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“Come on in, hon,” Maribelle ushered Janie into the she-shed. “You’re almost right on time.”
Janie nearly shielded her eyes from all the pastels. “I see you finished decorating,” she noted, staring at a loopy neon sign that proudly declared “wine mom cave.” Then her vision was rescued in the periphery by a hand waving.
“Hi, Janie!” Lorna said with a smile, as she stood to greet Janie with a hug. As they pulled back, Janie thought Lorna’s smile looked a little forced. Then she remembered the last meeting of their fun (allegedly) little book club, and how it ended with crossed arms and exasperated sighs.
Tiffany barely glanced up from her phone, offering a half-hearted finger waggle. “Hey, girl.”
“Tea?” Maribelle thrust a delicate porcelain cup into Janie’s hands before she could answer, followed by a cupcake with an alarming amount of frosting. “Blueberry lemonade. My grandmother’s recipe.”
They settled onto bar stools around a high table that looked like it belonged in a trendy coffee shop. Janie set her cupcake aside, eyeing it warily, as if it was planning to go straight from plate to headache.
“So.” Maribelle clasped her hands together. “I want to address the elephant in the room. Last month got a teensy bit heated.”
Lorna’s cheeks flushed. “I still think Midnight in Tuscany would’ve been—“
“And I still think that book is trash,” Tiffany interrupted, not looking up from scrolling.
“Ladies!” Maribelle’s smile stretched wider, fake as Hell. “This is exactly what I mean. We were this close to a slap fight between The Secretary’s Secret and that historical whatever Janie wanted.”
“The Prussian Letters,” Janie supplied.
“Right. Well.” Maribelle reached under the table, producing a small metronome. “I’ve prepared a little relaxation exercise. Just to get us all on the same wavelength before we choose what to read next.”
Tiffany finally looked up. “What the Hell is—“
“Metronome,” the other three women answered simultaneously.
“Well, there, you see? It’s already working,” Maribelle said with a smile, but this one was genuine.
Janie watched Maribelle fiddle with the little wood-and-brass contraption. A metronome for book club? She’d used one as a child during piano lessons, but what did keeping time have to do with choosing their next read?
“Doesn’t look like a gnome,” Tiffany said, finally setting her phone face-down. “What’s it supposed to do?”
Maribelle released the pendulum from its latch. The metronome began its steady tick-tick-tick, the little metal stick swinging back and forth with mechanical precision.
“Oh.” Tiffany blinked. “You could use an app for that.”
“This is more… organic,” Maribelle explained, adjusting the tempo slower. “Helps us sync our breathing, and our intentions.”
Lorna’s eyebrows drew together. “Do we need synchronized breathing for book discussions?”
Janie sipped her tea, feeling just as dubious, studying Maribelle’s earnest expression. The whole thing struck her as charmingly absurd, like Maribelle had discovered meditation through Pinterest and decided to inflict it on them. Still, after last month’s near-riot, maybe they did need something to lower the temperature.
The metronome’s rhythm filled the pastel-pink silence. Tick. Tick. Tick.
“Now just focus on the pendulum,” Maribelle said softly. “Watch it swing back and forth.”
Janie found herself following the movement despite her skepticism. Left, right, left, right.
“Breathe in for four counts, hold for four, out for four, hold for four,” Maribelle instructed in that same gentle tone.
Janie played along with the breathing exercise. After a few repetitions, she had to admit, she did feel calmer.
The steady rhythm and Maribelle’s soothing voice (when did she learn that?) lulled Janie into a strange sort of focus. Her shoulders dropped as tension she hadn’t realized she’d been carrying began to melt away. The metronome’s pendulum reflected the afternoon light streaming through Maribelle’s gauzy curtains, creating tiny flashes that seemed almost… hypnotic.
“That’s perfect,” Maribelle murmured, her voice softer than Janie had ever heard it. “Now, I want you all to imagine that with each swing of the pendulum, your thoughts are becoming clearer. More open.”
Janie glanced sideways at Lorna, who had her eyes fixed on the metronome with surprising intensity. Even Tiffany seemed engaged, for once not having five thoughts at once.
“Feel your breathing naturally match the rhythm,” Maribelle continued, reading from what looked like a web page printout. “In… and out. In… and out. Each breath taking you deeper into a state of calm understanding.”
Understanding. The word echoed in Janie’s mind as she followed the pendulum’s arc. Maybe that was what they’d been missing. She thought about last month’s argument, how quickly it had escalated from literary preferences to personal attacks. Tiffany calling her “pretentious,” and Lorna’s wounded silence.
“Now picture yourself setting down all your preconceptions,” Maribelle intoned. “Like books on a shelf. You’re placing each judgment, each assumption, each defensive thought carefully on that shelf. They’ll be there when you need them, but for now, you’re free.”
Janie’s eyelids felt heavier. The tea had been more calming than she’d expected, or maybe the breathing exercise was more effective than she’d given it credit for. Her mind drifted, following Maribelle’s gentle instructions. She’s a natural at this.
“In this peaceful state, you can truly hear your friends. Not just their words, but their feelings. Their perspectives become so clear to you.”
The metronome’s tick seemed to grow louder, more… compelling. Janie found herself swaying slightly in rhythm with it, her normal thoughts taking a back seat in favor of this unexpected tranquility.
“You trust this circle of women completely,” Maribelle continued, her voice smooth as Lando Calrissian. “You feel safe to share your true thoughts, and hear those of others with ultimate respect.”
Something about sharing truth tugged at Janie’s consciousness, but the feeling slipped away like dandelion seeds. The pendulum caught her attention again, that mesmerizing swing back and forth.
Back… and… ohhh…
“Perfect,” Maribelle whispered, watching the three women with growing excitement. She’d expected some resistance, maybe a few eye rolls from Tiffany, but all three sat motionless as statues. Lorna’s mouth had fallen slightly open. Tiffany’s phone lay forgotten in her lap. And Janie—controlled, analytical Janie—swayed gently like a weeping willow in a breeze.
Maribelle consulted her notes again. “Your minds are open books now. Blank pages waiting to be written on. You feel so relaxed, so willing to listen and learn.”
Janie’s breathing had synchronized perfectly with the metronome. Each tick and sway seemed to pull her deeper into this strange, floating feeling. Her usual mental chatter had quieted to a low hum.
So nice, floating…
“You want to please your friends,” Maribelle continued. “Their happiness makes you happy. Their approval feels wonderful.”
Approval. The word resonated through Janie’s consciousness like a struck bell. She did want approval, didn’t she? The realization felt profound, important. She’d always tried so hard to be ambitious, but what she really craved was for these women to like her. That was obvious, now.
The pendulum swung without pause, and Janie’s thoughts grew softer, more pliable.
“You’re doing beautifully,” Maribelle murmured. “So relaxed, so open to new ideas.”
Janie felt herself nodding slightly, though she couldn’t remember deciding to move. She was resting in the passenger seat while someone else steered.
“Listen very carefully,” Maribelle continued, her tone a bit more focused. “When we’re in our book club circle, you feel a wonderful sense of harmony and unity.”
The word unity seemed to glow in Janie’s consciousness. Yes, that was what book club was all about.
“In our circle, you find that you want the same things your friends want,” Maribelle said, her voice taking on a rhythmic quality that matched the pendulum’s swing. “Especially what I want. When I want something, it feels right to you. It’s only polite to want the same thing.”
Janie’s analytical mind stirred briefly, like a sleeper turning over, but the movement of the pendulum drew her attention back. Left, right, left, right. So soothing.
“When the book club is meeting,” Maribelle repeated slowly, “you want what I want. It feels good. It seems like a good idea.”
It feels good. The phrase echoed in Janie’s thoughts, settling into some deeper layer of her mind like sediment. She could hear similar soft sighs from Lorna and Tiffany, as if they too were experiencing this strange new understanding.
“Let’s practice this feeling,” Maribelle suggested, consulting her notes with obvious satisfaction. “I want you to repeat after me, very softly. ‘When the book club is meeting, I want what Maribelle wants.’”
“When the book club is meeting, I want what Maribelle wants,” Janie whispered, her voice barely audible. The words felt natural on her tongue, like something she’d always known but never admitted.
Lorna’s voice joined hers in the same quiet whisper, followed by Tiffany’s slightly slurred repetition. The three voices blended together against the pink-tinted walls of the she-shed.
“Again,” Maribelle instructed, her excitement barely contained. “A little clearer this time.”
“When the book club is meeting, I want what Maribelle wants,” they chorused, their voices gaining strength. Janie felt a warm glow spreading through her chest, proud to be in unity with her book club.
“Perfect. One more time, and really feel how right it sounds.”
“When the book club is meeting, I want what Maribelle wants.” This time Janie’s voice carried conviction. The statement felt like truth, simple and undeniable. Of course she should want what Maribelle wants.
“Wonderful,” Maribelle whispered, her voice softer her well-lotioned feet. “You’ve all done so beautifully. In a moment, I’m going to count from one to five, and as I do, you’ll feel yourself gently rising back to full awareness.”
Janie floated in the peaceful haze, only dimly aware of the words washing over her.
“One,” Maribelle began, her tone warm and nurturing. “You’re beginning to feel more alert, more aware of your surroundings. But you’ll keep that wonderful sense of harmony with you.”
Janie could once again feel the hardness of the bar stool beneath her, the weight of her glasses on her nose. But the floating sensation remained, cushioning her thoughts.
“Two. Your breathing is returning to normal. Natural and easy. You’re feeling refreshed, like you’ve had the most peaceful nap.”
Janie’s shoulders shifted slightly as her breathing deepened. The she-shed’s walls came back into focus, though they seemed softer somehow, more welcoming than before. A deep contentment settled inside her.
“Three. Your mind is clearing, but you’ll remember how good it felt to be so open with your friends. So trusting.”
The word trusting resonated through Janie’s awareness like whale song. She blinked slowly, her eyelids feeling heavy but no longer impossible to lift. Around her, she could sense Lorna and Tiffany stirring as well, small movements and soft sighs.
“Four. Almost back to full awareness. You feel wonderful, relaxed and happy, and so grateful for this beautiful experience. You’ll forget the specific thoughts you had while relaxing, but you’ll remember how peaceful and right everything felt.”
Janie’s thoughts began to reassemble themselves, but gently, like puzzle pieces floating into place.
“And five. Eyes open, fully alert, feeling absolutely fantastic.”
Janie’s eyes fluttered open completely, the afternoon light streaming through Maribelle’s gauzy curtains seeming brighter than before. She stretched her arms overhead, marveling at how refreshed she felt. Like she’d spent an hour at a spa instead of sitting in Maribelle’s backyard shed.
“Wow,” she breathed. “That was… really something. I feel like I could tackle War and Peace right now.”
Lorna giggled, that familiar sound that always came before she finished her sentences. “I know, right? Like my brain got a massage or—“
“Alright, ladies,” Maribelle interrupted, clapping her hands together with renewed energy. “Now that we’re all centered and harmonious, let’s dive into the real business. Our next book selection.”
She reached for a stack of colorful paperbacks she’d arranged on a nearby shelf, each one tagged with a sticky note covered in her loopy handwriting. “I’ve narrowed it down to three absolutely divine options. First, we have The Billionaire’s Secret Baby by—“
The she-shed door creaked open, cutting off Maribelle’s enthusiastic pitch. Her husband Cliff ducked slightly as he entered, his salt-and-pepper hair catching the afternoon light. His cashmere pullover stretched across his chest, and that familiar gold watch glinted at his wrist.
“Sorry to interrupt the literary salon,” he said with a confident undertone. “Just wondering if there are any of those cupcakes left. The ones with the  mountains of frosting.”
Janie watched Maribelle’s entire demeanor transform. Her friend’s blue eyes went wide and soft, pupils dilating like a teenager spotting her crush across the cafeteria. The books tumbled from Maribelle’s hands as she pressed her palms to her chest.
“Oh, honey,” Maribelle breathed, her voice dropping to a breathy whisper. “Of course. Anything for you.” She gazed at Cliff like he’d just offered to detail her car for her instead of asking about leftover dessert.
Something stirred in Janie’s chest as she studied Cliff’s profile. When had his jaw become so… commanding? The way his dark eyes surveyed the room with casual authority made her stomach flutter in a way that caught her completely off guard. She found herself leaning forward slightly, drawn by some invisible current.
“Take all of them,” Maribelle continued, practically purring.
Janie’s gaze traveled from Cliff’s penetrating stare to the way his expensive slacks hugged his stocky frame. Heat crept up her neck as she realized she was studying him like a work of art. What is wrong with me? But even as the thought formed, she couldn’t look away.
Beside her, Lorna had gone very still, her brown eyes fixed on Clifford with an intensity that bordered on hungry. Her cheeks flushed pink as she watched him move closer to the cupcake display.
“No no, just the one for now,” Clifford said, reaching past Janie to pick up a cupcake.
Tiffany’s phone had dropped into her lap again, forgotten. She was staring at Clifford with her lips slightly parted, her usual ironic distance completely abandoned. When he glanced in her direction, she straightened in her seat and tucked a strand of honey-blonde hair behind her ear.
“Ladies looking lovely today,” Clifford observed, his gaze sweeping across the three guests with casual appreciation. “That meditation thing working out for you?”
“It’s wonderful,” Janie heard herself say with a soft, shy voice. “Really, um… opening.”
Clifford’s eyes lingered on her face for a moment longer than necessary, narrowing, and Janie felt that strange flutter intensify.
“Well, I should get out of your hair,” Cliff said, smelling the cupcake.
Or you could pull it, came into Janie’s mind, completely unbidden and totally inappropriate. But now that the thought was there…
“But first, I can’t resist a kiss.” Clifford moved toward Maribelle with that easy swagger of his, one hand still holding the cupcake while the other found her waist. Maribelle melted into him like butter on warm toast, tilting her chin up expectantly.
“That’s unfair!” The words burst from Lorna’s mouth before she could stop them. Her hand flew to cover her lips, brown eyes wide with horror at her own outburst.
Janie’s breath caught. Lorna—people-pleasing, rule-following Lorna—had just… what exactly had she just done?
“I mean…” Lorna’s voice cracked as four pairs of eyes turned toward her. “I just… sorry. I don’t know why I…”
Clifford’s lips quirked upward, amused rather than offended. “What’s unfair, darlin’?”
The endearment sent an unexpected jolt through Janie’s chest. Darling. When had Clifford’s voice become so… textured? Like aged whiskey and dark chocolate mixed together. She studied his profile again, searching for some change, some explanation for why her pulse hammered against her throat.
Tiffany tugged at the knot in her graphic tee, loosening it with jerky movements. “God, is it hot in here?” She pulled the fabric away from her skin, creating little puffs of air. “Like, seriously burning up.”
“The shed does get warm,” Maribelle murmured, though she seemed perfectly comfortable pressed against her husband’s solid frame.
Janie watched Tiffany yank her tee over her head entirely, leaving her in just a lacy bralette that did absolutely nothing to hide her peaked nipples. The younger woman fanned herself, completely oblivious to how the movement made her chest bounce.
“Better,” Tiffany sighed, then caught Clifford watching her. Instead of covering herself, she straightened her shoulders. “Much better.”
Janie could feel a shift, like electricity before a storm, crackling between her friends and this man who’d somehow become magnetic. Had Clifford always carried himself with such casual dominance? Had his dark eyes always held that knowing glint?
“Hey now,” Clifford chuckled, taking a messy bite of his cupcake. “Is this a book club? Or a strip club?” The joke hung in the air, stale and awkward.
Tiffany stood abruptly, her stool scraping loud against the floorboards. Her hips swayed in those high-waisted shorts as she closed the distance toward Clifford. What the hell is she doing? Janie thought, fingernails digging into her palms as a hot blush spread down her chest. With a playful tilt of her head, Tiffany ran her fingers along her bare collarbone. “Maybe we should dance for Cliff,” she said, voice breathier than usual. “Show him he’s still got it.” 
Lorna let out a high, stifled giggle but didn’t protest. Instead, she stepped closer to Clifford too, smooth knee-length skirt brushing his tailored pants. Her soft brown eyes were fixed on his frosting-smeared mouth. 
Janie froze. This is weird. This isn’t us. Her own thoughts tangled as she watched Maribelle stiffen beside her husband. The perky blonde’s blue eyes darted between Tiffany’s boldness, Lorna’s eagerness, and Janie’s paralyzed confusion. She suddenly felt the walls closing in.
Lorna swayed into Clifford’s space, bumping against Maribelle. “Let’s,” she murmured, half to herself. 
“Come on, Maribelle,” Tiffany cooed, reaching for the blonde’s manicured hand. “Don’t leave us hanging. Your husband deserves a show.”
Maribelle’s face cycled through emotions: surprise, embarrassment, something that looked almost like panic.
After a long moment of indecision from his wife, Cliff seemed to make the decision for her. He moved toward the small love seat tucked in the corner, lowering himself onto the floral cushions. The casual way he settled back, one arm draped along the seat’s edge, made Janie’s stomach flip. His presence filled the small space, commanding attention without effort. She found herself studying the way his slacks pulled across his thighs, the way his chest stretched that expensive cashmere.
“See?” Tiffany gestured toward Cliff like she was presenting evidence. “He’s practically begging for it.”
Maribelle’s cheeks burned crimson. “This is all my fault,” she whispered, more to herself than anyone else. “I wanted us to be in sync, and now…” Her voice trailed off as she looked around at her friends: Tiffany half-naked and shameless, Lorna swaying slightly, Janie frozen between mortification and some darker impulse.
“Maribelle,” Lorna said softly. “Maybe he does deserve this. A special treat.”
Maribelle’s blue eyes darted between her husband’s expectant face and her friends’ flushed expressions. Something shifted in her posture, resignation mixing with a spark of something else.
“Just… just this once,” Maribelle breathed, her voice barely audible. She smoothed her pink dress with trembling hands. “For Cliff.”
Tiffany clapped her hands together, the sound sharp in the tension-thick space. “That’s my girl!” She moved closer to the love seat, hips swaying in those high-waisted shorts. “Music?”
Maribelle fumbled for her phone with shaking fingers, selecting what looked like a playlist called “date night.”
Tiffany kicked off her chunky sneakers, wiggling her toes in the plush carpet. Then, to the lazy, pulsing beat drifting from Maribelle’s phone, Tiffany began to dance. Her bare shoulders rolled, pale against the black lace of her bralette. Each movement was deliberate, her high-waisted shorts sliding lower as she rotated her hips in a slow circle, then the other way.
Christ, she’s doing it, Janie thought, rooted to the spot. The air felt impossibly thin. Tiffany’s small, blunt fingernails hooked into the waistband of her shorts. With agonizing slowness, she shimmied them down her toned legs, stopping just below her ass. She left them bunched around her thighs, revealing smooth skin and the sheer-edged line of a black thong.
“Like what you see, Cliff?” she teased. Bent forward slightly, she shook the honey-blonde waves off her neck. Janie saw a faint flush creep along Tiffany’s spine despite her bravado.
Tiffany straightened, turning to face Cliff lounging on the love seat. Her playful smile sharpened into something darker, needier. She slid her thumbs under the straps of her black lace bralette. Bare breasts bounced, pert and high, pale nipples already taut in the perfumed air. She tossed the scrap of lace toward Clifford. It landed on the empty cushion beside him, settling softly.
Janie’s mouth went dry. Tiffany stood unashamed in nothing but that barely-there black thong. Her gaze fixed on Clifford and she beckoned with two curled fingers, first toward Lorna, then Janie. “Your turn, girls. Don’t leave me out here all by myself.” She accentuated the plea with another deliberate sway.
The slow beat thumped through the she-shed like a shared heartbeat. Tiffany cocked her hip toward Clifford, her body a fluid line of honeyed skin and confident curves. Her high-waisted shorts bunched around her thighs, framing the black scrap of her thong against smooth flesh. With a feline arch of her spine, she peeled the bunched fabric lower.
Tiny goosebumps rose on Tiffany’s exposed torso as she turned fully. The soft arcs of her breasts tipped upward in defiance of gravity, dusky-pink peaks hardening visibly under Clifford’s lingering gaze. Her fingers skimmed her collarbone like feathers before drifting downward. The slow circles her thumbs drew around her own nipples made Janie’s own tighten instinctively against her restrictive turtleneck.
Tiffany tossed her discarded shorts aside, bouncing lightly on the balls of her bare feet. She hooked a strand of hair behind her ear with mock innocence, thrusting her chest forward.
Lorna’s hands trembled as she reached for the top button of her cream cardigan. Her fingers fumbled with the small pearl fastening, breath coming in shallow puffs. The soft fabric parted, revealing the swell of her chest beneath the floral blouse.
“That’s it, sweetie,” Tiffany encouraged, rolling her shoulders as she swayed. “Show him what you’ve been hiding under all those cardigans.”
Janie watched Lorna’s cheeks burn crimson as the cardigan slipped from her shoulders. The floral blouse clung to her generous curves, the pale lavender fabric straining slightly across her chest. Lorna’s hands hovered uncertainly at the hem.
Clifford leaned back against the floral cushions, his dark eyes moving between the four women with appreciation. The bulge straining against his tailored slacks had become impossible to ignore.
“Ten years,” Maribelle breathed suddenly, her voice thick with something between panic and arousal. “This is your birthday present for the next ten years, honey.” Her hands smoothed down her dress, the gesture betraying her own growing excitement. She watched Tiffany hook her thumbs in the thin strings of her thong, teasing the fabric lower.
“Don’t stop now, girls,” Tiffany purred, letting the black scrap fall to the carpet. She stood completely naked, honey-blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. “We’re just getting started.”
The music pulsed, thick and low, as Tiffany sauntered naked to the love seat. She curled onto the cushions beside Clifford, bare legs tucked under her like a contented cat. Her honey-blonde hair brushed his shoulder, and she batted her eyelashes at him. Janie watched Maribelle’s blue eyes widen at the sight of her friend pressed intimately against her husband.
Lorna’s floral blouse rustled as she finally unbuttoned it with trembling hands. The fabric slipped down her arms, revealing a plain beige bra straining over soft, full curves. Clifford’s gaze lingered there. Lorna caught his dark stare and shyly arched her back, pushing her chest forward. A small, breathy gasp escaped her as she gathered the courage to unclasp the bra. It dropped away, her large breasts jiggling slightly, nipples puckered tight in the charged air. She giggled into her palm, trembling under the weight of Cliff’s attention.
With shaking hands, Maribelle pulled down the puffy sleeves of her dress, revealing smooth tanned shoulders. The fabric clung for a second before slipping past her waist, pooling around her patent leather pumps. Her nipples strained against the front clasp of a baby pink lace bra through the sheer fabric, hard and needy. She rolled her hips, mimicking Tiffany’s fluid sensuality, but with a nervous tremor. Clifford leaned forward slightly.
Tiffany nuzzled Clifford’s bicep, her knee brushing his slacks as she whispered something in his ear. He chuckled low and approving, hand settling on her bare knee. Maribelle sucked in a sharp breath but continued stripping. Her fingers fumbled at the bra clasp. It sprang open, breasts springing free. Her full, artificially high globes shone with a hint of sweat. She cupped them instinctively, thumbs brushing erect nipples, before letting her hands fall away.
Janie’s own arousal surged, aching and wet within her dark jeans. She pressed her thighs together, heat spreading up her neck as she watched Clifford’s hungry stare having trouble deciding who to watch. Lorna was sliding her skirt down ample hips now, the fabric settling around her ankles. She stood in mismatched cotton panties. Shyness warred with something bolder as she caught Tiffany’s encouraging nod, sliding the beige underwear down. Her bush was trimmed neat, her thighs trembling slightly. She covered her mound with one hand, blushing harder when Clifford hummed approvingly.
Maribelle peeled matching pink panties down her tanned legs next, kicking them aside with a nervous laugh. Her nakedness seemed to embolden her. She lifted her chin and spun around, swiveling her hips so her ass swayed, round and inviting. Clifford’s hand clenched around Tiffany’s bare thigh at the display.
Janie’s breath hitched. The shared tension was thick as Maribelle’s perfume. Lorna dragged a fingernail between her tits, eyes fluttering as she eyed Clifford’s lap. Tiffany grazed his thigh with a light touch. It’s like we’re all wrapped in honey and itching to be tasted.
Tiffany traced the rim of Clifford’s ear with her tongue, the wet sound audible over the music. He groaned low in response, his fingers curling tighter around her pale thigh, eliciting a cute little yelp.
Lorna stepped toward Maribelle, nibbling her lower lip. “Can I… please? On his lap?” she whispered. She looks like she needs it, Janie thought, all too aware of the ache in her own jeans. Maribelle nodded, running her own hands down her bare hips.
Cliff shifted Tiffany aside with a gentle nudge, making room. “Come here,” he told Lorna. She stepped toward him on shaky knees. He grasped her hips and encouraged her downward. She giggled in a breathless rush, skin flushing everywhere.
Tiffany slid a hand along Clifford’s stubble, then started stroking his collarbone. “Such a good job, Lorna,” Tiffany moaned softly, eyes lingering on Lorna’s bare thighs spreading open. Lorna rocked experimentally against his groin.
Maribelle stepped closer to Janie, vibrating with shifting tension. Her bare arm brushed Janie’s clothed one. “Look at that,” Maribelle whispered, tilting her head toward Clifford now guiding Lorna over his bulge. “Isn’t it the sexiest thing you’ve ever seen?”
Lorna ground against Clifford’s lap with more confidence, her bare thighs clamping around his hips, a soft whimper escaping her parted lips. Her full breasts brushed his chest with each roll, nipples dragging across the cashmere.
God, the friction must feel incredible, Janie thought, her own core clenching emptily. The heat between her legs was insistent, and growing.
Clifford’s hands guided Lorna’s ample hips, pulling her tighter. She gasped, “Ohhh,” the sound high and needy, her sandy blonde ponytail bobbing with the motion.
Maribelle padded behind the love seat. She bent forward, platinum curls cascading over Clifford’s shoulder as she stroked his salt-and-pepper hair with manicured fingers.
Her glossy lips neared his free ear. “Isn’t it nice, honey?” Maribelle whispered, voice husky. “Feel how hot she’s getting for you. All because of your big, hard cock.”
Clifford grunted low, his dark eyes half-lidded in pleasure.
She really understands the male gaze. Janie stood alone in the open space, the plush carpet suddenly feeling vast under her ankle boots. The music’s throb pulled at her.
Everyone’s arousal hung thick in the air… Lorna’s heaving breaths, Tiffany’s lascivious tongue, Clifford’s shuddering grunts, Maribelle’s wicked grin. Janie’s nipples strained against her turtleneck, sensitive to every shift.
“Janie,” Maribelle called out, still bent over her husband, blue eyes gleaming. “I want you to dance for us. Strip. Show Clifford what you’ve got.”
The words hit Janie like a compulsion, rooting deep in her subconscious. Resistance tried to flicker, then dissolved. She had to obey. She wanted what Maribelle wanted.
Why can’t I stop? But the thought was overwhelmed by her building desire. She lifted her arms, hips circling slowly.
Lorna moaned louder, “Mmmph, your cock feels so fucking good,” grinding harder as Clifford’s fingers dug into her soft flesh. Sweat beaded on her round cheeks, her eyes fluttering shut in bliss.
Maribelle’s hand tangled deeper in Clifford’s hair, tugging gently. “Look at Janie, Cliff. She’s going to be such a dirty little slut for you,” she purred.
Janie’s fingers found the hem of her black turtleneck, tugging it upward inch by inch. Vanilla air kissed her exposed midriff, sending shivers racing across her warming skin. I’m being such a dirty girl.
Tiffany leaned in closer to Clifford, her bare breast brushing his sleeve. “Mmm, we want to taste you so bad,” she sighed contentedly, watching Janie with hooded eyes, one hand working between her own legs.
The compulsion surged stronger, so Janie peeled the fabric higher, her practical bra coming into view. This feels so naughty… so good.
Janie closed her eyes, letting the music wash over her as she pulled the turtleneck higher. I’m on stage, she told herself, in a real club with spotlights and hungry men watching. In her mind, the hyper-feminine shed transformed into smoky darkness, filled with masculine voices calling out encouragement. They want me. They’re throwing money at my feet.
The fantasy gave her courage. She yanked the turtleneck over her head, her chestnut hair tumbling loose around her shoulders. Her practical beige bra felt suddenly scandalous, the cups straining against her breasts.
“Yes,” Maribelle breathed against Clifford’s ear. “Look at those beautiful tits, honey. She’s been hiding them under all those boring clothes.”
Lorna’s moans grew louder, “Ohhh, fuck, yes,” her hips grinding frantically against Clifford’s bulge. Her sandy ponytail whipped back and forth as she rode him through his slacks.
Tiffany pressed her lips to Clifford’s temple, murmuring, “You’re so fucking hard. Smell how wet we’re all getting for you?”
The crowd loves me, Janie imagined, swaying her hips as she reached for her bra clasp. They’re cheering for more. Her fingers trembled with anticipation.
Janie’s fingers found the clasp. The beige fabric loosened, cups gradually separating from her skin. She let it fall, joining her turtleneck on the carpet.
Her hands moved to cover herself instinctively, then stopped. They want to see me. The thought pulsed through her mind, drowning out her usual self-consciousness.
“Absolutely beautiful,” Cliff’s voice rumbled across the space, his dark eyes drinking in her naked torso while Lorna continued grinding on his lap.
Janie opened her eyes and couldn’t suppress a shy smile. She’d never been looked at like that—like she was something precious and dirty all at once. Her hands drifted to her jeans, fingers working the button free.
Lorna’s breathless whimpers filled the air. “Oh god, oh god,” she panted, her movements becoming more desperate.
Tiffany’s hand was between her own thighs, stroking herself while watching Janie undress. “That’s it, girl. Show him everything.”
The zipper’s metallic rasp seemed impossibly loud. Janie’s pulse hammered as she hooked her thumbs in the waistband. The jeans slipped down her hips, pooling around her ankles. She stepped out of them carefully, standing in just her plain cotton panties. The evidence of her arousal was visible through the thin material, to say nothing of the way she kept caressing up and down her curves.
Everyone can see how horny I am. The thought should have mortified her, but instead it sent another pulse of heat through her veins.
Lorna’s rhythm grew frantic on Clifford’s lap, her full breasts bouncing with each grind. “I’m so close,” she gasped, her voice breaking.
Maribelle’s nails scraped lightly along Clifford’s scalp. “Let her come, honey. She’s being such a good girl for you.”
Tiffany’s fingers circled her clit between her legs while she watched Janie with hungry eyes. “The panties too,” she whispered, voice thick with arousal.
Janie’s hands trembled as she hooked her fingers in the waistband. This is wrong. This is my friend’s husband. But the protest felt distant, overwhelmed by the need burning along her skin.
The cotton slid down her thighs, leaving her naked. She stood exposed, heart pounding, as Clifford’s appreciative groan filled the she-shed.
“Perfect,” he rumbled, his voice making her knees weak.
Lorna’s head twisted, ponytail whipping across her damp shoulder. She caught sight of Janie—naked, chest heaving, skin flushed—and the raw shock cranked her pleasure higher. “Mmmmph!” A guttural sound ripped free while her thighs shook. She slammed down with force on the hard rod beneath her.
“Ohhh yes… yes… nnnghhh,” she was panting, grinding in tight circles. Each roll dragged her swollen clit over the wool seam. “Uh… unhh… oh Cliff,” she cried, voice pitching up. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, please… I’m gonna fucking come on your cock!”
Fingers clawed his broad shoulders through cashmere. “Yes, yes, make me come like a dirty slut… ohhh god!” Her pussy clenched and spasmed as the orgasm built. “Gaah… I’m coming, I’m coming so fucking hard… eeeyaaaaa!” A high, desperate squeal burst out as climax slammed through her, her whole body convulsing while waves of pleasure crashed over her again and again. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes!” she gasped, grinding frantically as her cunt throbbed and gushed.
Clifford’s chest puffed, ego ballooning. He flashed a triumphant grin at his wife, enjoying every tremor, every soaking proof he could make a woman come while fully clothed. “That’s it, good girl,” he growled, keeping Lorna rocking even as aftershocks rippled through her soft frame.
Lorna’s answering whimper was sweet and grateful. Sweat dotted her round cheeks, breasts jiggling with each final grind.
Tiffany hissed approval, fingers plunging into her pussy while she watched. “So fucking hot,” she whispered with glassy eyes.
Maribelle bit her lip, jealous heat flickering behind her smile. She stroked Clifford’s hair harder.
Janie felt her own pulse thunder in her ears, the voyeuristic thrill of Lorna’s peak coursing through her veins, pleasant but unfinished. She slowly sank to her knees on the plush carpet. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she crawled forward, hips swaying seductively toward Clifford’s lap. Each movement sent fresh waves of arousal pulsing through her core. I need to taste him.
Lorna trembled atop Clifford, her body still shuddering with aftershocks, her breath ragged. Janie reached Clifford’s knees, her voice a husky whisper. “Move aside, Lorna. Please.” The plea felt foreign and urgent, like someone else speaking through her.
Lorna blinked, her soft brown eyes unfocused. She slid off Clifford’s lap with a “Hmmph,” stumbling slightly as her bare feet hit the floor. Her thighs glistened.
Janie’s trembling fingers found Cliff’s zipper. She tugged it down slowly, the metallic rasp loud in the charged silence. Her gaze locked onto Maribelle’s face, pleading silently. Please let me. I want this so badly.
Maribelle’s glossy lips curved into a naughty smile. She nodded, her blue eyes gleaming with approval. “Go ahead, sweetie. But he likes it real deep.”
Janie forgot to breathe. This can’t be real. It felt like a shared dream… too perfect, too wet, too raw. She peeled open his fly, freeing Clifford’s thick cock. It presented itself eagerly, rigid and flushed, glistening at the tip. A low groan escaped Clifford’s lips as her fingers wrapped around his shaft.
She leaned in, her mouth watering. The musky scent of him filled her nostrils. It was intoxicating. Her tongue flicked out, tasting the salty bead of pre-cum. A soft moan vibrated in her throat. Oh god, yes.
Tiffany watched, her fingers working faster between her own legs. “Fuck, Janie,” she breathed. “Suck him good.”
Lorna swayed on her feet nearby, eyes half-closed, her hand drifting to her own slick folds. She whimpered softly, and kneeled to the floor to stop from toppling over.
Janie opened up, taking the head into her mouth. The taste and feel of him overwhelmed her senses. She lathed gently. Clifford’s groan deepened, his fingers tangling in her chestnut hair. More. He wants more. Her lips stretched, taking him deeper, the thick shaft filling her mouth. Wet, slurping sounds filled the she-shed, mingling with everyone’s ragged breaths.
Maribelle’s manicured fingers worked at Clifford’s cashmere pullover, tugging it upward. “Arms up, honey,” she purred against his ear. Tiffany helped from the other side, peeling the soft fabric over his head.
“Ohhhh,” Lorna sighed, her palms immediately smoothing over his exposed chest. Dark hair dusted his broad pectorals, and she buried her face against his warm skin, inhaling deeply.
Clifford groaned, “Fuck, yes,” his fingers tightening in Janie’s hair as she hollowed her cheeks. The wet sounds of her worship filled the space - slick, rhythmic, hungry. Slurp… mmmph…
Tiffany’s hands worked at his leather belt. “Need this off,” she breathed. The metal clinked as she freed it, tossing it aside.
Maribelle kissed along his jawline, her glossy lips leaving sticky traces. “You look so good, Cliff,” she whispered, nipping at his earlobe. Her tongue traced the shell of his ear while her hands roamed his chest.
Lorna’s mouth found his nipple, sucking gently. “Mmmm,” she hummed against his skin, the vibration making him twitch in Janie’s mouth. Her soft curves pressed against his leg as she lavished attention on his chest.
“God, look at you all,” Clifford rumbled, his voice thick with pleasure. His hips thrust slightly, pushing deeper into Janie’s warm mouth. She gagged softly, “Gahhhk,” but didn’t pull away.
Lorna tugged his slacks down his hips, her fingers trailing along his muscular thighs. “So fucking strong,” she murmured, pressing open-mouthed kisses to his manly skin.
Janie’s three friends worked together like they’d choreographed a ballet, each finding new areas of his body to worship. Hands caressed, mouths explored, tongues flicked and swirled. Their soft moans and sighs were symphonic in Cliff’s ears.
“Ahhhh… yes… that’s so good, you’re all so fucking hot,” Cliff groaned, lost in the sensation of four mouths and myriad fingers devoted entirely to his pleasure.
Saliva dripped down his shaft, making everything slick and messy. Janie’s tongue worked frantically, desperate to please him.
“Look at her go,” Maribelle muttered against his neck. “Sucking your cock like she’s starving for it.”
Tiffany’s soft lips trailed up his chest, leaving wet kisses. “Mmmm… you taste so good, Cliff,” she murmured. “So masculine… so strong…”
Maribelle’s tongue traced the shell of his ear while her fingers pinched his nipple. “Feel how hard you are in her mouth, honey,” she purred. “She can’t get enough of your big cock.”
“Ahhhh… fuck,” Clifford groaned, his hips bucking slightly. The needy compliment made Janie’s cunt clench.
Lorna’s hands gripped his thighs as she kissed lower. “I bet you want to come all over her face,” she murmured, her voice dripping with dirty promise.
“Nnngh… yes,” he grunted, fingers tightening in Janie’s hair. She moaned around his shaft, “Mmmmmph,” the vibration making him twitch.
Maribelle bit his earlobe gently. “Such a good little cocksucker, isn’t she?” she whispered. “Look how desperately she’s working for your cum.”
Janie’s cheeks burned at the crude words, but they only made her suck harder. Tears pricked her eyes as she took him to the back of her throat.
“Oh shit… that’s it,” Clifford gasped, his breathing ragged. “Right there… don’t stop.”
Lorna’s tongue flicked against his balls, making him jerk. “Mmmm… so heavy,” she moaned. “Full of cum for us.”
“You’re going to explode,” Tiffany breathed against his chest, clearly on the verge herself. “All that pressure building up… ready to burst… fuck!”
Maribelle’s lips brushed his jaw as she spoke. “Come for us, honey. Give Janie what she’s begging for.”
The dirty talk swirled around Janie’s consciousness as she made love to his cock. She could feel him throbbing on her tongue, pre-cum leaking like a crack of thunder before the rain. She choked as he hit the back of her throat again. Drool ran down her chin. The wet sounds were perfectly obscene.
“Such a mess,” Maribelle giggled wickedly. “Drooling all over his cock like a good little slut.”
Clifford’s breathing turned harsh and ragged. “Ahhhh… hahhhh… fuck, I’m close.”
“Yes,” Tiffany hissed. “Let go, baby.”
The three women’s voices became urgent, desperate, all talking at once while Janie’s mouth worked frantically.
“Come, Cliff…”
“So close…”
“Give it to her…”
“Ahhhh… hahhhh… FUCK!” Clifford’s whole body tensed as he reached the edge.
His thick cock slipped from Janie’s lips with a wet pop, glistening and throbbing. She tilted her face up toward him, mouth wide open, tongue extended like she was waiting for communion.
“On my face,” she breathed, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “Please, Cliff. I want to feel it.”
Tiffany’s hand wrapped around the base of his shaft. “Oh fuck yes,” she gasped, stroking him with quick, desperate movements. “Look at her begging for it.”
Lorna’s palm joined Tiffany’s, both women working his cock in tandem. Their fingers intertwined around his thickness, pumping in perfect rhythm. “Come for her, Cliff,” Lorna whispered, her voice breathy and urgent. “Give Janie what she needs.”
This is really happening. Janie knelt there, naked, face tilted up in offering. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she watched their hands working together. The sight was perverted and beautiful.
Clifford’s dark eyes locked onto Janie’s upturned face. His jaw clenched as Tiffany and Lorna’s hands worked faster, slick sounds filling the perfumed air. “Fuck… Janie… your mouth…”
“I know,” she whispered, then extended her tongue once more.
When did I become this person? The thought dissolved as Clifford’s breathing turned ragged.
“Here it comes,” Tiffany hissed, her grip tightening. “Look at him twitching.”
Lorna’s soft moans mixed with the wet stroking sounds. “Mmmm… so hard… so ready…”
“That’s it, honey,” Maribelle breathed against his neck. “Let go. Paint her slutty face.”
Clifford’s whole body tensed, muscles corded with strain. “Ahhhh… fuck… coming!”
The first hot rope splashed across her waiting tongue, thick and salty. Janie’s eyes fluttered shut as more spurted across her cheek, her nose, dripping down to her chin. Each pulse sent satisfaction flooding through her chest; she’d done this, she’d brought him so much pleasure, just as Maribelle wanted.
“Yes, yes, yes!” Tiffany giggled, still stroking him through each spasm. “Look at all that cum! God, Janie, you’re covered.”
Warm drops landed on Janie’s lips and forehead, as the first pour was sliding down her throat. She opened her eyes to find Clifford staring down at her with raw possession, chest heaving. The look in his dark eyes made her clench with fresh need.
“Beautiful,” Maribelle sighed, pressing a kiss to Clifford’s shoulder. “Look how gorgeous she is, all messy for you.”
Janie’s tongue darted out, tasting what had landed on her lips. The salt and musk flooded her senses, making her moan softly. “Mmmm… thank you,” she whispered, the words feeling both foreign and perfectly right.
Tiffany released his softening cock, bringing her cum-slicked fingers to her own mouth. “Fuck, that was hot,” she breathed after sucking them clean.
Clifford’s chest rose and fell in heavy pants, sweat beading along his hairline. The commanding presence that had filled the she-shed moments before seemed to deflate as reality crept back in. He glanced around at the four naked women surrounding him, his confident smirk fading into something more uncertain.
“So,” he cleared his throat, voice rougher than usual. “What happens now?”
The question gave them all pause. Janie felt the weight of her friends’ eyes as they looked between each other.
What does happen now? Janie wondered, though the thought felt distant and unimportant. Her fingers moved without conscious direction, gathering the warm streaks from her cheek. She brought them to her lips, tongue darting out to taste her reward.
Tiffany’s mouth opened first, then closed. Lorna’s soft brown eyes darted nervously between her friends. Maribelle’s blue gaze settled on Janie with something like expectation.
“Whatever Maribelle wants,” Janie heard herself say, the words sliding from her lips as naturally as breathing. She scooped another droplet from her chin, sucking her finger clean with deliberate slowness. The taste made her moan softly, a sound that seemed to echo in the sudden silence.
◆◆◆
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