the others seemed to get all business all of a sudden. The atmosphere in the room shifted, and I shivered.

Peter pulled his chair back in close and sat down again. He nodded toward the bar stool, and I slowly walked over to it. As I turned to sit down, I could see none of them were watching me. They were all concentrating on watching as Steve shuffled the cards. Yep, serious business indeed. I was the prize, and I guess they all wanted to win this hand and each of the subsequent ones. Up to press, they’d been playing at playing poker. Now, the serious game began. I shuddered again and watched as Steve dealt out the cards.


Chapter 9

I fought to control my breathing as I sat and watched the game. For a moment, I debated getting down from the stool and getting myself a drink but decided against it. The last thing I wanted was for one of them to accuse me of trying to distract them.

Steve dealt the cards out, and Frank anted up, and every one of them matched his bet all the way around the table. It appeared they all wanted to get their turn cards, and play would go from there. Frank was the first to draw three cards, and Peter followed suit. David was smiling as he asked for a single card. Whether or not he was bluffing was anyone’s guess. They all looked at him, though. Martin drew three, and finally, Steve drew one himself.

Of all of them, Steve’s face was the most impassive. I had no idea which, if any, of them were bluffing. They might have tells that I hadn’t spotted, but I had no clue.

“I’ll bet fifty.” Frank was opening the post-deal betting. Just as with the first green chip hand, I was pretty sure the betting would go high.

Peter raised another fifty straight away. David covered the bet, and then Martin raised another fifty. Steve simply raised another hundred rather than just fifty. The pot was growing large very quickly.

I made another mental note to make sure Justin didn’t get involved in a game like this when he eventually took his seat at the table. I shuddered. That would mean there was another woman sitting where I was. One of the other wives. I choked back a bit of a sob, too—by then, Justin, who would be her mentor, would have already fucked her more than once. He’d have also had to play the cameraman while at least two of the others fucked her in her own bed. I hurriedly pushed thoughts of Jusitn to the back of my mind. After all, this hand of poker would determine who would be removing my dress. Assuming, of course, they started from the top. If they didn’t, I might well find my panties taking pride of place in the middle of the next pot.

Frank grimaced and tossed his hand in. I guess the first of the bluffers had been caught and called out. He stared at me and suggestively licked his lips, although he’d just forfeited any chance of putting those lips to use. I could feel the heat in my cheeks as I blushed in response to the thoughts in my head.

I’d expected the betting to get very cut-throat, but there seemed to be an agreement in place not to go that far. After another round of hundred-dollar raises, which bought the pot up to somewhere close to three thousand and change, it was Peter who won. He grinned and punched the air before standing and moving away from the table before motioning for me to join him.

I slid off the stool and walked over to him, somehow keeping a smile on my face.

“So, sweetheart, we meet again.”

I allowed my smile to widen. “Don’t go all James Bond on me.”

He shrugged. “Ah, but I do have a magnet in my watch.”

I got the reference straight away, so my reply was quick. “Ah, but this dress doesn’t have a zip.”

Peter just shrugged. “Who said I was going to collect your dress? Given I just got you to soak your panties, I thought you might be more comfortable losing those first.”

My smile slipped, and he chuckled. “Kidding, sweetheart, kidding. I’m going to be a gentleman until we’ve got you naked. So, that means I’m going to collect your dress unless you beg me to take something else first. By the way, at this stage, that won’t be your shoes or stockings.”

I glared at him. That had been my intention to try and divert him into removing my shoes. There again, given his penchant for playing games, that might have given him the opportunity to find out if my feet were ticklish. They were very ticklish. I just stood there and waited him out. After all, there was nothing else I wanted him to remove. There again, I didn’t really want to lose the dress, but that wasn’t within my control.

“Dress it is, Denise. No zip?”

I think he knew there was no fastening on it. He was just drawing it out for his own benefit. I don’t think it was really psychological torture, just him enjoying himself. Anyway, I shook my head.

“So, is it easier down or up?”

I thought about my answer for a second. The actual answer to the question was down, slip the shoulder straps off, and then wiggle the dress down. However, was he deliberately going to do the opposite of what I said? I didn’t have long before I could answer. “It’s easier if you take it down, not over my head.”

He chuckled and nodded. I guess I’d been overthinking it. In any case, I wouldn’t be given time to dwell on anything because he moved around behind me, and I felt his hands on my shoulders. The wide straps were eased out to the sides, and they fell down onto my arms. I glanced down to check he hadn’t eased the much thinner straps of the slip off at the same time. I heard Peter’s soft chuckle from behind me.

“Don’t worry, I’m not allowed to do more. Not for a single black chip.” He was playing to a set of rules that he and the others knew, but I didn’t know the complete set.

His hands traveled down my arms, slowly peeling the straps down toward my elbows. At the same time, the front of the dress peeled down, too, exposing the tops of my beasts and a little cleavage. He kept up a steady pressure, and I could feel his breath on my neck as he watched for the exposure of my breasts to increase. I didn’t look up, but I was pretty sure the others were all watching, too.

His breath wasn’t the only thing I could feel. His hard cock was pressing against my butt, telling me, without a doubt, it wasn’t just about getting me naked. There again, I’d known I would get fucked this evening. It was only a question of by which of them, or more than one of them. I guess there was maybe a second question. Would the rest be watching? It came as a shock to realize that unless they were all going to do me, I was more worried about them watching me getting fucked. That was bizarre and not the way I’d have predicted I’d be thinking.

“Breathe in, sweetheart.”

While I’d been thinking too much, Peter had pulled the dress lower. The tight-fitting bodice had now snagged on my breasts, and I didn’t want to budge.

I giggled. “One side at a time works best.”

He laughed, too, and I heard laughter coming from the direction of the table as the others found the byplay funny.

Peter tugged at the dress on the left-hand side, and it resisted for a split second and then pulled free. My breast bounced on my chest despite being covered, as well as confined by both the slip and my bra. The other side now came down easier, and the top of the dress cascaded down to my waist. I let the straps fall clear of my hands and remained standing still. Peter’s hands moved to my waist and slowly eased the dress out and down over my hips. Within seconds, I was standing in a circle of navy fabric, resplendent in the pale blue lace slip. They couldn’t see too much through the lace, but a certain amount of my stomach showed through the holes in the lace between the bottom of my bra and the top of my underwear. I hoped the darker color of the wet front of my panties wasn’t visible, but I couldn’t check.

“Time to play, fella. You’ve done your job. Let someone else have the fun.”

Peter gently guided me back to the bar stool and helped me to sit down again. I flashed him a smile just as he slid his hand up the inside of my thigh, straight under the hem of the slip, and then further onto my naked thigh.

I gasped. “Isn’t that against the rules?”

“No, Denise, it isn’t.” He pinched my thigh a little to get me to open my legs wider for him, and his fingers slid higher still. I tried not to react to his touch, but the gentle caress was working on my psyche.

He caressed the sensitive flesh of my inner thigh for several long moments, and I could feel my heart speeding up inside my chest. Then he abruptly moved away, leaving me alone as I gulped down air. He sat back down at the table and grinned at the other directors. “Whose deal is it?”

“Yours.”

“Ah, right.”

I gasped in shock as each player tossed in their black poker chip. Whoever won this hand would be stripping me naked. I counted up, including shoes and stockings, counting a pair as one, and I had five items on. So, yes, stark naked. Once whichever of them reached that point, the card game would be over, and the prize would be claimed. The only question in my mind was whether it would be the winner of this hand or all of them.

A sudden shout of “Yes!” from David focused my attention back on the table as he punched the air in triumph. He’d been the guy to first start things off. It appeared he’d be finishing the game, too. He rose to his feet and stalked toward me, a huge grin lighting his face.

“Would you permit me, my lady?” He took my hand and lifted it to his lips. The old-fashioned courtesy was totally out of place, but I couldn’t prevent the soft blush that rose to my cheeks.

“Permit you what?”

“Permit me to remove your remaining clothing?”

“Can I say no, you may not?” I continued to play the same game, keeping to formal phrasing as he gave a delighted laugh.

“I’ll let you into a secret, my lady. No, you may not. Either you allow me to remove your clothing, piece by individual piece.”

“Or?”

“Or I will have to resort to brute force and rip each item off you. Treat you like a common harlot.”

I swallowed hard, aware he could do exactly that. I gave him what I hoped was my best parody of an affronted look.

“I think I’d prefer you to undress me.”

“Good girl.” He still had hold of my hand, so I used that to help me climb down from the stool and return to the same bare floor space where Peter had just removed my dress. Indeed, the dress was still lying in a ring on the floor. David led me straight to it and gently steered me to stand inside that ring once more. Whether he was doing that because it was the best viewing point for the others or simply to rub it into Peter that he’d won and Peter hadn’t, I don’t know.

“I take it the slip comes off over the head?”

“It does.”

“Good, but first…”

I didn’t get the chance to prepare myself as he closed the distance between our bodies. He was behind me, but his hand snaked around, grasped my chin, and gently turned my head. Before I could react, his lips were pressing against mine as he kissed me over my shoulder. His tongue pressed between my open lips, and when I started to kiss him back, he dropped his hand. Both of his hands found and cupped my breasts through the two layers of thin lace. The kiss continued, and his left hand left my breast and slid lower, moving over my stomach until he was cupping my mound. I moaned into the kiss, unable not to respond to being treated this way.

I spread my feet a bit further apart, more for balance than to give him better access, but, of course, that’s what it did. He pressed harder, one of his fingers moving along the line of my slit. My hips jerked in response to his movements, and I let out another low moan as the stimulation worked its magic on my core.

David broke the kiss, and his hands slid lower on my body. I wrapped my arms up and around the back of his neck, knowing that gesture gave him free rein to do as he wanted. As he bent slightly and grabbed the loose material of the slip at about mid-thigh, removing the slip was his desire. I tried not to blush, knowing his removing that would reveal the soaked-through front of my panties, a much darker blue than the rest of the garment. Still, they’d witnessed the event that had caused it, Peter being the culprit that time, but everyone else watching.

“Good girl, now just stand still a moment.”

I had no intention of moving, so it felt a little silly for him to tell me to stay still. I felt the soft lace start to slide up my legs as he gathered it in his fingers. Slowly, the lace slid higher, exposing my stocking tops and then the bare thigh above them. I tried not to shiver as his hands started to rise, too. Any second now, he would be exposing the front of my underwear and the tell-tale evidence of what had transpired a few minutes earlier. There was a chorus of sharp intakes of breath, so I knew he'd lifted it high enough to expose that.

“Told you she enjoyed herself.”

I shot Peter a savage look for that comment, but all it achieved was to make them all laugh. Even David behind me chuckled, although he, as yet, couldn’t see what he was showing to them. I tore my focus away from them and looked around the room. That’s when I saw the mirror. Where I was standing was the perfect spot for a full-length reflection. I take back what I just said. David could see everything via the reflection. It was blindingly clear why they’d chosen this spot. It positioned me where whoever was behind me could see just as well as everyone else. The bastards had had way too much practice at this with the women who’d gone before me. I wanted to glare again but forced myself to relax. Nothing was actually happening that I hadn’t known was going to happen, nothing I hadn’t agreed to when I signed that damned contract. Not only that, but it would be happening over and over again, too.

Now he’d shown everyone, including himself, my thin panties. He moved a little quicker, pulling the slip higher and higher to expose my bare stomach. A quick tug and my bra-encased breasts dropped from the bottom edge. My view of the others cut off a little as the slip covered my face. Instinctively, I straightened my arms to allow him to pull the garment off me. Of course, that wasn’t what David wanted to do. With my head and arms entangled in the slip, he let go of the garment and moved his hands back to my breasts. I spluttered but couldn’t find the words as he cupped my right breast with his right hand while his left hand slid lower. As it neared the top of my panties, I inadvertently sucked in a breath which opened a gap between the waistband and my flesh. His fingers unerringly found that gap and slid down into my underwear. I moaned, partly in pleasure and partly in dislike of what he was doing. The moan turned to one of pure pleasure as he started to play with my pussy. I couldn’t help letting my feet slide even further apart.

“Stay still.” His hushed whisper almost certainly didn’t carry to the others. I stopped struggling with the slip and went with the flow. David isolated my right nipple and squeezed it before pulling it until I gasped. Down below, his fingers splayed over my slit. One finger on each side and his middle finger lying along the line of my opening. He used the two fingers to ease my outer lips apart and then plunged the middle finger into me. My deep, earthy moan echoed around the room despite the muffling effect of the clothing swathing my head.

I found myself incapable of preventing my hips from thrusting down to meet his penetrating finger. I sensed he was grinning but couldn’t see. The lace was thin enough that I could see light and the indistinct shapes of the guys watching me but nothing more. David took pity on me, letting go of my breast and bringing his right hand up to ease the slip higher. He didn’t stop what he was doing with the fingers of his left hand. To be honest, I didn’t want him to. My passions were climbing rapidly in response to being frigged like this in front of the others.

The slip slid clear of my face, and I blinked in the light. He let go of the slip and dropped his hand back down to my chest. David didn’t say anything, but I guessed he just wanted me to finish the job of removing the slip. A second or so later, I cleared it off my arms and let it flutter down to the floor beside me. For support, as much as anything else, I returned my arms to their position around the back of his neck. I knew that thrust my breasts, still covered by the cups of the bra, forward, one of them right into his teasing hand.

Letting go of my nipple, David made sure they didn’t stay covered for long. He simply grasped the edge of the bra cup and jerked that side of the garment down. My breast popped out, wobbling for a moment. The guys cheered at the sight, and I blushed again. A moment later, he did the same on the other side. The bra was rucked up below my breasts, with both of them on full display. His finger was still pumping in and out of me, and I could feel the induced orgasm building inside me.

“Nice.”

I swallowed hard and tried not to overthink my situation. Thinking was actually becoming difficult as David continued to ravage me. Then, before I could muster the energy to respond in any other way, the threatened orgasm hit. I moaned and half-collapsed back against him as my body started to shake and shudder uncontrollably. David wrapped his right arm around my waist, but if I hadn’t been hanging my own arms around his neck, I’d almost certainly have fallen. My legs would not take my weight at all. Through the mist of the climax, with my body still shuddering and pulsing around his finger, I heard the roars of approval from the other guys.

I was too far out of it to even blush. It seemed to take an age but was probably no more than fifteen seconds, but I was stable again. David let go of my waist, but rather than return to what he’d been doing, his hands wormed between the two of us, and I felt the catch of my bra release. Grabbing my arms, he brought them down to my sides, allowing him to efficiently strip the garment off and away. His hands continued the movement, moving down to the waistband of my panties and yanking them down onto my thighs. Having now cum twice while wearing them, they seemed to want to remain glued to my mound, but David was having none of that and ripped them further down. I didn’t think they ripped, but I doubted the elastic would be the same again. It felt horrible as the soaked underwear slid down my naked thighs before fathering down over the stockings. Just like that, I was naked except for my garter belt, stockings, and shoes in front of them all.

I fought to control my breathing as David dropped to his knees behind me. His fingers found the snaps of the garters, and I knew he hadn’t finished, didn’t intend to until he’d claimed his prize. Me, fully naked. The garter belt was quickly added to the pile of discarded clothing, and he started to gently slide down my left stocking. The caress of his fingers and the nylon on my skin had me holding my breath for a moment until I let it out with a sigh. His touch and the overall exposure were starting to stoke my arousal again. That arousal was tinged with apprehension for what would happen once he’d got me nude.

“Lift your foot, sweetheart.”

I glanced down, not having noticed he’d managed to not only slide my stocking down to my ankle but had also undone the buckle on my shoe. Resting one hand on his shoulder for balance, I dutifully did as he asked, and he slid the shoe off my foot and then pulled the stocking free. The shoe went skittering across the floor, but he let the stocking just fall. Less than thirty seconds later, he repeated the process on the other side.

Taking my hand, he led me a little closer to the other guys, stepping away from the pile of clothes. I glanced at him, wondering what would happen next, but he just smiled. I noticed, with some alarm, that he still had my stockings in his hand.


Chapter 10

Peter rose from his seat and then spun the chair around so its back was toward the table. I guess my alarm showed on my face because he came close to me and planted a soft kiss on my lips.

“Relax, Denise, you should enjoy what’s going to happen. The others all did, especially Alison.” He turned and gave Steve a wink, and my so-called mentor didn’t react to the use of his wife’s name. Up to press, I’d assumed mentioning the wives who’d been through this before me was de facto a no-no. It appeared from Steve’s unruffled reaction that wasn’t exactly the case. Nobody else seemed to react to Peter’s comment, anyway.

David led me to the chair, and with him and Peter on each side of me, I didn’t have any options other than to do as they asked. Not that they used words to ask me, but they simply turned me and gently pushed me down, so I sat on the chair. By now, given these two’s penchant for bondage, I was waiting for them to use my own stockings to tie my hands behind my back with one stocking and use the other to tie the binding stocking to the chair. They didn’t do that. I was shocked when they both dropped to their knees, although David did hand Peter a stocking.

“We’ll make sure they’re loose. This is designed to hold you in place, not hurt you, so relax.”

Without further ado and without waiting for a response from me, they both bent to the task. I knew they knew what they were doing, and they quickly wrapped the middle of a stocking on each side around my leg and then around the leg of the chair. As they tied knots in the nylon, I noticed my legs were tied to the outside of the chair legs, which meant my thighs were pulled wide apart, exposing my pussy to their eyes. I wondered what they were going to do. After all, there was no way they could fuck me in this position.

I swallowed hard as I watched the others all rise from their seats and move to stand behind Peter and David. All five pairs of eyes were boring into me, and I blushed at the idea of being at the center of such intense scrutiny.

“What…?” I cleared my throat and spoke again. “What are you going to do?” I realized it was the first time I’d spoken since before David had started stripping me.

David moved to stand right in front of me. “I think that should be obvious, don’t you?” His hand went to his fly, and I stared wild-eyed at him as he fished his hard cock out of his fly. I could see the others moving closer, too. Steve hadn’t been lying when he said there wouldn’t be another gangbang today. He had, however, sailed very close to avoiding the truth. Whether or not you declared a blowbang as a kind of gangbang or not, was just a matter of semantics. He fell on one side of that dividing line, but I was very definitely on the other.

Without any preamble, David pushed closer, pressing his cock against my closed lips. For a moment, I resisted, and then that mantra started playing through my head. Willing and enthusiastic was what I’d signed up for. Trying to keep my mouth closed wasn’t anything like meeting the contract requirements. Glaring up at him, hoping my expression conveyed my disdain for this kind of treatment, I nevertheless opened my mouth. He pushed forward, trusting my dislike didn’t extend down to using my teeth and biting him. Since they’d tied my legs but not my hands, my hands rose to encircle his cock, preventing him from pushing too far.

I remained passive for several more seconds, taking pleasure from knowing he would want more than that. Then, when I decided I’d drawn it out long enough, I started to move my tongue. I was still watching his face, and I saw the smile that broke into being. I guess he thought he’d won. Just to remind him that he wasn’t the only player in the game, I bit down on his cock. Not too hard, but more than enough for him to notice. Eh gasped and looked down at me. I raised an eyebrow and smiled around the obstruction in my mouth. I relented, though, and started to bob my head a little, drawing him deeper.

I wasn’t really paying too much attention to my peripheral vision, but I sensed someone crouch down on either side of me. Hands started to stroke my body, one on each side working up toward my breasts, the other down onto my inner thighs. With my legs tied like this, I couldn’t close them to protect myself.

I whimpered around the cock and sucked harder. The hands touching my breasts tightened, squeezing a little and then withdrawing a little so they could play with my nipples. They weren’t working in unison, but close enough that it gave the impression it was one person. Down below, the opposite was true. One of them found my folds and pushed a finger inside. The other moved his hand to the top of my slit and started pressing against my clit. That little button felt like it was throbbing. It was certainly enjoying the attention. After two orgasms, my channel was wet, so the finger inside me quickly became two, and the movement intensified. The fingers pinching and twisting my nipples were working me up, too.

I wanted to tell them to fuck off and leave me alone, but if I had done, I knew they would do exactly that. However, my body would probably exact a terrible revenge. My core was loving this treatment, even if, in my mind, I wasn’t.

Given David had been the one undressing me, the one giving me the orgasm on his fingers, I didn’t expect him to last long. He didn’t. Scarcely six or seven minutes after he thrust into my mouth, I felt him expand a little and then pull out until only the end was in my mouth. Even so, his first spurt caught me by surprise, and I swallowed reflexively before he continued to pump rope after rope of spunk into my mouth. When he’d started to pull out, I was ready to react violently, worrying he and the subsequent guys would want a porn star finish. No, that wasn’t the case. David spent himself in my mouth, then carefully pulled out and stepped back.

Peter took his place, so that told me he wasn’t one of the men mauling me from the sides. His cock was already out. I only had a few moments to swallow the bleachy traces of David’s ejaculation, and Peter was pushing past my teeth. I didn’t even get the chance to work my jaw to ease any ache. Peter pressed deeper than David had, well before I could bring my hands up. I gagged, and I heard the sharp hiss from him as he relished the feeling of my throat and mouth constricting. He wasn’t actually in my throat, not with this angle, but he could still feel the convulsion.

As I brought my hands into use and controlled the depth of penetration, I became aware of what was happening to my body. The sheer fact I was blowing a second cock within a minute of the first finishing was driving my libido skyward. The fact I had four hands on me, two playing with my breasts, two teasing my pussy, just added to the stimulation. I couldn’t sit still, my butt bouncing on the seat as I writhed.

With a flush to my cheeks, I knew it was a straight toss-up whether Peter beat me to the punch or I came first.

In the end, I won that race. My orgasm was shattering as I tried to scream around the obstruction in my mouth. Peter was sensible. He pulled out, letting me double over, trying to control my own body as the waves of orgasmic pleasure blew through and washed over me. How I didn’t topple the chair over, I don’t know, but that was probably down to the two guys on either side holding onto me for dear life.

As I fought to get my breathing back under control, I had another of those little epiphanies I’d been having for a while now. My attitude toward this blowbang, which it appeared was what it was going to be, had changed. Not exactly switched, but as I sat up again and leaned forward toward Peter, I was doing so far more willingly. I wanted this, now, almost as much as the guys wanted. It was a strange reaction for me, but it was definitely a welcome one for all of us.

As Peter pushed his cock into my mouth, I sucked hard, my tongue bathing the very tip of it, then dropping to the base of my mouth to let him slip deeper. I only had one hand around his cock, too, no longer using two hands to control the depth.

Having just watched me shake and shudder my way through an orgasm, having watched his mate get sucked off, and now experiencing my increased enthusiasm, what chance had Peter got of holding out for too long? The answer was not long, not long at all. This time around, there was no warning. He simply pushed a little deeper and held still, then bang. The first shot of cum flew straight into my throat. I gagged, and he groaned above my head but continued to shoot his load into my mouth. He was planting his seed much deeper than David had, bypassing my mouth and unloading most of it straight into my throat. It made it hard for me to breathe, but I knew it wouldn’t last. His slime felt horrible as it tried to follow gravity down to my stomach, but as he cleared my mouth, I was able to swallow and use my saliva to rinse it down.

As Peter stepped away, I sensed rather than saw someone step into his place. I held up a hand to get them to wait a little, and for a wonder, they did exactly that. This wasn’t the most gentlemanly thing they’d done to me, but they were at least conscious of my needs, too. I took my hand down, and immediately there was a cock right in front of my face once more. The men who’d been playing with my body withdrew, too, only to be replaced with two more pairs of hands tormenting my breasts and my pussy. I guessed that it was now David and Peter. After all, the first two would need to take their place in the queue for my mouth.

“Open wide, Denise.” The fact it was Steve in front of me was a surprise. So far, he’d been the one to go last. There again, that was based on a sample of one—this morning’s gangbang. He pressed his cock against my lips, and I let my mouth fall open before wrapping my hand around his cock and making sure he didn’t push too far.

I guessed that seeing each of the others fucking my mouth like this would be a turn-on for the others waiting their turn. The anticipation would build, and hopefully, none of them would be able to last. Steve was my biggest worry, especially as he’d been the one to already have me twice today. Would his third cum of the day be glacially slow as a result? I whimpered around the cock in my mouth, but it was already too late to think about such things. The hands were working their magic, too. I could tell the difference. Peter and David were a little rougher, a little harsher than the first two had been. I’d worked out by process of elimination that had to have been Frank and Martin, but I couldn’t be absolutely certain one of them hadn’t been Steve, and one of the others swapped with him as I recovered from my climax.

In the end, I came once while blowing Steve, not at all while blowing Maritn, and then a final time, not particularly a big one, as I blew Frank.

By the end of that, I was worn out and just slumped in the chair, trying to work my mouth to clear the ache in my jaw and swallow repeatedly to remove the taste from my mouth. I felt someone working on my legs, and then the stockings released. They even helped me bring my legs close together, and I closed them the final few inches myself.

Someone handed me a glass of what I thought was water, but turned out to be vodka and tonic. I coughed but didn’t bring it back, then waved it away.

“Water.”

“Coming up.”

Now they’d had their fun, they were all quite solicitous, hovering around to make sure I was okay. I guess they all realized they’d gone a bit too far. It certainly wasn’t an experience I wanted to repeat, ever, but I guessed I probably would. Above all else, it wasn’t an experience I wanted to ever get used to.

“You okay, Denise?”

I forced a slight smile. “Am I allowed to say no?”

“Of course. We’re not monsters.” Steve managed to look affronted.

“You think?”

“You could have called time at any point, you know. We’d have stopped.” He looked hurt now, and I could see the others all hovering around with varying looks of concern on their faces.

I could have played that for all I was worth. The opportunity was there. Instead, I chuckled and shook my head. “No, I’m okay. A bit surprised, though. A little bit of warning would have been good.”

“So next time we fancy a blowbang, you want, what, five minutes warning?” Peter was clearly back to his sardonic best.

Challenge accepted. “About an hour would be better. Give me a chance to start running… fast.”

Laughter filled the room as I smiled. They’d all buttoned back up, leaving me the only one exposed. I realized I was still stark naked in the middle of a group of fully dressed men.

“If you guys will excuse me, I wouldn’t mind the chance to clean up.”

Steve patted my knee. Not in a sexual way, but more as a way to get my attention focused back on him.

“If you’re okay, now, we’ll be leaving.”

I raised an eyebrow at that. “All of you?”

“For sure, you need your rest.”

“Why are you going to want a repeat tomorrow? I gave a theatrical shrug and watched as all eyes turned to my bobbling breasts.

“As I said, Denise, we’re not monsters. We’ll leave you to get some rest. Tomorrow will not be a repeat of today. That much, I promise you. Nor will all of us be here tomorrow or the next day.”

“Oh.”

“What will happen will depend on who’s here, but from now ‘til you leave, there will never be more than two of us.”

“I see.”

“Congratulations, by the way.”

“For what?”

“Today was kind of an initiation thing. You did really well.”

I pushed myself to my feet and looked meaningfully in the direction of the bathroom. “Clean up time, guys.”

I was surprised, given the state I was in, that each of them came close and gave me a hug from the side and then kissed me on the cheek. Given I’d just blown all of them, a kiss on the mouth would have been way too much for any one of us, including me.

I padded through into the bedroom and then into the bathroom. A quick shower was surprisingly refreshing, and I felt much better as I came out, wrapped in a nice thick toweling robe. The place was more or less empty, just Steve sitting at the counter with his phone in his hand and a mug of steaming coffee in front of him. When he saw me, he leaned over and quickly poured another mug and pushed it in my direction.

“The others?”

“Have gone. As we said. I just stayed to make sure you were okay. Then, if you are, I’m gone.”

“I’m fine, honest.”

“Good, now, one final question.”

“Which is?”

“Would you like Alison to have a video chat with you? She’s available. I’ve already checked. You did seem a bit freaked out there.”

I grimaced and covered my need for thinking time by grabbing my coffee and sipping it.

“Are you sure she wouldn’t mind?”

“Absolutely certain. Remember, we mentor for a reason, which is as good a one as there is. He rose to his feet and gave me a full-on hug. “You did good today, Denise, really good. Don’t do yourself down.”

He paused. “Have a chat with Alison, and then get a good night’s sleep. Okay?”

I nodded, and he grinned and gave me a wave. Just like that, he was out of the door, and I was finally alone.


Chapter 11

I gave Steve a couple of minutes to get in the elevator and descend to the basement garage just to make sure he wasn’t doubling back. I hadn’t initially intended to take Steve up on his offer to talk to Alison. The more I thought about it, though, the more sense the conversation made.

Talking to Alison about the events of today would be embarrassing, especially as her husband had had me three times, compared to the others twice. He’d known that, of course, when he suggested I call her, and Alison had to know where he’d been and what he’d been doing, without the squishy details, of course.

I knew I needed to talk, so I forced myself to stay calm, refilled my coffee, and dialed her number. It barely rang a second time before her image popped up on the screen.

“Hi, Denise.”

“Hi.” I knew my face was bright red, the embarrassment kicking in as she peered at me through the screen of her cell.

Alison chuckled. “Relax, sweetie, I’m not going to bite your head off because you fucked my husband today. For the record, how many times?”

“What record?”

She rolled her eyes. “Joke.”

I couldn’t answer her, not in words, so mutely held up three fingers.

She giggled and shook her head. “Let me guess, he got to explain things to you after lunch, so he was the one who chose what you wore and then removed it and fucked you between lunch and dinner. I knew that one was a given because he quizzed me about what you liked or disliked about Chinese food. Whoever is ordering dinner gets the bonus fuck. Having already participated in the gangbang before lunch and, of course, in their nonsensical game of cards after dinner.”

“How come you know so much about it?”

“I don’t. I’m just guessing based on the first time I had to spend time in the condo with the entire group. Of course, my husband wasn’t a part of the group then.” Alison paused as if gathering her thoughts. “Look, sweetie, let me straighten a couple of things out for you first, and then you can ask questions. Don’t worry, if Steve walks in the door, I’ll send him packing. Don’t want him to hear us talking, okay?”

I nodded.

“Firstly, the game of cards. I bet they told you it was high stakes?”

“Yeah.”

“That’s the same trick they pull every time. Barbara clued me in on that. Where they told you dollars, they were actually playing for cents. These guys don’t gamble, well, not in that way.”

“Ah.”

“Sorry if that punctured your vanity, but you were the only high stake in the game.”

I blew out a deep breath. “To be honest, that’s a relief.”

“Why?”

“Because I didn’t want Justin dropping several hundred dollars a hand on a poker game when his turn comes.”

Alison laughed again. “Your thoughts match mine. Until Barbara passed that on, I wasn’t going to let Steve play, either. Don’t think about Justin at the moment. Think about yourself.”

“Well, I’d love to talk to him.”

“Bad idea, remember, the rule about not giving any detail to the husband is a very sensible one. Keeping them in the dark keeps their edge sharp and makes them think their jealousy is based on their own imagination. Justin is level-headed enough to handle that and not do anything stupid.”

“I guess.”

“He’ll be fine, and so will you. Look at you, girl. You’re positively glowing. How many times did those randy bastards get you off?”

I tried not to blush again and decided discretion was in order. “I lost count.”

“That’s my girl.”

“I’ll let you into another secret, one that Justin is going to take  a little while to cotton on to.”

“What?”

“Steve and Justin both think they’re clever. Steve realized he could tell who was planning to visit his wife by tracking their movements on the office Callander app. I know Justin admitted to Steve he’s doing the same thing. They think they’re clever, and they’re the only ones who know how to do that. Don’t tell Justin, just as I’ve never told Steve, they all know that trick. It was harder back in the days of paper calendars, but they know, and they manipulate the husband accordingly.”

“I see.”

“Case in point. All five of them are booked out for the whole three days, today being the first. Your husband is sweating that they’re all going to be with you, fucking you, and doing every damn thing else their twisted minds can think of, for the whole time he’s away. The only thing they’re fucking with is his mind. They’ve already told you they’re not going to be all there at the same time again. Hell, Justin probably thinks they’re going to all be staying with you in the condo for the whole three days and nights. He expects to come home to a sex-ravaged waif who hasn’t been able to sleep for three days because she’s been constantly fucked.”

“I guess.” That was uncomfortably close to the truth. It was certainly the way I’d been thinking.

“Of course, he doesn’t know the only bed in the place isn’t big enough for six people to sleep on.” Alison giggled. “Even if everyone topped and tailed like we used to do as kids on sleepovers.”

I managed to chuckle at that idea, then the laugh grew as my imagination built that image in my head.

“That’s my girl.”

“Well, you’re right. He doesn’t know there’s only one bed.”

“And what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him. Steve got a shock when he saw the condo for the first time. I think he’d been imagining some kind of pink Barbie boudoir complete with every possible sex toy and device.”

I laughed even harder. Steve had been right. Alison was definitely lifting my mood.

“So don’t tell Justin anything about the condo. Keeping him in the dark about the place is good for the soul. Increases the mystery and meets the board’s needs.”

“So, how many can I expect tomorrow?” I took the conversation back to a serious level.

“Honestly, don’t know. As you’re still new, I suspect it will be more of them than it will be next time. I know at least two of them are serious golfers, so they will keep themselves booked out of the office so they can play a couple of rounds. Not to say they won’t schedule a visit at some point, but not all at once. Of the rest, Steve has a job to do for me tomorrow, so don’t expect to see my errant husband. Speaking of who…”

Alison faded out as I heard background noises. When she spoke again, she wasn’t as close to the phone, and she was obviously speaking to someone else—Steve.

“You. Upstairs, shower, and then stay upstairs out of the way. I’m busy trying to unpick the mess you and your mates left.”

“Not that bad, is it?”

“None of your freaking business, mister. Go. I do not want to smell her on you when I come upstairs in a bit.”

I blushed at that, not sure if Alison had meant me to hear that or not.

She reappeared in front of the cellphone’s camera. “Sorry, sweetie, he just arrived home. He’s gone now, out of earshot.”

“I heard.”

“Ah, sorry. That last bit wasn’t really for your ears.”

“It’s okay.”

“It’s true, though. When I ride him to the point of total exhaustion later, I don’t want to be catching the scent of another woman on him. Not my bag.”

I shuddered. “Too much information.”

She shrugged. “it’s part of the best coping strategy. Whenever you get home to Justin, you make sure you’ve still the appetite for one more cock—his? Am I right?”

I gave her a nod, still trying not to show any further embarrassment. Alison and I did talk about sex occasionally, but we didn’t get into specifics. This was sailing very close to the wind.

“Well, the same is true the other way, too. My errant husband had better be able to get it up for me tonight, or there’ll be hell to pay. I suspect that is true of all of the others as well. I know Barbara will be pinning Peter to the bed.”

I snorted. “I thought he was the dominant type.”

“No, sweetie, he just likes to think he is. Barbara rules the roost in that home. Just like I rule this one, and you’ll rule yours.” She paused and grabbed the wine glass that she’d previously hidden out of shot. “Look, I’m sure you’ve got other questions, so fire away?”

“The gangbangs…” I took a deep, shuddering breath.

“Didn’t enjoy them?”

“No, that’s not it…”

“Ah, you want to qualify that you enjoyed the climaxes, but you don’t think you enjoyed the experience.”

I knew I needed to be honest with her. “Something like that.”

“Why not?”

I thought for a couple of seconds. “I’m not sure I can answer that.”

Alison giggled and raised an eyebrow. “I probably can.”

“You can?”

“Sure, the first gangbang, and the blowbang after dinner are kind of a ritual thing for the directors. The actual details might change, and as the personnel change, so does the nature of it. They are, though, a ritual, an induction. You will not get the same again.”

“No more gangbangs?”

She laughed. “No, I didn’t say that, so don’t go getting your hopes up. There are definitely a few more gangbangs in your future. However, any future ones will be different. Today, they kept you pretty passive throughout, didn’t they? Restraints, blindfolds, that kind of thing?”

I nodded, trying to keep my blush reflex from flowering again.

“That’s the induction aspect. After this, they might use restraints and blindfolds while they get you undressed, but as soon as you’re naked, the ropes or cuffs or blindfold will come off, and you’ll be an active participant. Today was about showing they had control. Sure, you got to cum, but you had to understand the power dynamic. From now on, you get to play too.”

“Why induct me?”

“I’m not entirely sure, but I suspect there’s something specific about it. Remember, I went through the same thing. Well, in my case, the card game bit of it, at least. I think they’re making sure you can stand up to everything they might try. Believe you me, today was the severest test of that.”

I chuckled. “It gets easier from now on?”

Alison shook her head. “No, that’s not what I meant. I don’t think it gets easier, but I think you will relax and enjoy it more. I was like you that first time. Uptight and wound after having experienced that. By the time the Christmas party came around, I was ready for them. In fact, I think I shocked them by just how ready I was.”

“Oh? In what way?”

Alison blushed but continued and answered my question. “Do you remember the year I wore that chiffon dress to the annual Christmas party? There were three layers to the dress, fading from light pink to a brighter pink.”

I nodded. “I remember that dress. You looked fabulous in it.”

“Well, what I didn’t reveal at the party, well, that party, was the fact I was totally naked underneath.”

I gasped. “You weren’t?”

“Was too. Steve knew and knew the board directors would find that out the following day, too. Remember, it’s the second Christmas party I’m talking about—the private one at the condo. The fact it shaded from light to dark pink was deliberate. The colors helped hide everything underneath.”

“You hussy!”

Alison chuckled. “Well, when the guys found that out, they were all over me like a rash. That private party was something else. I think I hit my O-count record that night. I was a very active participant, too. None of the restraints or blindfolds got used. Mind you, there wasn’t a lot to take off.” She giggled. “I’ve still got the dress if you want to borrow it. We’re about the same size, even if you are a bit taller.”

“Thank you, no.”

“Try the commando trick. It works. They’re too hot to trot to try any of their little games.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.” I shook my head, remembering just how much Alison had been the belle of the ball that night. With a shudder, I realized that would be my fate at the next Christmas party. I would have to outshine all the other women there, knowing that I would be wearing the same outfit the following night, just for the directors to be stripping me of, right here in this condo, prior to another free-for-all gangbang.

“Frankly, I think they miss out by playing these games.”

“You do? What makes you think that?”

“Because these competitions mean there is always a break while they decide the next winner. Even when they rig the game, which they do, a lot of the time, there’s always a gap. We have to sit around in that gap, and that gives us time to cool down. So, a lot of their time, and I mean the winner’s time, they have to spend that time warming us back up to the previous level of arousal. If they did something different, which, by the way, is what they do at Christmas, we’d never get the chance to cool down. Hence the O-count record.”

“I see. Thinking about it, you’re right. So, are you going to tell Steve that and get him to tell all the others?”

Alison grinned. “Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Because I apparently hold the O-count record for the entire system, and why should I surrender that record to a skank like you.”

My mouth dropped open for a moment, taking her words seriously. Then she burst into laughter, unable to keep her face straight.

“God, you should see your face, Denise.”

“Not funny. For a minute, then I thought the fact I’d fucked your husband three times today had destroyed our friendship.”

Her mouth dropped open, and I knew I’d just scored a point on her. Like her, though, I couldn’t keep my own laughter under control. It bubbled out as she shook her head. “Touche.”

“Fair is fair.”

“Okay, you got me back. Now any other questions? I suspect my errant husband has finished his shower, got himself dried, and is lying in a naked, seductive pose on the bed, waiting for me to join him.

I shuddered. “Too much information.”

“From the woman who just said she fucked him three times?”

“Okay, I give. Maybe that was too close to the knuckle.”

“No, sweetie, you’re golden. We’re all good. Are you okay enough to get to sleep tonight, or should I send him back to you to cuddle you to sleep?”

I shivered. “Thanks, but no thanks.” I took a deep breath. “Yeah, I’m good, all good.”

“Well, check the app before you put the lights out. I’m sure your morning visitor will be scheduling himself, and no doubt he’ll be giving detailed instructions on what you need to wear.” Alison rolled her eyes. “They always do. Now you know why Steve thought it was a Barbie house, all dollies and dress up.”

I giggled, that reminder of the earlier part of our conversation echoing in my head.

“Bye, sweetie.”

“Bye.”

Before I put my cell down, I noticed the notification number on the company app. She’d been right. Whoever was going to see me first tomorrow had already made his plans. I opened the app and read through the details.

I have a huge sigh of relief. At least it wasn’t the double act, Peter and David. Not this time. I suppose Frank’s request for me to wear a baby doll with stockings and a garter belt but no panties was a little kinky. There again, the double act would have asked for something far more extreme. That is, of course, not to suggest that Frank wouldn’t get extreme, but at least it wasn’t starting out that way. I was just going to be a bit overexposed.


Chapter 12

I wasn’t sure what Steve wanted this morning. No, that wasn’t quite true. The outfit he’d picked for me was a giveaway. The white, unlined, tan-through bikini wasn’t designed to get wet. If it got wet, it turned transparent. So, being asked to wear that, together with a white chiffon coverup for his arrival, told me I’d be going in the hot tub. The lack of stockings was another clue.

Although they’d agreed any shenanigans on the rooftop terrace would be curtailed because of the risk of drones with cameras, that did not apply to the hot tub near the bifold doors into the interior. Ten gets you one, I was going in the hot tub, probably without the cover-up, and of course, as soon as I did, the bikini would turn transparent. I wouldn’t actually be naked, but there wasn’t really any difference. Whether or not I was allowed to put the cover-up back on when I left the hot tub was simply a matter of degree. Wearing the chiffon over my wet skin would turn that pretty well transparent, too.

At least there was one thing in my favor today. Justin’s plane landed at three, so Steve would be gone by twelve, giving me time to get ready to meet him at the airport. Part of me was desperate for that moment, but there was a knot of anxiety in the pit of my stomach over seeing him after everything that had gone on for the last two days. Alison had been right. They’d not all descended on me at the same time, but, apart from Steve, they had all visited yesterday, including the double act, but even they had turned up at different times. No threesomes, which was something of a relief. Visiting was, of course, a euphemism. They’d done a lot more than just visit with me. I shivered at the memory and continued to get ready. Steve would be here in five minutes.

I finished tying on the bikini top and then used the mirror to adjust it into the correct position. Even dry, I could see the shadows of my nipples through the thin material. Once wet, well, I dreaded to think. The coverall was next, and then I sat down to sort out my face. If I was going in the hot tub, then minimal makeup was the order of the day. It would be pointless to do a lot of eye colors and foundation, which would wash away. I settled on a decent coat of lippy. After all, he might take pity on me and settle for a blowjob. Leave me fresh for my husband. I didn’t think he’d think like that, but of all of them, he was the one most likely to.

My ruminations on the subject were interrupted by the sound of the front door opening. Since I had the bedroom walls extended, I couldn’t see the door itself.

“Denise?”

“Just finishing getting ready.”

He chuckled. “Just like Alison, putting a bikini on takes much longer than any man would expect.”

“I’ll tell her you said that.”

“Be my guest.”

I sniffed as loudly and as pretentiously as I could manage, and he laughed but stayed away from the partly open bedroom door. At least he was being a gentleman… so far.

I double-checked how the cover-up sat over my shoulders and took a deep breath. If anything, the cover-up made the outfit look borderline obscene. The triangles of white fabric over my breasts made my breasts bulge a little around the edges. I could have tied it looser, of course, but where was the fun in that? Those triangles were easily visible through the thin chiffon. The cover-up didn’t even reach much lower than my waist. The front triangle of the bottoms showed below the bottom edge. I didn’t even want to think about how the even smaller triangle at the back made my otherwise naked butt look. Teaming such an outfit with tall white heels was, in my eyes, ridiculous. What the man says, the man gets in this situation. Steve had specified white heels, and this was the only pair I had at the condo.

Taking a deep breath, I moved out into the condo proper and faced Steve with a smile on my face.

“You look awesome, Denise.” His compliment was obviously heartfelt. I struck a pose, hipshot, while his gaze traveled slowly from my head down to my feet and then all the way back up. I don’t think he paused at the bustline, but I couldn’t be sure.

“So if I’m going in the hot tub…?”

Steve chuckled.”Who said you were going in the hot tub?”

I gave an expansive gesture, taking in my outfit.

“Okay, so you’re going into the hot tub.”

I shuddered. His gaze immediately locked on my swaying breasts. “Then where are your trunks?”

“Who said I was going to get wet too?”

“Aren’t you?” I was playing the coquette for all I was worth, and from the grin on his face, Steve was loving it.

“Wait a minute. I’ll just borrow the bathroom.”

I swallowed hard and watched as he headed into the bedroom and, from there, into the bathroom.

If he wanted modesty to get himself changed, who was I to complain? After all, he’d arranged things so I could get ready in privacy.

“Coffee?” I called out.

“Please. It’s a bit early for wine.”

He was right. In any case, I wouldn’t have opted for the wine anyway. I wanted a clear head when I drove to the airport. It certainly wouldn’t do to pick up a DUI in such a sensitive area. The local courts were white hot on that subject after a spate of accidents in the last few months.

I poured two coffees and added creamer, then carried them outside and put them down on the glass-topped side table nearest the hot tub. Rather than stand around, I sat down on the nearest seat and crossed my legs as I leaned back. I was trying for a relaxed, almost innocent look, knowing the bikini going transparent as soon as I stepped into the water would dispel that instantly.

After another couple of minutes, Steve stepped outside, too, carrying a large pile of towels. I winced. I should have thought of that myself. At least Steve had opted for shorts and not budgie smugglers, so he looked halfway decent.

He extended his hand, and as I took it, he pulled me to my feet, bringing me closer to him. I wasn’t surprised when he leaned in and gently brushed his lips over mine. He let go of my hand and brought his hand around to the small of my back. A subtle pressure brought us closer together. I didn’t need him to tell me the next kiss would be deeper. I put both hands on his chest just to keep a little distance between us, and he took the hint. Yes, this kiss was deeper than the last, but it wasn’t at the level of a full-on tongue wrestle.

He lifted his head away. “New perfume?”

I shook my head. “No, it’s the one I’ve been wearing for three days.”

“Oh.” He actually blushed. “I guess we were all too busy to notice during the…”

I grinned at him, finishing his sentence. “… card game?”

“That’s the one.” His grin was back, and he wrapped both arms around me and pulled me closer. Without thinking about it, my hands slid off his naked chest and around behind him to hug him to me. My breasts squashed against his chest, but I was still clothed, while he was only wearing his board shorts.

That set off a weird train of thought, and I giggled.

“Care to share?”

I shook my head.

“Go on.”

I sighed. He had a reputation for being persistent.

“Board shorts for a director, get it? A board member.”

He chuckled, too, as the deliberate double meaning sank in. I blushed as I realized I’d added another layer to it with my inadvertent usage of member.

He leaned in for another kiss, and this time, his tongue flicked out, demanding and being granted access. The pressure increased as his tongue found mine and started to tease and play. His hands smoothed over my back, caressing me through the chiffon cover-up. It felt nice, not exactly romantic, but soft and nice after the raunchiness of the last two days. Raunchiness he’d had a big hand in contributing on the first day.

“Come on, we deserve to turn ourselves into prunes.”

He grabbed my hand again and turned me toward the hot tub. Then he reached down and grabbed the bottom edge of the cover-up. Not that he had to reach down that far. He started to slide it up as he cocked an eyebrow at me. I knew what he wanted and lifted my arms above my head to allow him to slide it all the way off. I wondered if he would use the same trick as had been used on me before, trap my head inside the fabric. Steve, though, remained a gentleman and simply slid the garment up and off.

He let it flutter to the floor behind me as he lowered his eyeline and drank in the way the bikini top hugged my body. Yes, the translucent cover-up had allowed him to see, but not in this much detail. My mind flew back to the first time I’d visited the condo when Steve had been showing me the view from the terrace. All I’d been wearing then had been some purple satin underwear. That had covered far more than the bikini I was currently wearing. I swallowed hard and let him look his fill.

After another few seconds, he half-turned and transferred the two coffees to the side of the hot tub. I wasn’t sure we would be drinking those, especially when he saw just how transparent this bikini would go as soon as it got wet.

I half-expected him to order me into the hot tub first, but he didn’t. He climbed in and held his hand out to help me mount the step and then step into the hot tub. Of course, the water was warm and felt really good on my skin. I’m no water baby, but the hot tub felt good. Where I was standing, the water only came up to just over my knees. I was a little reluctant to step forward, knowing the water would get a lot deeper in the middle, the deepest bit.

Steve grinned at me, understanding my dilemma. He leaned over and started the jets, letting the surface of the water fill with bubbles. At least those bubbles would give me some semblance of modesty. I flashed him a smile and took a deep breath before sitting down on the edge, allowing the water to come up to my thighs. It was a simple matter to slide in until I was sitting on the contoured base. My bottoms were now under the water, and although the bubbles somewhat obscured my view, I could see the water had done its job. The bottoms looked like a white shadow around my mound. Nothing more than that. I bit my lip and, moved to the side, and leaned back into the contour so my breasts were now also underwater. Steve watched my performance with a sardonic smile, but his eyeline dipped as the bikini top turned transparent.

I tried not to shiver, but I could see his eyes flare wider at the sight of me. He leaned over, grasped my coffee, and passed it to me, then took his own and saluted me with it. I returned the salute and wondered how this was going to play out.

“Drink your coffee, Denise. I’m not putting a move on you ‘til I’ve drank mine.”

“Putting your move on me?”

“Yep. When I put my coffee down, I’m going to move over next to you and then turn the bubbles off.”

I shuddered, knowing that it made the already agitated surface of the water move even more. The moment he’d specified a bikini, this bikini, I’d known I’d end up naked in the hot tub. That had been a given, obvious from the start. That left two questions. Firstly, was I going to be the one taking it off, or was he? Secondly, would I end up being fucked in the hot tub, or would he lead me soaking wet out onto the nearby outdoor couch? If those cushions got wet, it wouldn’t matter. The condo would be dormant for the next week or so. Or, at least, I assumed it would be. When I thought about it, I didn’t actually know that. The idea Steve, or one of the others, might bring other women here when I wasn’t available hadn’t crossed my mind before now.

“What’s the matter, sweetheart?”

“Nothing.”

It was obvious he was going to be persistent again.

“Don’t kid a kidder.”

“I mean it, it’s nothing.”

“Your face crashed from a full-on smile to a look of abject horror. Since I don’t think it was what I said, it had to be what you were thinking. So, out with it, young lady. Remember, the spanking you got the day before yesterday can always be repeated. Seeing as your ass is wet, the water will make the impact sting far more.”

I swallowed hard and quickly thought through my options. I didn’t have many. I could tell Steve what I’d been thinking and ask him a question, or I could lie and make something up. I wasn’t very good at lying in a crisis, and hesitation wouldn’t be good. Steve was probably capable of carrying out his threat, and I really didn’t want to meet my husband while my ass was sore as well as bright red. He wouldn’t take that well.

“Do you ever bring other women here?”

Steve frowned. “What?”

“Simple question. Do you ever bring other women here?”

He chuckled. “You’re wondering if I use this as a crash pad for secret hookups with women in general or another woman in particular?”

“Not just you.”

“Look, sweetheart, this condo exists just for you and our assignations with you. Nobody else. Once Justin joins the board, you will find your access is revoked. Justin cannot bring you here. If I brought Alison here, the alarms would sound, and I’d have to explain myself to the other directors. So, by the way, would she. The same would be true for their wives as well. If I was meeting another woman here, Alison would stick me on a spit and roast me over a slow fire. The same goes for the other directors and their wives. Outside of this specific arrangement, this condo has no specific function except for the occasional work meeting where we want total privacy. That doesn’t happen often. Just so you know, the last time we had such a meeting here, it was to discuss offering Justin the junior position on the board. By extension, inviting you here.”

He paused, took a swig of his coffee, and then put the mug down on the far edge of the hot tub. He rose to his feet and moved over to sit next to me. “Does that answer your question? No, there are no other women here. Samantha can come and go, but she’s untouchable. Part of the price for her discretion. We pay her to shop for clothes, not for anything else. I think the cleaning crew might include women, but they only come in when the place is empty. The delivery service for the groceries is a guy, and he only gets to the foyer, where security brings it up the rest of the way. The same goes for takeaways.  Does that answer your question?”

“Yes. Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. You have to learn to ask. If it’s bothering you, get an answer, okay?”

I nodded and put my own coffee mug down. I turned to look at him and cocked an eyebrow. Steve grinned, then reached past me and switched the jets off. He was looking down as the last of the bubbles slowly died away.

I swallowed hard and fought down the impulse to bring my hands up to provide some shielding. It wasn’t like he hadn’t seen it all before. However, sitting in a hot tub in what had essentially become a see-through bikini made the experience different, dirtier even.

I couldn’t help it. I glanced down. The last of the bubbles had died away, and my breasts were clearly visible through the surface of the still water. I licked my lips and lifted my gaze to look at Steve. He shifted closer, and his arm snaked around my shoulders. Since his arm was wet, and my shoulder wasn’t as yet wet, it was a cold touch, and I shivered. That made him laugh.

“Drop lower, sweetheart.”

I slid forward, slowly lowering myself into the water but trying to keep my hair out of the chlorinated chemicals. At least that provided a little more warmth, and I forced myself to relax.

Not that Steve would give me any time. He leaned in close and resumed kissing me, picking up where he’d left off only a few minutes earlier, just before we got in the hot tub.

His tongue expected, no demanded, entry once more, and I let my mouth open, my lips murmuring against his as his tongue speared into my mouth. I’d cooled off while we’d been talking. I knew that was my fault. Steve’s expert kisses were warming me up again. His arm went around my shoulder and pulled me into him. Under the water, his free hand found my knee and stroked up onto my thigh. I tried not to wiggle too much, but the hot tub is not the most comfortable place to make out, transparent bikini or otherwise. He didn’t make a play for the goodies the traitorous garment had put on show.

Steve’s hand was moving on my leg, not pressing hard, but I could feel his fingers as he drew complex patterns on my thigh. He was still on the outside of my leg but moving higher with each iteration of what he was doing. It felt good, and I let my legs drift apart a little, providing him access to the more sensitive flesh. I knew he could feel my movement, but he didn’t make an immediate grab. However, after several more seconds, he had moved onto the newly uncontested territory. My arousal spiked higher, especially when he broke the kiss and shifted his lips to the sensitive skin just below my ear. I had always been a sucker for being nuzzled there.

The hand he’d used to hold me close now slid down over my shoulder onto the upper slope of my breast. I squirmed under his touch, trying to stay comfortable, and this time, I kept my eyes closed, letting his hands go where they will. My legs drifted further apart, exposing more of my inner thigh to his touch. Steve was in no hurry, enjoying what he was doing to me. I was a little concerned about the time, but not too much. My body behaved as if it wanted this as much as Steve did.

It was time to get a bit more active now. Willing and enthusiastic crossed my mind again. My hand drifted over to find his crotch, and as my fingers arrived, they found he was already hard inside his board shorts. Given how I was dressed and what he was doing, that wasn’t really a surprise. I moaned softly even as he grunted at my touch. His cock twitched, and his hand slid smoothly around and then up to just below the insubstantial barrier that constituted my bikini bottoms.

I brought my other hand around and gently stroked his cheek as he moved back in to kiss me again. This time, I didn’t wait for his tongue to extend. Instead, I thrust mine forward, taking the fight into his mouth rather than mine.

I guess my sudden involvement in the process pushed him further. His fingers climbed up my leg, touching the front of the bikini bottoms and pressing them against me. His other hand dipped lower, cupping and then squeezing my breast. My nipple, already hard, tried to find a home in his palm, and he must have felt the hard nug digging in. I moaned into his mouth, my entire body stiffening in the precursor to an orgasm. I wasn’t that close, but the reaction was automatic.

His cock hardened under my hand, and as we broke the kiss in order to breathe, he moved his hands. Slipping his arms around my waist, he surged upright, standing up in the hot tub and pulling me with him. Of course, since we were still in the relatively shallow part of the tub, the water level was below the tops of my legs. HE stepped back a little and looked down, drinking in the detail of my body, shadowed slightly paler by the otherwise transparent bikini.

His erection was clear of the water, too, and I glanced down at it and grinned at the way his cock was tenting out the front of his board shorts.

“Time to pay the piper, missy.”

“Oh, and what coin do I have?”

“Well, we’ll start with the bikini, and then I think we’ll continue with your lips.”

I shuddered as he grinned at me. “If you’re really, really good, I’ll leave you fresh down there for your hubster.”

I just stared at him, and it took a moment to process the game he was playing. Realizing I did indeed have a chance to do as I’d wanted, and Steve appeared to be promising, no fucking, just a blow job, I reached behind my back.

The transparent bikini top was held on by two simple string bows. The bottom one came undone easily, but as I took my hands behind my neck, I realized I had a problem. Somehow, when I’d put the damned thing on, I’d managed to get it tangled in my hair. Knowing I needed to do this as elegantly as possible, the only solution was to ask him for help.

“I’m tangled, would you?”

Grabbing the two triangles so I could hold them over my breasts, not that the fabric covered anything, I turned on my heel and presented my back to Steve.

He laughed, and I felt his cock touch my back as he stepped closer. His hands rose straight to my neck, and I could feel him working away there. It didn’t take him long, and at least he didn’t pull any hair while he did it. The strings of the bikini top cascaded over my shoulders, so now it was just my hands holding it in place. I took a deep breath and then slid my hands down and tossed the now useless piece of transparent, wet fabric to the deck.

Steve slid his hands down my back, making me shiver, then around me and under my arms. I held my elbows out from my body a little to allow him to cup my breasts. He didn’t ignore the implied imitation, and I let out a hiss as he lightly pinched my nipples. They’d been hard but were now harder still.

He leaned in close to my ear.

“Shall I dispose of the bottoms, too?”

I shrugged, feeling my breasts bounce in his hands. “Why not.”

Instantly, his hands slid away from my breasts, down my flanks until they encountered the two bows at the sides of the bikini bottoms. I stood still as he picked at the two bows at the same time. Given they were wet, that wasn’t easy. The bow on my left hip gave way first, and the front of the costume peeled away. About a second later, he got the bow on the right side undone, and the costume peeled away at the front. It was a little stuck between my legs, and I had to shuffle my feet apart to allow him to reach between my cheeks and pull the bottoms away. They hit the ground next to my top with an audible plop.

“Perfect.”

He grabbed my hand and turned me to face him again, his arms going around me to hug my naked body against his almost naked one. His hard cock pressed against my stomach.

“Shall we get out of the water? I’d hate for you to turn up at the airport looking and feeling like a prune.”

I glanced at the outdoor couches next to the hot tub. I already knew that’s where we were going. “There?”

“What a good idea. I think you’ve got it right.”

I tried not to shudder. I hadn’t been making any kind of suggestion. I knew he’d already chosen his location for what he wanted.

He stepped out of the hot tub and extended his hand to help me step out, too. Of course, as I did so,                 my legs had to split open, and that was exactly where his gaze was focused.

I rolled my eyes. “Men!”

Steve laughed and then pulled me close before taking the three steps necessary to put us next to the nearest couch. I expected him to sit down and then bring me to my knees between his spread legs in the standard blowjob position. I wasn’t looking forward to that because my knees would be reddened by the hard surface. It would be touch and go if that discoloration faded before I met Justin. Damn, it was hard to balance everything like this.

Instead, he swung me around and guided me to sit on the couch. I looked up at him in confusion, confusion that deepened as he dropped to his knees and pushed my legs apart. Comprehension dawned. He wasn’t just going to get me to blow him. He wanted a taste of me first. I might be fresh in terms of none of his goo inside me when I met Justin, but that didn’t mean I wouldn’t have cum myself.

Steve grinned up at me and interrupted my train of thought by the simple expedient of placing a kiss on the inner thigh of my left leg. The contact jarred me back into the moment and made me gasp, even though it was only the fleeting of touches. HE shifted his attention to the other side and brushed his lips across my right thigh. He returned to the left side, moving an inch higher, and then switched back again. By the time he’d done that a couple of times, always inching closer to my mound, I couldn’t contain the moan that rose to my lips.

He kept it up, each time working slower and closer to my pussy. A pussy that now ached for the contact. I spread my legs wider, a mute supplication to entice him all the way to the top of my legs. He chuckled against my skin, the vibration sending shock waves through my nervous system, connecting, you guessed it, straight to my core. I spread my legs all the way out, presenting the clearest indication I could as to what I wanted. My hands rose from where I’d been gripping the cushion on either side of my body. Closing over my breasts, they squashed my turgid nipples into my own flesh, but I could still feel the hard points against my palms. My back arched.

I don’t know if it was simply working to his own timetable or whether he was taking pity on me, but he moved that last inch higher, and his mouth fastened onto my slit. My moan was louder than before, and my hips flicked at the contact. I could feel his mouth crease into a smile, then he extended his tongue and licked along the line of my slit. God, that felt good. I mean, really good. I bucked again, unable to stop myself from reacting.

Five minutes or so earlier, we’d been making out in the hot tub. Now I was naked and sprawled, literally legs akimbo, on a couch while he licked me out. The transition was stupefying, as was what he was doing between my legs.

Steve knew he had me where he wanted me and that there was nothing I could do, nothing I would do, to stop him from claiming his prize. He speared his tongue between my lips, finding the heat and nectar inside and lapping at it. I groaned, dropped one hand from my breast, and grabbed the top of his head, pushing him into firmer contact. I didn’t care if he couldn’t breathe. I simply craved more of what he was doing.

He was wise enough to raise his hands and bring them into play. Using the fingers of both hands, he prized me open and then pushed his tongue in further. At the same time, he altered the angle of his head, freeing his nose, and I could hear him snort in a lungful of air. Not that I cared. All I wanted was that pleasure-giving tongue.

I writhed under him but wasn’t trying to escape. My arousal climbed ever higher, and my fingers tightened on my left nipple, savagely pinching and pulling it. My right nipple seemed to want to cry out for the same treatment, but my right hand was busy holding Steve in place. Well, pretending to, my rational mind knew he could pull away whenever he wanted to. I whimpered and moaned in an effort to get him to bring me past the point of no return. I wanted that orgasm now, needed it, even.

He kept going, not giving me any respite, which was, of course, exactly what I wanted, what I needed. It didn’t take much longer, but the climax burst over me. My entire body stiffened and shook as I cried out. Steve pulled his head away but left his fingers there, holding me peeled open. As I returned to the land of the living, I could see he was staring straight between my legs. I could feel my pussy still gently throbbing in the aftershocks of the orgasm. The kinky shit was watching that happen. I guess I blushed, but the flush on my cheeks could easily have been from passion rather than embarrassment.

Steve didn’t stay still for long, just long enough for the throbbing to subside and for me to get some of my breath back. Not all, he wasn’t that patient. This time, his technique was different. He wasn’t trying to eat into me. No, he was concentrating on my clit. His tongue was licking all around the protruding nub, pressing against it, circling it, and doing everything possible to drive me wild and then some.

The second orgasm hit within minutes, but this time, he didn’t stop. I was super sensitive but couldn’t pluck up the wherewithal to stop him. He just kept going, working me over. I’m not certain if I came again a couple of minutes later or if it was an extension of the same orgasm.

At least, this time, I was able to croak out one word. “Enough.” I thought my hoarse whisper was too low to carry, but Steve heard it and thankfully stopped what he was doing. He surged back to his feet before stooping down. One arm went around my back while the other went under my legs, pushing them together. Before I really understood what he was doing, he’d lifted me, turned me through ninety degrees, and laid me back. One moment, I’d been sitting. The next, I was lying along the couch.

As my chest heaved and I gasped for air, Steve stood there looking down at me, devouring me with his eyes. I whimpered but couldn’t take my eyes away as he pushed the still-soaking-wet board shorts down to reveal his rock-hard dick. He kept going, pushing the shorts down, bending as he did so. My eyes focused on his face, still wet with my juices.

I watched to see what he would do, wondering if his half-promise to only use my mouth was still valid. I wasn’t in any position to object, and if he decided to fuck me, I’d have welcomed him inside me. Steve, though, was true to his word. He climbed onto the couch, swinging one leg over to straddle my chest and lean forward. His cock pointed unerringly at my mouth.

I lifted my head a little and opened my mouth. He pushed forward, entering past my lips and then my teeth as I opened more. My tongue found the tip of his cock, and I licked around it as he held still. Trying not to giggle, I teased the tiny hole in the end with the very tip of my tongue, making him chuckle. I guess it tickled. Then he pushed in a bit further, and I pressed my tongue down to the floor of my mouth to let it slide in. I sucked hard, my mouth filling with saliva to bathe and lubricate the obstruction. Steve grunted and then twitched his hips to thrust it in a bit further.

I gagged, unable to prevent a reaction, and he pulled out slightly. That was only a temporary respite as he pushed back in even further. This time, I was ready for him and didn’t gag. His hands came into play, one reaching down behind him to trial over my stomach and reach for my pussy. I let my legs splay open once more, accepting his fingertip. He couldn’t quite reach further than that, not without leaning back. I think he wanted to play with my breasts, too, but his position blocked them from his touch. He shuffled further forward,d allowing me to drop my head back. Unfortunately, that meant his fingers could no longer reach my slit. He had to content himself with caressing my stomach. It felt nice, but it wasn’t the arousal-building touch that would have brought me off again.

I guess seeing me and then touching me in the transparent bikini and then eating me to two, or maybe three, orgasms were too much of a trigger for him. Anyway, it didn’t take him long after that point for him to start to get more erratic with his thrusts. I moaned around his shaft as I felt it expand. Steve pulled back until just the tip was in my mouth. My eyes flared as I realized what he was doing. He intended to coat my mouth, not my throat, with his goo. That would make it harder to remove all traces of him from my mouth. Rope after rope spurted out, filling my mouth with his cum even as I tried to glare up into his sardonic smile. The bastard knew exactly what he’d just deliberately done.


Chapter 13

I was ten minutes early at the airport, so rather than incur the wrath of security at the pick-up point, I put the car into the short stay lot and walked across the roadway. I’d deliberately dressed nicely for Justin but not gone over the top, all out sexy. The summer dress was strappy and showed a little cleavage, but not that much. It came down to mid-thigh and was a bit floaty. The occasional errant breeze as I walked to the terminal made it swirl around my legs, but it was heavy enough not to threaten to ride all the way up and expose my underwear. Relatively conservative on the outside, the underwear was rather more risqué. Black lace, so thin it was almost non-existent. I could see every detail of my areolas and nipples through the sheer fabric of the bra. The panties were as bad. The set originally came with a double layer at the gusset, but I’d unpicked the extra layer and removed it. As a result, the line of my slit was very clearly visible.

Walking across the expanse of the terminal floor, I scanned the arrivals board, looking for Justin’s flight. At the same time, I kept one hand down to ensure the dress didn’t blow up. That underwear was for my husband’s eyes, and nobody else’s. That terminal building was notorious for odd and strong draughts.

Without any warning, a hand went in front of my face, covering my eyes. My shriek was quite loud. However, a moment later, I heard a very familiar soft chuckle followed by a “Guess who?” My husband’s voice was instantly recognizable, and I relaxed as I turned into his embrace. If anyone had heard me yell, the way I now attempted to kiss his face off told them it was a shout of surprise, not distress. Not that I cared.

After a minute, he broke the kiss and let us both come up for air.

“How come…?”

He shrugged. “I guess we had a tailwind. We arrived forty minutes early. I’d just collected my bags and was heading toward the pick-up point when I saw a very puzzled-looking wife of mine walking toward me.

“I was trying to find your flight on the arrivals board.”

“Which wasn’t there because it landed forty minutes ago.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“So, I snuck up on you.”

“That was a nasty trick. I almost jumped out of my skin.”

He chuckled as his arm caught me around my waist. “As long as you didn’t jump out of that undoubtedly sexy underwear you’re almost certainly wearing just for me. Don’t want to start a stampede.”

“Cheek.”

His arm slid down, and he openly groped my butt, oblivious to anyone moving around behind me. I let him get away with it for a couple of seconds and then wriggled out of his grip.

“Good job, you didn’t go to the pick-up point.”

“Why?”

“Because I was early, I put the car in the short stay lot instead.”

“Ah, good.”

“Good?”

He grinned. “Seeing as I was early, I booked a day room for a couple of hours, saying I was tired and needed a nap. Come on, I’ve already picked up the key card.”

I blushed, I knew what he really wanted, and it wasn’t a nap. I wasn’t objecting, but this was new behavior for Justin. He’d never booked a day room on his return from anywhere. He was usually hot to trot the moment he landed. I guess he still was. He simply didn’t want to wait until the end of the drive home.

As we used the walkway over to the hotel, there were more people around, so we behaved rather more decorously. In any case, he had his bag to tow along behind him. We also kept the conversation pretty much to a minimum. I guess both of us were lost in our thoughts about what was going to happen once we got to the day room. At least we didn’t have to queue at the reception. One look at my blushing face would have told the receptionist exactly what we intended to be doing. The only question he or she would have been left with was whether the wedding ring I wore was because I was married to Justin or to someone else.

We stayed silent in the elevator, but we were both grinning like the proverbial cats that got the cream. His hand strayed onto my ass and gently caressed the out swelling cheek. I didn’t bother to push him away, despite the fact I was sure at least three people had seen what he was doing.

Then, thank god, we were inside the room, and as the door swung shut and the lock engaged, I turned around and wrapped my arms around his neck. My husband then proceeded to surprise me by disentangling my arms and gently pushing me away.

“What…?” I knew he could see my hurt look, but it was obvious my devious husband had something in mind.

“In a minute, okay?”

My hurt look dissolved into a frown, but he was grinning as he backed away further into the room. I stayed where I was, trying to work out what he was up to. Justin simply sat down in the chair in front of the window, then reached into his inside pocket and brought out a long, narrow box. I knew there was only one thing that came in that type of box.

“You didn’t…?”

It appeared I couldn’t manage full sentences anymore.

“This, my sweet, is a very special present. However, there is one, shall we say, unusual request that goes along with it.”

I licked my lips, finally understanding that Justin was playing a game. Something his devious mind had dreamt up. “Oh? And what exactly is the request?”

“I gather this particular item looks best when it is first worn while the wearer is otherwise naked?”

“Ah, I see.” My grin was now getting as wide as his. I knew where this game was going, and I wanted to get there. I’d spent my time in the shower after Steve left, not just getting clean for my husband but also planning how I would get what I wanted—him. It appeared my devious husband had had similar ideas. Only he’d been a little kinkier than my idea of just wearing barely there underwear and letting him discover that fact.

“You expect me to undress for you?”

“No, I expect you to strip for me. Find yourself some music.”

I shuddered. “You want me to strip for you?”

He grinned and nodded. “I want you to tease me. Show me what I’ve been missing for these last few days.”

I let out a low chuckle. “I’m not wearing much.”

“Doesn’t stop you teasing me, does it? Now get dancing and get teasing.”

Justin doesn’t often get masterful with me, but I could hear the whip of steel in his voice. Almost without conscious control, I moved over to the entertainment controls and dialed in a soft rock playlist. The sultry tones accompanied by a heavy beat were just about perfect music. Don’t ask me what it was. I had no idea. I didn’t care. My husband wanted a tease, so he would get the best fucking tease I could deliver.

I didn’t have a lot of clothing to work with. The dress had no zips or buttons. It just went on and off over my head. The bra had a single catch, and I’d gone with it in the strapless configuration because of the thin straps on the dress. More than anything else, the bra was a flick undone and let-it-drop sort of garment. The panties could be better used for a tease, but they were just slide them down and off, not much more. If I wasn’t careful, this was going to be a very quick strip and not a lot of tease.

“Stop thinking, start doing. Start feeling.” His gaze was intense as he told me to get moving.

I looked beyond him, focusing on the passing freeway. The section near the airport was elevated but was still twenty feet or so lower than us. Although I could see down to the roofs of passing vehicles, I couldn’t really see into the cars. If I couldn’t see them, then the likelihood of them seeing my face was remote. The chance of them seeing lower, seeing my naked body once I’d stripped for Justin, was even more remote.

With my hips swaying to the beat, I stepped closer to my husband. To be precise, I didn’t step. I strutted. I put as much as I possibly could into those three or four paces. His smile was the perfect reward as he understood he was about to get what he’d insisted on getting. My hands dipped to my waist as I arched my back to thrust my breasts toward him.

I swung my head around, doing a perfect Tina Turner imitation in order to make my hair whip through the air. I’d purposely worn it down rather than pull it back into a ponytail. With my hands at my hips, I started gathering the material of the dress, teasing the hem higher and higher on my thighs. Perfectly on cue, Justin’s eyeline dipped as he concentrated on the skin I was revealing.

If he wanted a tease, I guess I should turn my back, but this tease was going to play out by my rules, not by his twisted interpretation of a gentleman’s club. I didn’t think he’d visited one while he was away, but if he’d been out with other guys, he might not have had much choice to avoid it. Would he have had a lap dance? Nah, not Justin. He was far too straight arrow to go that route. Besides, didn’t he have me to come home to?

The dress was almost as high as the tops of my legs now. I caught him licking his lips in anticipation, although I suspect he expected me to turn and face away and show him my panty-covered ass. Instead, I jerked the dress higher, revealing the front of my see-through panties.

“Fuck! They’re sexy!”

“Glad you like them, sweetheart. Want to see some more?”

His enthusiastic nod was all the encouragement I needed to continue drawing the dress up my body, exposing the whole of the front of my panties and then the naked skin of my stomach. I glanced down, seeing if he was hard. He was, and his attention was fixed on the front of my panties, where the detail of my pussy was clearly visible through the thin gauze-like lace.

I pulled the dress higher, and slowly, it rose above my breasts. They bounced free for a moment, such thin lace not providing much in the way of support. Belatedly, his gaze rose, leaving the fixation on my groin behind as he focused on my breasts. My nipples were rock hard, making obvious protrusions into the thin lace. Not just noticeable, they were attention magnets, and they captured him.

I half expected him to make a grab for me while my head and arms were entangled in the dress, but he didn’t move. Instead, as my head came free, I saw him glance up and lick his lips. I tossed the dress to one side and brought my arms down. He wanted a tease, but I wanted him, and it had already been said that I needed to be naked.

My hands went behind my back, finding and toying with the bra catch. Since it was strapless and flimsy, it would fall away the moment I undid it. Did I want that? Or did I want to tease him some more? He’d said he wanted a tease, but given how hard he was in his pants, I wasn’t sure he meant that too literally.

Undoing the catch was a breeze, but I held onto the two ends of the strap and only slowly peeled them apart. Bringing my elbows tightly against my sides, neatly trapping the front of the bra in place. My hips were still moving to an invisible beat. Any actual attempt to keep time with the music was now long gone. I was feeling the moves, not dancing. I stayed like that for long seconds, allowing him to fixate on my chest. Jerking my arms apart gave the bra enough impetus to pop off and then fall away, freeing my breasts and my extraordinarily hard nipples. I moaned softly, knowing he heard the noise, which emphasized the physical symbols of my arousal. I could see he was getting even harder. Those pants had to be getting painful. He, though, was concentrating on what I had to do next. The panties were now my only piece of clothing, the only barrier of modesty between him and my naked body.

My hand slid down my flanks, my thumbs hooking into the waistband of that last garment. In order to tease, they had to come down slowly. That was just about the last thing on my mind. I wanted to strip them down in a single smooth and undeniably fast movement and then jump, naked, into his lap and take my prize, his hard cock. In the end, I compromised. My panties went down fairly quickly, but just before I revealed my pussy I paused and thrust my groin toward him. Then, as I slid them down and stepped out of them, I spread my feet a foot or so apart to expose everything. I kicked the panties away and raised an eyebrow at my husband.

I don’t know if it was sixth sense, but he lifted his gaze from my newly exposed pussy and looked straight at my face. He made a peculiar twisting gesture with his fingers as if telling me he wanted to inspect the back view, too. I shivered but did as his gesture asked, slowly pivoting to face away, paused for a couple of seconds, and then turned back again. While I’d had my back to him, I’d heard him move, and he was standing right in front of me as I faced him again.

“I know it’s not a special day, as in birthday or anything, but this is for you.” He offered me the long, slim box.

I took it from him, wondering what had inspired him to make such a performance, or rather get him to make me do such a performance for it. Opening the box, I gasped, looked up at his face, and then looked down again. Words literally fail me. The necklace was exquisite, absolutely fucking mind-blowing. Every link on the chain sparkled as if it was itself diamond. The huge teardrop pendant was a cluster, a riot of diamond chips, with one large diamond in the center.

“This is expensive. Too expensive.”

“Shush.” Justin placed both hands on my shoulders and gently turned me around then moved so he was right behind me. I could feel his still-clothed cock pressing against my back as he leaned around and took the box from my fingers. It didn’t take him long to free the pendant from the box and toss the box away. Then his hands were shaking out the necklace so he had it straight, and right in front of my face, he undid the lobster claw clasp. He made a performance of slipping the two sides around my neck, doing the clasp up at the back, and then reaching around and centering the pendant. It was the perfect length, nestling deep in my cleavage, almost trapped by my breasts.

“Wow, it looks even better than I thought it would when I saw it in the shop.”

“Baby, it looks fabulous, but it’s way too expensive.”

“No, it wasn’t. It’s perfect. Besides, I can’t take it back. That shop is the other end of the country.”

I glared at him, but my heart melted at the almost puppy-dog look on his face. I knew what I wanted, and I was already in the perfect state to get it.

Spinning back to face him, I grabbed him by the lapels of the jacket he was still wearing and walked backward towards the bed, dragging his unresisting form with me. He might have pretended to be dominant to get his little strip show, but now, it was my turn. I sat on the bed, pulled him between my legs, jerked his zip down, and freed his cock. He didn’t even get to say anything before I’d enveloped the head of his sticky cock in my mouth.

I shivered as the fact his was the second cock in my mouth today registered. Indeed, for the last three days, I’d had more than one cock in my mouth every day.  That’s when the realization hit me. I was naked with my husband’s cock in my mouth, and he hadn’t even asked a single question about what had gone on. I couldn’t give him any details, but Alison had let slip that she shared more with her husband, Steve, than I did with Justin. Still, he hadn’t asked anything, just booked a hotel room here, got me to strip, and given me a necklace before accepting a blow job from me.

While the individual steps were fine, it was the whole sequence, especially the missing segments, that started to worry me.

Justin tapped me on the top of my head, getting me to lift my eyes to look at him.

“What’s wrong, baby?”

I swallowed hard, and for a moment, he closed his eyes, relishing the feeling as my mouth contracted around his cock. Taking him out of my mouth, I sucked in a deep breath.

“Nothing, I’m fine.”

“You sure?”

I lied by the simple expedient of nodding, then took him back into my mouth. I’m not sure he believed my nod. In fact, I’m certain he didn’t. Still, the fact I’d tried to give him that reassurance was reassurance itself. That was the one thing he said that helped him decide I was the one. My honest approach. If I wasn’t fine, I’d say so, usually. With most women, the ‘I’m fine’ was a dead giveaway that she was anything but. With me, it was, at the worst, a partial truth.

I sucked hard and waited for him to intervene, although I hoped he wouldn’t. Despite my erroneous train of thought, I was enjoying doing this. In some respects, it was an atonement for the last three days. I started to bob my head up and down on his cock, not taking him too deeply, but something I knew he liked. The new necklace bounced between my breasts each time I moved. He groaned, and he lifted his hand away from my head, letting me know he was happy for me to be doing what I was doing. Ha! Like he was ever going to complain, getting a blow job from his naked wife. Not only that but right in front of a plate glass window on the fourth floor of a hotel that looked out over a freeway. That last bit was sick, but at the same time, it played into my exhibitionist vibe, and I was getting more and more turned on.

Justin wasn’t going to last long. Unlike me, he’d been without for three days. My submissive striptease had clearly turned him on, and already I could feel his cock starting to expand and throb. Even so, when he came in a blast of cum into my mouth, he caught me a little by surprise. Several more blasts followed, and I swallowed to avoid any of it leaking out. He pulled back after another few seconds, and his cock dropped out from between my lips. He hadn’t really softened at all. Despite breathing heavily from having just cum, he was all action. Before I could react, he’d lifted and pushed me back so I was flat on my back. My legs swung up, and he just grabbed hold of them, lifting them higher and then swinging them past vertical and pushing them down toward me.

I knew my pussy was right in front of him and ripe for the taking. I expected him to just thrust forward and enter me. I certainly couldn’t have done anything to stop him, not that I wanted to. I needed him to reclaim me in the worst way, probably more than he needed to reclaim me.

Instead, he dropped to the floor in front of me and leaned forward, still holding my legs up and apart. His mouth closed over my opening, and I bucked against his tongue as he pushed inside of me. I was so glad Steve had been gentleman enough to leave my pussy alone.

“Fuck!”

He chuckled with his mouth tight against my slit. The vibrations of his laughter ran like waves through my body, intensifying the pleasure. I pushed up against him, more of a rocking motion, I guess, but I tried to draw him tighter still. His tongue worked on me, and I grabbed my own legs to hold them. That released his hands, and he used his fingers to peel me open so he could lap up even more of my juices.

I squealed as I came, unable to hold back any longer. My entire body shook and shuddered as the waves of orgasm washed through me.

Justin was good enough to back off, knowing how sensitive I could be after coming like that. I relaxed my hold on my legs, and I let them slowly relax back to a normal position, my feet eventually finding the floor. Justin had backed away, and I could hear the rustle of clothing as he undressed, but I wasn’t really compos mentis enough to open my eyes and watch. I did see the indistinct vision as he stripped off his boxers, but I was panting for breath, and nothing seemed quite stable.

Then he was back, grabbing me under my back and my legs and lifting and turning me so I was lying along the bed rather than across it with my feet on the floor. As he let go, he followed, climbing onto the bed to lie next to me. The naked length of him pressed against my side, and I could feel his hardness pressing against my hip. My wonderful, sexy husband was still hard, despite having cum in my mouth less than ten minutes earlier.

The fact he still wanted me, despite what had happened, was a big deal for me. Yes, everything had been talked through, and we knew what would happen. Actually, what we thought we knew was different from the reality, but we’d gone into it together. Steve and Alison had suggested some safeguards. In many respects, what we were doing right now was one of them. Still, the fact he wanted me and had every intention of making love to me was so damned important to me.

Of course, I reacted exactly the way I didn’t want to. I started to cry. I mean, really sob.

I wasn’t a crier, but when I did, Justin had worked out his own coping mechanism for the two of us. He didn’t say anything. He just wrapped his arms around me, turned me into his embrace, and hugged me. His hands smoothed up and down my back, just caressing in a loving rather than a sexual way. He didn’t say anything. Nestled into his shoulder, I cried for what felt like a long time but probably wasn’t that long. As the sobs subsided, he just pulled me tighter. I brought my arms around, inside of his, and pushed on his chest to create enough of a gap so I could look up into his face.

That look had been to check for any sign of recrimination. I didn’t get a chance to study his face. He simply leaned in and kissed my lips. He didn’t try to push for more, just kissed me. I shuddered, knowing my mouth was still coated with his cum from a little while earlier, but he wasn’t bothering about that. His wife was upset, and he was doing whatever he needed to. As I closed my eyes and let my own lips respond, I could feel the peace descending on me again. That’s when I realized why it was so peaceful. Except for my shouted imprecations as he started to eat me. Neither of us had spoken since partway through the blow job.

Justin broke the kiss, and as I opened my eyes, he smiled. “You okay now?”

I swallowed hard. “Yes.”

“Good, because…” Rather than finish his sentence, he pushed his hard cock against my hip. He couldn’t have given me a clearer signal, and I knew I needed to reply in kind. Without really thinking any more about it, I spread my legs, inviting him to climb on top of me. We could try for more exotic positions later, but for now, I, and I think he, just wanted a straightforward missionary one.

He moved quickly, rolling over my leg and nestling between them. Now with him where I wanted him, I lifted my knees, sliding my feet closer to my butt, titling my pelvis back. He wiggled until his cock was just touching my entrance, then pushed inside. I gasped and then groaned. He slipped in with no resistance, my own recent orgasm providing all the lubrication he needed. A moment later, as he began to thrust, my hips started to buck underneath him. His head descended to my chest, capturing my left nipple and biting down. I moaned in ecstasy and reacted by bucking harder. HE thrust harder still, and we were away.

Time stood still as my husband did what I wanted him to do. Reclaim me. By the time he finally came, I think I’d had another two climaxes. It might have been three, but I wasn’t entirely sure.

After that, we both needed a shower, but unfortunately, the shower cubicle wasn’t big enough. I had my shower and then let him grab his while I dried off. Fifteen minutes later, acting as if nothing had happened, we turned in the key card, walked the short distance to the short-stay car park, and retrieved my little Audi. As we hit the road, his hand stole across the center console to rub my thigh.

“You okay, baby?”

I gave him my best flashing smile. “I’m good.”

“Truth?”

“Yes, truth.”

“So why does my non-tearful wife have such a crying jag back there?”

I gave him my best Oscar-winning pout. “Can’t a girl cry if she wants to?”

“Not without a reason.”

I sighed. He was going to be persistent, just as persistent as Steve had been earlier in the day. I forced myself not to think about that.

“Well?” He didn’t exactly pinch the soft flesh of my upper thigh, but he mimed doing it. Justin wanted an answer.

“You’re not going to let me plead the fifth, are you?”

“Nope. If someone has upset or hurt my wife, it’s my job to take them out the back and beat the shit out of them.”

“Nobody hurt me.”

“But someone upset you.”

“Nobody upset me either. You great big lummox. I wasn’t crying because I’d been hurt. I was upset at the thought the reunion might play out differently.” I brought my hand up to touch the necklace, drawing comfort from the fact it was real and not some perverted shard of my imagination. “Not that I expected you to do that, you kinky shit!”

He chuckled but said nothing, waiting for me to continue.

“The tears were more of relief than anything else. After all, I’d just had three days of…”

He shook his head. “Debauched sex with five randy bastards chasing you for a piece at every hour of the day and night. From the way you glowed as I snuck up on you on the concourse, I’d say they got it, too.”

I shook my head. “It wasn’t quite that bad.”

“It wasn’t?”

“No, I slept alone every night.”

“Ah, but the days…” He mimed a pretty good parody of John Travolta from Grease. “Those summer days…”

I giggled and shook my head again. “Stop it.”

“I know you can’t give me details… How many lines are you going to be putting on the chart.”

“Depends.”

“On?”

“Whether a gangbang counts as five or one?”

I saw him swallow hard. Obviously, my sudden candid abruptness had caught him by surprise.

“Definitely five.” He’d recovered pretty damn quickly.

“So, for your information, that makes it eleven from day one, eight from day two, and one from today.” I caught my bottom lip in my teeth and waited for his response. I was being forthright and candid, and I wasn’t sure exactly how he was going to react.

He sat still and was clearly processing the information. Eventually, he asked a simple question. “So why only one today?”

I shrugged. “Because they didn’t want to send me cock-addled and fucked to within an inch of my life to the airport to meet you. They may be kinky shits, but they’re not total monsters. There were two gangbangs on day one, one in the morning, one in the evening, and one of them had me in the afternoon. Yesterday, four of them came to me separately, but they each had me twice. Today, only one of them. Does that salve your curiosity?”

He swallowed hard. “I guess, yes.”

I giggled, making him start with surprise at my reaction.

“Pity.”

“Pity?”

“Yeah, big pity. Alison let slip something after Steve got her to speak with me once I’d got through day one. He’d sensed I needed someone to talk to. Anyway, she let something slip.”

“Which was?”

I turned and flashed him another smile, then turned my attention back to the road as we approached the turnoff for our street.

“Yeah. I can give you more detail than I’ve been giving you. Alison definitely told Steve more than I’ve been telling you, so yes, you can have more details if you want them.”

He shuddered, but I could see he’d already made up his mind about that.

“I want to know everything you can tell me.”

“Good, because I need my husband to be clued in. After all, he’ll be sitting on the main board by this time next year. If he’s going to be the baby shark, he needs to know what the other sharks are really like. Just don’t play poker with these guys. They are fucking sharks all the way around the table.”

I switched the engine off and, positively leaped from the car and headed for the front door of the house as fast as I could move in my heels. Even though I was ready to move and was halfway out of the car before Justin had even undone his seatbelt, he caught me on the steps to the porch.

He lifted me bodily up onto the porch and pinned me against the front door as he kissed me soundly. It took me several seconds to push him away.

“Justin, the neighbors.”

“Fuck the neighbors. Actually, forget that, get the door open, I want to fuck my wife. If you don’t get the door open in the next few seconds, the neighbors will be watching me do exactly that.

I let out a delighted squeal and reached for my keys.


Epilogue

Despite being early December, the air was clear, and the sun shone. It wasn’t warm, but it was, at least, fine. Having booked the Monday off, Justin had insisted we set off first thing, trying to avoid the pre-Christmas crowds. I knew it was going to be a long day of shopping. Not for gifts, no, I was dress shopping for a specific purpose.

I needed a dress for the company Xmas party. Not just any dress. It was the first year I was going to be the new VP’s wife, so the dress had to go beyond sensational. It had to be a knockout. Not just for the party for all the employees, though. No, what they didn’t know, but Justin and the directors knew, was I had to wear the dress for the second party the night after. The morning after the party, Justin had to head to New York to attend the Xmas parties of two of the company’s biggest trading partners. I had my own party to attend. A rather more intimate affair. Just me and the five directors from the main board. There were six, of course, but Jacob never attended the group sessions.

After a couple of hours of browsing through boutique after boutique, I’d found one possible dress, but the teal, off-the-shoulder dress wasn’t quite right. It was a lovely dress, but it just didn’t ooze the amount of confident sex appeal I needed. Last year, I could have worn it, but this year, as I said, I needed to go a stage further.

Of course, whatever dress I picked would need a new set of underwear to go with it. In fact, two sets. One for Justin to uncover after the first part, one to be uncovered by the perverts from the board at the second party. I couldn’t rely on the clothes picked out by Samantha, the personal buyer, and stored at the condo. It would all depend on the fit and form of the dress I picked.

Midway through a compensatory coffee, because we still hadn’t found anything, both our phones started trilling with messages.

Mine was from the board app that the guys used to book their appointments with me. The messages were simple. My so-called date with David Carmichael for the next day, Tuesday, was canceled. The next message confirmed my date with Martin for Thursday was also canceled. Unexpectedly, I had a free week.

I frowned at the first of those. For the first three months or so, David And Peter had been a double act, booking me together, but lately, David and Peter had booked separate days. They both still played their bondage games, using ropes, cuffs, and blindfolds. Peter, in particular, had enjoyed the spanking games, too, but he was careful not to go too far. I’d have had to admit if pressed, that I’d enjoyed them too, but not as much as those two perverts. In fact, for the last three rotations, Peter had skipped his turn. I hadn’t seen him for several weeks.

I’d been meaning to ask David tomorrow what was wrong, or to be precise, what I’d done wrong.

“Shit!”

Justin’s epithet pulled me from my puzzled reverie.

“What?”

“Sorry, baby, I’ve got to go.”

“Go, go where?”

“They’ve just called a full board meeting at two. According to Steve, I need to be available to attend as well. Guess I’ve got to sit around and wait to be called.”

“Why? What’s going on?”

“Steve didn’t say. He just said, be here.”

I put two and two together. The directors canceling on me and calling a board meeting, which necessitated Justin being called in on his day off. A cold hand clutched my heart.

“Sorry.”

I shrugged. It wasn’t like it was something we could control.

“Come on. Let’s go home. You’ve just about got time to shower and dress for the office. While you get ready, I’ll fix a sandwich.”

“What about the dress.”

“Fuck the dress. We’ll find another way, another time.” I didn’t tell him I now had another couple of free days this week to go shopping. Our coping mechanism worked best if I left him in the dark about who and what was happening on Tuesdays and Thursdays. Until afterward, of course.

An hour and a half later, Justin gave me a big kiss as he headed out and promised he’d call as and when he could. Given the way the company operated, I didn’t actually hold out much hope for that call. I wiped my lipstick off his face with my finger and waved as he backed his Lexus off the driveway.

Two hours later, I got a text from Justin. Sorry, I’ll be late. Don’t know how long this is going to go for, but it could be some time.

It was obviously something serious because he didn’t even end his text with the obligatory three kisses.

I was in the dark, but the app messages kept replaying in my mind. Calling Justin in for a meeting implied something big. Given they had a big SEC inspection only a month ago, I didn’t think they’d be pulling another without warning. Could they have had some bad news from the results of that inspection? If so, was it Justin’s department? Why were the others suddenly needed on Tuesday and Thursday? That was unheard of. Their little arrangement with me was almost sacrosanct, just as it had been with my predecessor, Alison, Steve’s wife. With her predecessors, too, from what Alison had said.

I heard nothing more for several hours. About seven, another short text. Don’t wait for dinner on me. I’ll grab something on the way home.

Again, with the omission of the three kisses. Something was seriously amiss.

I didn’t hear anything more at all, and then, about ten, I heard Justin’s car pull onto the driveway. The moment he walked into the house, one look at his ashen face told me there was something seriously wrong.

Wordlessly, I pulled him into a hug, and he hugged me back for a second and then sat down on the couch and pulled me down to sit next to him. He took a big shuddering breath. I opened my mouth to ask, but he shushed me with a finger across my lips.

“Hell, baby, there’s no easy way to say this.”

“Say what?”

“Last night, about midnight, Peter Carson had a massive cardiac arrest at home. By the time the ambulance crew got there, less than four minutes, by the way, it was already too late. He was gone.”

“Fuck!”

I realized my earlier ruminations had been a foreshadowing of what had happened. From a purely selfish perspective, it probably explained why I hadn’t seen as much of Peter as I had before.

“Hence the board meeting.”

He nodded. “Yeah. Continuity is a thing, so there’s had to be a reshuffle.”

I nodded. That was obvious. A big, prestigious broker couldn’t go without the requisite number of hands on the tiller.

“But what has that to do with you?”

“Because as of an hour ago, I am now a full Vice President with a seat on the board. Steve is moving over to cover Peter’s division, and I take over his role as of tomorrow morning.”

“Fuck!” I knew I was repeating myself.

“Yeah. I’m now on the board, and that means two things.”

“Two things?”

“Yeah. I get a bigger office, a bigger car, and a bigger paycheck.”

“Kinda saw that coming.”

“And you, baby. Well, you get the severance portion of your contract activated.”

“I do?”

He nodded. I reeled a bit. I hadn’t seen that coming, although it was intimately connected to the bit about his promotion. Only the wives of the junior VPs had to put out like I’d been doing for the last eight months.

“So, as of tonight, I’ve got access to the condo, and as of tomorrow night, your access is revoked. You’ve got tomorrow to go there and retrieve any of the clothing you would like to keep.”

I giggled, although it was a terrible reaction. “You think I want to keep any of it?”

He shrugged. “Whatever you want.”

I knew the severance package was quite generous, but I hadn’t paid that much attention to it, not expecting it to be activated until later next year. Not now, and not in this way.

Then, something hit me, and I knew exactly how to take Justin’s mind off the worst parts of the situation.

Surging to my feet, I dragged him up.

“Come on. We’ll take both cars.”

“Why, where are we going?”

“Well, you’ve now got access to the condo, and  I’ve still got my access to the condo. I vote we both go and use the damned place. We’ll only ever have tonight to do that. The next time you go, there will be as mentor to the next wife to take up my position.”

I giggled again. “Come on. Time’s wasting.”

I could see I’d got him interested.

The End


If you enjoyed this book:

Please consider leaving a review on your Amazon site. Reviews are a great help for authors, as well as for other readers who might enjoy this book. The review doesn’t have to be long, just honest.

Thank you in advance, I’d love to read your feedback.


Other Titles by Bridy McAvoy:

Tuesday Nights

[image: ]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

For over a year the men have played cards in one room while the women occupied another with several bottles of wine. When one couple moves away, leaving only three guys for poker, Bill asks Jessica to persuade the other wives to play, unaware that she has worked in casinos before she met and married him. Inviting a card shark to the table wasn't a good idea, but asking her to bring her friends with her was an even poorer one. Asking the three wives to wager more than just money wasn't a good idea either – it was a great one!
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With the twins to raise, money is tight for Jen and Chris, and they have to face up to the prospect of losing their home. He can’t work more overtime and she can’t find a normal job that covers child care costs. In desperation, Jen suggests she returns to the job she had when they met. Chris isn't keen on letting his wife go back to the club, where as Starz--her stage name derived from the tattoo on her stomach--he’d been mesmerized and fallen for the lovely dancer. The idea of her stripping again isn't something he finds easy to deal with, and the thought of her working for Tom, the sleazy club owner, is even worse. But Jen has made her mind up. Starz is going to make a comeback to save their home, hopefully without risking their marriage.
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Sian Ash had just turned 20 when her world was turned upside down. The minibus carrying her roller derby team home from an away match lost a tire, and overturned down an embankment. Four families lost their wives and mothers that day - five young children cast adrift, four fathers seared by a pain Sian recognized and felt with them. The heroine of the crash, she started providing a substitute parent service for the four families. Hailed as the town angel by everyone, only four others knew the real truth. It had started when one of the widowers had called her by his dead wife's name. The emotional angst that required a hug had led to something else - something more. Now Sian was proving in secret that she was no angel, no angel at all, and her four employers were loving every minute of it.
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Charlotte knew there were two ways to get to the top of the corporate ladder. She could work hard and hope she got noticed, or she could play hard and make sure she got noticed. The only problem for Charlie was a very simple one, the men she saw as her rungs on the way to the top, weren't the straight-forward vanilla sharp-suited businessmen she thought they were. Getting their attention was easy, keeping it simple enough, but was the price too high for the secretary who had just acquired a bottom name - Charlie? More importantly, could her bottom stand it?
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Amy's been happy working in the department store, and happy at home but there's something missing, so she's changing her job. Now Amy's got a real problem, she desperately needs money to fix her car. When her boss offers her some overtime she knows exactly what he's offering, and it might just plug the gap in her relationship too. She never realised she was quite so submissive though, nor that her boss was quite so dominant, something her loving husband could never be.
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Previously available as three separate novels, the entire trilogy is gathered here in a single volume of over 150,000 words for one unbelievable price.

Leah’s Home Lens

Leah was only trying to tease her photographer neighbor, but it went too far. Now Owen is blackmailing her into posing for ever more explicit photographs. She never realised just how much of an exhibitionist she could become, nor how much Leo, her husband, would enjoy watching her via the recordings from the CCTV system. Just how far can she fall? Can she turn the tables on Owen before she's in too deep? Does she want to? Who is actually blackmailing who?

Leah’s New Lens

Having given in to Owen as far as she has, it's very difficult for Leah to refuse Owen when he takes her a few steps further. When Leah poses for him again, he pushes her boundaries much, much further than she ever imagined. Leah is far more innocent than she herself ever realised, and Owen most certainly isn’t. Introducing another player into their "game" gives her a real BIG problem in every sense of the word.

Leah’s Long Lens

With Stan coming back for a solo session on his own, Leah is starting to feel the pressure. When it turns out Stan isn't on his own, the new experiences are mounting up for her. Will her relationship with Leo survive the strain?

She has a bigger challenge to overcome first though, can she get through the Camera Club session without it developing into something more?
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The complete The Last To Know Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, almost 200,000 words, over 550 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 – The Last To Know – What I did before we dated

For marketing manager Simon, his gorgeous wife Samantha is his reason for existing. From the moment, he first set eyes on her innocent beauty that day behind the counter in the library, he’d been hooked.

Her shy reserved exterior hid a passion that took him a long while to uncover, but for Simon, it was worth the wait. Only, now, five years on, a newspaper exposé is threatening her career, and the very rock their marriage is built on.

As Sammie starts to confess, Simon wonders if their marriage can survive. Was everything he thought he knew about her a lie?

Book 2 – The Last To Know – What I did while we dated

Sammie has confessed her dirty little secret – she wasn’t the innocent young lady she’d made herself out to be.

Even after she’d started dating Simon, she’d still been playing the field, still messing around after hours with her boss at the library.

She’d promised to tell Simon everything, every sordid detail in a last-ditch attempt to save their marriage.

Could Simon, though, hear it all? And, if he could hear the details, could he truly forgive her?

Book 3 - The Last To Know – What I did while we were engaged

Simon had thought his librarian girlfriend was exclusive, but as Sammie’s confessions build toward a shattering climax, can he still love her enough to forgive her?

As revelation piles on revelation, as each dirty confession becomes more sordid than the previous one, the worst truths are yet to come.

While he respected her limits, her desire to save herself for marriage, on the nights he didn’t see her she was out painting the town red – or at least whatever color her underwear happened to be.

Had he truly been the last to know?
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The complete A Model Descent Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, 245,000 words, over 750 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 - A Model Descent

“We wondered if you had ever done any modeling?” I mean, how corny can you get? But it was a woman who was asking me the question, and we were right outside the photographer’s studio at the time. I wasn’t even dressed nicely – the thick wool department store uniform made me look frumpy.

So began Sylvia’s modeling career working for Dewi Morris and his wife Christie. The devastatingly pretty blonde had never considered posing in front of the camera. She wasn’t that innocent, or naive, but the lure of the lens made for an inexorable pull and before long the photographer was pushing her boundaries.

The first full-length novel in a trilogy detailing Sylvia’s fall from innocence into something much more...

Book 2 - A Model Descent – Freefall

The second book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s descent into the world of glamor modeling. Now renting the flat above the studio, Sylvia is starting to live the high life that comes with being very well paid for what she does. Only, she can’t tell her family what she actually does in front of the camera.

Working as the course model for aspiring glamor photographers is a real goldmine for both the studio and for her. However, the wedding shoot course is a bit much. Can she really bring herself to pose in a bridal dress, in a church, knowing the only part of the outfit she’ll be wearing for the reception shoot are the stockings and heels? Especially after the shots they took of her in the limo.

When one of the photographers turns out to be a close friend of Dewi and shows a more personal interest in her, can she remain professional despite the growing mutual attraction?

Book 3 - A Model Descent – Final Fall

The third book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s move from glamor modeling into video shoots. The discovery that Tyler had been shooting video rather than stills left Sylvia traumatized.

Can she cope with the apparent betrayal by the man she’s starting to see as her boyfriend, and not just another photographer? Dewi, though, has plans for Sylvia, and she finds herself drawn more and more in front of the lenses of the video cameras rather than Dewi’s still camera.

As the videos become more and more hardcore will she stay balanced, and perhaps, more importantly, will she be able to build a real relationship with Tyler, the man who’s at home either in front of the camera, or behind it, when she’s in front of it with someone else!
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All twelve novellas collected here in one amazing 275,000 word volume for one fantastic price. 
Things might have been different if Lizzie hadn’t been desperate enough to borrow the money to pay the rent, without telling Phil what she was doing. Now, after fate placed them in his hands, Phil leads Lizzie, Susie and Carrie down the slippery slope into glamour modelling and beyond.

Housemates and Friends

Housemates and Rivals

Housemates and Partners

Housemates Forever

Lizzie and Phil are back, and this time they have some new, willing—well, kind of—partners for their sexy games. As their neighbor, Carol, is drawn deeper and deeper into their web, her unwitting husband Peter is drawn in too. When they also ensnare their other neighbor, Rebecca, things start to spiral out of control. When Phil runs for office as deputy mayor, Carol, Rebecca, and the irrepressible Susie, are mere pawns in a high stakes game.

Neighbors and Friends

Neighbors and Rivals

Neighbors and Partners

Neighbors Forever

When the mayor succumbs to a fatal heart attack, Phil is left in charge. He has to form a campaign team to organize the support for his upcoming election battle. Winning over the hearts and minds of the movers and shakers within the city, bringing in new business from outside, needs a special kind of team. Phil has just what it needs, in the sexy form of his pretty neighbors, Carol, Rebecca and Susie. When he adds his wife to the mix in order to keep Carol’s husband on side, things are going to get even more interesting.

Workmates and Friends

Workmates and Rivals

Workmates and Partners

Workmates Forever
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Penny Lane’s Seduction

[image: ]

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU

Over twenty years after the Beatles hit, would you saddle your only daughter with the name Penelope if your surname was Lane? Taunted and bullied through childhood, she grew up to be a beautiful but introverted young woman. But when Gareth met her, he thought she was perfect.

With Gareth working days and Penny studying at college then working nights, their time together was limited, but they were determined to make the most of what they had despite the little money they had between them.

As their relationship developed, their love deepened, but a voyeuristic game gone wrong has left Penny exposed to manipulation from her devious older neighbor. As things start to get out of control, events build toward a devastating conclusion.

Frank’s seduction of the pretty twenty-one year old Penny is going to shatter lives as well as hearts.
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The Camera Loves Candy
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Candy could have been a model if only she was taller. At least, that was her husband’s belief. On a whim, he asks her to pose sexily in front of his camera for him, on a promise that he’ll never show the results to anyone.

She thought he had talent, and liked to encourage his hobby, but as each session got more and more daring, the sessions were affecting both of them. As their sex-life continued to move on, in leaps and bounds, Candy knew it wouldn’t be long before he got her naked in front of the camera, and not just after the shoot!

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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Two For The Road
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Ike and Allie knew that getting promoted to a field sales position was a career-high. The husband and wife never expected to both be competing for the same role. When fate deals a different hand, and they’re both promoted, their boss gives them the pep talk about how the loneliness of life on the road could take its toll on their marriage.

Unknown to him, Allie and Ike have agreed their own way to deal with the enforced separation, a very different, and possibly scandalous way. A simple bet, with a significant prize. The winner gets to choose the holiday, and the loser gets to pay for it.

The bet? Well, let’s just say it will be a lot of fun every time, even though they’re hundreds of miles apart.
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When KC Comes To Town
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When Tim asked Emma on a date, he hadn’t expected to get a yes as a response. The tall blonde with kick-ass looks and legs to die for was so far out of his league, he knew he had no chance. When she said yes, and kept saying yes all the way up to the altar, he couldn’t have been happier. For him, it was a match made in heaven.

Demure in public and a tigress in bed, she was a perfect match for him… most of the time. There was one bump in the road, though. Her best friend from college, Katherine Cassandra, or KC for short. KC was a sales rep for a pharmaceutical company, and she hit town every eight weeks or so. The Saturday night when KC was in town was girls’ night out, when the two relived their wild college years. Those girls had been wild then, and boy, they still were.

Seven weeks out of eight, Tim had the perfect wife, but one week in eight, well—that was the price he paid for his otherwise flawless marriage: when KC comes to town.
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Three Passes Each
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James thought Carla was a little young for him, but Carla thought otherwise. She confessed she preferred older men for their experience, and James couldn’t do anything other than take up such a challenge from the gorgeous brunette. Their romance was perfection, right up to the point where Carla forced his hand over a prenup, one she insisted on in his favour. It created their first real row, and it wasn’t so much the financial settlement, as the unusual caveat Carla insisted on. It had nothing to do with money, and everything to do with their relationship.

Given how in love he was with his wife, he had no intention of ever using one of the three free passes she’d insisted on; free passes that gave him the right to step outside his marriage vows. In fact, he insisted that turn was turnabout, and she had the same privilege. The last thing he expected was to use one, let alone for Carla to use one too.
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Three Passes Each – Second Pass
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James had accepted the wisdom of Carla’s forward planning when they’d both used one of their free passes to step outside their marriage. James, though, was insistent he wouldn’t need to use one again, and he was sure Carla had no such intention, either.

Fate sometimes throws a couple a curveball, and this time was no exception. They hadn’t intended it, and they hadn’t wanted it, but somehow they both ended up in another situation, one which meant they would use that second pass of the three written into the marriage contract.

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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About The Author

My name is Bridy, and I live in upstate New York. I’ve written for as long as I can remember, which is thanks to my parents for teaching me to read and write before I went to school. I’ve been fascinated by erotic tales all my adult life, my husband thinks they’re silly but indulges me. I won’t tell you how old I am because a lady never gives away her age. My other interest is photography but writing will always be my first love, other than my husband of course.
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