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Chapter One

 


Maeve Burgundy tried to tune out Trinity’s excited
voice as she chattered away and read from a brochure over the
muffled roar of the 747’s engines. Even in first class, you
couldn’t get away from their rumble. “‘Sodom is the world’s largest
five-star virtual reality resort. Boasting over three hundred
individual VR spas and specializing in erotic fantasy, guests can
fulfill their every desire. We encourage you to embrace your wild
side and challenge us with your dreams that we turn into
reality—virtual reality.’”

Tucking a strand of coal black hair into her bun,
Maeve stole a glance at Trinity before returning to her e-mails.
Trinity’s black spiral curls practically vibrated with excitement,
and a flush painted her dark brown cheeks. Maeve didn’t know why
she was so keyed up; it wasn’t like Trinity needed the VR fantasies
the resort promised.

Built like a runway model with mile-long legs,
Trinity never lacked male admirers falling all over themselves to
win her favor. Maeve, despite knowing how stupid it was, often felt
dowdy compared to her best friend. In her own way she knew she was
cute. At five-one with abundant curves and a round butt, she
usually wore five-inch heels to appear taller and men seemed to
appreciate the view. It wasn’t that she lacked male companionship,
she just liked to keep her relationships strictly sexual. She had
trusted the wrong guy one too many times with her heart and had the
emotional scars to prove it.

Maeve tried to ignore Trinity and finish the e-mail
to her assistant back at Noven Enterprises in New York City. As an
expert in contractual law for Noven, Trinity pretty much worked by
herself, while Maeve ran the entire corporate acquisition section
and reported directly to the president. For Maeve the thought of
being out of touch with the office for a whole week made her
panicky inside, and she typed even faster. At her job, she had
total control and could lose herself in her work, bury herself in a
world where there were few surprises and being cold and ruthless
was encouraged.

Trinity attempted to shut Maeve’s laptop with one
hand while she continued to read the brochure aloud. “‘Would you
like to be Tarzan, swinging through the trees to rescue your
beloved Jane from an army of headhunters? Did you ever wonder what
it would be like to be a botanist working with a plant that induces
sexual euphoria? If you can imagine it, you can do it from the
safety of our virtual reality chambers. Nothing is taboo, and the
only thing holding you back from living the ultimate fantasy is
yourself.’”

Maeve snorted and wondered who would find plants
sexy, but Trinity continued unabashed. “‘For an extra thrill, you
can partner with other resort guests and live out your fantasies
with them in the safety and anonymity of cyberspace.’”

An announcement came over the speakers that the
plane would begin its descent into the Detroit Metro Airport and to
please put away all electronic devices.

Maeve typed as fast as she could in an effort to get
out her last-minute orders. Trinity, the bitch, was taking away her
laptop once they landed. She didn’t believe Maeve would be able to
relax and enjoy her vacation while having access to her office.
While she was right, it still pissed Maeve off.

Grumbling, Maeve added a last set of instructions on
the acquisition of a failing steel mill. It wasn’t like she even
really wanted to be here in the first place. She’d won this
vacation, even though she couldn’t remember actually entering the
contest. When the representative from the Sodom resort had shown up
with two dozen red balloons and a local TV crew, she had been so
astonished she’d babbled through most of the interview. Trinity and
the rest of management had forced her into actually taking the
vacation, and she’d only agreed after her boss threatened to fire
her. He was kidding, of course… She hoped.

Maeve scowled and hunched over her keyboard as she
saw the stewardess approaching them with a frown. The petite blonde
flight attendant stopped at their aisle and said, “Ma’am, could you
please close your laptop?”

Ignoring the stewardess, she clicked Send just
before Trinity smashed her fingers with the screen of the laptop.
The stewardess startled at the aggressive snarl that Maeve gave
Trinity and backed away with wide eyes. Trinity just laughed and
hugged Maeve’s laptop to her chest.

Maeve gave Trinity a dirty look. “We aren’t on the
ground yet.”

“The office is fine. Your underlings live in fear of
you, and they won’t do anything to incur your wrath.” Trinity tried
to tug at the carved ebony wooden sticks holding Maeve’s long hair
back in the tight bun. “Let your hair down, sister! You’re on your
first real vacation in three years. Relax and enjoy the ride.”

Maeve eyed the laptop with longing. “I’ve taken a
vacation,” she said defensively.

“Business conferences don’t count. And when is the
last time you made love?”

The sight of Detroit’s glittering lights suddenly
became very interesting. “I’ve had partners.”

Trinity snorted and slipped the laptop into its bag,
then under her seat. “I said made love, not sex.” She patted
Maeve’s hand. “I worry about you. All work and no play makes Maeve
a very dull girl.”

Now it was Maeve’s turn to snort. “What about you,
Ms. Trin? You aren’t exactly the poster girl for long-term
relationships.”

Trinity stuck her tongue out. “Well, at least I try.
What are you so afraid of that won’t let you fall in love?”

That remark hit too close to home, and Maeve’s
stomach clenched. She’d fallen in love once, given her whole heart
and soul to a man who didn’t trust her, and it had almost destroyed
her when they broke up. That mistake wasn’t going to happen again.
She quickly changed the subject. “So what fantasies are you going
to try out? We get four, one for each day we’re there.” Maeve
pulled out her phone and looked at the spreadsheet she’d made of
possible fantasies that had caught her eye.

Trinity gave a shocked gasp. “Are you for real? You
made a spreadsheet of your fantasies? Did you also schedule your
orgasms and bathroom breaks?”

Maeve narrowed her eyes at Trinity. “I hope the
batteries on your vibrator run out.”

Trinity laughed. “Oh, low blow!” They pressed back
into their seats as the plane touched down with a thud. Trinity
bounced up and down. “We’re here!”

Maeve looked out the plane’s window and watched the
brand-new airport terminal gleam in the darkness. After the
economic collapse of the late ‘90s, Detroit had reinvented itself
through tax breaks and hard work into the virtual reality capital
of the world. Now it celebrated the fruits of those efforts as not
only a center of enormous wealth, but also as one of the top
tourist destinations in the world. Here, in the safety and comfort
of the Midwest, an adventurous spirit could fulfill their every
desire at one of the nineteen VR resorts.

In the distance, Sodom’s giant illuminated obelisk
soared above its competitors. From small motels to megaresorts,
anything you could possibly want in the VR world was available.
Some of the smaller businesses specialized in themes such as
ancient Rome and adventure sports, while the larger hotels often
had a variety of programs made to appeal to a broad audience.

An excited murmur swept through the cabin of the
airplane as they taxied down the runway. Across the aisle, two
twentysomething men with beards talked excitedly about the sports
VR resort where they were going to climb Mount Everest. Maeve heard
a woman behind them chatting about whether she wanted to be a
lady-in-waiting in Queen Victoria’s court or the queen herself.

The anticipation built and Maeve was helpless to
resist the happy energy sweeping the plane. A small glow of
excitement began to burn inside of her as she opened her mind to
the possibilities of this vacation. All those delicious fantasies
that she pleasured herself to brought to life by the wonders of
technology. She shared a grin with Trinity and for the first time
she started to looked forward to a week of fantasy instead of
resenting it as a meaningless intrusion on her work.

* * *

“What do you think?” Angel ran his hand across his
smooth, shaved head and felt a mild shock once again at the loss of
his hair. He strode over to the floor-to-ceiling windows of his
office and looked down on the bright city lights of Detroit. The
view from the top floor of Sodom was fantastic, and he watched the
red dots on planes in the distant night sky circling the
airport.

Was Maeve on one of them?

Luke leaned back in the black leather chair and
kicked his feet up on Angel’s steel and glass desk. A tall man with
a swimmer’s build, he had been Angel’s best friend for the last
eight years and his chief of security and lover for the last five.
He ran a finger over his neatly trimmed dark gold goatee and gave
Angel a teasing grin. “ Don’t worry. I think our lovely Maeve will
be heckled into taking a vacation against her will and is on her
way right now.” His feet twitched on the desk in an impatient
rhythm. “Why do we have to do all this bullshit cloak-and-dagger
stuff again instead of just inviting her here? If she really is the
woman we’ve been looking for, I want to start out on the right foot
with her. Your breakup couldn’t have been that bad.”

Angel shrugged his shoulders and avoided Luke’s gaze
in the reflective glass. “We parted on hard terms our freshman year
of college. Her scholarships took her out to California, while mine
took me to Cambridge.” He turned and gave Luke a rueful grin. “Part
of the reason I got interested in virtual reality at MIT was
because of her. I wanted a way to be with her without having to
sell everything I owned to afford a cross-country plane ride.”

Luke joined him at the window and put his arm around
Angel’s waist, tugging him close. “Did you ever try to apologize?
Lord knows we’ve had our epic fights, but we always manage to kiss
and make up.”

Angel grinned and took in a deep breath of his
lover’s familiar scent. Luke’s hands roamed to his ass and gave a
fleeting caress that made Angel’s dick twitch. He sought out Luke’s
wrist and held on, stroking his thumb lightly over Luke’s
pulse.

Looking out the window again, Angel said, “I sent
her a long and rambling e-mail when I was wasted on Jägermeister
trying to win her back.” He groaned at the memory. “She sent me a
reply five minutes later saying she was dating someone else and to
leave her alone. Then I, full of drunken misery, wrote her back
calling her a whore and a bunch other things I wish I could take
back.”

Luke winced. “Ouch.”

“I know.”

“Did you try calling her?”

“Yeah, she changed her number. So I called her mom,
who told me to piss off.”

Luke snorted out a laugh. “That would be pretty
disheartening.”

“It was twelve years ago, and I was an idiot back
then. A very insecure idiot who didn’t know how good I had it. This
was before I became Angel and I was just Rafe, the punk kid with
piercings and blue hair. If I knew then what I know now…”

“Well, now you’re Angel. Millionaire bachelor,
virtual-reality god, and boyfriend to one of the hottest fucking
guys in the world,” Luke teased him, and they wrapped their arms
around each other, enjoying their reflection in the glass. “Don’t
worry, I’ve got your back on this. While she may be able to resist
your bumbling charms, she’ll be like warm putty in my hands.”

Angel grinned, recalling the interview on CNN with
Maeve and Larry King. He had sat straight up in bed and hit record
the second he recognized her. She had grown into her beauty and
wore it like a fine perfume. Confident and intelligent, she’d
handled the interview with class even as Larry had tried to trip
her up with some trick questions. He couldn’t believe the girl that
had made love to him in the rain was the woman verbally sparring
with Donald Trump. The sound of the TV woke Luke from his sleep
next to him, and when Angel explained who she was, Luke had been
intrigued.

“Do you think Maeve will be…open…to our lifestyle?”
Luke asked delicately. “When you sent me out to New York City to
spy—”

“Research.” Angel glowered at him, and Luke rolled
his eyes.

“Fine, research her, stalk her, whatever.” Luke
ignored Angel’s warning growl and continued, “She seemed to be
devoted to her job, and that’s about it. Everything about her is so
straitlaced, I don’t know if I can picture her happily living with
two men.”

Angel loved sharing his women with Luke. It was the
best of both worlds. He had his man and his woman and didn’t have
to worry about either straying. He trusted Luke completely and vice
versa. To tell the truth, Angel loved watching his women getting
fucked by Luke as much as he loved Luke fucking him. It just flat
out did it for him. While he really hoped Maeve would fit into his
life, he wasn’t leaving Luke for anyone.

Turning Luke by his trim waist, Angel sought out his
lips with a soft brush of his own. Firm, gentle, they explored each
other’s mouths with the intimacy that can only come from two people
in love. A groan stole from Angel as Luke dug his nails into
Angel’s broad shoulders, pulling him closer and deepening the kiss
in a dance of tongues and heat. Angel ran a hand through Luke’s
hair and savored the sensation of the short, silky strands moving
through his fingers.

They broke their kiss and Luke’s blue eyes darkened
to sapphire with passion. Angel studied his man, reassuring himself
again that Luke was okay with this. His heart ease as the other man
looked back at him with a small smile.

“I really want this to work out for us. I know I’m
extremely picky about my women.” Luke brushed his lips across
Angel’s again, soft and decadent. “But I think that you’re right:
Maeve is the one. Beyond finding her utterly delicious to look at
with that full and soft body, she is wicked smart and owns enough
lingerie to open a store.”

“How do you know that?” Angel gave him a suspicious
look, and Luke laughed, leaning back in his arms.

“Easy there. I didn’t break into her apartment and
go digging through her underwear drawer.” His lips twitched with a
grin, and through Angel’s dress shirt, he traced the thick gold
ring piercing the right nipple. “I hacked into her credit card and
checked out what she spends her money on.”

“You shouldn’t have done that.”

Luke watched him closely, his smirk turning into a
full smile as Angel’s cock thickened against his. Damn him, he knew
Angel’s weakness was women in sexy lingerie. With a firm grip, Luke
drew him closer and whispered against his lips, “Don’t you want to
know what she bought?”

Soft cotton pants slid beneath Angel’s hands as he
pulled Luke closer. The press of Luke’s goatee tickled Angel’s
throat as Luke brushed his lips over the banging pulse in his neck.
“She buys her corsets custom-made from France. Can you imagine her
big, beautiful tits all pushed up and waiting for us? And did I
mention that she seems to have a fondness for crotchless
panties?”

Luke tugged the edge of Angel’s shirt from his pants
and fumbled with the buttons. He growled as Angel licked the outer
rim of his ear. Desire, harsh and burning, roared through Angel’s
body, making his cock ach and his balls draw up tight. Their shirts
hit the floor at almost the same time, and Angel sighed as he
wrapped his arms around his lover, tracing his fingers in familiar
paths over Luke’s muscled back, the thick gold of his nipple rings
rubbing against Luke’s chest.

Angel turned them to face the window and teased
Luke’s pants down his long, muscular legs and off his feet. With a
grin, he nipped the back of Luke’s knee and ran his tongue over the
soft skin there. He loved the smell of Luke, the way he made him
feel, and most of all the trust that they had in each other. He
moved around to Luke’s front and pulled his pants down with
exaggerated care, holding Luke’s gaze as his cock sprang out. A
rumbling growl of appreciation met this gesture, and his dick
throbbed when Angel lightly gripped it. Angel loved how he affected
Luke, how Luke totally gave himself over to the moment and focused
only on Angel. Always a bit of an exhibitionist, Angel enjoyed
displaying himself for Luke’s pleasure.

Angel knelt, and the soft blond hairs on Luke’s
thighs tickled his palms as he ran his hands up Luke’s legs to his
hips. Angel positioned his body so Luke could watch their
reflection in the big dark window. Stroking himself, he thought
about what it would be like to share Luke’s cock with Maeve, to
have their lips locking together over the rock-hard flesh.

Luke ran his hands over Angel’s head, gently urging
his willing mouth toward Luke’s erection, which demanded attention.
Angel teasingly took only the head of Luke’s cock between his lips
in a hard suck. Long and thick, Luke’s cock had a very wide head,
and Angel loved the feel of it in his mouth. The salty taste of
Luke’s precum hit his tongue and he swiped at that small slit,
seeking out more.

With a rasping moan Luke shivered. Slow and steady,
opening his throat, Angel swallowed him while jerking off in
unison. Luke’s hands ran over Angel’s smooth head, distracted and
tightening as he whispered Angel’s name. Deeper sucks now, fighting
against his gag reflex as he tried to fit more down his throat. He
felt Luke’s cock thicken, and he reached up his free hand to cup
Luke’s balls as they drew up tight.

“Stop.” Luke gasped and pulled himself out of
Angel’s mouth. Luke quickly dropped to his knees and reached
forward to stroke Angel’s shaft. Angel loved the way Luke got all
worked up and intense in his passion.

“I want to fuck you. I want my cock deep in your
tight ass,” Angel said in a low growl. Luke grinned and gave
Angel’s dick a hard squeeze.

They exchanged a kiss, and Angel ran his hands over
the tight muscles of Luke’s chest, fingertips tracking down the
hard bumps of his abs. He pressed Luke’s body against his own,
their cocks rubbing together as they groaned and thrust. The
thought of someone out there watching them right now, just
happening to look at their window through a telescope made Angel’s
passion soar. He could imagine how they looked and wondered if
right now some guy was jerking off to the sight of their hard
bodies.

Pressure began to build in his sac and settled into
a low throb. He shuddered at the feeling of their cocks, slippery
with precum, pressed tight between their stomachs. With one final
nip at Luke’s lower lip, Angel turned him around and whispered in
his ear, “Give it to me.”

With a shudder, Luke bent over onto his hands and
knees and thrust his ass into the air. Angel wet his fingers and
worked them into Luke’s ass. Even after five years of taking
Angel’s girth, he was still deliciously tight and responsive. A
light sweat misted Luke’s body as he bucked back against Angel.

“I’m close already.” Luke squeezed his internal
muscles around Angel’s probing fingers.

Chuckling, he withdrew his fingers and gave Luke’s
ass a light slap. “Don’t move.” A quick trip to the desk and he
returned with a condom and a tube of lube. Luke tensed as Angel
squeezed some of the cool gel over Luke’s rectum as Luke pushed
back into Angel’s firm touch.

“If you don’t fuck me soon, I’m going to kill you,”
Luke threatened as Angel sheathed himself in the condom.

A moan tore from Angel’s lips as he held the head of
his cock against Luke’s puckered hole. The sight of himself sinking
into that firm flesh made his balls draw up tight, and he fought
the urge to just bury himself. When the outer ring of Luke’s ass
gripped his head, he paused and enjoyed the sensation, allowing
Luke to control the movement and push the rest of the way. He
reached between them and stroked Luke’s sac. Luke made a sound of
pleasure from deep in his throat and twitched his hips as Angel
sank in all the way to the base of his cock.

It was too much. He had to move, had to chase the
orgasm that trembled just out of reach. The focus of his world
narrowed to just the two of them as he held on to Luke’s hips and
worked him hard and deep. So tight and slick, Luke’s ass flexed as
he threw his head back and groaned.

“Going to come.” Luke gasped, and Angel leaned
forward, grasping his shoulders. He could feel his own orgasm
almost there. Body tight, muscles tense, he groaned and pounded
into Luke. Beneath him, Luke’s ass gripped and released Angel’s
cock as he shuddered and bucked.

So good, so tight and hot. Almost collapsing
on Luke, Angel bit the back of Luke’s neck as his own release
burned through him. Luke shiver beneath him and drew their orgasms
out by slowly clenching and releasing his anal muscles.

Panting, he rolled off Luke and held his hand,
staring at the ceiling as they both tried to catch their breath.
After he settled enough that he could walk without stumbling, he
disposed of the condom and quickly cleaned both Luke and himself
before tugging his lover over to the wide leather sofa against the
far wall. Luke pulled him onto his chest, and Angel listened to his
racing heartbeat.

“Love you,” he murmured and placed a gentle kiss on
Luke’s lips.

“Love you too,” Luke said in a content rumble. “Fuck
what the rest of the world thinks. I can’t imagine spending the
rest of my life without you and our perfect woman at our side. The
best of both worlds.”

Angel placed another gentle kiss on Luke’s chest.
“The thought of you fucking her while I—”

Luke placed his hand over Angel’s lips and laughed.
“As much as I would love round two, we don’t have time right now.
Our lovely lady is going to be arriving soon, and we have to put
the seduction to end all seductions into action.”

Angel grinned at him. “I plan on testing the waters
doing some fantasies with her tonight and see how she responds. The
Maeve I knew had more love to give than anyone I’ve ever met.” He
gathered Luke into his arms and placed a kiss on his forehead. “I
just hope she’ll give us a chance to prove how good it can be.”


Chapter Two

 


Maeve and Trinity followed the sable-haired
concierge into their suite in stunned silence. Comfortable
chocolate brown leather furniture filled the massive living area
dominated by an elaborate bar. Done in shades of hunter green and
bronze with accents of blue, the room had a definite Irish feel
emphasized by a massive tapestry done in twisting Celtic knots. An
elaborate crown molding graced the high ceiling with more elaborate
scroll work. Scattered jewel tone pillows surrounded a real
fieldstone fireplace, and at the far end of the room
floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over downtown Detroit.

“Welcome to the Celtic suite,” the concierge said in
a smooth voice. “Your luggage is in your rooms. Ms. Burgundy, your
room is on the right. Ms. Jacobs, your room is on the left.” He
stood in the small foyer leading into the suite. “Dinner will be
served in an hour. You have your meeting with your PFC after
that.”

“Our what?” Maeve asked as she ran her hand over the
rich wood of the bar. She had always loved Ireland, and this room
was a surprise that delighted her.

Trinity rolled her eyes and strode over to the
window. “Our personal fantasy consultant is the person that sets us
up with our VR sessions. They are trained sexual psychologists who
specialize in helping us find and fulfill our hidden fantasies.”
Trinity turned back and said, “If you listened to a word I said on
the plane instead of trying to run the office from forty thousand
feet, you would know this.”

“I know what a personal fantasy consultant is,”
Maeve grumbled. “And if you had talked about anything more
interesting on the plane besides the number of orgasms you planned
on having, I would have paid more attention.”

“Bitch,” Trinity said with a good-natured grin and
swayed across the room to the doorway of her bedroom.

The concierge tried to cover his laugh by clearing
his throat. “If there is anything you ladies need, please don’t
hesitate to call. Everything you order is included in your prize
package, including any spa treatments you wish to indulge in.” He
closed the door with a smile, and Maeve couldn’t help but grin at
Trinity. Maybe this wasn’t a bad idea after all, Maeve thought as
she took a deep breath and let her shoulders relax.

She stepped out of her five-inch black heels with a
grateful sigh, leaned on one of the leather bar stools, and rubbed
her stocking-clad foot. She’d stayed at work until well past
midnight in an effort to make sure everything was in place before
she left, and now she was paying for it. “Would you be mad if I
went to bed early?”

Trinity opened the door to her room, then glanced
back over her shoulder. “You have twenty minutes to get ready until
I come hunt you down.” Her tone was teasing, but the look in her
eyes was deadly serious. “Now go slut it up, and we’ll have a drink
before we head out.” She shut the door before Maeve could come up
with a good retort.

Maeve glared at the door to Trinity’s room and
gathered up her heels, curious if her bedroom lived up to the
stunning living room.

It didn’t disappoint.

A massive four-poster bed with a gold velvet canopy
took up half the room. The bedspread was a lush green silk
embroidered with gold scrollwork depicting unicorns and griffins.
Tossing her heels into one corner, she examined herself in the
floor-to-ceiling mirror that dominated the wall in front of the
bed. It would be wonderful for watching herself having sex. Her
first boyfriend, Rafe, had had a huge mirror over his dresser
facing his bed, and she’d loved how turned on he would get from
watching them have sex. He’d made her feel so beautiful, so
desirable, and seeing their bodies move together had never failed
to give her earthshaking orgasms. The thought brought a blush to
her cheeks, and she looked away from her reflection.

After a quick glance at her gold wristwatch, she
decided to unpack and pick out an outfit. She found her suitcases
inside a luxurious walk-in closet that was the stuff of fantasies.
Giving in to a rare impulse, she twirled around in the giant closet
and giggled. What she wouldn’t do to have a wardrobe like this at
her tiny apartment in New York.

Soft fabric slid through her fingers as she began to
unpack. She smiled happily, and a sigh slipped past her full lips
as she came across her secret vice: sexy lingerie. Garter belts,
merry widows, stockings, and her personal favorite, crotchless
panties. All things that she wore under her corporate armor to
remind herself that she was still a woman. She loved the thrill of
shocking a man when she removed her suit and wore only a corset and
a tiny thong.

With her hourglass figure, she had to wear her suit
jackets a bit baggy. If they were properly nipped at the waist, it
made her large breasts achieve almost pornographic proportions. She
had learned early on that the corporate world didn’t take seriously
young women who looked like walking sex, no matter what school they
graduated from.

As she hung her suit jacket on a silk-covered
hanger, she felt the first stirrings of real excitement. She could
be whoever she wanted to here. No one knew her except for Trinity,
and she would never gossip to the office. Maeve could be as
feminine and sexy…and dare she say it…as slutty as she wanted.

Her pussy tightened, and she glanced over at the
vibrator she’d brought with her. Licking her lips, she debated if
she had time for one small orgasm before dinner. It would be
wonderfully wicked to dress up and watch herself and would
certainly be a good start to letting her freak flag fly proud and
free.

She quickly shimmied into a crotchless black silk
thong with little pink bows on the hips. The soft silk of a
matching black push-up bra pressed her generous breasts together.
She debated stockings but decided to go with nude legs tonight.

The pink egg vibrator felt cool in her palm as she
grabbed it, then sprinted into the bedroom while checking her
watch. Ten minutes—more than enough time.

The smooth silk of the comforter felt heavenly on
her bottom as she reclined with a deep sigh on the bed. She took a
moment to admire herself in the mirror that was the size of her
living room back in New York. The black satin glowed against her
creamy skin, and she ran her hand over the exposed curves of her
breasts. In her mind, a man watched her while she did this.
Scooting up to the very edge of the green silk comforter, she
parted her thighs slowly and turned on the vibrator. The smooth
lips of her waxed pussy peeked out from the slit in the crotch of
her panties. Already the skin was turning pink with her arousal,
and the hum of the vibrator over her nipples made her pussy
clench.

A slight shift of her hips and her swollen clit
peeked out from the edge of the satin. Hard, it protruded from
between her labia. Her gaze followed her hand in the mirror as she
ran the vibrator around her exposed clit, knowing just how to rub
herself in exactly the right way. She parted her legs wider and
watched a trickle of arousal wet her pussy. Her hips arched, and
her inner muscles clenched as she pressed the vibrator down
hard.

In her mind, the mystery man was watching her.
Slowly he began to step out of the shadows. As always, it was Rafe.
His long black hair streaked with blue hung down his back, over his
leather jacket, and reached the top of his faded jeans. A piercing
shimmered in his left nostril, and a small silver hoop bisected the
most sensual lower lip she had ever seen on a man. His dark eyes
gleamed as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his thick cock,
stroking it in time with her movements.

The familiar tightness of her climax was closer now,
and her dream lover’s hand moved over his cock. Before she had
given Rafe her virginity, they used to indulge in watching each
other masturbate. The memory still did it for her every time. Back
when she had thought they would be together forever and her trust
in him had been absolute, she had reveled in the power her body had
over him. They were always hungry for each other, exploring the new
joys of the pleasures they could give one another. He had watched
her like she was his world. No one since had been able to match the
power of his gaze.

Her mind wanted to prolong the moment, to draw out
the trembling edge of absolute tension just before she came. Her
body just wanted its release.

Fucking herself against the vibrator, she let out a
long and low moan as her body tightened in anticipation. The beat
of her heart in her ears drowned out the hum of the vibrator, and
she hunched forward. Almost there, almost to that delicious release
that turned her world into an unthinking place where her entire
existence was pleasure. It seemed as if every nerve in her body
centered on her pussy. One final stroke and she moaned as the
orgasm shook her body in long waves. She wished for the millionth
time that Rafe was here and her pussy was clenching around his hard
cock. With a happy sigh, she lay back on the bed.

A knock came at the door, and Trinity hollered from
the other side, “If you’re done coming, do you think you can get
dressed so we can go find a dick that doesn’t need batteries?”

Maeve flipped her middle finger at the closed door
and hauled her satisfied body off the bed. “I’ll be out in a
second.” After cleaning and putting away her toy, she slipped on
the rich amethyst silk sheath dress and admired herself in the
mirror. The flush of her orgasm brought pink to her cheeks and a
sparkle to her dark eyes. The tips of her generous nipples pressed
against the silk, but the tiny thong created no line over the plush
curve of her bottom. A quick dash of shimmering pink lip gloss and
she was ready to find out if Sodom would live up to its
promises.


Chapter Three

 


Trinity showed off her strappy gold heels to a group
of admiring men. Her short white miniskirt complimented her dark
skin as she held one impossibly long leg out and turned it in the
light of the bar. “Oh, these old things? I’ve had them
forever.”

Maeve snickered into her champagne glass. Trinity
had overnight ordered those sandals from Jimmy Choo last week. The
men practically panted as Trinity leaned down and toyed with the
strap, her green tank top gaping open to show her small, firm
breasts.

Maeve rolled her eyes and downed the last of her
champagne. Dinner had been delicious, and the other guests they had
been seated with had regaled them with stories of their time in the
VR chambers. If half of what they said was true, she couldn’t
wait.

“There he is!” the petite redhead standing next to
her said.

“Who?” Maeve tried to see over the heads of
Trinity’s men, but even in her black patent leather heels, it was
impossible. She caught a glimpse of a smooth brown head and massive
shoulders in a dark gray suit.

“The owner, Angel.” The redhead stood on her
tiptoes.

“Really?” Maeve tried to stand on her tiptoes to get
a better look. “His name is Angel? Just one word, like Cher?”

The redhead grinned. “When you’re as rich as he is,
you can call yourself whatever you want.”

Intrigued, Maeve started to walk toward the throng
surrounding the man, but Trinity snagged her. “Time to go. Don’t
want to be late for our appointment.” Trinity’s fan club watched
her saunter away, and Maeve had to hide a laugh at the sight of all
those grown men pouting.

Glancing over her shoulder one last time, Maeve
caught a glimpse of luscious lips and dark eyes before the crowd
covered Angel again. She set her glass on the bar and followed
Trinity. There would be time for meeting the owner later. Right now
she had a date with a fantasy.

Trinity shot her an excited smile before they
reached the modern white reception desk at the entrance to the VR
section of the hotel. Maeve couldn’t help but return it. She would
never have dreamed of doing this on her own. Now that she was here,
her pussy tightened with excitement at the thought of the
adventures a few minutes away.

“Maeve Burgundy and Trinity Jones here for our eight
p.m. appointment.” The words sounded so normal and proper she had
to fight back a giggle. What she should have been saying was I’m
here for my mind-blowing multiple orgasms.

The receptionist smiled. “Ms. Burgundy, your room is
number fourteen. Ms. Jones, your room is number thirty-eight. Take
the hall to the left and enjoy your journey.”

Tan walls and thick cream carpet led them down the
hallway. It was well insulated and gave no indication of what was
going on in the rooms. Her curiosity deepened. Were the rooms
soundproofed? A bolt of embarrassment mixed with the anticipation.
What if they soundproofed it so no one could hear the person in VR
having a screaming orgasm? What if they didn’t? She wondered what
fantasies were being played out behind those closed doors. Heels
sinking into the thick plush, she counted the door numbers until
they arrived at her room.

Maeve reached for the door handle and hesitated.
“Well, here I go.”

Trinity gave her a wicked grin. “Don’t worry. If
this turns out to be a bust, I’ll buy your next pack of
batteries.”

Maeve rolled her eyes and waved to Trinity’s back as
she dashed down the hall as fast as she could in her strappy gold
heels. Despite her anxiety, Maeve’s nipples grew stiff as she
opened the door. It surprised her to realize that regardless of her
worries, her body was ready for a good time.

Inside there was a long clear tube containing a
white satin bed with a small pillow. The walls were the same soft
tan as the hallway, and a bank of equipment dominated one wall. A
tall red-haired woman in a long white lab coat and navy blue slacks
turned away from the computer screen and smiled. She was lovely,
with soft green eyes and a smattering of freckles on her pixie
nose.

“You must be Ms. Burgundy. I’m delighted to meet
you. My name is Carla, and I’ll be your VR hostess. We already have
all of your information loaded into the computer, as well as the
results from your personality profile.”

“Nice to meet you, Carla.”

“If you’ll come with me, we’ll get started.”

Carla grasped her hand and gently tugged her over to
the tube. She pressed a button, and the clear plastic rolled back.
Soft white silk sheets covered a thick mattress embedded with
different colored lights glowing beneath the surface. Not exactly
the space-age gadget she had imagined.

“Have a seat.” Carla eagerly sat at her keyboard and
pulled up another screen. “I’m here to help you have the most
exotic, erotic, and fulfilling fantasies of your life. Everything
you say is confidential, and we keep no records with your name on
it. Please be as honest with me as you can.” Carla turned and gave
her a wink. “There is nothing you desire that I will find weird or
taboo. Trust me. Anything you can think of has already been
done.”

Maeve’s lips quirked as she considered saying
something just to shock Carla. Trying to think up the weirdest
request she could, she asked, “What if I asked for a fantasy about
microwaved hot dogs?”

Carla laughed. “Been there, done that. Had a client
who wanted to have sex with the Oscar Meyer Weinermobile.”

Maeve giggled. “Well, that’s not quite what I have
in mind.”

“Since you have a multiple fantasy package, let’s
start out with your oldest reoccurring fantasy.” Carla’s voice took
on a professional tone, and her fingers tapped away at the
keyboard. This made it easier for Maeve to open up.

“Well, umm, it’s my harem fantasy.” Maeve actually
swung her feet over the edge of the VR pod and looked at the floor.
When she was sixteen, she had nabbed one of her mother’s romance
novels about a beautiful harem girl and her master. It was still
one of her favorite stories to imagine as she masturbated and never
failed to make her come. Carla made an encouraging noise, and Maeve
continued. “The sheik is coming into the harem to choose his new
favorite.”

“Are you alone or are there other women there?”

“Other women. I-I put on a show with another woman
to attract his attention.” Her cheeks burned with a blush, and she
felt like a pervert.

“When the sheik chooses you, does she come with you
too?”

“No, I don’t share my men with other women.”

“Would you like to look like yourself or someone
else?”

She gaped at Carla. “You can do that?”

“Of course. You’re only limited by your imagination.
You can even be a man if you want.” Carla glanced over her shoulder
and gave her an impish grin. “I tried it. I found it…interesting,
but I think some things just can’t be simulated. Like the male
thought process and hormone reactions.”

“I think I’ll stick to myself for now,” Maeve
replied in a faint voice.

Carla’s grin deepened, and she continued. “Much of
the VR world is based on perception and expectation. We trick your
mind into believing what it’s experiencing is real, and it supplies
stimulus such as scent and taste.” Twirling back to face the
screen, Carla leaned forward and typed something into the computer.
“The human mind is amazing. It will even make up smells and tastes.
One of my favorite fantasies is on an alien planet, and my mind
invented a flavor for alien cum.” Carla’s expression turned soft
and dreamy. “It’s like Granny Smith apples and musk.”

“Wow” was the best response Maeve could come up
with. Obviously giving an alien a BJ was Carla’s idea of a good
time. Weird. Then again, who was she to judge considering her
fantasy revolved around her man and an entire harem of women
watching her get it on with another woman?

“Would you like it to be an open or closed
fantasy?”

“What’s the difference?”

“Open fantasies are advertised, and other guests can
sign on to join in on your fantasy. In your case, we would be
looking for a sheik and a harem girl. You still choose what they
look like, but there is an actual person interacting with you.”
Carla clicked through the screen on the computer. “Closed you would
be working totally with the computer’s AI characters.”

Maeve debated this and clenched her thighs as her
pussy ached. “Open fantasy, please.” Feeling bold, she added, “And
I would like a petite Asian woman as my harem girl.” She’d rather
have her fantasy be occupied by living people than dream creations
for once.

“Any preference for the male?”

“Dark eyes, full lips, and”—she blushed and twisted
her hands together—“and a thick cock please. I like girth more than
length.”

“Got it.” Carla’s eyes moved rapidly back and forth
as she looked at the screen. “My, your fantasy is popular. It got
snatched up right away by two different guests.”

“Who took it?”

“I can’t say, but they are both experienced. You’re
the only one with a novice rating. They are both adepts, which
means they have used our VR system before and are popular with the
other guests. Perfect for your first time.” Carla grabbed a handful
of wires from a box over the desk and slid Maeve’s heels off. She
didn’t bat an eye as Maeve’s skirt rode up to reveal her sassy
little panties, then helped her lie back in the pod.

Maeve’s heart thrummed in her chest, and she wiped
her damp palms against her dress. This was so out of the norm for
her. Truth be told, she hadn’t been this excited in ages. It made
her feel almost as alive as the high she got from pulling a failing
business back from the brink of ruin and reworking it into a
successful moneymaker.

Carla glanced at the heart rate monitor and said,
“I’m going to close the top and put some music on for you. All you
have to do is relax while I finish your program.” Maeve tried to
smile, and Carla continued, “If at any time you want out, just say
the word ‘pizzariffic.’”

“Pizzariffic?” Maeve asked and scrunched her nose at
the cold jelly sensation of the electrodes being placed on her
forehead.

“It will boot you out of the program.” Carla
smoothed the last pad on Maeve’s chest. “I have yet to have someone
accidentally use that word in a fantasy.”

Before Carla lowered the top, she gave Maeve’s hand
a squeeze. “Remember, once inside the fantasy, you need to stay in
character. You’re going to have a wonderful time.”

The lid slid shut with a pneumatic hiss, and
Maeve rubbed her legs against the silk sheets. A soft strain of
classical music filled the air from the speakers by her head, and
she closed her eyes. The air smelled faintly of the tang of ozone
and her perfume. She drifted in the darkness, trying to identify
the exotic instruments of the music.

“Mistress, wake up!” a soft feminine voice said.

Maeve opened her eyes and gasped. She reclined in
the middle of a sumptuous sunlit room filled with exquisite women
reclining on silken pillows or low jewel toned couches. The walls
and floor were white marble chased by complex patterns done in blue
lapis and pink coral. The scent of jasmine hung heavy in the air,
and stout eunuchs guarded giant the brass-bound doors leading out
into the rest of the palace.

She looked down and smiled in delight. A tight white
jacket with gold embroidery opened over a bold bikini top that
barely contained her breasts. Her pants were nothing more than
strips of sheer golden cloth that revealed more than they
concealed. There was even a little diamond pasted into the soft
curve of her naval.

“Mistress!” Maeve looked up and found a beautiful
Indian woman watching her with anxious eyes. She suddenly knew this
was her personal maid, Junta. All she could do was gape as the rest
of the story for her fantasy filtered into her memory. It was
totally awesome.

“Um, yes?” She tried to pay attention to what the
woman was saying, but the glittering collection of exotic women
kept distracting her. From dusky to fair, plump to thin, they
displayed every form of female beauty without a scrap of
inhibition.

“The sheik is coming today to choose his first wife.
We must prepare.” Junta’s soft hands pulled her from her pillow,
and she began to brush Maeve’s long black hair. Throughout the
harem, the concubines were being primped and pampered for the
sheik’s arrival. Her gaze was drawn across the room to a willowy,
dark-haired woman on a massive blue silk pillow.

Maeve narrowed her eyes at the newcomer to the
harem. Sula was an exotic creature dressed in green and silver,
with tilted, dark eyes and black hair like silk. She stood out from
the rest of the women with her shy manners and soft demeanor. Maeve
was delighted to find she had memories of interacting with Sula.
She let herself fall completely into the role and concentrated on
the moment of this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

Junta whispered into her ear as she adorned Maeve’s
hair with garnet clips. “Rumor has it the sheik has displayed an
interest in Sula.”

Maeve tightened her lips, then whispered back, “She
is not right for him. Her passion is soft and delightful, but he
would soon tire of such a shy flower. He needs a woman with heat
and desire to match his own.”

She loved a good competition, and winning the
attention of a man other women desired really turned her on.
Shallow and petty, yes, but she was old enough to accept that part
of herself.

Junta nodded. “You would be perfect together. What
are you going to do, mistress?”

“I’m going to make sure he knows who the right match
for him is.” Maeve stood and ran her hands down her stomach. The
feeling was remarkable, no different from touching her real body.
She squeezed her thighs together in experiment, and her body
rewarded her with a flash of pleasure. Amazing.

A gong rang from deeper in the palace. The women’s
preparations gained momentum, and Maeve went into action. She
stalked across the room, her full hips rolling with each step, the
bells around her waist tinkling. Her gaze locked with Sula’s, and
the other woman flushed. Sula watched her with parted lips and
rubbed the silk of her giant pillow with her fingertips.

Maeve smiled to herself. She knew Sula wanted her.
Whenever they bathed, Sula would always offer to help her wash.
When she was having pleasure with the other women of the harem,
Sula would watch. Sula hadn’t worked up the nerve to approach her
yet, and Maeve was about to use Sula’s attraction to her
advantage.

Maeve licked her lips and wondered briefly who was
inside that lovely little body virtual body. “Sula, do you have a
moment?”

Sula dismissed her maid with a flutter of her hand
and examined Maeve from the tips of her toes to the top of her
head. Her breath came out in a soft sigh. “I have been waiting for
you, Maeve.”

She reached out and gently removed the veil from
Sula’s head, undoing the careful perpetrations of her servant. Sula
shuddered and turned her head into Maeve’s hand, licking Maeve’s
wrist with her little pink tongue.

The reaction surprised Maeve, and her body tightened
as she imagined her tongue licking other parts. She knelt on the
cushion with Sula and cupped her cheeks. The concubine had skin
softer and smoother than anything she had ever imagined. Sula
trembled beneath her fingertips as Maeve looked into her eyes.
Their lips touched in a butterfly-soft kiss. Memories of months
spent teasing Sula flitted through her mind and gave the kiss an
emotional depth she had not expected.

Sula closed her eyes and kissed Maeve with all her
pent-up passion and desire. Dimly Maeve heard the gong outside of
the harem’s doors sound, but the awareness was swept away by Sula’s
tongue.

Maeve groaned into Sula’s mouth as soft fingers
parted the silk of her skirts and stroked the bare flesh of her hot
pussy. The sheik would be here soon, and she didn’t have much time.
In an effort to keep Sula distracted, Maeve took control of the
kiss and turned it fierce and demanding. She was delighted to find
Sula’s nipples hard against her palm as she slipped her hand into
the other woman’s top. Running the tip of her nail over each
swollen tip had Sula making little pleading sounds deep in her
throat.

Sula moaned, and her fingers, slick with Maeve’s
cream, caressed Maeve’s clit. The sensation was luscious. Not the
rough male fingers she was used to, but soft fingers similar to and
so deliciously different than her own. She rocked her hips on
Sula’s hand and wanted more.

Though she’d fantasized about being with a woman,
she had never found the nerve in real life to actually approach
one. Certainly not anyone as exotically beautiful as Sula. And yet
now here she was, immersed in a world that felt so real, doing what
she had always wanted. There were no rules here, no right and
wrong, only pleasure.

Maeve tore her lips from Sula’s and pushed her back
onto the cushion. She wanted to see the other woman’s breasts and
swiftly unlaced her top. Sula had tiny dark nipples that tightened
further under her gaze. Sula arched her back toward Maeve in a
silent plea. Unable to resist Sula’s need, she captured one in her
mouth and bit and sucked on the pebbled tip. Sula whispered
something in a foreign language and stroked her hand down Maeve’s
arm in a soothing motion.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the sheik and
his guards. A shudder ripped through her body, and she released
Sula’s nipple with a slow lick. He was so handsome, a strong hawk
nose and high cheekbones with full, sensual lips. His dark eyes
were entirely focused on her and Sula, ignoring the other
concubines as they strove to gain his attention. She was shaken by
the emotion and intensity of his gaze.

Her movements took on a new grace as she lifted
aside the silken strands of her skirt. He was watching her—the
entire harem was—and she loved the attention. She straddled Sula’s
face and watched the sheik as Sula latched on to her clit in a
strong suck that bowed Maeve’s back and tore a gasp from her.
Movement came from behind her, and she turned to watch a lovely
blonde concubine kneeling between Sula’s legs and lapping at her
bare cleft. Maeve was glad Sula was fulfilling her fantasy too, and
the thought made her grip the woman’s silken hair and ride her
face.

The sheik sported a very impressive erection behind
his white cotton trousers, and a brunette concubine coiled herself
about his feet. He ignored her and continued to watch Maeve have
her pleasure. The two guards with him stared as well and licked
their lips. She loved it, knowing they wished to be the ones
licking her cream, knowing she was the object of their desires.

Below her, Sula worked a finger into her tight pussy
and began to stroke her in time with her tongue.

“Harder,” Maeve groaned, and Sula obliged, sucking
on her clit and lashing it with her tongue. Small cries fell from
Maeve’s lips as she returned the sheik’s hungry stare, followed by
a scream as she began to orgasm. Sula’s fingers stroked in time
with the contractions of her delicate inner muscles, milking the
orgasm and drawing it out almost to the point of pain.

She fell off to the side and lay there panting,
holding Sula and licking the side of her neck as Sula ground her
pussy into the blonde’s eager mouth. Maeve nuzzled Sula’s cheek,
and they shared a long kiss as Sula’s orgasm shook her. While
Maeve’s tremors subsided, she stroked Sula’s long dark hair back
from her face and placed a gentle kiss on her forehead.

A rough male voice cut through the haze of her
bliss. Strong arms picked her up from the pillow as if she weighed
nothing. The sheik stood next to her while one of his guards now
held her in his arms. The sheik’s dark eyes examined her with such
desire that her recently sated need stirred back to life. A small
smile quirked the edges of his full lips as she returned his gaze
with open curiosity. Handsome, strong, and powerful, he was her
walking wet dream in his turban and white robe. They left the harem
and moved into the main section of the lavish palace. A sense of
victory accompanied her desire as she realized the sultan had
chosen her out of all those women.

Her pussy still throbbed, tender and swollen, as she
was carried down the hall. She glanced up and found the guard
staring at the tip of her nipple that peeked out of her top. It was
flushed and rose-colored against the golden fabric. Frowning at
him, she shook off the hazy pleasure that suffused her after her
orgasm with Sula and pulled at the bikini top. She belonged to the
sheik. Her body was for his pleasure alone. The guard’s hold on her
body tightened, but he looked away.

They reached the sheik’s opulent bedroom, and the
guard lowered her to the silk-covered bed. Before he stepped away,
he gave her a look filled with longing, but her attention was
totally focused on the sheik, who stood beneath a pair of arches
leading to the private garden festooned with flowering plants. The
sound of a splashing fountain filled the air.

With his back to them, the sheik said, “Leave
us.”

His voice was wonderful, a deep baritone that made
her sigh and stretch out on the sheets. He was all hers now, and
she would show him he had made the right choice.

The click of the massive door shutting as the guard
left made her heartbeat race. Finally she was alone with her sheik.
Adrenaline heightened her senses, and she could smell his scent
being carried on the breeze. Masculine with a dark musk that she
longed to taste.

Pulling herself off the slippery bed, she padded
across the cool marble floor on bare feet and stopped just behind
him. She trailed her hand over his broad shoulders and marveled at
the touch. The firm muscles of his back tensed beneath her
fingertips. He was tall, and she only came up to his shoulder. Just
how she liked her men.

He turned, and the look in his eyes made the breath
in her throat catch. Lust, hunger, and something softer, almost
tender.

“Maeve,” he said and stroked a hand down her cheek
lightly as if she were the most delicate thing in the universe.

The emotion in his voice made her lower her head and
blush. He was really good at his role. “I’m glad you chose me.” She
was becoming more emotionally involved with this fantasy than she
had been with anyone in the real world in a long time. Determined
not to let her fears of emotional intimacy ruin this amazing
experience, she locked away her doubts in a small box and gave
herself over to living in this once-in-a-lifetime experience.

He tipped her face up to his, then leaned in,
brushing his lips gently over hers before whispering, “As if there
could ever be anyone but you.”

Glorious. That was the only word her stunned
mind could summon as he claimed her mouth.

He licked at the seam of her lips, and she could
smell a hint of cinnamon on his breath. He moved his mouth against
hers just how she liked it. The need that was always so close to
the surface burned through her blood, and her already wet pussy
ached. She marveled at the way they fit together, and wondered how
he knew exactly how she wanted to be kissed. As his tongue stroked
against hers, she decided she didn’t care how he knew what to do to
her as long as he kept on doing it.

She wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders; his
size made her feel tiny and utterly feminine. His restless fingers
moved through her hair and pulled lightly, another thing she loved.
The slight pain from her scalp mingled with the pleasure from his
kiss and lit her nerves on fire. There was something so primal
about him holding her still, keeping her captive by her hair.

This was turning out better than she had ever
imagined.

She had no idea who this man was, but she was going
to spend the rest of her time here trying to find out. If he could
kiss half as well in real life as he did in the virtual world, she
wouldn’t mind spending the rest of her vacation on her bed in front
of that giant mirror with him.

They broke their kiss, both of them panting. Her
foreplay with Sula had her more than ready, and she slipped her
hand down the top of his pants and gripped his girth. A purr of
pleasure spun from her throat as she noted that her hand couldn’t
close completely around him. She hadn’t been with a man this
blessed since Rafe. Her heart twinged, and she lowered herself down
his body, determined to return to this perfect moment of lust.

He removed his shirt, and she took a moment to
appreciate the view. The bright sunlight streaming in from the
garden highlighted the ridges of his sculpted abdominal muscles.
Her breath came out in a little gasp as she noticed the golden
rings piercing his dark nipples. He gazed down at her with a small
smile.

Heat filled his dark eyes as he hooked his thumbs
into his pants and pulled them down to reveal a mouthwatering cock.
The base of his cock where it met the heavy sac was pierced with a
thick gold ring.

“Oh my,” she sighed and reached out to stroke the
warm metal. She had never seen a man pierced down there before and
wondered what added sensations it gave him. The gold ring struck
her as being deliciously naughty, a decoration for purely sexual
reasons.

The sheik groaned. “When I take you from behind, the
ring will hit your clit.”

Her nipples grew even tighter. She loved a man who
talked frank and dirty in the bedroom.

The marble was cool against her knees as she leaned
forward to examine the ring. The soft velvet weight of his sac
filled her hand as she cupped him and gave the ring a gentle flick.
He shifted above her, and his fat cock bobbed. Always up for a good
challenge, she grabbed his erection in her fist and began the
process of trying to fit as much of him into her mouth as she
could.

His hands clenched and unclenched at his sides as
she enveloped the thick plum head of his cock in her mouth and
sucked. His groan of pleasure emboldened her, and she stroked his
shaft with a featherlight touch. The power and control of giving
him pleasure made her clit throb in time with the beat of her
heart.

“That’s it, nice and gentle,” he murmured and rocked
his hips into her mouth and fist. “God you’re good.”

She leaned back and admired his cock. It shone,
slick with her spit, and she squeezed a drop of precum out of the
tip. Musk and salt blossomed over her tongue, and she groaned
around his rigid flesh.

Big hands lifted her up as if she weighed nothing,
and she wrapped her legs about his waist. The strips of her pants
parted, and her bare bottom rested above his cock. He held her
there with his fingers digging in to her plush hips, then ground
the hard muscles of his stomach into her clit.

“Do you want me?” he asked and bit the side of her
neck.

“Yes,” she said and traced her nails over his bare
shoulders. He had a seriously tight body, and she idly wondered if
she could come just from rubbing against his abs. He jerked her
close, and she shuddered. Yep, that was a definite possibility.

“Yes what?” he asked in a teasing tone and slid one
of his fingers to the edge of her inner thigh.

“Yes, I want you.”

He ate at her mouth with his, his teeth nipping at
her tongue, and laid her back on the bed. She was still in her
harem outfit, while he was gloriously naked. Every inch a proud
male in his prime. And he was all hers.

“Do you want me to put this cock inside of you?” he
asked and stroked himself.

“Please.” This was one of the most intense
experiences of her life. Safe in virtual reality, she gave herself
over to this man with abandon, not worried about becoming
emotionally involved, not holding herself back even in the midst of
the most physical of intimacies. She was shocked to discover that a
part of her craved the emotional connection between them as much as
her body craved his touch. No matter how much she tried to deny
those feelings, bury them beneath her work and casual sex, deep in
her heart, she still yearned for someone to make love to her, not
just fuck her.

He braced himself above her with one arm, then
parted her thighs, looking down at her revealed sex. “You have the
most beautiful pussy. Your clit is hard and rose-colored. It looks
like Sula did a good job.”

A burning wave of desire ran through her body as his
wicked words stroked her. She loved how he described her body in
such a reverent tone, as if she were the most beautiful woman in
the world. The memory of what Sula had done added another spark of
passion to her already aching body. If he didn’t take her soon, she
was going to lose her mind.

He leaned between her legs and gave her pussy one
long stroke with his tongue. “Delicious,” he growled.

She reached up and grabbed his head, looking him
dead in the eye. “If you don’t put your cock in me right now, I’m
going to get violent.”

He gave her an utterly wicked grin. “Your wish is my
command.”

Her eyelids fluttered halfway shut as he positioned
himself at her entrance. Ever so slowly, he pushed his way in. God,
he was so big, stretching her almost to the point of pain. It was
wonderful.

The fat head of his cock pushed against the swollen
walls of her pussy, and she gasped and tried to grind her hips up
toward his, greedy for more. He leaned back and watched himself
sink inside of her.

“I love watching my cock go into your smooth pussy.”
He gave a shove of his hips and was finally buried up to the hilt.
All she could do was moan, totally undone by the feeling. So deep
inside of her, he stroked her labia around her clit, never quite
touching her enough to give her the release that hovered just out
of reach. He watched her carefully, noting every nuance of her
expression as he touched her. When he removed his hand, she started
to complain, but the words died in her lungs as he began to move
inside of her, short, jabbing strokes that made her whimper.

“That’s it. Your pussy is so tight. It’s like
fucking a virgin.” He began to increase the length of his strokes,
and she reached around him and held on to his tight ass. He really
knew what he was doing, shifting the angle of his hips to give her
a new sensation, changing his depth to keep her guessing.

His heavy sac slapped against her ass, and she could
feel the thick gold ring hitting her anus. The erotic surprise of
the metal stimulating the nerves of her bottom notched her desire
up to a painful degree.

“I’m going to come,” she whispered and leaned up to
lick one of the rings piercing his nipples. His whole body tensed;
then he began to move fast and hard in a driving rhythm that
brought her to the glorious edge of orgasm. She held on tight,
taking everything that he had to offer.

“Almost…there…” he whispered. Her body clenched
around his cock, and she screamed so loud her voice echoed off the
vaulted ceiling. It was so different from any orgasm she’d had
before. The knowledge that he was riding that delicious edge of
unbearable tension and pleasure just before orgasm made her come
all the harder. There was so much of his cock stuffed into her she
didn’t know where he began and she ended. Only his strong hands on
her hips anchored her as she lost herself in the hard contractions
of her orgasm.

“God,” he cried out, and his hot seed filled her.
She opened her eyes and watched his head arch back, the muscles of
his arms flexing as he came. He was magnificent.

With a low groan, he pulled out of her and rolled
onto his side, gathering her into his arms.

“You’re utterly amazing.” He kissed the top of her
head.

She ran a hand down his sweat-slick torso, tracing
the solid bumps of his abdomen. “You’re not so bad yourself.” She
giggled at the absurdity of her statement and gave him a soft kiss.
His cock stirred against her thigh, and she looked at him with
raised eyebrows.

He gave her a wolfish grin. “I could never get
enough of you.”

“Would you care to continue this on the outside, my
sheik?” She tried to say it lightly, but her heart pounded loud
enough to wake the dead. This man was dangerous, the kind of guy
she could lose her heart to. But only a fool would give up the
chance at this kind of pleasure again. She tried to ignore the
panicky inner voice that was yelling at her for even considering
getting involved with him. VR was one thing, but the real world was
a whole ‘nother can of worms.

He regarded her in silence, and she tried to keep
from squirming beneath his gaze. “No, not yet.”

“Oh,” she said and ducked her head. Of course he
wouldn’t. He was here for the same reason she was: mind-blowing sex
in the VR world.

His bass laugh rumbled against her ear, and he said,
“This is not my real form.”

“Oh,” she said for the second time. Duh, no man
looked this good in reality. “It’s okay. If you can move like this
in the real world, I don’t care if you carry a couple extra pounds
or have a bony butt.”

He laughed and rolled her over so she was lying on
his chest. His cock grew stiff as she wiggled against him.

“No, I assure you the body is the same.” She pressed
her hips against his cock and gave him a disbelieving look. “Yes,
even that.” His voice turned serious, and he cuddled her to his
chest. “You came here to live out fantasies you can’t have in the
real world. I’d like to do that with you. If you’ll allow me, I’d
like to participate with whatever fantasy you want for the rest of
your stay here.”

She absently played with the warm metal of his
nipple ring and thought about it. What he was asking was at once
terribly intimate and safe. She could share herself, her deepest
desires with this mystery man and not have to worry about getting
too involved with him. Yeah, ’cause sharing my secret fantasies
with a man wouldn’t build a bond with him. It took an immense
amount of trust to open herself up like that, but by using VR, it
wasn’t like she was really sharing with him. The rational
and practical part of her mind didn’t believe that bullshit for one
minute.

He leaned down and nibbled at the pulse in her neck,
sending delicious sparks of pleasure through her body that
obliterated all of her rational objections.

“How many days will you be here?” She peeked up at
him. He was watching her intently and she shifted beneath his gaze.
It had been a long time since she had been with a man that paid so
much attention to her. Usually she picked lovers that were just
about sex with no messy emotions. It was a very heady feeling to be
the focus of his undivided attention.

“As long as you want me.” The sincerity in his voice
made her heart flutter in a way she had tried to steel herself
against.

In an effort to lighten the mood, she traced a
finger over his lips. They were so full and soft, the most amazing
set of lips she had ever seen on a man, except the one she would
not think of right now. She wanted to live in the moment, not the
past. “I’ll be here three more days.”

The grin he gave her was genuinely happy, as if what
she said was his heart’s fondest desire. She couldn’t help but
smile back.

“Fantastic. At the end of your stay, I’ll reveal
myself to you. If we decide to continue something after that
point—and I hope we will—it will be with a greater understanding of
what our fantasies are than most couples have after a lifetime of
being together.” He gripped her hips, sliding her wet cleft along
the ridged veins of his cock.

She gasped and tried to shift so he would fill her
again. Finally, a man with the stamina to keep up with her. Usually
her lovers passed out long before she was ready to call it a
night.

His smile turned exceedingly wicked, and he said,
“Pizzariffic.”

She gave a shocked gasp as he disappeared. She was
left staring at rumpled white silk sheets. “What! How dare he!”
Then she began to giggle and said, “Pizzariffic.”


Chapter Four

 


Trinity sipped her mimosa, then kicked her feet up
on the coffee table in front of them. They were enjoying the
morning in the living room of their suite, indulging in a huge
breakfast full of the foods both normally avoided. Right now Maeve
was all about indulgence, and she groaned at the taste of the
French toast dipped in real maple syrup.

“You, my girl, are totally glowing.” Trinity
smirked. She wore a white tank top and purple soccer shorts that
showed off every inch of her slender legs.

Maeve ignored her and pulled the edges of her black
silk chemise with its white lace ruffle over her knees while
licking the syrup from her fingers. “It was totally beyond anything
ever. I did a fantasy with another guest, and he was
totally…totally…”

Trinity held her glass up in a salute and said,
“Finally!”

“Finally what?” She narrowed her eyes and leaned
back. The leather couch creaked, and she relaxed into its
comfort.

“Finally someone managed to crack through your hard
shell.” Trinity leaned over and snatched a piece of bacon off her
plate. “You always date guys you have no chance of ever falling in
love with. You avoid the good ones like the plague.”

Maeve avoided Trinity’s stare and looked at the
ceiling instead. “I do not.”

“Really?” The sarcasm in Trinity’s voice was thick
enough to eat. “Shall I trot out your track record?”

“No, Mother, that won’t be necessary.” Maeve pushed
up from the couch. She strode over to the window and looked down
the side of the building to the resort’s fabulous pools. There was
even a massive waterslide that went over the pool bar. It was still
early morning, but little dots of color moved around in the bright
blue water.

Trinity joined her by the window and slung an arm
over her shoulders. “You know I’m just teasing.”

Maeve looped her arm around Trinity’s waist. “I
know. I wish it was easy for me to fall in love. I just, well, I
was hurt pretty bad by my first guy I fell in love with, and I
guess it left an impression on me.”

“The mysterious Rafe? That guy you had me doing an
Internet search for that night we drank too much good vodka?”

“Yeah, that one.” Maeve sighed. Their searches had
proved fruitless. After graduating at the top of his class from
MIT, he’d seemed to vanish from the face of the earth. “Anyway,
it’s well past time to move on.”

“Wow.”

“Wow what?”

“Wow, that guy you had a fantasy with last night
must have an amazing dick.”

Maeve shoved her away and laughed. “And how was your
fantasy?”

Trinity became uncharacteristically quiet. “It was
good.”

Sensing a juicy story, Maeve gave one of Trinity’s
curls a teasing tug. Usually Trinity would go into great and
sometimes TMI details about her sexual conquests. To have her just
say it was good was unheard of. “How good?”

Trinity padded across the thick carpet and selected
a croissant from the plundered silver breakfast tray. “I met
someone too.”

Maeve followed her and pretended to choke Trinity,
and she laughed and pushed Maeve onto the couch. “Okay, see, I have
this thing for…”

Maeve raised her eyebrows. “For…?” What could the
fabulous Trinity possibly be embarrassed about? She had drop-dead
gorgeous men throwing themselves at her on a regular basis.

A hot blush stained Trinity’s cheeks. “For short,
geeky guys.”

“You what?” Maeve couldn’t have been more
surprised if Trinity had said she adored marshmallow Peeps in a
carnal fashion. “What about that pro-football player you dated? Or
that underwear model from France? They are hardly what I would call
geeky.”

Trinity shoved a chunk of the croissant in her
mouth, then mumbled around it. “Geeky guys never come talk to me,
and when I try to talk to them, they spaz out. Plus I’m tall. Short
guys get intimidated by me.”

“You know, I never thought I’d feel bad that my best
friend wasn’t hit on by a nerd.” The other half of the croissant
sailed at Maeve’s head, and she laughed. “So did you manage to meet
your geek in shining armor last night?”

“Oh yeah. He wanted a fantasy about being held as a
sexual prisoner by an Amazon. My hostess saw the open call and
hooked the two of us up.”

“Kinky,” Maeve commented and gave Trinity a devilish
grin. “What did he look like?”

Trinity fanned herself with her hand. “He’s about
four inches shorter than me. I think he is Irish or something. He
has this pale skin with these delicious freckles on his shoulders.
He’s not ripped, but he has a really lean strength.”

“And his…?” Maeve made the universal gesture for
cock.

“Like a Shetland pony.” Trinity smiled and actually
licked her lips. “I told him I would meet him at the pool later
this morning.”

Maeve felt an unexpected twinge of jealousy. She was
surprised to find that her feelings for her sheik hadn’t dimmed
after a good night’s sleep. Instead they had deepened to the point
where if she knew what room he was staying in, she would have shown
up with breakfast—in the nude. “Wish I was meeting my mystery man.
I won’t see him again until my fantasy tonight.”

“Who knows, maybe he’ll be at the pool. Did you look
like yourself?”

The thought cheered her up, and she mentally ran
through the selection of bikinis she’d brought with her. “Yeah, I
did. But he said he looked different in real life. I think the
woman’s face was different too.”

“What?” Trinity screeched. “You got it on with
another girl?”

Maeve blushed so hard her ears burned. “We need to
get dressed.”

Trinity laughed until she fell on the floor. “I
never knew. Should I be jealous that you didn’t try to make a move
on me?”

Maeve ignored her and stepped over her laughing
friend on the way to her room.

“I bet I can eat some really good pussy!” Trinity
yelled, now almost doubled over in laughter.

Ignoring that remark, Maeve decided to join Trinity
at the pool and give her shit about her geek.

* * *

The warm July sun relaxed Maeve as she lay back on
the cushioned lounge chair. With her sunblock applied and her
sunglasses that matched her tiny emerald green bikini in place,
relaxation melted into her bones. She refused to let the fact that
she wasn’t a size 6 keep her from wearing the gorgeous bikini she’d
picked up in Rio. Normally this tiny bit of cloth would be
considered scandalous, but at Sodom she blended right in. Quite a
few women were topless, but she wasn’t feeling that bold—yet. Maybe
a few more chocolate martinis would change her mind, in addition to
the three she’d already downed.

She watched Trinity with an amused grin and let the
rich and icy chocolate liqueur flow down her throat.

A pale guy with freckles and a full head of blazing
red hair sat on the edge of the pool with Trinity, and they were
holding hands while splashing their feet in the water. It was
almost disgusting how cute they were together.

They certainly got their share of double takes.
Trinity wore an orange bikini even smaller than Maeve’s, and it
accentuated her lean frame. Jerald, her geek in shining armor, had
a liberal application of sunblock on his shoulders, and his pale
skin was a stark contrast to her dark beauty. But Maeve had to
admit he was cute in his own way and the glimpse she’d caught of
his swim trunks tightening against his groin as he sat confirmed
that he was indeed hung like a Shetland pony.

There was a cluster of guys, buff and waxed, on the
other side of the pool who were staring at Jerald like he had two
heads. Maeve licked some liqueur off her lip and snickered as
Trinity and Jerald shared a kiss hot enough to make the metrosexual
herd rumble in disbelief.

“Maeve?” a soft and familiar voice said from over
her shoulder.

She turned and almost dropped her martini. Standing
in a one-piece shimmering ice blue bathing suit that clung to her
figure like it was painted on was Sula.

“Sula?” The woman looked the same as in her fantasy
last night. The same teacup breasts with large nipples now poking
through the material of her bathing suit. The same full lips and
exotic voice.

“Yep. Well, actually my name’s Annie, but I like
Sula better.” She grinned and sat on the lounge chair across from
Maeve. As she turned, Maeve saw the back of Sula’s bathing suit was
practically nonexistent. Her perfect little golden bottom was fully
exposed and looked good enough that even Maeve wanted to sink her
teeth into it. Well, that explained the men watching them from the
edge of the pool. She felt a flutter of excitement as she realized
they were quickly becoming the center of the male attention.

Drinking the rest of her martini in one gulp, Maeve
struggled to figure out what to do. If Sula were a man, she would
know how to handle the situation. A woman was an entirely new
experience.

“So, uh, how are you?” Maeve was glad she wore her
dark glasses, because her gaze kept returning to Sula’s hard
nipples. A not unwelcome flush of heat warmed her pussy as she
realized Sula was staring at her breasts as well.

“I saw you across the pool. I can’t believe this is
actually your body.” Sula lay back on the lounge chair and turned
her face to the sun. Her profile was delicate and graceful with a
little pert nose. “I thought for sure breasts as lovely as yours
had to be part of the fantasy.”

Maeve stared at Sula and tried to think of a snappy
comeback. “Thank you.” Damn, could she sound a little more lame?
She tried again. “You’re lovely too. I didn’t think you were real
either.”

Sula turned her head and gave Maeve a wicked grin.
“Your breasts would look great with a little color. I’ll go topless
if you will.”

She watched with wide eyes and parted lips as Sula
slipped the top of her one-piece off and rolled it down around her
waist. The tiny bit of material hardly made a bunch against her
lean torso. From the pool came a rumble of male approval. Out of
the corner of her eye, Maeve saw that the crowd had grown. A few
couples were out there as well and one man whispered in his woman’s
ear as she watched Maeve and Sula with heavy-lidded eyes.

Maeve’s exhibitionist streak had her tugging at the
green string around her back. Before she could have second
thoughts, the top slid down her shoulders and joined her neglected
book on the table next to her chair. The sounds of approval were
louder from the crowd now, and a few guys whistled.

Sula smiled and stretched out, her nipples dark and
long. Maeve forgot their audience and licked her lips. The memory
of how responsive Sula was to nipple play flitted through her mind,
and she wondered if she could make her come just by licking
them.

“Can I have some of your sunblock please? Oddly
enough I don’t get many chances to go topless sunbathing in
Oklahoma,” Sula said with a giggle.

“Sure.” Maeve’s voice came out in a husky rasp, and
she handed the bottle to Sula. It felt very odd to have her breasts
moving freely about in the warm air. She darted a glance at the
couple watching them. The woman’s head leaned back against her
man’s chest, and his hand moved beneath the water, stroking
her.

“Can you put it on for me? You do me, and I’ll do
you.”

There was no question at all about what Sula meant
by that.

Maeve’s thighs clenched together as her hard clit
rasped against the fabric of her bikini bottom. She squirted some
lotion onto her hands and knelt next to Sula, taking a deep breath.
She could smell the coconut of the lotion and the faint musk of
Sula’s arousal.

Keeping her eyes locked on the woman’s breasts, she
gently stroked the lotion over them and sighed. Small and firm,
Sula’s breasts were nice, soft handfulls against her palms. The
hard tips of her nipples created a little bit of friction in the
middle of all that smoothness. She shifted on her knees and
clenched her thighs again. All these men wanted Sula, but she was
Maeve’s.

With that thought in mind, she used the pad of her
finger and ran it around each dark tip. Sula gave a soft moan and
scissored her legs together. Maeve loved giving pleasure. She got
off almost as much from making someone else feel good as she did in
receiving. Licking her lower lip, she gave Sula’s sensitive nipple
a sharp pinch. This time her cry of passion was loud, and the men
at the pool shouted encouragement.

Sula pulled her down by the back of her head. Her
breasts brushed over Sula’s, and she shifted her shoulders so their
nipples pressed together. Sula whispered against her mouth, “Come
with me. While I normally don’t mind an audience, I want you all to
myself.”

Maeve nodded, and Sula gently kissed her with a soft
and smooth stroke of her lips before releasing her with a sigh.
Maeve gathered up her abandoned top and wrap, ignoring Trinity’s
shocked stare. The men at the pool groaned in disappointment but
found a new target for their lust in the couple that had been
watching her.

The man now had the woman on the edge of the pool
and was kissing his way down between her spread legs as she pulled
and twisted her nipples.

Sula tugged at her hand, and she followed the woman
to the luxurious ladies’ locker room. With a mischievous smile,
Sula led them to an empty massage room and locked the door.

Maeve’s heart pounded as she whispered, “We aren’t
supposed to be in here.”

“I know,” Sula replied and pressed Maeve to the
wall, kissing her until the hunger for release blotted out anything
else. Maeve began to twist and pull at Sula’s nipples, loving the
sound of her harsh pants and stifled moans. The chance of being
caught added a sense of urgency to their desire.

They moved aside their bikini bottoms, then began to
stroke each other as they kissed. Maeve rocked her hips in time
with Sula’s fingers and explored the other woman’s warm pussy. It
was softer than anything she’d ever imagined, and she understood
why men were so fascinated by the heat between a woman’s legs.
Normally she would have been a stammering and blushing mess by now,
but here at Sodom she had the perfect opportunity to act out her
wildest dreams. And the perfect woman to do it with. Typically she
would have been hesitant and even embarrassed at touching another
woman like this, but this wasn’t really their first time together.
Sula had given her a mind-blowing orgasm, and she planned on
returning the favor.

Sula widened her stance and tried to choke back a
moan as Maeve pinched her clit, then pulled on it with a gentle
tug.

Maeve gently removed Sula’s hands from her wet pussy
and sat Sula on the edge of the massage table, spreading her legs
wide. Sula pushed the edge of her suit away and exposed the dark,
silky hair guarding her wet cleft.

Taking a second to admire her, Maeve gave a
tentative lick, then moaned. She tasted musky and sweet, delicious.
Her own pussy had been eaten a thousand times, but this was the
first time she had ever attempted it. “Play with your nipples,” she
whispered and began to lick at Sula’s pussy as if it were an
ice-cream cone.

Sula panted and squirmed, and Maeve had to hold
Sula’s small hips still as she gently bit Sula’s outer labia and
used her thumbs to reveal her clit. It was small and a dark rose
red, protected by its little hood. Maeve darted her tongue out and
tried to judge how much pressure Sula could take. Personally, she
liked her clit worked rough, but the petite Asian woman was
sensitive to the slightest brush.

The taste of Sula’s pussy filled her mouth, and she
worked one, then two, and finally three fingers into the woman’s
slick heat. Sula began making strangled noises and tugging on her
nipples in time with Maeve’s strokes. She arched her back as she
came hard.

Maeve blew on her clit and gently eased her fingers
out of Sula’s clinging pussy. Sula grabbed her hand and licked her
own juices off with a lazy smile. There was the sound of footsteps
outside the door, and Maeve started to stand, but Sula jumped off
the table and pushed her to the floor.

She ripped aside Maeve’s bottoms and sucked on her
clit like it was a little cock. It felt so good Maeve could care
less if the Queen of England walked through that door. She shivered
and bit back a moan. The idea that she couldn’t voice her pleasure
added another degree of heat to her already overloaded body.

Sula wet one of her fingers and traced it back and
forth over Maeve’s slit. Instead of filling her pussy, Sula slipped
her finger down to Maeve’s anus and stroked the puckered entrance.
Sula flicked her hard clit and worked her finger inside of Maeve’s
bottom. It was too much. Maeve’s orgasm snapped her hips against
Sula’s greedy mouth. She shivered and jerked as Sula withdrew her
finger and gave her clit one last gentle suckle.

“I wish we had more time,” Sula whispered. “Your
body is so responsive. I could make you come over and over
again.”

Maeve panted and was surprised by the instant surge
of desire. Usually she needed some recovery time, but the amazing
sex she’d had last night and the luscious orgasm Sula had just
given her made her hungry for more erotic release. Voices sounded
from outside the door, and a hand jiggled the locked doorknob. Both
women stared at each other with panic in their eyes, then struggled
to hold in their giggles behind cupped hands. Sula helped tie her
bikini top, and they tried to straighten the sheets on the bed.

The voices receded, and they peeked out into the
hallway. Sula gave her a kiss and said, “I’m leaving today, but I
come back here once every few months. I’ll let you know on Sodom’s
web forums when I’ll be here. I hope you’ll be here too.”

Maeve grinned and tasted herself on Sula’s lips.
Though she couldn’t see herself falling in love with Sula, she sure
would enjoy the occasional romantic encounter with her. “I wouldn’t
miss it for the world.”


Chapter Five

 


Maeve tried to ease the door to her suite open and
darted a glance around the room. It was empty, but Trinity’s
bikini, a pair of swim trunks she recognized as belonging to
Trinity’s geek, and flip-flops lay scattered by the big
windows.

The sound of a good time being had filtered through
the door of Trinity’s room, and Maeve had to cover her mouth to
hide her laughter. Her eyes darted to the bar where she knew her
laptop was hidden. Trinity was very occupied at the moment, so now
would be the perfect time to check her e-mail and contact the
office. It had been almost a full day since she had spoken with her
secretary; there could be any number of issues that required her
personal attention. She scrambled over to the bar and pulled out
her laptop from Trinity’s not so super-secret hiding place
underneath the sink.

Feeling like a thief, she sprinted to her room and
went into the walk-in closet, closing the door. As the laptop
hummed to life, she thanked God for free wireless and connected to
her corporate e-mail with an eager smile.

It was locked, and none of her passwords worked.

Frustrated, she sent an e-mail to her secretary
through her private account. A few minutes clicked by, and her
secretary e-mailed her back.

Ms. Burgundy,

I’ve been instructed by Mr. Hefron to tell you that
if you don’t enjoy your vacation, you’re fired.

Maeve gasped and typed an angry e-mail demanding to
speak to her boss. She went back and deleted all the underlined
swear words, then sent it out.

As she sat fuming and searching the Internet for
information on Sodom, a knock came from the closed door of the
closet.

For a second, she considered hiding in the clothes
rack.

The door opened, and an extremely angry Trinity
wrapped in a silk robe tossed her cell phone at Maeve.

“Uh, hello?” She avoided Trinity’s glare and closed
the lid of her laptop with her foot.

Mr. Hefron’s smooth and cultured voice held an edge.
“Ms. Burgundy, how nice of you to contact the office despite my
telling you to enjoy your vacation.”

“But—”

“I trust you are aware that we managed to run our
business for sixty-five years before you joined our workforce.”

“But—”

“And I can also assure you that we can run it
without your help for the next sixty-five.”

“But—”

“Now listen to me very closely. You have not taken a
vacation in three years. You work seventy hours a week. You have no
life. You are of no use to me in the long run with no life. Twenty
years from now, I will be retired and enjoying the love of my
grandchildren. Thirty years from now, you will still be working
and, at the very best, have a cat at home waiting for you.” He
paused and let his words sink in. “Take your vacation and enjoy
your time away. If you try to sneak behind my back and contact your
staff again, you’re fired.”

Maeve sat in stunned silence before she said in a
very meek voice, “Yes, sir.”

Man, when he wanted to make his point, Mr. Hefron
sure knew how to cut a person off at her knees.

“Excellent. Now go have a drink and apologize to Ms.
Jones. I do believe I interrupted her getting a life.” His dry
voice gave no indication of humor, and he hung up on her.

Maeve slumped back against the wall and stared at
her phone. She had thought he was just teasing when he’d ordered
her not to contact the office. What stung even more was the bleak
vision of her future he’d painted. He was right. If she continued
to use her career as a shield against a relationship, she was going
to die a wealthy woman and leave all her money to her cats.

Maeve began to cry, and Trinity sighed and uncrossed
her arms. “What did he say?”

“He thinks I’m a loser.”

Trinity blinked at her and started to laugh. “He
called you a loser?”

“No, but he said I’m going to be a crazy cat lady
and leave all my money to Fluffy.” She grabbed a sock out of the
drawer and blew her nose into it.

Trinity hauled her to her feet, still laughing.
“Honey, he cares about you. We all do. We know what a wonderful
woman you are, and we want to see you happy. You’ve resisted every
one of our attempts to set you up with a decent guy, and you’re
always the first to stay late and take up the slack.”

Maeve sniffed and wiped away her tears. “Do you
think I’ll become a crazy cat lady?”

Trinity steered her toward the bathroom and flipped
on the light. “No. I think that pretty little Asian girl would take
you to Vermont and marry you before that happened.” Maeve swatted
at Trinity as she left the bathroom. “Take a shower, take a nap,
and get ready for dinner. Don’t forget, your mystery man is waiting
for you.”

That made her feel slightly better. Even if she was
going to end up alone except for her feline companions, at least
she would have the memories of incredible sex with a VR god to keep
her warm at night. She ran some cool water in the sink and splashed
her face.

She stared at her reflection in the mirror and
hardly recognized herself. It had been years since she had looked
this wild and…well…alive. Gone was the straitlaced corporate
raider. In her place was a woman with her breasts barely contained
in a tiny bikini top. Her coal black hair hung in disheveled waves,
and her cheeks had a rosy tint. She looked like a heroine of one of
her more scandalous romance novels, recently ravished.

The warm shower felt good and soothed her nerves.
She had to focus on the present and not use her job as a shield.
When she was thinking about work, all those uncomfortable thoughts
and worries about the sheik disappeared. She didn’t have to listen
to her almost nonstop internal lecture about the dangers of falling
for a guy. All she had to do was focus on her work goals and
everything else disappeared. It was just her and a never-ending
series of complicated business facts and figures that took her
total attention.

The shower filled with the scent of her coconut
conditioner as she ran it through her long hair. Maybe Trinity was
right; maybe she should take a chance. One of the things that made
her so successful in the boardroom was her self-confidence and
refusal to be intimidated. Perhaps it was past time she tried to
apply a little bit of that self-confidence to her personal life as
well. She could do this, especially if she had a man like the sheik
to look forward to every evening.

* * *

Angel watched Luke out of the corner of his eye as
Angel shaved along the curve of his neck. His blond and tanned
lover practically vibrated with an excitement that mirrored his
own.

Luke ran his hand through his hair and gave Angel a
wry look. “Why do I feel like I’m back in high school about to go
on my first date?” His booted foot tapped an abrupt tempo on the
stone floor of their penthouse occupying the top floor of
Sodom.

Angel chuckled and ran the razor over the stubble on
his throat. “If having a threesome on a first date was a norm for
you in high school, I’m jealous.”

Lightly socking Angel’s shoulder, Luke said, “You
know what I mean.”

“Yeah, I know.” He darted a glance at Luke in the
steamy mirror. “Truth be told, I’m a little nervous myself. I feel
like some kind of weird matchmaker. I know you two would be great
together, and the three of us would be amazing.”

“I’m hoping that her inclusion of a woman in last
night’s fantasy bodes well for us.” Luke walked behind him and
placed his head on Angel’s shoulder. “Let’s see how she reacts to
the both of us together tonight. If everything goes well, tomorrow
we can introduce her to the pleasure of you fucking her while I
fuck you.”

Angel shifted as his cock swelled at the thought. He
patted his face dry and tried to combat his nerves and arousal.
Luke was right; he was as nervous as an untried virgin on prom
night.

“What did you do last night that she liked?”

Angel grinned and rinsed his razor in the sink. “I’m
not going to tell you. You’re going to have to go in as blind as
she is.”

Luke’s lips were gentle as he ran them over his ear
and whispered, “Aww, just a little hint.”

The dark skin of Angel’s head gleamed as he rubbed
lotion onto his scalp. “I will give you one hint. And I know it’s
something you’ll like.”

Luke rocked back on his heels and glanced at his
watch. “Tell me and get dressed. I don’t want to be late for our
date with the lovely Maeve.”

The overhead lights of their enormous closet
revealed enough clothes to fill a high-end store. Angel flicked
through his selection of suits. “She has a wonderful clit that gets
rock hard when she is aroused. All big and pink, surrounded by the
softness of a fully waxed pussy.”

Groaning, Luke leaned against the doorway. “Fuck the
suit. Just put on some sweats. We need to get to that fantasy
now!”

* * *

Still chewing the last delicious bit of her
strawberry cheesecake, Maeve practically bolted from the table.
Trinity glanced up from holding hands with Jerald and giggled.
“Don’t bust your ass running in those heels, girlfriend.”

Maeve stuck her tongue out at her and hurried off as
fast as her cherry red five-inch heels could carry her. She had a
rather detailed idea for a fantasy, and she wanted to tell it to
Carla before her mystery man was supposed to meet her in VR.

The receptionist looked impressed when she ran
across the marble floor in her red fuck-me stilettos.

“Hi,” Maeve said a touch breathlessly. “I’m a little
early for my appointment with Carla. Is it okay to go back?”

The receptionist said, “Please have a seat while I
check.” She gave Maeve a knowing grin and scanned the screen of her
computer.

The ultramodern white patent leather couch was cool
beneath the thin fabric of her dress as she perched on the edge and
tapped her foot. Maeve tried to overhear the conversation on the
other side of the room without being obvious about it. The
receptionist spoke in a low murmur into the phone without making
any telling expressions. She placed two additional phone calls and
kept darting her gaze to Maeve.

The phone rang, and the receptionist answered it and
then said, “Go ahead back. Carla is waiting for you.”

Maeve shot off the couch and gave the receptionist a
merry smile. Her heartbeat sped up as she entered the familiar hush
of the VR spa. At the other end of the hall a man with a bald head
and wonderfully wide shoulders walked away from her. His butt was
magnificent, and she wondered who he was. Giving his retreating
figure one last appreciative glance, Maeve entered room
fourteen.

Carla closed the window of the screen she was
looking at and said with a wry smile, “You’re early.”

Maeve slipped her shoes off and hopped on the edge
of the white silk bed. “I had an idea for my fantasy tonight, and I
wanted to get it right with you first.” Her heels drummed against
the edge of the VR pod with excitement. This was better than any
second date she’d ever had.

She told Carla, who typed in the details, then said,
“I’ll have to check with your partner first. The man who played the
sheik last night, right?”

Maeve felt apprehension tighten her stomach. What if
he stood her up? Was not showing up for VR sex even called being
stood up? “Yeah. Do you know who he is?”

Carla turned back to the screen. “No. We keep
everything as private as possible. Not only am I your fantasy
hostess, I’m also your sex therapist. I’m bound by the Hippocratic
oath not to reveal any information about you.”

“So you can’t snoop and find out who he is?”

Carla grinned. “Nope. But you can feel free to try
and get that information out of him in your fantasy. Which, I might
add, is wonderful.” Her lips pursed as she read something on the
screen. “Your mystery man has a request for tonight’s fantasy.”

“Really?” She suddenly felt selfish. This was just
as much his fantasy as hers, and last night they had indulged her
needs in spades. He deserved a chance too.

“He wants to add another man to the mix.” Carla said
this in a matter-of-fact tone.

To her, it was probably no big deal. To Maeve, it
was major. With Sula, it had been another woman, and he had just
watched. But if another man was there—with them—how would
the sheik react? She couldn’t imagine sharing her man with another
woman; the instant jealousy would be a total turnoff. The very idea
made her stomach clench in a hard knot.

After being accused of cheating by her college
boyfriend, she had become almost fanatical about not giving any
indication of being two-timing when she was in a relationship. That
was probably part of the reason she avoided relationships.
Constantly worrying that they would think she was fooling around on
them and dump her made her extremely tense and anxious. Her
insecurity wasn’t any easier on the guy she was dating, and they
quickly grew tired of her constant need for the reaffirmation of
their trust.

It was so much easier to just view sex as a physical
release and not tie any emotions to it. Heck, even when she was
just with a man for sex, she made sure he knew she didn’t have a
boyfriend. The thought of being with two men at once was very
arousing, but she worried about either of them feeling jealous. If
they fought over her or because of her, it would crush her heart.
This decision took an incredible amount of trust in both the sheik
and the man who wanted to join them, and she felt slightly nauseous
at the idea of trusting not just one but two strangers with her
feelings.

“Do you think I should?” she asked in a whisper and
wrung her hands together.

Carla scrunched her eyebrows. “Maeve, what are you
scared about?”

“What if he doesn’t like me?” She realized how lame
that sounded, but it was the truth. Carla watched her without
judgment, and she continued. “What if the sheik gets jealous and
freaks out on me? What if he calls me names and never wants to see
me again?”

“He is asking you to have this other man join you
because he wants it. I highly doubt he wants to waste his
fantasy time with you just to get angry. Why would that be one of
your first thoughts?”

“Let’s just say I haven’t had the best luck with men
and fidelity. I was briefly engaged once, and he cheated on me.”
Carla’s lips softened in sympathy, and Maeve continued, “And I…I
had a boyfriend in high school and college that I thought was the
love of my life. He couldn’t handle a long-distance relationship,
and he accused me of cheating on him, which I didn’t. It’s left me
a little gun-shy about doing anything that would make someone think
that of me again.”

Carla surprised her by coming over and giving her a
hug. “Your ex-fiancé was an asshole, and I’m glad you found out the
truth about him before you got married. As far as you and your
first love, you were both so young and inexperienced in
relationships.” Maeve sighed and nodded as Carla squeezed her
shoulder. “Listen, that is the past, and both you and that young
man were different people then. Do you think you would have handled
the situation the same if it were to happen to you now?”

“Hell no.” She would have jumped on an airplane and
flew over to Rafe to tell him off in person. Something she should
have done twelve years ago instead of listening to her mother and
dumping him cold turkey.

With a soft laugh, Carla returned to her
workstation. “I bet he’d say the same. Your mystery man offered
this opportunity to you. He’s not testing you. He’s trying to
fulfill a fantasy with you. He trusts you enough to willingly
submit to any fantasy you might wish. Show him a little bit of
trust and do the same.”

Maeve chewed this over and let out a strained
breath. “Okay. But if this goes badly, I’m blaming you.”

Carla shook her head with a grin as she gathered up
the wires. With one last deep breath to try to calm her racing
pulse, Maeve swept her long hair from behind her back and settled
onto the soft silk.

Carla’s soft fingers smoothed Maeve’s hair off her
forehead. “And if you have the time of your life, you owe me
chocolate.”

Smiling, Maeve closed her eyes as the soothing
melody of a strings-dominated classical piece spun through the
speakers by her head. She wasn’t even aware of the pod closing,
only the anticipation of what was about to come tightening her body
and making her feel more alive than she had in years.

* * *

Luke shifted on his bay gelding, straightening the
black mask covering the upper portion of his face. “Highwaymen, are
we?”

Angel smiled at him, looking good enough to eat in
his tight black pants and billowy white shirt. The collar hung
open, displaying a portion of his dark chest. Luke shifted again as
blood rushed to his cock. Everything about Angel turned him on, and
he wished for a moment that they were alone in this fantasy.

Angel’s gaze turned to the wheel-rutted road and
stroked a hand down the creamy neck of his horse. “Yes, and the
Lady Maeve is our target.”

The leaves in the trees overhead whispered in the
breeze, and Luke took a moment to admire the fantasy. The
simulation captured a beautiful summer day perfectly, from the
smell of the air to the warmth of the sun on his back. Luke cracked
his neck to try to get rid of some of his tension. “Do you think
she’ll come?”

Angel shrugged, trying to hide his worry. Luke could
read him like a book after their time together, and he hoped Maeve
would come through. Angel really wanted this, and because he wanted
it, Luke wanted it for him. That feeling of first-date jitters was
back, and Luke found himself checking his clothes to make sure he
looked good.

He had to admit he wasn’t only here for Angel. Maeve
intrigued him in a way no woman had for a long time. Confident,
educated, and incredibly sexy, she was a woman who knew who she was
and what she wanted out of life. He was jealous of Angel’s time
with her last night and prayed their time together today would help
him work through his feelings. Sharing a woman was nothing new, but
it was usually someone they met together. Angel had prior
experience with Maeve, and it made Luke feel at a disadvantage.

“There she is,” Angel said in a low voice tight with
anticipation. In the distance, an ornate coach thumped down the
road, and Luke leaned forward on his horse.

“Ready?” he asked and felt eagerness washing away
the worry. He loved role-playing, and this scene promised to be a
memorable one.

The thought of her collection of lingerie flitted
through his mind. When he had checked her credit card purchases, he
couldn’t help but imagine her in each scrap of silk and lace. It
had aroused him to the point where he had masturbated more than
once to the fantasy of her wearing each piece of lingerie for him.
Just the thought of her dressed in a racy pair of garters made his
cock swell with interest.

“Go,” Angel roared, and they rode hard after the
coach.

Ahead, the coachman yelled something down, and a
woman’s voice answered back. The sound of her yell brought a grin
to his lips. He glanced over at Angel, and they shared a look of
heated desire.

He reached the coach first and jerked the coachman
down to the ground as Angel rode up and stopped the horses. A
muffled squeak and swearing followed a thump inside the
carriage. He couldn’t help but chuckle. Dismounting, he gave Maeve
a moment to gather herself before he opened the door.

Damn she was gorgeous. An amazing purple gown
spilled around her like the silken petals of a flower. The tight
bodice heaped her generous breasts together, and a king’s ransom of
diamonds covered her throat. A light blush colored her cheeks as
she fought to extract herself from the tangle of her dress. Her
fabulous black hair was piled atop her head in artful curls
decorated with diamond combs.

“Gryphon”—he used Angel’s fake name—“look what we
have here.” He examined her closely and was pleased to see her
flush beneath his gaze. Giving his lips a slow lick, he let her see
the silver flash of his tongue ring.

Angel’s voice came from behind him, and Maeve’s
breath caught in her chest. “A right lady, I do believe.”

At the sound of Angel’s voice, she gasped and bit
her lower lip in a nervous gesture he found arousing. Oh yes, this
was going to be fun. From what he had learned about Maeve while
researching her, he knew she was used to being in control, being in
charge. It would be a delicious change for her to not be the one
making decisions for once. Now they just had to convince her to
trust them enough to take care of her.

“I demand you let me go at once!” She gave them both
an icy glare and tilted her chin at them. Despite her feisty tone,
the way she wrung her hands together betrayed her tension. Her skin
was a shade lighter than Angel’s Hispanic coloring, more of a
heavily creamed coffee than caramel.

The temptation to touch her proved too great. He
reached in and clasped her arm, dragging her warm and soft weight
out of the carriage and into Angel’s waiting arms. She attempted to
slap Angel, and he spun her around, holding her for Luke to
admire.

He removed an ornate silver knife from his boot and
took a deep breath. The light perfume of her sachet filled the air
and blended with Angel’s cologne in a delicious mix, and his cock
hardened further. Angel had talked last night about what a sweet
and tight pussy she had, and Luke couldn’t wait to sample it
firsthand. He moved to where Angel was holding their beautiful
captive and turned the knife so the sunlight flickered off the
blade. “Delicious little thing, isn’t she?” he said and ran the tip
of the blade over his lips.

Her big dark eyes followed the knife. “I’ll do
anything you want. Just don’t hurt me.” Her voice had a little
shiver of real fear. He’d have to watch her closely to make sure
they weren’t scaring her. While a little fear was a nice spice, too
much would interfere with her pleasure. She moved and wiggled her
backside against Angel’s undoubtedly hard cock and a small smile
tugged at the corners of her scarlet painted mouth. That reassured
him, and he continued with their fantasy.

Angel grinned at him and ran his hand over the
smooth skin of her throat. “Did you hear that, Luke? She’ll do
anything we want.”

Endless possibilities momentarily robbed him of his
speech. Maeve sucking a cock with him, Maeve coming in his arms,
Maeve cuddled between them while they slept. The last one brought a
smile to his lips. He had already begun to imagine Maeve as part of
their life together. How nice it would be to wake up every morning
to her pressed between them, all soft and snuggly in her sleep.

Angel exchanged a nod with him and swung Maeve over
his shoulder. Luke watched his firm ass move in his tight pants as
he carried her into the woods off the road. They came to a clearing
full of wildflowers and tall grass. Angel dropped her gently on her
butt, and she fumbled with pushing the layered skirts of her gown
out of her way.

They removed their cloaks and laid them on the
grass, creating a bed of white and black silk. Maeve watched them,
uncertainty and desire showing in her expressive eyes. He had never
known another person to wear their emotions so openly, and he found
it greatly appealed to him. Many of the women they ran into only
wanted one thing—their money. The gold diggers would lie and
pretend to be anything and anyone they wanted in order to get close
to them. With Maeve, it wouldn’t be that way. Her eyes and face
told the story of whatever she was thinking and feeling. Angel was
almost impossible to read, but Maeve was an open book.

Standing next to Angel, he looked down at her and
gave her a wicked smile. He knew how good they looked together, and
enjoyed the way her breath sped up as her gaze darted between
them.

“What are you going to do?” she asked with a quiver
in her soft voice.

“Anything we want,” Angel said, and Luke growled at
the way she squirmed. He couldn’t wait to have her move like that
beneath him, twisting her full hips to try and get more of his cock
inside of her.

He walked forward and helped her to her feet. Small
and fine-boned, her hand was almost totally engulfed by his. The
pulse beat hard in her neck, and fear still shimmered in her eyes.
If she didn’t calm down, he was afraid she wouldn’t enjoy the
experience as much as she could. He had to remind himself that she
knew nothing about him.

“You’re utterly amazing,” he whispered into her ear.
“Thank you for letting me join you. I won’t do anything you don’t
want.”

She relaxed, and a look of relief flashed across her
face. He gave her a wink, then thrust her into Angel’s arms. Now it
was finally time to see that lush body she kept hidden from the
world.

Using the tip of his knife, he sliced the front of
her gown open and jerked it down her body. The last of the fabric
fell away, and he tossed the knife onto the ground behind them. She
was magnificent. Her large breasts looked pillow soft, but her dark
rose nipples were drawn tight. A half corset encircled her waist in
purple satin that glowed against her skin. Her belly had a soft
curve that he wanted to rub his face on, and a pair of purple silk
bloomers protected the rest of her from his gaze.

“Have you ever seen anything like them?” Angel
asked, pulling her arms back so her breasts were thrust out for his
inspection.

As he watched, her nipples firmed into hard buds
that begged for his touch. He ran a fingertip over one rosy nipple,
and she hissed. “Receptive too.” He filled his hands with her
breasts, then rubbed his thumbs over the puckered flesh. “Nice.
It’s been a long time since I’ve seen breasts this big and
real.”

The diamond necklace sparkled in the sunlight, and
he watched her as he tweaked and pulled at her nipples. Angel said
into her ear, “I can smell your arousal. Your sweet musk. You like
me showing you off like this, don’t you?”

She nodded against Angel’s chest, her gaze fastened
on Luke and what he was doing to her body. He loved the way she
paid attention to both of them, absorbing everything they had to
offer together.

Luke stepped back, removing his shirt. Her lips
parted as he teased the fabric down his shoulders. Behind her,
Angel watched him with just as much hunger. Being the focus of
their attention made Luke’s cock ache. Maeve and Angel were very
similar in the way they gave themselves fully over to the moment.
He ran his hand over the light dusting of hair on his chest and
stretched, flexing his body for them.

He stepped forward until he stood a breath away from
touching her. Ever so gently, he knelt and drew one of her nipples
into his mouth. Angel eased his grip, and she reached behind to
stroke Angel’s cock through his pants. Luke loved the way she
jumped when the warm ball of his tongue ring came into contact with
her nipple. He tried to draw as much of her breast into his mouth
as he could. She was delicious, so soft and pliant beneath his
hands.

Angel moved his hands around and cupped her breasts
together and held them for Luke to lick and suck. She moaned as he
bit at her nipples and sucked them around Angel’s fingers. The
combined taste of their skin made Luke’s cock twitch.

She thrust her hips forward with a silent plea as he
grazed his teeth over her swollen tip. Luke glanced up at Angel,
and he nodded. Together they gently tossed her onto the bed of
their cloaks.

Slowly, Luke began to remove his pants and watched
Angel do the same. He couldn’t wait to be able to touch Angel and
Maeve. His body and mind were greedy for the experience, but he
made sure he kept his attention on her. She needed to see what they
could do to the woman for a woman when they both put their minds to
it.

He drew his hand over the large head of his cock and
down the shaft. Her gaze followed his movements, and her breath
trembled out of her lungs. Angel knelt next to her, and she took
his cock in her hand. Her eyes closed as she sucked Angel into her
mouth inch by inch. The sensation must have been fantastic, because
Angel threw his head back and his body tensed.

Luke knelt between her legs and ran his hands up her
silken calves as she gave Angel head. As he watched them, he
realized part of the reason why Maeve appealed to him so much. Both
she and Angel were very similar in their reaction to pleasure. Each
lost themselves totally in sex and abandoned themselves to the
act.

Spreading her thighs, he chuckled at the delicious
sight before him. “Crotchless bloomers?” The slit of the purple
silk revealed her naked pussy, shiny with her cream and glistening
in the sunlight. “I can see why you’re so enamored with her.”

Angel groaned as she sucked him hard. “You have no
idea. She’s perfection.”

He lay down on his stomach and gently rubbed his
nose along the top of her slit. Her fat, pink clit peeked out. The
thrill of a new sexual partner added an extra layer of desire to
his already aching body. Would she like rough play? Would soft or
hard touches make her come?

“She has a beautiful cunt, and look at that clit.
It’s as big as the tip of my little finger.” He licked at that nub
of flesh, and she cried out around Angel’s cock.

With her hand full of Angel’s thick cock, she gazed
down her body to watch him move into position between her thighs.
The slightly unfocused look in her eyes showed Luke how much she
was enjoying this, but he wanted more. He wanted her to have a
screaming orgasm and knew just how to get her there. He licked all
around her clit and blew on it, not actually touching it. The
softness of her labia beneath his tongue made his cock pound. Maeve
reached down with her free hand and tried to direct his head to the
center of her pleasure with a needy moan.

He laughed and placed his lips just above her clit.
“You want this?”

“Please,” she whispered and eagerly licked the
precum from Angel’s cock. He was rock hard and obviously enjoying
this as much as she was. “Please, suck me.”

“Beautiful,” he murmured and shoved a finger into
her hot pussy at the same time that he began to suck on her clit.
Her eyelids fluttered shut, and she lay back while stroking Angel’s
cock. Angel watched him with hooded eyes that burned with desire.
Luke enjoyed the power he had over both of them and his cock jerked
in response.

She rolled her hips against his face, setting the
pace for his tongue. He loved that, loved a woman that was as eager
for her pleasure as he was. Following her body’s lead, he licked
all around her clit but avoided actually touching it. She made a
little pleading noise and groaned deep in her throat when he
stroked her swollen nub, now fully exposed from the hood. Angel
knelt over her, fucking her mouth in time with his movements. She
reached a hand up and traced her fingertips over his heavy sac as
he moved in and out, pushing against the back of her throat.

He wanted to be in her mouth, to feel those full
lips wrapped around his cock. He had taught Angel how to suck
cock—and he was fantastic at it—but the thought of both of them
sucking him at once made his sac draw up tight. Beneath him, Maeve
snapped her hips, greedy for her orgasm. The heat coming off her
pussy was intense, and her slippery cream covered his chin.

One last hard suck had her trying to scream with her
mouth stuffed full of cock. Shuddering, she locked her thighs
around his head and held him as he pumped his finger in and out of
her. The delicate muscles of her pussy clenched and released, and
he almost came just from rubbing himself on the silk beneath him.
Only the thought of releasing himself down her throat pulled him
back from his orgasm.

Angel gently moved out of her mouth, and he heard a
low whisper of conversation. She pushed him back with a wicked
smile and turned over onto her hands and knees, her big, beautiful
ass tilted into the air. Red and swollen, her pussy clenched as he
ran a finger down the slit of her labia. While her head was turned,
Angel joined him behind her and gave Luke’s cock a quick squeeze
and stroke.

“You did a great job warming her up. Her pussy is
hot and tight.” Angel ran the head of his cock over her slit, and
she sighed, arching her back to him. Luke paused for a moment,
enjoying the sight of their pleasure. He’d always been a voyeur,
and watching these two beautiful people about to fuck was driving
him crazy.

After giving Angel’s ass a pinch, he moved around to
her mouth and scooted forward. “You’re welcome. But I can’t wait to
fuck her pretty mouth. She did a fantastic job sucking your
dick.”

Maeve lifted her head and smiled at him with lazy
desire. There was no hesitation or fear in her eyes, only longing.
Her grin was pure sin as she grabbed him by the base of his cock
and ran the head over her lips.

Luke watched Angel pull her hips forward as he sank
into her. The pleasure on Angel’s face as he pushed his way into
her wet pussy almost made Luke lose it right there. Angel closed
his eyes and angled her hips so the head of his thick cock scraped
over her G-spot.

The men began to move, and she rocked with them.
Gently holding her hair, Luke thrust his hips into her willing
mouth. Her expression became dazed, and he was sure this was the
first time she had been with two men.

She would begin to lose herself in Angel fucking
her, then get distracted by Luke’s cock jumping in her mouth when
she did something wicked with her tongue. The warm sunlight on his
back added to his pleasure, and a soft breeze cooled the sweat on
his skin. He fisted the grass behind him. She struggled to take his
cock as deep as she could and the convulsions of her slick throat
had him gritting his teeth at the raw pleasure.

Angel really began to work her, and the strength of
his thrusts had her groaning around Luke’s cock. The vibration
traveled down his shaft and settled in his balls in a low burn.

“I don’t know how long I can last,” he groaned as he
traced the seal her lips made around his cock. “Her mouth is so
fucking tight, and her tongue…God.”

“You should feel her pussy right now. Every time she
takes you in her throat, her cunt grips my cock so hard it feels
like a fist.”

Angel ran a hand down her back and reached under to
tweak her nipples. Their eyes met, and Angel mouthed the words I
love you. Luke smiled and closed his eyes, losing himself in
them, letting all the tension he carried around on a daily basis
flow out of him until he was nothing but desire.

She evidently liked dirty talk during sex, because
their words had her shuddering. She struggled to angle her head to
fit more of his cock down her throat as she played with his sac. He
could feel his balls drawing up tight and knew he was close to
coming. There was so much stimulation: the way she watched him as
she sucked him, her full tits swaying beneath her, the gentle roll
of her ass as Angel fucked her.

She jerked him in her fist and said, “Come for me. I
want to suck it out of you.”

Both he and Angel groaned at her words, and she
wrapped her lips back around him. Angel slammed into her so fast
there was almost no rhythm, and the rough motions tore the orgasm
from her overwhelmed body. She moaned and writhed between them, and
he lost it. He buried his hands in her curls as he came in long,
hard bursts down her throat. Each spurt was followed by a long suck
until she had him twitching. Angel buried himself so deep it looked
almost painful and joined them with a rough yell.

She collapsed onto the silk cloaks, panting. The
diamond necklace around her throat glittered in the sunlight, and
her chest was slick with sweat. Chuckling, Luke lay next to her and
spooned her from behind while Angel pulled her head onto his chest
and stroked her hair.

They lay like that for a long time. It felt so good,
so right. Luke knew there was a lot more to making this work than
good—no, fucking fantastic—sex, but this was a great
start.

She leaned up and grinned at Angel. “So…Gryphon…are
you ready to tell me your real name yet?”

Angel grinned back. “Nope.”

A tinge of jealousy moved through Luke, and he tried
to reason around it. Of course she was more curious about Angel.
After all, she had met him first. Literally. Tomorrow Luke would do
his best to make her more curious about him. Tracing his fingers
over her ribs in a tickling motion, he asked, “Don’t you want to
know my real name?”

She blushed and stammered until he laughed and
pulled her back into his arms. She was so soft and cuddly. “I hope
we lived up to your expectations,” he said into her ear and rubbed
his nose on her neck. “Thank you for letting me join you today. I
had an amazing time, and you’re incredible.” She looked over her
shoulder and gave him a shy smile that warmed his heart. It was
ironic how she could be so open and strong in her passion but so
vulnerable and protective of her emotions…much like Angel.

Tomorrow, he promised himself, he would have some
alone time with Maeve. He wanted her to know about him, to see who
he was as a person. It felt unfair that he already knew so much
about her, and he chafed again under Angel’s restrictions on how
honest he could be. Everything in his heart told him that they were
making a mistake by not telling her the truth, but he couldn’t
betray Angel and go against his wishes. Nothing he said would budge
Angel on revealing the truth to her until he was ready. If he told
her without Angel’s permission, it could irreparably harm their
relationship.

She gently kissed his palm. That small gesture
warmed his heart in an unexpected way, and he glanced up at Angel.
For the first time, he saw his lover as a possible obstacle between
him and Maeve. If they didn’t handle this right, they would lose
her because of Angel’s deception. He prided himself on his honesty,
tried to live his life without hidden agendas or lies. Now he was
caught between betraying his love and betraying his principles. He
felt a stirring of anger against Angel for putting him in this
position.

Angel’s lips thinned, and he gave Luke a small nod.
His talk with Angel would have to come later; right now he needed
to focus on Maeve. He would have to do his best to make their time
together too good to give up. An unexpected image of the three of
them curled up on the sofa watching a movie together flashed
through his mind.

He nibbled on her shoulder and watched her nipples
tighten. His cock gave a lazy stir against her full bottom. He
needed to go so Angel could have some alone time with her and
convince her to continue seeing them for the remainder of her
vacation. Maybe Angel would decide to throw his plan out the window
and tell her the truth. So much depended on them being able to work
through their past, and he prayed with all his heart that he wasn’t
making a big mistake by keeping the truth from her.

Taking a deep breath, he took one last look at
Maeve, trying to burn the memory of her naked and sated between
them into his mind in case this was the last time he saw her. After
placing a kiss on her cheek, he said, “Pizzariffic.”


Chapter Six

 


Maeve flipped through her selection of dresses and
tried to choose her outfit for today. She was determined to hunt
Gryphon—or whatever his name was—down and have her wicked way with
him in the flesh. The thought of finding Luke flitted through her
mind as well. A silly grin curved her lips. Last night had been
beyond amazing, and she wondered if Luke looked that good in real
life.

Her lingerie reflected her man-hunting attitude. A
raspberry pink garter belt with black lace and fastenings hugged
her hips. A low cut matching push-up bra held her firmly in place,
and she had her favorite raspberry satin crotchless boy-cut
panties. Now to find the perfect dress to wear over the top.

She decided on a soft gray sleeveless dress. It had
a modest neckline, but it clung to her figure like it was painted
on before flaring around her lower waist. She paired it with cute
black sandals and dabbed some perfume behind her ears and on the
backs of her knees.

Trinity was waiting for her in the living room of
the suite and let out a low whistle when she strutted in and did a
twirl. “Girl, you look awesome! What guy are you trying to give a
heart attack?”

Maeve couldn’t help her happy grin. “You mean what
guys? I had a double day in VR last night.”

Trinity stared at her. “I don’t know if I’m more
shocked or jealous.”

“They are both blessed down below, love to eat
pussy, and fuck like a tag team.”

“Okay, now I am just jealous.” Trinity tucked her
long legs beneath her on the couch.

The day was cloudy, and fat raindrops plinked
against the glass windows. “Where’s Jerald?” When she had come back
last night after another mind-blowing fantasy with Gryphon and
Luke, Trinity and Jerald were cuddled on the couch watching a
Godzilla movie and pigging out on an ice-cream sundae.

“He has a web business meeting this morning.” Now it
was Trinity’s turn to grin like a happy idiot. “Turns out he owns a
ski resort in British Columbia and is a partner at a resort down in
the Bahamas.”

“Does he know you don’t voluntarily touch
snow…ever?”

Trinity grabbed her key card and slipped it into the
pocket of her shorts. “Well, I might have fibbed a little about my
snow bunny skills.”

Maeve groaned. “Trin, you know honesty is the best
policy.”

“I’ll tell him! I figure I have a couple of months
till winter hits. I’ll just take some snowboarding lessons or
something.”

Maeve patted her shoulder. “I’m going to have to
ditch you after breakfast. I have some men to find.”

After touching up their makeup and locking the
suite, they walked down the hallway and Trinity asked, “Which one
do you like the most?”

“Gryphon. Something about him, well,
everything about him draws me in. There is something almost
familiar about how we are around each other. But I would have
remembered a man who loved to share his woman with his best
friend.” They paused at the elevator, and Maeve traced the pattern
in the carpet with the tip of her shoe. “Luke was very kind though.
He tried to put me at ease, and he could do things with his pierced
tongue that made my toes curl.”

“I say good for you. Promise me you’ll see this
through.”

“I’m going to do my best.” Maeve put her hand on
Trinity’s arm to stop her. “Listen, I just wanted to say thank you
for giving me tough love the other day. You’re totally right. I
have been avoiding men that I could lose myself too. And Mr. Hefron
was right. I don’t want to be a crazy cat lady.”

Trinity pulled her into a hug and kissed her
forehead. “There is hope for you yet. Now let’s go grab some food
and you can go find your man. It’s a cloudy day, so it shouldn’t be
that hard.”

* * *

Flopping back into one of the padded chairs of the
main foyer, Maeve stared at the skylights and admitted defeat. She
had combed every square inch, hung out at every bar, and stalked
every floor looking for Gryphon and Luke. She’d even tried to bribe
the receptionist and was yelled at.

Her sandals hit the ground as she kicked them off,
then stretched her toes. All that walking around in cute shoes was
killer. The comfortable chair felt like heaven after two hours of
wandering the resort. She closed her eyes and sighed, trying to
think of where to look next.

Warm hands grabbed her foot and gently began to rub
her toes through her sheer silk stockings. Her heart fluttered in
her chest, and she opened her eyes to see Luke grinning at her. He
looked the same as he had in the fantasy last night, except now he
wore an expensive black suit with a tie two shades darker than his
ice blue eyes. And he had a goatee.

“Hello, beautiful,” he said as his clever thumbs
worked on a knot in the arch of her foot.

She sighed with pleasure. “Hello, Luke. Is that your
real name?”

He nodded and moved to her other foot. A couple of
people gave them curious looks as they passed, but she could care
less. This man was a black belt in foot rubbing. “Strike that, I
don’t care what your name is. I’ll call you master of the universe
if you just keep rubbing my feet.”

“What were you doing walking all over the hotel all
afternoon?” he asked and ran his fingers between her toes.

“How did you know I was walking around the hotel?”
She tried to be upset, but it was utterly impossible at that moment
in time. Her body was liquid with pleasure, and she sank back into
the chair.

He paused for a moment and opened his jacket,
revealing a shoulder holster with a handgun. “I’m the chief of
hotel security.”

“Oh.” She looked up and found him staring at her in
a way that made her want to purr. His eyes seemed to have darkened,
and his gaze took on a predatory gleam. It made her feel feminine
and very aroused. She mentally upped Luke’s danger-to-her-heart
factor. Any man that could make her panties wet with just a look
bore watching.

“I love your garters,” he said in a low voice. “From
this angle I can almost see your panties. Pink?”

“Raspberry,” she murmured and lost herself in his
eyes. His long fingers began to massage her ankles, and she wiggled
her toes.

“Raspberry. Delicious.” He scooted forward a bit and
placed her legs on his thighs. She shifted down in the chair, and
her cashmere dress rode up, exposing the tops of her garters.

His breath caught in his throat. “Crotchless
raspberry panties. Now I know I’m in love.”

She giggled and gently removed her feet from his
lap, sitting up while he remained kneeling before her.

“Tell me, beautiful, were you looking for
someone?”

A blush heated her cheeks. She didn’t want to appear
too eager and tell him the truth, but she hated lying. “I was
hoping to run into you and Gryphon.”

He grinned at her. “I talked with him this morning.
He has a meeting today and asked me to entertain you if I happened
to run into you.”

The idea made her feel special. Gryphon wanted her
to be happy and looked after, so he trusted her and Luke enough to
be together. In an effort to hide her tender feelings, she snorted.
“Being that you have access to all the surveillance cameras, that
wasn’t too hard to do, was it?”

He didn’t have the good grace to look embarrassed.
“Nope. I must say, you have the most beautiful, plush bottom I’ve
ever seen.” He leaned in and whispered in her ear, “Tell me, Maeve,
do you like to get spanked?”

She sucked in a gasp of air and stared at him.
Another group of people slowed down to watch as Luke slipped her
sandals back on. His gaze drifted over her breasts. “I think you
do. Your nipples are as hard as pencil erasers.”

She fought the urge to cross her arms and tried to
regain her emotional footing. The men she usually dealt with were
nowhere near this frank or exciting. Luke was totally honest in his
desires, and she liked that. His utter self-confidence allowed him
to express his wants with no need for coyness or double talk. He
desired her, and he let her know it. “That’s very bold of you.”

Shrugging, he gave her a charming, boyish smile that
made her smile back. “Maeve, I helped design and work at Sodom.
Every wicked fantasy and decadent desire you can possibly imagine
has been engineered into our VR programs. You have no idea how bold
I can get.”

The quiet assurance and truth of his words warmed
her, and she felt another twinge of desire compete with the
butterflies in her stomach. Her already slick sex heated even more
and she shifted, pressing her thighs together to try to relieve the
ache. This man was smooth and charming; it was easy to forget how
much of an animal he was when he fucked.

“Would you like a tour of Sodom?” He held out his
hand.

The question was innocent enough, but she hesitated
and said in a whisper, “What if Gryphon gets mad?” She must have
been misreading him, because it looked like the smile he gave her
was filled with approval. Like he was happy that she had brought
Gryphon up.

“Maeve, Gryphon is totally okay with anything
that happens between us today. He is my best friend, and I love
him. I would never do anything to hurt him.”

The pounding of her pulse filled her ears. She took
his hand and hoped with all her heart she was doing the right
thing.

His soft smile made her heart thump. “Thank you. I
wanted the chance to tell you a little bit about myself.”

She arched a brow at him. “I can ask you
anything?”

“Yep.” He held her hand as they strolled through the
lobby. His willingness to answer questions was refreshing after
Gryphon’s refusal to tell her much about himself.

“Okay. Why do you like me?”

He led them to a private set of elevators and typed
in a code before looking down at her with a puzzled expression.
“You don’t see yourself very clearly, do you?”

The doors opened, and they entered the mirrored
elevator. He spun her around so she was framed by his body in the
reflective surface. Next to his height, she looked petite. He ran
his hands over her shoulders. “Aside from the fact that you are
absolutely stunning”—she blushed and dropped her eyes—“you’re also
talented, smart, and accomplished.”

“How do you know that?” she asked in a suspicious
voice. He rubbed his lips over her ear, and his soft goatee made
her shiver.

“It’s called Google. After our time together last
night, I wanted to learn everything I could about you.” She watched
his head move in the mirror as he kissed along her neck. “Graduated
from Stanford, worked for the same company in New York for seven
years. Your list of philanthropic awards is a mile long.” His big
hands reached up to cup her breasts as he held her gaze in the
mirror. “What guy wouldn’t want you? You’re the total package in
every way.”

She melted against him. Everything about him told
her he was being honest and really did feel this way. He made her
feel special and adored.

“Thank you,” she said softly and stepped away as the
doors to their floor opened.

He grinned at her. “Let me show you my world.”

She took a deep breath and slid her hand into
his.

* * *

Luke stroked his thumb over her palm, and she tried
to ignore the envious stares of every female they passed. He had
shown her the different sections of the hotel and was now taking
her to his office. She knew what he had in mind once they got
there. It was in the way he casually pressed his hand into her
lower back, how he ran his lips over her ear when he whispered
something to her, and how he looked at her. Every minute that went
by, his gaze turned darker, more lust filled, until she was
surprised he didn’t throw her up against the nearest wall and take
her. Without touching her, he had her body hot and ready for him
like they’d just spent the last half hour having foreplay instead
of touring the resort.

He nodded at a uniformed guard and led her deeper
into the corporate section of Sodom. This area of the hotel buzzed
with activity, and the sight of all the cubicles made her homesick
for her office. She bit back a giggle as she realized how sick that
thought was, however true.

Heads turned to follow their progress, and Luke
looped a possessive arm around her waist. Her mind raced as she
tried to categorize this moment in her life. They were together for
the first time in the flesh—a first date, if you will—but they had
already been as close as a man and woman could be. If his body in
real life was anything like his body in VR, she was already
intimately familiar with every inch of his thick cock.

The thought of how he’d groaned in delight when she
took his erection deep into her throat made her breath catch, and
Luke’s hand stroked over her hip. She wanted him, badly. Wanted
this time alone to focus on him, to enjoy his attention without the
overwhelming sensation of being pleasured by two men. While the
ménage had been fantastic, she was eager to experience what Luke
was like one-on-one. As they had talked, his quick wit and charm
had put her at ease, but there was something about the way he
looked at her, the way he seemed to be constantly aware of her body
and mood that sent a tingle of anticipation straight to her
pussy.

Though she had to admit the thought of Gryphon
watching them together made her burn a little hotter.

He led them down a marble hallway and nodded to the
matronly woman at the desk outside his office. After keying his
code in to the security panel, he ushered her inside, then quickly
shut the door.

Emotions and anticipation crashed into her until she
stood in the center of the room. Being here with him was
overwhelming and almost surreal. It would be easy to pretend this
was just another VR fantasy, but she wasn’t going to let herself
cop out like that. This was real, and she would face the emotions
she usually kept so carefully bottled up. Right now, her chief
emotion was hope. Hope that she wasn’t making a mistake, hope that
Luke was telling the truth about Gryphon being okay with this, and
hope that she could trust this man with her heart. Because, like it
or not, Luke had moved past the just physical drawer in her
psyche and straight into the dusty and neglected this could be
the start of something wonderful section.

A giant black marble and steel desk dominated the
far side of the room, and a vast wall of security screens stood at
her back. An enormous tinted glass window that stretched from floor
to ceiling showed the rainy landscape of downtown Detroit in the
late afternoon.

Nerves had her licking her lips, but Luke’s gaze
pinned her to the spot. It wasn’t his good looks that drew her to
him but rather his absolute confidence. She found confident men
totally sexy and seductive.

“Would you like to play rough with me, beautiful?”
he asked in a purring rumble while he unbuttoned his jacket.

She sucked in a quick gulp of air and released it.
“Please.” The one word came out needy and breathless. God, he was
making her take responsibility for what they were about to do. Now
she couldn’t fool herself and say it just happened. No, she had
asked for it, pleaded, even. The thought of bending to his will,
begging him for pleasure, made her sex clench, and another rush of
moisture soaked her already drenched panties.

He smiled and tossed his jacket onto a green leather
couch. “Good. If it gets to be too much, just say ‘Gryphon,’ and
I’ll stop.”

She nodded and shifted her feet, unsure what to do.
She watched his long fingers undo the buttons of his shirt; it
joined the jacket on the couch. His muscular chest flexed as he
undid the top button of his black pants. She desperately wanted to
rub her cheek against the golden hair leading from his navel to the
edge of his boxers.

The choice about what to do next was taken from her
when he yanked her against him and jerked her dress up over her
bottom. He placed his hands on her ample flesh, then groaned. “God,
you’re so soft. I love a woman with a full figure, so feminine and
delicious.”

She shivered against him and ground her hips into
his erection. His lips were firm, and his goatee tickled her face
as his mouth teased hers. The soft stroke of his tongue made her
sigh as their kiss deepened. She wrapped her arms around his
shoulders and let out a little groan at how good he felt. His skin
was smooth and supple over the steel of his body.

He spun her around and pressed her against the wall,
holding her hands above her head. “Stay like this,” he ordered and
kicked her feet apart. Excitement made her hyperaware of the
feeling of the wall beneath her fingertips, of the press of her
garters against her thighs, of the heat from his body on her
back.

The sound of his zipper seemed loud in the hush of
his office. When he rubbed his cock over her satin-covered bottom,
they both groaned. Her position limited her movement, but the hood
of her clit scraped against the slit in her panties.

He knelt behind her, and she heard a metallic snap.
A glance showed him carefully cutting the edges of her panties with
his pocketknife. He gently tugged the ruined satin off her hips,
and she gritted her teeth as he pulled them back and forth between
her legs, teasing her clit. While they had been one of her favorite
pairs of panties, she’d enjoy the memory of them being cut from her
body even more.

She arched her back into the air to give him better
access. As his fingertips grazed her ass she imagined Gryphon
watching them. The thought brought a new rush of desire.

Luke gripped her bottom and spread apart her cheeks,
admiring the little pucker of her anus. She hissed as his fingers
scissored over her clit and his tongue stroked along her bottom. He
was utterly wicked, depraved even, and she loved it.

He quickly brought her to the edge of orgasm, then
stopped. A frustrated groan passed through her lips. He laughed. “I
want that lovely bottom pink.”

A quick smacking sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed
in the room. At first it was light slaps that made her wiggle. He
began to bite and lick the side of her neck in time with his
spanking, and the hits grew harder. Her skin warmed beneath the
blows and she found herself arching to meet the smack of his hand,
loving how he growled when she wiggled.

“Rub your clit while I spank you, beautiful,” he
said into her ear.

She ran her finger through her wet slit and teased
back the hood of her clit while he spanked her. Each slap
corresponded to her pressing harder on her clit until she began to
eagerly anticipate the brisk smack of his hand. His nails lightly
traced along her burning bottom, and she sagged against the wall.
There was something so primal about the pain and pleasure mixture,
the awareness of how her submission to his hand made them both
burn.

She shuddered and widened her stance, trying to
entice him to continue. His low growl of approval seemed to stroke
her from the inside out, and his next smack caught her by surprise.
She didn’t know if it was because her bottom was sensitized to his
touch, but that slap carried a harsh sting of pain. She rubbed her
clit faster to try to offset the ache. They fell into a pattern
again: his hand on her bottom bringing pleasure/pain until she just
held her finger down on her clit and rocked her hips in time to his
spanks. Her movements were so tied to his spanking that she stopped
when he did. He reached around her and jerked her hand out from
between her legs before slamming it on the wall.

“If you breathe on me, I’m going to come,” she
whimpered.

He pulled back, and she bit her lip as she heard the
sound of a wrapper being opened. A quick glance confirmed he was
sliding a condom over his cock. As far as she was concerned, he
couldn’t get inside of her soon enough.

“If I fuck you in the ass, will you come?”

She shuddered as the large ridge of his cock rubbed
back and forth on her clit. “Yes.”

“Have you ever taken a dick in that lovely ass
before?”

The intimate question made her squirm against him.
“Yeah.”

“Did you like it?”

The outer ridge of the head of his cock scraped over
her clit and almost brought her to her knees. “Oh yes.”

His heat left her back. A moment later something
cool squirted between the cheeks of her ass, and she bit back a
surprised squeal. The warmth of his finger was startling against
the cool gel as he spread it around her anus. She tried to relax as
first one finger, then two eased into her. There was a sharp sting,
but it blended into the throbbing of her punished bottom. As he
slowly began to finger fuck her ass he placed gentle kisses all
over her shoulders, his touch soothing her even as he made her burn
hotter.

Slowly his fingers stretched her. “You’re so tight.
I’m going to have to fight to keep from coming right away. Tell me
what you want, my beauty.”

“Please.” The words shivered out as the head of his
cock nudged her bottom.

“Please what?” His voice was soft and teasing, but
the head of his cock began to fight her body for entrance.

“Please fuck my ass.”

“Good girl,” he growled and pulled one of her hands
down and placed it between her legs then began to massage her clit
with her fingers. “Come for me.”

The erotic order brought her suppressed orgasm
almost instantly as he pushed his way into her tight bottom. There
was burning pain, but it just added a rich spice to the
contractions of her orgasm. When he was halfway in, he reached
around to cup her breasts.

“So tight, just like I thought. Perfect.” His praise
made her feel wonderful, and she relaxed, allowing him to slide all
the way in. It burned and there was pain, but nothing compared to
the sense of satisfaction that she was giving him pleasure.

They stayed like that for a moment. Luke groaned.
“You’re going to come for me again. And when your sweet bottom
contracts around my cock, I’m going to fill you up. Fuck you until
you cry my name.”

He began to work her with short strokes. Just those
small movements had her dancing against the wall. She had anal
beads at home she liked to play with, and a good sized butt plug,
but this was totally different. She glanced over to the side and
saw their reflection in the glass windows.

Luke had his cheek on her head and was watching them
as well. His eyes locked with hers in the mirror, and he mouthed
the word beautiful. She looked away, unable to take the
intimacy of his gaze. He jerked her dress over her head and sighed
with pleasure. “I wish you could see how fantastic you look. Your
ass is pink from my spanking, a color that almost matches your
garters and bra. Your little anus is gripping my cock, and it feels
fantastic.”

He slid his hand down between her legs and brushed
her hand aside, giving her clit a cruel pinch. She cried out, and
he groaned, “That’s it—sing for me.”

He began to fuck her harder, long strokes that had
her panting and groaning. Greedy for her orgasm, she pushed her
hips back to meet his. A final press on her clit, and she started
to come in long waves. Different from a vaginal orgasm, the
strength of it made Luke struggle to move, and he joined her as her
body gripped him. He whispered her name repeatedly as he emptied
himself into her bottom in harsh jerks.

His hands stroked her hair back from her neck, and
he placed a gentle kiss there. “You are the most amazing woman I
have ever had. So sensual and responsive. With the right guidance,
I bet we could make you come all night long.”

The image made her breath catch in her throat even
as he pulled himself out of her. She turned around and slumped
against the wall while he retrieved a washcloth from the private
bathroom in his office. Never in a million years had she thought
she would begin today afraid of falling for one man, only to find
herself now falling for two. To be honest, she was so blissed-out,
so floating on a cloud of endorphins, that the thought of being in
love didn’t send her into the panic it usually did.

She watched him walk toward her, nude and semierect,
and admired the firm lines of his body. She had spent most of their
time together facing the wall and now looked her fill. Goodness he
was gorgeous. Long, lean muscles moved beneath his skin, and the
hair on his chest and stomach made her want to rub her face on him
to feel it’s texture. He paused before her and gave her an arrogant
smile that said he knew exactly what she was thinking.

“Up we go,” he said in a soft voice as he helped her
stand. Leading her over to the leather couch against the far wall,
he bent her over the arm. Her bottom ached, and the warmth of the
cloth felt heavenly. To her astonishment, his warm and wet tongue
licked her burning butt cheeks. A little flicker of desire had her
wriggling beneath his touch. He gave each cheek a kiss before
resuming his cleaning. His gentle hands stroked her with the soft
washcloth as he said, “I have a fantasy I would like to indulge in
with you and Gryphon tonight, if you’re game.”


Chapter Seven

 


Carla greeted her as soon as she opened the door.
“Hi, Maeve.” She took in Maeve’s pink cotton shorts and white tank
top with a grin. “Glad you didn’t dress up for me.”

Maeve snickered and tossed her sandals in the
corner. “My mystery man refuses to see me in the real world, so I
decided to take my relaxation to a whole new level.”

“I totally approve. I keep telling the owners we
need a pajama party dinner where all the guests can lounge around
in their comfy jammies.” Carla tapped a finger against her lips.
“Then again, our guests would probably turn it into a lingerie
party. Which isn’t a bad idea either.”

Maeve watched Carla closely. “Speaking of owners,
did you know that one of the men from last night’s fantasy was
Luke?”

Carla spun in her chair. “No shit?” She looked
genuinely shocked.

“Yep. And I figured if you know Luke, then you must
know his best friend.”

Carla opened and then closed her mouth with a snap.
“I’m not at liberty to discuss this.” Her cheeks grew red under
Maeve’s intense stare.

“What?” Maeve stared at her. “You do know, don’t
you?”

Carla shook her head. “I’m not going to say another
word about it.” She turned to her computer screen and clicked
through some windows. “If he promised to tell you, he will.”

“He’s hideous, isn’t he?”

Carla’s lips twitched. “I can assure you he is
anything but. That is all you’re getting out of me.”

“Well, at least I know he has a good imagination.”
Maeve tried to fish for more information, but Carla wasn’t letting
anything slip.

“So, what’s the plan for you crazy kids
tonight?”

Maeve’s grin stretched from ear to ear as she
outlined what she and Luke wanted tonight. She added one last
detail. “Can you ask my mystery man to have long, black hair
tonight?”

Carla grinned. “Wish I wasn’t working. This fantasy
sounds like a lot of fun.”

With the hiss of the seal shutting on the tube,
Maeve closed her eyes and hoped for a successful hunt.

* * *

Angel shifted on the side of the desert road and
leaned against his broken-down Harley-Davidson. His long black hair
blew in the wind, and for a moment, he regretted cutting it in real
life. Had Maeve requested this because it was how his hair had been
when they were teenagers? Did she sense on some level who he really
was?

Questions like that had been driving him crazy,
along with the memory of watching Luke spank and fuck her. He had
observed them on the monitors in his office and had jerked off
twice while they’d played. If it had been anyone but Luke with her,
he would have been madly jealous. As it was, he did feel some envy
that Luke had made her scream, but he didn’t know if he was jealous
of Maeve or Luke.

A glint began to resolve itself on the horizon, and
he cupped his hand over his eyes, trying to see past the glare of
the desert sun. The battered black leather jacket he wore creaked
as he shifted to rearrange his suddenly hard cock. He couldn’t wait
to see what kind of fantasy she had planned for all three of them.
All he knew was that he was now Raven, head of the biker group who
was Maeve’s rival.

And he was about to be captured for her
pleasure.

Colors sprang out from the shimmering black of the
pavement cutting a stripe through the barren region. At least a
dozen big bikes roared toward him, their thunder shaking the earth
beneath his feet. In the lead, Maeve rode a big shiny red chopper
and yelled something over her shoulder as she saw him.

He stood straighter and tossed his hair back over
his shoulder. He wore no shirt beneath the leather jacket, and his
black leather pants fit him like a second skin. Luke was going to
love it, and he hoped Maeve did too. She had to love it, love
them, if there was any chance of this working out. Luke had
made him promise to tell her the truth tonight. He feared her
reaction.

The object of his love and lust screeched to a halt
in front of him, and her eyes grew dark with desire. This was how
it had always been between them, an instant attraction that hadn’t
dimmed over time. Instead of a leather jacket, she wore some type
of chainmail mesh top that hugged her generous breasts. Black
leather pants cupped her ass, and her long black hair hung free
down her tanned back. So beautiful his heart skipped a beat as she
smiled at him.

“Hello, Raven.” She gave him a pleased look and
inspected his body from top to bottom with a hungry sheen in her
dark eyes.

The rest of the biker club roared around him. Women
of all different ages hooped and hollered, yelling out suggestive
and outright lewd things about his body. Maeve turned off her big
bike and swung her leg over the side. The leather clung to her full
hips, and she worked her body as she strolled over to him. The
saliva in his mouth dried up. It was all he could do to keep from
bending her over and taking her right there.

“What do you want, Maeve?” His bass voice made the
women around her sigh.

“Just stopped by to see if you needed a ride home.”
The women of her club laughed and suggested all the ways she could
ride him.

He narrowed his eyes then grinned at her. The flash
of uncertainty in her gaze at his smile fueled his desire. “You
want to take me back to my club?”

A blush heated her cheeks, and her gaze skittered
down to his chest. “No. You’re coming with me as my new pleasure
slave. Luke will be very pleased to see you again.” She tried to
sound bold and carefree, but he could feel her hesitation. Guilt
panged through him as he realized she was nervous about her
afternoon with Luke.

His lips twitched. “You really think you can keep me
as a pleasure slave? I enjoyed my time with your old man when he
was my pleasure slave. Maybe I need to return the favor. I can make
both of you come so hard you’ll pass out and I’ll escape.”

Maeve gaped and almost reached for him before
clenching her hands into fists. That reaction pleased him, and the
little knot of worry eased. At least the thought of him and Luke
together aroused her. Now to see if she could deal with the real
thing.

She mounted that big bike of hers and gestured for
him to join her. Instead he jumped on the back of Ma Berry’s bike,
the oldest woman in the motorcycle club. She grinned at him,
missing a few teeth, and revved her motorcycle.

* * *

Back at the clubhouse, the women celebrated his
capture by throwing a party. The other pleasure slaves were brought
out, and the room was soon filled with the sounds of sex. Maeve
strolled through the open door and licked her lips. Dressed in a
pink leather corset with matching chaps and nothing else, she
closed the door behind her and approached him. The sight of that
beautiful pussy displayed for him made his cock jump in his
boxers.

Her room at the club stood in stark contrast to the
gritty main room outside. The floor was made of pale cream wood,
and the walls were painted a soft blue. Elegant and feminine, if
having him chained to the ceiling counted as part of that
package.

His arms were held above his head, and his shirt and
pants were long gone. His hair flowed down his back and lay across
the top of his black silk boxers.

His gaze followed her every movement, watching her
tits sway as she stalked over to stand in front of him. The tips of
her nipples tightened to points beneath his gaze. He wanted to suck
them into his mouth and work them until they were sensitive to the
slightest breath.

“It won’t be long until my brothers arrive to rescue
me,” he growled out, switching his attention between her face and
her body.

“I know.” She trailed a nail over his chest and
brushed the tips of her breasts over him. Her voice dropped an
octave, and he could smell her desire. “I have a business
proposition for you.”

He tried to appear uninterested, but his cock
throbbed when her tongue flicked over his nipple. “And what would
that be?”

She leaned up on her tiptoes and traced the head of
his prick through the silk. “I would like to suggest a club
merger.” The sound of a door opening made them both look up. Luke
strode in wearing a pair of lace-up brown leather pants and nothing
else. He and Maeve both sighed at the sight of Luke, and Angel had
to fight a grin. Maybe Luke was right about them being alike in
their passions. They certainly reacted to Luke in the same manner:
instant lust.

Luke locked his gaze on them, and his lips curled
into a cruel grin that made Maeve shiver against Angel. “Woman,
have you gotten him to agree to the merger yet?”

Angel gasped as her hand cupped him through the silk
of his boxers. “What kind of merger?”

“Our clubs have been at war for too long.” She kept
her attention focused on his chest, and Luke watched them. He
mouthed love you as Maeve said in a hesitant voice, “If you
and Luke were to become co-leaders…”

He rattled his chains. “Keeping me hanging like this
is hardly the fair way to talk about a joining of forces.”

Luke stepped up behind Maeve and ran his hands over
her breasts. She glanced up at him, and Angel tried to look like he
enjoyed watching Luke touch her. He must have done a good job,
because she relaxed and gave him a very naughty smile.

He narrowed his eyes at Luke and snarled, “What
makes you think I would make a deal with you, however sweet your
old lady is?”

Luke reached into a carved wooden box and pulled out
a black leather flogger. Locking eyes with Angel, he smacked it
against his thigh in a rustle of leather meeting leather. “Because
you know you can trust me, and you know how good it can be.” Every
once in a while, he would ask Luke to flog him. The pain added a
delicious spice, but it was too rich for him on a regular basis.
Tonight, however, all holds were off, and he was theirs to do
whatever they wanted with.

Luke moved behind Maeve and trailed the tips of the
flogger over her breasts. He leaned down and said in a low voice,
“Show him how nice you can be, my love.” Something about his words
turned her on, because she leaned back into him with a moan and
rubbed her backside against his cock. Angel watched them both, and
the chains rattled as he shifted.

She tapped her lips. “You’re right. I need to show
him how…accommodating we can be.” A trickle of cream wet the pink
lips of her cunt, and Angel wanted to lick her clean.

Her small hands held on to Angel’s hips, and she
lowered herself until his silk-covered cock was nose level. The
fabric moved over her lips as she sucked him through it. He made a
pleading groan and rubbed his cock against her. Luke answered his
groan and walked behind him, holding his hips still as Maeve worked
him with her lips and tongue.

Angel’s nerves stretched taut as Luke slowly placed
his lips against the side of his neck. Below him, Maeve sat back on
her heels to watch them. He studied her carefully, and his tension
lessened a bit as her pupils expanded with desire. She traced her
nails up the insides of his thighs just as Luke bit the side of his
neck. The fact that she wasn’t running away from their display
brought such a profound surge of relief he momentarily sagged in
his chains. Up until this point, he had been hiding how desperate
he was for this to work out and how afraid he was that she wouldn’t
be interested.

Her hot mouth closed over his wet erection again and
chased all thoughts from his mind except the sensation of touch.
The combination of their attention made him thrust his hips forward
as his balls began to ache. Luke pressed his erection against his
ass, grinding himself there. With a low snarl, he then he claimed
Angel’s lips with a passion that had him straining against the
chains. No matter what else happened, he would never get enough of
Luke’s kisses. He had to make this work, had to make Maeve see that
she couldn’t live without them.

She continued to tease him, nibbling and sucking on
his cock, never releasing it from the silk. One hand stole up the
leg of his boxers to stroke his heavy sac. The chains rattled as he
strained against them. Ignoring his silent demands, she ran her
hand over his sac and traced a fingernail back to his anus.

He froze and slowly spread his legs for her. The rip
of silk sounded loud as she tore his boxers from his hips. He
sucked in a breath while her hot, talented mouth engulfed his cock.
He rocked in time with her powerful sucks and leaned back into
Luke’s arms.

Luke ran his hands over Angel’s ass, stroking his
sensitive skin with a wicked smile at Maeve. “Handsome, isn’t he?
All this wonderful muscle. Ours to play with.”

She gave his cock a long, slow suck while holding
Angel’s gaze before stroking just the tip of his erection with her
hand. His shaft throbbed in her grip.

With her other hand, she licked her finger until it
was shiny with spit. She gave Luke a wicked grin, and she slid it
between the hard cheeks of Angel’s ass. Her attention turned solely
to him as she pressed gently on his anus. Luke made a low sound of
approval and ran his hands through Angel’s long hair.

His eyes fluttered shut, and he spread his legs
further, giving her greater access. She licked along his shaft
while her finger pressed into his ass. He shuddered and groaned at
the invasion. His cock slid in and out of her mouth in rhythm with
her finger. Too good. He was going to come before he was ready if
he wasn’t careful.

Luke stepped back and began to flog his back with a
circular motion of his wrist. The leather kissed the broad muscles,
and each flick made him thrust into her mouth and hand. She leaned
down and licked his sac, sucking gently on the soft skin. Slowly
now, she eased her finger in and out of his tight ass, teasing his
body.

The pain of the flogger kept him from losing
control, but the sight of Maeve watching her finger work in and out
of his ass pushed him back to the edge. God, how he wanted to just
shoot himself all over her face, into her hair. He imagined Maeve
and Luke kissing, sharing his seed.

“I’m going to come,” he groaned out and fought
against it.

She leaned back on her heels and removed her finger,
watching his face. He shuddered again, and the chains rattled with
his movements. His cock was painfully hard, and she stood in front
of him, rubbing her belly against him.

“Luke,” she said in a rough voice and opened her
thighs. The scent of her pussy filled his nostrils, and he rubbed
against the softness of her body.

“Yes, love?”

The flogger teasingly stroked along Angel’s inner
thighs as Luke rested his head on his shoulder.

“Fuck him.”

Angel groaned and almost went limp in the chains.
She was trying to kill him. Leather rustled behind him as Luke
pulled down his pants. Angel’s hips were pulled back, and a thick
finger shoved a large glob of cold gel directly onto his anus. He
never would have thought that hanging here, at the mercy of his
lovers, could have turned him on this much. Usually he liked to be
in control, in charge, but tonight he was willing to do anything
and everything they asked of him.

Soon the silken head of Luke’s prick rubbed between
the cheeks of his ass, smearing the slippery gel over him. His eyes
closed as he relaxed his body and opened himself for Luke’s cock.
The sting of the fat head pushing into his rectum made him clench,
and Luke paused, giving him time to adjust. Angel took a deep
breath and gently pushed back, feeling each inch of cock pressing
into him. More cock filled him until he felt Luke’s pubic bone firm
against his ass. Tight, stuffed full, he gripped the dick inside of
him with his internal muscles.

Luke groaned and ran his hands over Angel’s chest as
he buried himself up to the hilt. “Watch Maeve while I fuck
you.”

The rough echo of Luke’s words warmed through
Angel’s body and settled in his balls.

She teased her swollen nipples and said, “If you can
keep from coming, you get to fuck me once Luke is done.”

The fire of challenge penetrated the fog of his
lust, and he gritted his teeth. Luke gasped behind him and began to
stroke in and out of him with smooth movements. Maeve remained
kneeling before him, spreading the lips of her swollen labia and
revealing the pink within. Her pussy clenched around her finger as
she arched and moaned.

His jaw clenched, and his breath hissed out between
his teeth. Long and thick, his cock jutted into the air and jerked
with the power of Luke’s thrusts. Locking his gaze with Maeve’s, he
pushed back into Luke’s pounding, the chains rattling with their
movements.

“Shit,” Luke hissed and reached around to stroke his
cock. “I can’t hold out much longer.”

“Don’t,” he growled out. He clenched the inner
muscles of his ass, and Luke gave two final thrusts before he froze
and pumped Angel’s ass full of hot cum. Angel desperately wanted to
join him in his orgasm, but the sight of Maeve on her knees with
her pussy swollen and wet made him hold back.

Maeve licked her lips. Her fingers continued to work
her pussy as she watched them, and she made little silken sounds of
need. What would it feel like to fuck her while Luke fucked him? If
he played his cards right, he would soon find out.

Luke laid his head on Angel’s shoulder, pulling
himself out. “All right, my love, she’s all yours. Please don’t
fuck this up. I really, really like her.”

Angel took a deep breath and nodded. There was more
at stake now than just his feelings.

Maeve darted her glance between them and took a deep
breath. Luke tucked himself back into his pants and knelt before
her. They exchanged a long, hot kiss, and he stroked her pussy with
the palm of his hand. That gentle contact had her moaning into his
mouth, and Luke let out a wistful sigh.

Brushing his lips over hers, he said, “I got my
alone time with you earlier, and now it’s Raven’s turn. Use him,
take him, and when you two are done, I’ll be waiting for you
both.”

He gave her pussy one more stroke, then said,
“Pizzariffic.”

The silence between them stretched out as they were
now alone in the room. Angel positively vibrated with barely
contained lust bordering on violence. If he didn’t bury himself in
that beautiful cunt soon, he was going to lose his mind.

“Are you ready to discuss a merger?” she said in a
husky voice.

With a growl, he said, “Yes.”

Her hands shook as she unlocked his shackles.
Anticipation hung heavy in the air between them, and her breath
came out in rapid pants. As soon as his hands were free, he grabbed
her and jerked her against his body, fighting to keep from throwing
her to the ground and rutting on her like a beast. He took them
both to a wide bed in the corner of the room and lay back.

He pulled her onto his cock. “Ride me.” If he was on
top, he was afraid he would hurt her. The need was that bad.

She positioned his dick against her slick entrance
and watched him watch her as she slid down. He licked his fingers
and rubbed her clit as she moved down on him. It was so good, so
right.

She rode him, long and hard, grinding herself
against his muscled stomach as he gripped her hips and slammed her
down on his cock. The force was almost painful, and she gasped each
time he shoved himself in as far as he could go. She buried her
hands in his hair and kissed him long and deep while rocking her
hips in slow circles. The head of his cock rubbed over her G-spot
at this angle, and he could feel her body going taut with the first
edge of her orgasm.

Her pussy tightened around him, and she fucked him
for all she was worth. He tipped his head back, the muscles in his
neck standing out as he groaned. The waves of her orgasm triggered
his in a hot, pounding rush. They panted and strained against each
other as their bodies contracted. The softness of her, the smell of
her, and the knowledge that it was Maeve doing this to his body
gave him one of the best orgasms of his life.

Panting, barely able to breathe, he began to laugh
and rolled her over onto her back. “I was afraid Luke wore you out
this afternoon.” He kissed her sweaty forehead and cuddled her
close.

He slowly slid himself out from between her legs.
She looked up at him with such vulnerability that he pulled her
into a hug.

“Did you really send him for me?” she asked in a
voice so soft he almost didn’t hear it.

He nodded and smoothed her hair back. “Maeve, you
need to understand something about me.”

She groaned and buried her face back into his chest.
“You’re married?”

He snorted and spanked her bottom lightly. “No. But
Luke and I share everything, including our women. I lo—really like
you. A lot.” He grinned and continued, “And if we are going to have
something outside of VR, I want you to understand that I’m a
package deal.”

Her eyes were enormous when she looked up at him.
“Seriously? You don’t get jealous, either of you?”

He held her face between his hands. She had to
understand this, had to see that he meant every word. “Nope. I love
Luke. It just feels…natural to us to share a woman. We love each
other, but we also crave the presence of a very special woman in
our lives.”

“Plus”—his voice lowered, and his cock stirred
against her leg—“I love watching him fuck you.”

She blinked rapidly, and he would have given a
million dollars to know what she was thinking. “Have you done this
a lot?”

“A lot? No. We’ve been in three committed
relationships that didn’t work out for various reasons.” He stroked
her cheek. “We would like you to consider an exclusive relationship
with us. I can speak on Luke’s behalf when I assure you that you
are exactly what we are looking for.”

She laid her head on his chest, and he could feel
her racing heart. What was she thinking? Had he blown it by asking
her too soon? He bit his lip to keep from blurting out that they
loved her and wanted to spend the rest of their lives making her
happy. Yeah, that would certainly help the situation.

Finally she took a deep breath and propped her head
up on her elbow. Her dark brown eyes were at once vulnerable and
hard. “I can’t commit until I know who you are.”

Unease and a hint of fear tightened his stomach.
They were finally at the point that he’d feared. He nodded and
sighed. “Of course. After you’re done, come to Luke’s office. I’ll
be waiting there with him.”

Lips soft, he gave her a gentle kiss, then said,
“Give us a chance, Maeve. I promise you won’t regret it. Please.”
His voice grew rough on the last word, and something shifted in
Maeve’s gaze. A tenderness he had not seen in a long time burned in
those soft brown depths, and his breath caught in his throat.

Maeve nodded and disentangled herself from his arms.
“Pizzariffic.”


Chapter Eight

 


Luke paced up and down the room, his hair twisted
into short spikes from having his hand run through it one too many
times. Angel wasn’t doing much better, despite his extremely
satisfying time with Maeve. He was so nervous he felt like he might
be sick.

“We should have told her earlier,” Luke muttered and
spun on his heel to pace to the other side of the room. “Honesty is
always the best policy.”

Angel snapped, “I know, but it’s a little late for
that now.” He was a mess of anticipation, hope, and fear. Beyond
what would happen with Maeve, he feared what would happen with Luke
if this didn’t turn out well. He had introduced them, encouraged
Luke to become attached to her. Hell, he knew what Luke was like
when he decided he cared for someone. Once Luke gave his heart, he
gave it 100 percent. It would hurt him deeply if Maeve rejected
them. Even worse, Luke would be right in blaming him if this didn’t
work out.

Luke narrowed his eyes at him, then glanced at the
wall of monitors. There was no sign of Maeve coming out of the
elevators yet. “You’re not the only one who is emotionally involved
here, Angel. I really like Maeve. We had a great time together, and
she really gets me. Hell, I’m half in love with her already.”

Angel slumped into Luke’s desk chair and cupped his
head in his hands. “We can make this work. I’ll explain it to her,
and with your help, she’ll see this as a good thing, and we can
move forward.”

Ignoring Luke’s snarl, Angel continued, “Maeve is
smart and rational. She’ll see the upsides to this, and maybe
she’ll be flattered.”

Luke’s hand landed on his shoulder and squeezed.
Angel laid his over it and took comfort from Luke’s touch. “Hell, I
don’t know what I’m doing,” he confessed in a whisper. “When we
started this, it seemed like such a good idea, such a surefire
plan.”

Luke rubbed his shoulders. “Sorry for taking out my
worry on you. I’m probably just freaking out needlessly. We’ve
spent the last couple of days doing everything we could to show her
how much we want her. Hopefully that will help to offset any anger
she might have at finding out who you really are. I mean it was
years ago, when you guys were teenagers. She may not even remember
you.”

They watched the monitors together. Maeve stepped
into the elevator, a merry smile on her face, an occasional silent
giggle escaping her lips. Her eyes sparkled, and she shifted in
place with eagerness. Angel’s heart constricted, and he prayed with
all his might that when she saw him, she would be able to embrace
the possibility of giving him and Luke a chance.

* * *

The secretary’s desk was empty next to the massive
doors to Luke’s office. She raised her hand to knock and chickened
out. This was such a big step, such a huge deal. Her life consisted
of following rules and doing everything she could to win. What if
the men did become jealous of one another? What if they took out
that jealousy on her and they had a horrible fight? How in the
world was she supposed to trust her heart to two men when she
didn’t even want to trust it to one?

She twisted her fingers together and considered
leaving. Back to her room, by herself, while Trinity and Jerald
celebrated finding each other. That thought was far worse than any
imagined argument. The emptiness waiting for her was a bleak
reality she could not face. Not after the warmth, excitement, and
love of the past three days. She leaned her head against the door
and closed her eyes. It was past time she admitted the truth to
herself. Despite how hard she’d fought it and how much she’d
avoided it, she came here hoping in her secret heart to find the
kind of love that was waiting for her on the other side of the
door. She would be a fool to run away now.

She knocked on the door and took a shuddering
breath. Luke opened it. “Before you come in, I just want you to
know that I one hundred percent want you. I want your body, I want
your mind, and I want your heart.”

She gaped at him, and he grabbed her hand. “Thank
you for having the courage to come to us.”

He opened the door farther and led her into the
room.

A dark caramel-skinned bald man in a white T-shirt
stood in front of the windows, looking out over the lights far
below. His body was the same as in VR: broad shoulders, big biceps,
narrow waist, and that wonderful ass. Her heart pounded, and she
felt as nervous as a teenager on a first date. It was an odd blend
of knowing the man standing before her more intimately than she
could imagine and meeting a total stranger. Luke squeezed her hand,
and she remembered to breathe again.

“Hello, Maeve,” the man at the window said without
turning around.

Luke dropped her hand and gently pushed her toward
him.

Hearing his voice in real life made her pulse pound.
It was hard to believe that he was really here, right in front of
her. She approached slowly. “What’s your name?”

His big shoulders lifted in a sigh. “My name is
Angel.” He turned, and she almost hit the ground. “But you can call
me Rafe.”

Shock slammed into her, and she backpedaled into
Luke’s broad chest. In all her imaginings about who he would be,
Rafe was at the absolute bottom of the list. Her mind couldn’t
process who he was, couldn’t blend the guy who broke her heart with
the fantasy man who had gained her trust and made her fall in
love.

Luke steadied her and ran a soothing stroke down her
arm. His voice was tight and angry as he said, “I told you we
should have eased her into this.”

Rafe gave her the small smile she knew so well. Her
confused mind tried to put the two together. The baby-faced Rafe of
her teenage years with the thirtysomething man standing before her.
His beautiful hair was gone, but the bald head brought out the
square line of his jaw and his wonderful dark eyes.

The lips were the same. Still the most kissable
mouth she had ever seen. That same kissable mouth had told her he
loved her every single day they had been together. Those lips had
shaped words of such depth and passion that she could spend hours
listening to him talk about their future together. No wonder he
knew exactly how to kiss her, exactly what she liked in bed. He’d
been her partner in discovering her sexuality, and now he’d used
that knowledge to manipulate and deceive her.

That bastard.

Luke held her as Rafe approached them slowly. Her
gaze skittered up and down his body, and her mind tried to
reconcile her mystery man with Rafe. “I wanted to give you a chance
to get to know me for the man I am now. I wanted you to get to know
Luke as well.” He stopped in front of her, close enough to touch.
His musky cologne enveloped her as surely as the heat of his body.
The sensation of standing between the two men was overwhelming, and
not in a good way. She was pressed between two men that had gone
from being her dream to being her nightmare.

“You lied to me,” she said, hating the hurt in her
voice. She’d wanted this so badly, wanted to find that here, in the
real world, there were not one but two men that she could trust
enough to love. Her stomach churned and tightened into a sick
knot.

He shook his head. “I never lied to you, Maeve.”

Luke’s voice rumbled from behind her. “Maybe we
weren’t exactly up-front with you. We wanted you to see how good it
could be with us in your life.”

“Did you rig the contest?” Anger began to burn away
the numbing hurt and confusion. He had manipulated her, made her
want them and fall in love with the idea of being theirs. They both
had. Luke’s presence against her back ceased to be comforting, and
she grew rigid against him.

“Yes. I saw your interview on Larry King and wanted
a chance to get back together.” He gave her an unsure smile. “I was
pretty sure you wouldn’t want anything to do with me after our last
conversation.”

She gaped at him and clenched her hands into fists.
Luke tried to put a hand on her shoulder, but she shrugged him off.
“That was twelve years ago. You really thought bringing me here,
lying to me, and manipulating me into caring about both of you was
the best thing to do?”

Using both hands, she shoved Rafe out of the way and
moved out of Luke’s arms. Oh God how she hurt, and she hated the
angry tears rolling down her cheeks. Hated that sign of weakness.
Hated herself for falling so easily for their lies. “What the fuck
is wrong with both of you?”

Both men stared at her. They tried to speak at the
same time, and Maeve screamed, “Shut up! I don’t want to hear any
more of your lies.”

Luke took a step toward her with his hands held out.
“Maeve, please. Just give us a chance—”

“Give you a chance to what? Make me fall in love
with you so you can break my heart? How could I ever possibly trust
anyone that would do this? God, how long have you been planning
this together?” She swallowed past the lump of sorrow that
threatened to choke her. “You said you were all about honesty.
Where was that honesty when you lied to me, over and over again?
You’re just as big of a bastard as he is.” Her voice quavered. “I
really liked you, Luke, and I could have loved you.”

Luke flinched as if she had struck him. He opened
his mouth, but no words came out. Rafe stepped in between them and
forced her to look at him. His dark gaze held such sorrow that she
almost went to him. Loving Rafe had once been the center of her
universe, the axis on which her world spun. She dashed away her
tears with a trembling hand and resisted the urge to crumple to the
floor and cry. No, she wouldn’t give them the satisfaction of
seeing that they’d broken her heart.

“Don’t blame this on Luke. It was my idea. He wanted
to tell you, but I wouldn’t let him.”

She wanted to believe him, wanted to be able to
salvage some small part of what they had. But she knew that Luke
and Rafe were a package deal. There was no way to have one without
the other, and even if she could, she didn’t want to break them up.
That thought tore a laughing sob from her, and both men eyed her
uneasily. After all they’d done to her, she still didn’t want to
hurt them.

Wrapping her anger around her like a shield, she
glared at them and yelled, “I never want to see either of you ever
again.” The pain overwhelmed her anger, and her heart broke as she
spun and marched toward the door. Guess she already did love Rafe
and Luke, because the hurt in her chest was unbearable.

They shouted after her, but she slammed the door in
their faces and ran away from their betrayal.


Chapter Nine

 


Maeve sat alone in her cozy apartment and stared out
the window while she sipped her tea. Reclining back in her soft
gray chenille lounge chair, she listened to the icy rain tap on the
window. A red silk robe lay against her skin, and her old fuzzy
slippers warmed her feet. It was late evening, and she had spent
the last few hours unwinding from another demanding day at
work.

The silence of the apartment added to her
depression. With every ounce of her being, she missed Rafe and
Luke. It was stupid, illogical, and utterly true. She missed their
arms around her and wished they were here. She missed their
laughter, their touch, and she missed their company.

For the twentieth time that day, she glanced at the
stacks of unread mail from Luke and Rafe. The envelopes of
different shapes and sizes sat piled on her side table, illuminated
by a stained-glass lamp in shades of purple and green. Two letters,
every day, for six weeks.

She’d tried to steel her heart against them by not
opening the letters, but she couldn’t bear to throw them away. Each
smelled like the cologne the men wore, and she would inhale the
smell on the trip up the elevator from the foyer to her apartment
every evening. In a perverse way, opening her mailbox had become
the highlight of her day.

Cool and smooth, the envelopes moved beneath her
fingertips as she fanned through them. Rafe’s writing was long and
curving, while Luke’s was neat and precise. Each different from the
other, but each addressed to her.

She set her teacup down and played with the envelope
containing the first letter from Rafe. It had come the day she’d
returned from Sodom. Trinity had stayed behind to spend the rest of
her time with Jerald. Maeve had made up an excuse about an
emergency meeting at work. Her boss didn’t question her return. But
that was only because she teared up as soon as she saw him and
couldn’t choke out a word.

Eventually she’d told Trinity the truth. After
having a good bitch fest about what assholes they were, Trinity
suggested Maeve forgive them. That only made Maeve more pissed off,
and she ended up fighting with Trinity too. Right now Trinity was
in the Bahamas with Jerald. He had found out how horrible she was
at snowboarding after she plowed through a class of kids learning
how to ski. He chartered a private jet to a resort that he co-owned
that day. Probably to save himself from more lawsuits.

Maeve was glad someone had found happiness.

She considered going on the Internet to look for a
cat. If she was going to be the crazy cat lady, she might as well
start now. She could use the company. Her bed felt so cold and
empty at night, and her dreams were filled with two men as
different as night and day, joined by their love of her. Maybe she
would get two cats and name them Rafe and Luke. It would be
appropriate to start her crazy cat lady collection with cats named
after the men that had ruined her for all others. No one else could
ever match up to the impossible standard they had set.

She tossed the letters down and stood up with a
sigh. After grabbing her bottle of peach lotion from the shelf, she
rubbed it into her legs and wondered why she even bothered. It
wasn’t like anyone was going to touch her. Hold her. Make her feel
loved. Her gaze strayed back to the letters and she debated opening
just one.

Pride won out over her heart, but she could feel
herself getting closer to opening an envelope. Her chest stung as
she thought about what would happen if she acted too late. What if
they gave up and found some other woman who jumped at the
opportunity to be loved by two amazing men? The small gray leather
couch creaked as she sat down. Sorrow and regret, her constant
companions lately, swirled through her head as she silently fumed
while she spread the lotion on her arms. If only they had been
honest with her. Things could have been so different.

She rubbed the lotion onto her feet and tried to
consider the situation objectively. Six weeks ago, if Rafe had come
to her and suggested she become part of a committed threesome, she
would have slapped him across the face.

A grin teased her lips. Maybe if he’d had Luke
approach her while naked, she would have considered it.

No, probably not. But that didn’t make what he had
done right.

The screen saver on her computer popped up on the
other side of the room, and she groaned. The picture was of Rafe
and Luke, posing together in tuxedos at some charity event. The
fact that she had the two of them as her screen saver should be
enough to get her to open her mail. It wasn’t as if they could see
her.

Smoothing the lotion on her elbows, she dithered in
front of the pile of mail again. She couldn’t help it, but she felt
like she was letting them win if she opened the mail. Lame, but
true.

The phone rang, breaking her out of her staring
contest with the unopened envelopes.

The concierge of her apartment complex let her know
a delivery guy was coming up with a large package for her. A smile
lit her face. Hopefully it was the box of pity lingerie she’d
ordered for herself as retail therapy.

She hoped her new cats would appreciate it.

The edges of her robe flapped open as she eagerly
went to the door when the buzzer rang. A quick look through the
peephole showed a man in a delivery uniform holding a large box
with his head turned away from the door. She flipped the locks and
checked to make sure her robe was closed before opening it.

As the bright light from the hallway spilled into
her tiny foyer, a familiar voice said, “Hi, Maeve.”

The door was nudged open the rest of the way by a
boot as Luke and Rafe strolled into her apartment, looking around
to check it out. Luke tossed an obviously empty box onto the
granite counter of her kitchenette.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” she
yelled at them as Luke shut the door. Rafe and Luke both removed
their delivery hats and tossed them onto the counter as they filled
the space of her tiny apartment with their presence. Almost as one,
their attention turned to her, and she swallowed a girly squeak.
Her hormones purred in appreciation as the men stalked toward her.
She had to admit, they looked yummy in those uniforms.

Backing up into her living room, she tried again. “I
told you to stay away from me.”

Luke nudged Rafe and pointed at her computer screen
with a grin. Heat flooded her cheeks as Rafe saw his image on the
screen and gave her a wicked smile.

“I knew you missed us,” he said in his deep voice.
Her nipples stiffened to hard points beneath the thin red silk
robe. She had thought about them so much, fantasized about them
while she masturbated every night. To have both men actually
standing in front of her made her weak with desire. Her mind might
be conflicted, but her body knew who and what it wanted.

“And we missed you,” Luke added, his gaze locked on
her lips.

“We came to convince you to take us back,” Rafe said
and crossed his arms over his chest. He looked amazing in the
delivery uniform; her hormones purred in approval at the way his
pants clung to his muscled legs. Luke ran a hand through his hair,
and she was reminded of how good it felt to fist her hands into the
soft strands as they kissed.

Rafe uncrossed his arms and held his hands out to
her in a pleading gesture. “Maeve, please forgive me—us. We never
meant to hurt you, ever. It was selfish and immature of me to keep
my identity from you.” He exchanged a glance with Luke. “I’ll do
anything at all to make this right. I won’t give up Luke, but I’ll
let you and Luke be alone if that’s what you want. He’s a great guy
and will treat you like you deserve to be treated. Like a
queen.”

Luke gave Rafe’s shoulder a squeeze and turned his
attention to her. “And I’m sorry for lying to you as well. I had a
completely unfair advantage of knowing everything about you while
you knew nothing about me. I’m just as responsible for this mess as
Angel, I mean, Rafe is.” His jaw clenched, and the small muscles
around his eyes tightened. “If you need some time alone with Rafe,
I understand. You two have a lot of history together, and I think
that if you give him a chance, you’ll find that he’s grown up to be
a wonderful man. I know I love him.”

They waited for her to say something, but all she
could do was stare at them. Rafe cleared his throat. “So that’s
what we came here to tell you. That we know we’re rotten bastards,
but we hope that maybe someday you can forgive us. Does it help to
know that we’ve been miserable without you? Luke made me sleep on
the couch for two weeks.”

When she continued to just stare at them, Luke took
a hesitant step forward. “Maeve, are you okay?”

She hit the edge of the couch with her knees and sat
down in a huff. Together they were overwhelming in her small
apartment. It was so surreal to have them standing in front of her
while their picture shone from her screen saver behind them. Her
heart pounded at the sight of them, and a sore spot in her spirit
was soothed by their presence.

Luke knelt on one side of her, and Rafe knelt on the
other. The subdued lighting of the living room accented each man’s
unique charms. She didn’t know where to look first; each appealed
to her in a different way. Rafe held her hand while Luke placed his
on her knee.

A deep, shuddering breath filled her lungs, and she
let herself relax into their touch. They watched her, and tears
threatened to spill over from her eyes. She was so tired. Tired of
being alone, tired of fighting her attraction to them, and tired of
lying to herself.

“I will consider it.” Their happy smiles made her
want to smile back, and she held up her hand. “On one condition. No
more lies. A relationship like this has to be built on trust.
Absolute trust.”

Luke stroked her knee. “I promise I will never lie
to you. Ask Rafe. I’m disturbingly honest.”

Rafe snorted and squeezed her hand. “I’m sorry I
wasn’t honest with you. I let my desire to have you join us
overwhelm my common sense. I promise I’ll never lie to you again,
Maeve.”

She slid off the couch and knelt between them,
wrapping their arms around her like her favorite blanket. The men
held her and stroked her, murmuring soft words and pledging
themselves to her. It was bliss, it was everything she ever wanted,
and it was perfect.

Maeve leaned back and laid a hand on each man’s
cheek. “Where in the world did you get those uniforms?”

Luke snickered. Rafe said, “I bought them off our
delivery guy.”

She giggled and let her gaze roam over them. “Do you
have a special delivery for me?”

Both men tensed under her hands. Her heart beat
faster as she realized the power of this situation. All this
pleasure, all this attention focused on her. She loved every second
of it.

Luke captured her hand and ran it down his chest to
his cock. It grew hard in her hand as she stared at him. Rafe
placed his fingertips beneath her chin and gently turned her face
toward his. The warm kiss he placed on her lips thawed the last of
the ice around her heart. He tasted like rain and mint. Squeezing
Luke’s cock, Maeve returned Rafe’s kiss with enthusiasm.

Luke ran his hand through her hair and tugged her
silk robe off as Rafe kissed his way down her neck and over her
breasts. Her attention turned to Luke as he began to peel his
clothes off, then turned to Rafe as he lifted her onto the couch
and admired her swollen and wet pussy.

“Isn’t she beautiful?” Rafe said in a low voice and
traced his finger over her nipple.

Luke stepped out of his pants, his hard cock
catching her gaze and holding it. “Lovely.” He drew in a deep
breath. “And I love her clit.”

Maeve groaned as Rafe licked his finger and parted
her nether lips. “Me too.” He leaned forward and licked her pussy
in long and slow sweeps of his tongue. She lost herself in the
sensation of his tongue, running her hands over his smooth head. He
was greedy for her, licking and sucking at her pussy until she
ground herself against his face.

Luke stroked his cock as he watched them. With her
eyes half opened, she licked her lips and beckoned him closer. He
climbed onto the couch next to her, and she grabbed the velvet head
of his cock and licked it. “I really missed you,” he groaned. “And
Rafe’s been watching your CNN video over and over like a
stalker.”

“Wrap those beautiful lips around his cock and suck
him, please.”

She grinned and did just that, loving the slide of
his thick flesh into her mouth as Rafe watched them and groaned.
Hands stroked her thighs, and Rafe ran his stiffened tongue into
her pussy in time with her sucks. The sensation was amazing. She
couldn’t imagine ever going back to just one man.

Luke rocked his hips into her mouth. She pulled him
out and stroked him as she ran her tongue over his heavy sac. Her
body stiffened against Rafe’s mouth, and she made little mewling
noises as she tried to get as much of Luke’s cock into her mouth as
she could. She wanted to come with him in her mouth.

Rafe held her dancing hips still and ate her pussy
with a skill that left her climaxing and crying out her pleasure
around Luke’s cock. He pulled out of her mouth and kissed her long
and deep, sucking on her lower lip as she shuddered and twitched.
Rafe sat on the couch and leaned back against the arm. He was so
handsome, sensual lips and dark eyes with his cock full and
flushed. Rafe held all the pleasures of a well-known lover, while
Luke was the excitement of a new man.

A condom was tossed onto Rafe’s lap, and he quickly
sheathed himself. Luke pinched her nipples from behind as she sank
down onto Rafe’s cock. He was so thick in her pussy, stretching her
and making her gasp.

Luke whispered into her ear, “Ride him.”

That erotic order tore a moan from her throat, and
she leaned back into Luke’s arms, her hips tilted so both men could
watch her pussy spread around Rafe’s thick cock. Luke retrieved a
small bottle of lube from his pants. She felt a wicked shiver of
pleasure at his questioning look.

She leaned forward and pushed her ass into the air.
Rafe stroked his hand down her back and moved against her, slowly
grinding her clit and sliding in and out of her. Luke worked her
anus with his fingers, stretching her and relaxing her tight
muscles while massaging the slippery liquid deep into her body.
Three fingers now moved inside of her, and she rested her head on
Rafe’s shoulder, lost in the sensations of her body.

A wrapper opened behind her, and her pussy clenched
in anticipation. To have both of them moving within her, coming
inside of her was a delicious thrill she couldn’t wait for. She
trusted them not to hurt her, to stop if it was too painful.

“Do you think you can take it?” Luke asked and
rubbed his condom-covered cockhead over her ass.

Instead of answering, she pushed her bottom back
until the head of his cock started to fill her. Rafe kept still as
Luke eased his way into her.

The sensation of two cocks at once had her a breath
away from orgasm. The men slowly began to move, and she was
thankful for their experience. All she could do was match their
pace and drown in the overwhelming sensation. Stuffed this full,
she could feel it when their heads rubbed against each other inside
of her. The sensation tore her climax from her. One moment she was
hovering on the edge, then the combination of Luke gripping her ass
while Rafe thrust into her had her screaming and digging her hands
into Rafe’s muscled shoulders.

“Fuck,” Luke panted as her anus squeezed in rhythmic
contractions around his cock.

Rafe groaned and said, “I’m going to come.”

Both men pounded into her as her body opened up
after the orgasm. She held herself between them and hissed as she
felt first Rafe, then Luke shiver against her. The men came within
seconds of each other, each filling her with hot cum. The knowledge
of their orgasm had her grinding herself on Rafe and joining them
in another orgasm. Together, they strained against each other, each
seeking to prolong the moment.

Luke collapsed against her back, and Rafe started to
laugh beneath her.

Filled with bliss and satisfaction like she had
never known, she started to giggle too. The men cradled her between
them, and they laughed together. A profound relief settled over
her, even better than the afterglow of amazing sex. This felt
right, as if a missing piece of her soul had finally come home.
Maeve kissed them both and grinned. Instead of finding the perfect
man for her, she had found the perfect men.
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