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			EPILOGUE
		

		

	
		

		How far is your reach?

		That is the limit of your success.

		Never reach; never succeed

		

	
		CHAPTER 1

		

		It was a wicked Wednesday.

		My best friend Karen vanished.

		I watched her disappear.

		And I was stunned.

		She was my neighbor up the block and worked with me at the same office.

		I saw her go into the file room.

		With that man.

		Karen was married. We had attended their daughter's graduation. We celebrated some holidays together.

		Karen went into the file room with Luke – the one man known throughout the company as being an opportunist sleep-around.

		There was only one reason for them to go into that room together.

		I was heading to the lunchroom and saw it.

		On tiptoes, I snuck to the door and listened – but I knew what I was going to hear, despite being repulsed at the idea.

		The panting, the whispers, the groans.

		How could she? Karen was a conservative woman. Her husband was a sweet man who never raised his voice.

		The sounds were unmistakable.

		I might have expected any other woman to go in with him – many had – but not Karen.

		For a brief instant, I was offended. Am I all work and no play? I thought to myself. Why has Luke never approached me? Not as if the younger man lived up to his romance-book name, but why not me?

		The answer to my thoughts was an interruption – a short exhalation through the nose from behind.

		I spun.

		Standing several feet away was Roger. He wore a focused frown, had his arms crossed, and was holding up a finger as if to scold. But then he dropped that finger into a point directly at me. "Miranda."

		I lifted shocked eyebrows and hoped he hadn't heard the noises to which I had been listening. "Me?"

		He turned without waiting for a reply. "Come to my office."

		There was no qualifier of when or why – just a simple command.

		Was I in trouble for something? I did my job.

		I left behind the aggravating mystery of Karen's foolishness and entered the bright silence of Roger's stark office. Why he didn't decorate like the other managers was another mystery.

		He sat, adjusted his tie, and said, "Shut the door." He reached over and tapped the phone on its desk mount. "I'm recording this."

		Nervous now for certain, I said, "Did I do something wrong?"

		He looked at me for a second, as if realizing that I had asked a question. "What? No." He glanced at the phone and back to me with a heavy sigh. "I'm recording for my protection." Suddenly, he leaned back. "I need someone."

		With what had just occurred between Karen and Luke, I pulled my head back and up.

		He closed his eyes in pain and waved. "Sit down."

		I did.

		Leaning forward and clasping his hands together, he tried again. "The younger gals we hire on aren't reliable or dependable. You are."

		"I... hope so."

		"Take it as a compliment." He pretended to adjust his phone. "I have some purely business questions to ask."

		I started to relax. A little.

		He looked at me and scowled. "How would you like to take a shot at the exhibition circuit?"

		I laughed. "I'm an inventory clerk. What could I possibly—"

		"You know what each tool is." It was not a question.

		"Well, yes—"

		"You don't have to have your hand held recognizing the differences between a drill and an impact wrench."

		I soft-chuckled. "Um, no."

		He swallowed. "Understand that when I ask these questions, I'm asking for the company and the job."

		I stared at him.

		He pursed his lips. "You're... endowed." He tucked his chin and raised his eyebrows, but with an expression of warning that kept me quiet. "Would you... be willing to work at our exhibitions in... uh... somewhat more revealing clothing?"

		I laughed incredulously. "Me? A booth-babe? Aren't I a little old for that?"

		"Technically a show girl. But I'm thinking more along the lines of Trade Show Assistant – with the show girl clothing."

		I grasped the issue right away. JRM was struggling and looking to cut corners. If I accepted the spot on the trade circuit, I'd be filling two positions on one salary. I quirked my mouth to the side. "More revealing clothes?"

		He held up his hands. "Nothing risqué. Remember, I'm asking for the company. I have nothing personal to gain out of this."

		I repressed a sigh and forced myself not to roll my eyes. I knew what he meant and why, and thought it tragic that such statements seemed to be required now in almost everything. I nodded, instead.

		He said quietly, still holding up his hands. "A little cleavage? A shorter hemline?"

		"A little pay?" I countered.

		He understood. "Two dollars more per hour—"

		I laughed. "Show girls start at $25 an hour. You want me to do more work than some bimbo for less?"

		He spread his hands. "Help me out here. You're a fine inventory clerk. But is the trade circuit your thing? Maybe you'd like it and we'd pay for your good results. But maybe you don't like it and..."

		I sighed. "If I say yes, how long is the probation?"

		He leaned forward to press home the deal. "If we see positive results... say, three shows?"

		Well, that's fair. JRM ran three trade shows per month. I sat back and looked down to my left.

		He said, "We pay the hotel costs when you're upstate. You can drive to the two locals."

		"And if I do well and like it? What's the pay after?"

		"Twenty-five an hour."

		Starting pay – with all my experience. But it was more than I was getting now. Surely, the trade circuit was a big step up within the company. Three weekends wouldn't be a problem; my husband worked them often. I took a deep breath and sat up straight again. "Okay, but let me check tonight with my husband."

		He ducked his chin in assent. "Of course. Let me know one way or the other in the morning." He indicated the door.

		My husband's reaction was quite a surprise.

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		Dylan Parks laughed.

		I scowled at him.

		"You? A booth babe?"

		"Yes. I still look good."

		His laughter died. "Oh... I'm sorry. I wasn't laughing at you over that." He was serious now. "I was delighted."

		I squinted at him.

		"Really. I think you'd be great. But they usually hire out some big-titted young bimbo—"

		I glanced down at my breasts. "I'm not flat."

		He laughed again. "Nope. You have the boobs, all right. But you're not eighteen anymore and you're far more intelligent—"

		"So you think I can do it?"

		He sounded astonished. "Can? Of course you can do it. I think you'd be great at it. Your company is making a wise move ditching the know-nothings they usually hire. None of them ever seem to know what a socket wrench is..."

		"Ratchet, pneumatic, hydraulic—"

		Dylan laughed. "See?"

		I pushed the plate away. "Would you do me a favor?"

		"Hmm."

		"Help me pick out a dress for tomorrow morning. I want to see if it meets what Roger had in mind."

		"What was he hinting?" His eyebrows drew down.

		"Nothing at all. The interview was even recorded."

		"Kinky."

		"Dylan."

		He chuckled. "Sterile, huh?"

		"Yes. He said some cleavage and maybe a shorter hemline."

		"You do dress..." He clamped his mouth shut, chopping off his sentence with pregnant brutality.

		"I what?"

		His eyebrows came up.

		"I dress like what?"

		"Like a grandma."

		I fumed.

		"Relax, Miranda."

		"What a horrible thing to say."

		He stood. "I'll help with the dress. Let's go see what you got..." He didn't sound optimistic.

		"Am I all work and no play?"

		He looked back at me. In silence.

		My shoulders drooped. "Has Steven said anything about marriage trouble?"

		"What? No. What does this have to do with the job?"

		"Nothing. Except, it happened just before Roger..."

		He didn't open the wardrobe. He squinted as if in pain. "What?"

		I sighed. "I saw Karen go into the file room with Luke."

		"Skywalker?"

		"No, you jerk. Luke Ramsay from JRM."

		He shook his head in dismissal. "Yes, I know. Learn to take a joke."

		"This is serious. She went in there with him."

		He opened the closet door and walked inside. "Maybe they were getting some files." His dry voice indicated his utter scorn at the idea that anything else could've happened.

		I followed him in. "I heard them."

		He looked at me, one eyebrow raised, but with a somewhat more attentive and serious expression. "Heard what? Them playing a game of Scrabble? Talking about—"

		I said forcefully, "They were panting and whispering. And grunting." I stressed the last word.

		His mouth was open. "Karen? Are you serious?"

		I nodded. "How could he do that to her?"

		He shook his head like a dog stung on his snout. "He? Luke?"

		"No, Steven."

		"Karen goes into the file room with Darth Vader and you're blaming Steven?"

		"Why else would she go in there? Steven must have done something."

		He put his fists on his hips and scowled. "Why is it his fault? Maybe Karen wanted to get a little extra?"

		I let the shock color my voice. "How could you say that?"

		"Did Steven push her in there?"

		"No—"

		"Then it's not his fault; she did it by her own choice."

		My husband made sense, of course. But I just couldn't reconcile why Karen would do such a thing. She just had to have a reason.

		Unfortunately, he wasn't grasping what I was trying to say. He said, "It's not always the man's fault."

		"Well... I didn't mean it that way."

		"Good." He looked over my clothing. "How about this?"

		"Too old."

		"This?"

		"Out of fashion."

		He looked at me from the corner of his eye. "This?"

		"For funerals."

		"So... grandma."

		I slapped his arm and scowled ferociously.

		He held up his hands. "Just saying."

		"You chose all my ugly dresses."

		"Then why do you keep them?"

		"I don't know."

		He reached for the blouses. "Maybe you should keep it simple until you can buy some dresses?"

		"Hmm. Maybe we should hit Chock's."

		He lifted his chin high – an expression he was thinking that the suggestion was a much better idea. "Let's go now. We have a few hours before they close."

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		Roger's eyes widened and a slight smile played at his mouth. "I take it that you've decided?"

		I tugged at the dress. "I... wanted to make sure this was revealing enough. I... was comfortable with this. Barely."

		He held out his hands to the side. "Stunning."

		I felt heat rush up my neck and cheeks. Dylan had helped me select a women's business suit cut for sexy. The hemline was loose and well above my knees. The jacket was cut in to raise the breasts and had a matching lace bustier. I wore some knee-length boots I had owned for years. I touched it all off with some uncharacteristic lipstick – a hint of red. The only anomaly was my glasses.

		I asked him what I had asked my husband. "Do the glasses look dumb?"

		Roger swallowed. The answer was short. "No."

		Dylan had said they added to the overall sexy business look.

		I didn't trust either of them, but what could I say?

		But the third time is the charm, right? At least, I had to hope. The third man to comment was my work husband, Barclay.

		I thought it curious he always referred to me as his work wife, but he always treated me with respect.

		I set my things down in my two-desk cubicle.

		Barclay turned all the way around in his chair. "How's my..."

		I was accustomed to him asking how his work wifey was doing. But his trailing off alerted me to the abnormal nature of the morning: my attire. I looked at him.

		His eyes went down and up without lingering like a woman might expect. It was a mostly-innocent once over.

		I took no offence.

		He muttered, "Whoa..."

		At that point, I needed to know exactly what he was thinking. "What." The statement of force was evident by his smile.

		He said, "My work wifey is ravishing this morning."

		I exhaled firmly out my nose. "What about the glasses?"

		"Yum." His quirky smile twinkled up to his eyes.

		I felt myself color. "Barclay..."

		"If our desks were side-by-side, I wouldn't get any work done."

		For the first time, I felt a flush of pleasure from his words and it left me speechless. I looked down. He really is complimenting me. How nice.

		He cleared his throat and turned back around. Then he turned back. "Miranda..."

		I had just sat down. "Hmm?" I tried not to look at him so he wouldn't see my blush.

		"Care to take in tacos with me for lunch? Pedro's?"

		The little taqueria was an outdoor-style café that reminded me of San Francisco or Paris. Open-aired, cute tables, the park scenery across the street... I felt special that he had asked. Normally, I would've turned him down. I didn't go to lunch with men. But this time... I really felt humbled and honored. Giving him my answer was easier than I had expected. "Yes..."

		I felt so much like a woman.

		Flutters lifted up from my lower abdomen and tickled their way up to my throat.

		I would have to tell my husband.

		His reaction dealt me a blow from which I was never to recover.

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		Dylan frowned. "You start this weekend?"

		"Yes."

		I bent over to put the dishes in the dishwasher.

		A hand slid up my legs and fondled my most private area.

		"Dylan!"

		"What?"

		"Stop it?"

		"Why?" A hand kneaded my butt cheek.

		"Want me to drop our nice plates on the floor if I accidentally let go?" I tried squirming away from him. Secretly, though, I felt tingles at the assault.

		His hand went away. "Oh." A chuckle. "Sorry; you're right."

		I laughed. "Gosh."

		"So Roger liked the outfit?"

		"Apparently, but I think Barclay liked it more."

		"Oh yeah? The work husband?" He said it with derision.

		I was a little defensive. "He was very nice. In fact, he invited me to lunch."

		"Oh?" No derision this time.

		"I went with him. The little taco café."

		He was quiet.

		I studied his face. He wore a thoughtful look of surprise.

		I said, "What?"

		He shook his head. "I hadn't expected he would have the balls to ask."

		"Why do you say that?"

		He shrugged. "Because he never has before? You think this was because of your outfit?"

		"Yes and no. I mean, he's always very nice. But he said, 'whoa' when he saw me this morning. And then he asked me to lunch. He seemed very pleased to be seen with me when we went."

		Raised eyebrows and pursed lips were his indicators of discovering a new thought.

		I said, "Unexpected, huh?" I couldn't keep the worry out of my voice. I hadn't asked permission to go.

		He frowned and nodded. "I'm pleased."

		"What?" That was even more unexpected than Barclay's reaction earlier.

		"I didn't think the guy had it in him to do anything more than call you his work wife."

		"Considering our work environment..."

		He waved a hand. "Too many people looking for offense. If I was him, I would've been asking you out from the first day."

		I laughed. "That's because we're married."

		"Sure, but I mean if I was really him."

		"And if he had, wouldn't you be mad about it?"

		He scratched his chin. "Well, there's that. It really depends on how he approached it, I guess. Everything you've ever told me says he respects you."

		"Yes."

		"Then he's all right in my book."

		That right there was a lot to digest.

		Not until bedtime was the subject brought up again.

		He stood by the nightstand drinking water. His bed-boxers were wrinkled and white. He swallowed, holding the glass up. "So did he give you a kiss?"

		"Dylan!"

		He scowled. "What? Don't act like an uptight prude. I'm just asking."

		"Uptight prude?"

		"Yeah, I ask and you act as if it's some great sin of blasphemy or something."

		I twisted over to face him and lifted my head from the pillow. "We're married. Of course I'm not going to allow that."

		He set down his glass. "Poor guy."

		"Who? Barclay? Or you?"

		"No, not me. Poor Barclay."

		I gaped at him.

		He got into bed. "He took you to lunch. You should've given him a peck."

		"It never crossed my mind."

		"Really?"

		I said firmly, "Really." It hadn't. Should it have?

		He muttered something under his breath.

		I said, "What?"

		"Okay, grandma."

		I exhaled loudly through my nose. But I noticed his boxers tenting upwards as he pulled the covers over.

		Wait, what? I blurted out, "You're excited over the prospect of him kissing me?"

		He shrugged one shoulder. "Well... I think it's kind of hot..."

		"But I'm married to you."

		Again, the shrug. "And I love you. I think you're worth every kiss he might give."

		Flutters moved up from my waist to my neck. I'm worth it?

		He trailed a finger down my cheek and neck. "I can't imagine how the man keeps his hands to himself."

		My heart began thumping, hard. "Well, he always has."

		His hand kept going down until he cupped a breast and flicked a thumb across my nipple. "What a pity."

		Now I couldn't contain my breathing. I heaved in gasps of air. I reached under the covers and found his excitement.

		Yes, he had an erection.

		I gripped it gently through the material. "You would've been happier if he had kissed me?"

		His cock flexed in my hand. "Yes."

		"Like, a tongue kiss?"

		His shaft swelled and strained, hard. He gasped. His answer was shaken by his thudding heartbeat. "Y-yes."

		I pulled his boxers down to let his cock out. I gripped the hot length and stroked it, driven by his ardor and the strange feelings rampaging back and forth from my chest to my pussy. "What if he kisses me next time?"

		He whispered harshly, "Next time..." His mouth smothered mine, his tongue forcing into my mouth. His hand reached down my panties and found my heat. His finger slid in easily.

		He broke the kiss, gasping, "You're soaking."

		What did he expect? Talk of kissing and his cock in my hand...

		His finger slid in and out. "He's never touched you?"

		At that point, I couldn't help thinking about Barclay while my pussy was experiencing the delicious in and out movement. I gasped.

		"He's never touched your breasts?"

		I sighed and closed my eyes. My hips began moving. The tension swirling around down there was becoming more focused and tighter. "No..."

		"He's never reached under your skirts and touched you like I do?" He bunched three fingers together and pushed them into me as he said it.

		I lifted my hips, images flashing through my mind of Barclay talking to me in our cubicle. I whispered, "Oh..."

		My husband pulled his trick of curling his fingers to hit my sensitive spot while his thumb rocked across my clit as an anchor.

		I gasped louder, breathing raggedly. "That sounds... so nasty." But it felt good. Would Barclay have liked to kiss me? Did he think of me that way? After the feelings I had experienced from his compliments this morning, I now had to wonder. Did he ever imagine what I was like? What was he like?

		Dylan leaned partially over me, kissing my neck. "He's never touched you and kissed your neck?"

		The heat from my husband's mouth sent shivers down my neck to chase the flutters all the way down to my pussy. In seconds, I was moaning from the tension and heat behind my clit. The ache inside me blossomed and grew. I felt as if a giant corkscrew was inside of me winding tighter. Thoughts of Barclay being forceful left me shivering.

		And then Dylan climbed over me.

		I spread my legs fast. Yes, get inside!

		His thrust was sure. I was filled by his manly thickness deep into my core.

		I groaned and pulled on his shoulders.

		I took three thrusts from him that demonstrated his male dominance over my submissive pussy. I lifted my hips to offer myself up to him.

		Then his thrusts became hard and fast. "Next time, you should let him kiss you."

		My mind was blown. I was giving him my womanhood and surrendering to his desire and he was telling me I should be kissing Barclay.

		There was no twist involved in the tightening inside me. Suddenly, my insides wrenched well beyond the snapping point. I cried out, bucking my hips up to him. Dylan's familiar form plowed my depths, giving me all I needed. At the same time, images from my memory of Barclay raged through my head.

		At that moment, I wondered what my work husband would be like.

		I was on a road I had never traveled before. As the sparkling explosions ripped through me and left my limbs tingling, I was wondering if Barclay would ask me to lunch again.

		I dared to hope he would.

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		I dressed the next morning and looked over my clothing choices.

		Dylan was watching me.

		Exasperated, I said, "What?"

		He smiled – all lopsided and seductive. "Skip the panties."

		"What? Are you kidding?"

		"Nah, go without them."

		"No way."

		"What would it hurt?"

		"But what if someone sees?"

		"Sees what? You women are always worried about showing pantylines..."

		I looked at him; he was being serious. That gave me pause. Yes, it was true we tried not to show pantylines. That seemed natural. So if I wasn't wearing panties, there wouldn't be any lines, of course. But why? "Why, though? For what purpose?"

		He craned his neck towards me. "For the... feel... of it."

		"The feel?"

		"Sure. Imagine Barclay taking you to lunch and you know you're not wearing panties. How would that make you feel?"

		My heart thumped and I licked my lips. How would it make me feel? How would it really make me feel? "Probably dirty."

		"Dirty good."

		I agreed. But would it be worth it? I chewed my lip.

		He said, "I know that look. Just do it. No one has to know but me."

		I considered his words.

		He laughed. "And Barclay if you tell him."

		"I wouldn't!"

		"Then don't."

		I reached under and yanked down my panties. Stepping out of them, I threw them at my husband with a saucy look. There. Think I won't?

		His smile was wide and bright. "Makes me want to sell tools. Lucky Barclay."

		I colored with embarrassment. "He won't know; I won't tell him."

		"No words needed; just lift your skirt and show him."

		I gasped. "Dylan!"

		He held up his hands, chuckling.

		But I caught myself before he even thought of saying something about grandma.

		He gave me a kiss a little later, and unbuttoned my topmost blouse button. He fluffed out the material. "There. All ready for work."

		I sighed. "It's work, dear, not a strip show."

		"What a shame."

		I coughed and left the house.

		Barclay's eyes at work were all the reward I needed. His glassy gaze had a dreamy look to it. I had not re-buttoned what my husband had undone. I was showing some cleavage.

		I decided to be blunt. "My husband thought I was too buttoned up. He said I should relax." I indicated the buttonhole on my blouse.

		He sat up straighter, eyes a little wider. He gulped. "Well, uh, express my gratitude to him."

		Again, those strange flutters lifted from my waist and went all the way up to my throat. I shifted my hips at a sudden twinge inside my pussy.

		I turned away and sat. I said, "My hours are going to shift..."

		"I know."

		"I won't be here all of the normal days – only some."

		"Yeah."

		I didn't want to say any more. Let him ask me to lunch.

		He didn't.

		Frustrated, I got up a half hour later. I stood at his side and waggled my fingers towards his coffee cup.

		He clicked the mouse and reached for the cup. "Yes, please."

		With our cups, I headed to the break room. I wasn't going to ask him to take me to lunch; that seemed forward. Maybe even rude.

		Coffee was forgotten.

		I set down both cups and put a hand on my hip. "Karen."

		"Hey, Miranda."

		"I know what you did."

		Her dry voice quipped, "I didn't murder anyone, I swear."

		I stabbed a finger forward. "I know. I saw."

		She rolled her eyes. "What did I do now?"

		"File room. Luke."

		Karen stiffened. Her eyes shifted away from me. With jerking spasms, her gaze lit on the coffee cups, the trash receptacle, Hal and Roy sitting near the door, and then the hallway through which she might escape.

		I said, "Why? Are you and Steven having—"

		"No."

		I pleaded with her. "Then why?"

		There was a hint of furrow to her brow. "It's just a thing, Miranda."

		"Are you getting a divorce?"

		"What? No."

		"Then how can you do this to Steven?"

		She sighed. "Listen, it's just... something. Steven is wonderful. But he's safe and serene. He's a calm lake and every once in a while I want to feel waves. Am I making any sense?"

		"I don't want to see you two break up. Neither does Dylan." But her words rang a few quiet bells inside my deepest secrets: something daring and exciting – like being forced.

		"We aren't going to break up."

		"Does Steven know?"

		Again, those eyes shifted rapidly around. Finally she sighed and said, "Yes. Yes he does. He approves. Just... don't say anything. It's supposed to be private."

		In that moment, I understood her probably better than she imagined I might. Dylan had approved of Barclay asking me to lunch. He had suggested that he might approve of other things, too: kissing and touching.

		I gripped my friend's shoulder in a squeeze. "Don't worry, Karen. I just wanted to know, is all. Consider it dropped."

		This time, her eyes found mine in gratitude. "Steven and I are really okay. Really."

		I nodded, knowing the tone of her voice was pure honesty. To show her my good intentions, I said, "You hear I am getting something of a promotion?"

		"Roger mentioned you might be filling a new role."

		"Trade shows."

		Her eyes popped wide. "Really? That's some good money."

		"Just a quasi-showgirl and assistant combo."

		Her shoulders drooped. "Are you kidding? They're trying to save money?"

		"You know better than me the financial situation."

		She hummed ominously. She leaned close. "Not sure how long we can continue operating in the red like this."

		"We all do what we can..."

		"The foreign competition is killing us while we're constrained with labor regulations they don't have to follow."

		That wasn't something an inventory control clerk could influence. I picked up the coffee cups.

		Karen's eyes flitted between the two. "Being a good work wife?"

		"Yes."

		"Does he like your attire?"

		"You noticed?"

		"How could anyone not? You dressed matronly before."

		I poured coffee with a tight grip. I wanted to throw the coffee pot against the wall.

		She said, "Barclay's a nice man."

		I nodded. "He took me to lunch yesterday."

		She nodded. "I wondered where you were. And... Dylan was okay with that?" Her words had come slow and careful at the end, but also tinged with a touch of sarcasm.

		I turned to her. "Yes."

		Humor danced in my friend's eyes. "Sounds familiar."

		I sucked in my lips. "Maybe."

		Karen leaned to my side, mouth close to my ear. "You look alive. Live a little, Miranda. Give it a try."

		I winked.

		

	
		CHAPTER 6

		

		I entered the work area that I had come to regard as our cubicle. Maybe I truly was Barclay's work wife. Maybe he really was my husband, in that fashion.

		I leaned over a little more than I needed to stretch across and place his coffee cup down.

		His head jerked and he looked towards me – almost directly at my cleavage.

		I could not stop a smile.

		I also could not help but be suddenly aware that I wasn't wearing panties. I felt trashy-nasty and the heat that overtook my pussy was fast and intense.

		I liked the feeling. In fact, I was enjoying it. I couldn't wait to tell Dylan after work.

		I felt Barclay's eyes on me when I stepped to my desk. I sat primly, knees to one side to give him a view.

		He was still looking and cleared his throat. "Maybe... we could go to lunch again?"

		I felt so relieved that I couldn't stop a large, toothy grin. "Yes."

		Jerking his head away, he turned back to work.

		He didn't take me to Pedro's again. We went to a dark Italian restaurant that was almost so dimly lit as to be secluded and private. Even the murmurs from the other booths seemed distant.

		Instead of sitting across from me, he slid in beside me.

		That was unusual for me as a woman. Normally the man sat opposite. I gave him a look that I knew came out strange.

		He smiled sheepishly. "I'd like to sit next to you..."

		My heart thumped hard and the pulse in my neck felt as if it was going to burst. I opened my mouth to get air into my suddenly constricted lungs. "That's... okay."

		His eyes took on an appreciative glow and the formerly darting eyes became steadier.

		I could almost feel the confidence solidify.

		He was as careful with me as I was with him.

		He said, "Thank you, for coming to lunch with me. It means a lot."

		"It does?"

		His eyes stayed on mine. They didn't fall and ogle my cleavage. "Miranda... you're captivating. Work limits..."

		"I know."

		"Is it okay I ask you to lunch?"

		I said gently, "I'm here."

		"Can I keep asking you to lunch?"

		I stared into his eys. "I'm counting on it."

		I saw the pulse at his temple become more defined. His eyes became glassy and he picked up his table water to drink. His hand shook.

		When the waiter came by to take our order, his hand slipped down and rested on my bare thigh.

		Electric tingles rushed up my body and the point of contact became hot. His hand was no more than a foot away from my pussy and I wasn't wearing panties. I felt a sensation of being under his control and waves of satisfaction rolled through me.

		As I handed my menu to the waiter, Barclay's hand inched further up my thigh. His fingers brushed and tickled the soft inner area of my leg.

		I became dizzy.

		But his hand stopped.

		Maybe he was afraid?

		I didn't want his hand there.

		But I wanted him to go further.

		What would it feel like to have another man's fingers play with my pussy? Different? The same? Worse? Better? Special? The ache that grew inside me was so forceful that I had to fight not to squirm. I only lasted a couple of minutes before I was forced to shift: I just could not contain the deep lust for his touch.

		Unfortunately, he interpreted my shift as a rejection. He removed his hand.

		At a loss, I did the only thing I felt right at the moment: I grabbed his neck and kissed him.

		In a flash, he was kissing me back. My tongue pushed and felt his, wrestling back and forth.

		I felt his hand return to my thigh.

		I breathed a sigh of expectation into his mouth.

		But his hand didn't move.

		The kiss sent shivers up and down my back and arms. Tingles radiated up from my pussy and sent spirals of dizziness into my head.

		He let go. Removed his hand.

		I sat gasping, wanting more. I was glad he had stopped. I was frustrated he hadn't gone further. My chest heaved as I caught my breath.

		He turned the subject to something vanilla and tame.

		Had I done something?

		But before he took me back to work, he hugged me. He accepted my press against him and he wrapped me closer with his arms. There was a comfort here that left a warm feeling radiating out from my chest. He pulled me in as close as he could, his hand coming down to rest on my butt.

		I pressed forward, feeling his masculine body with mine. Even for an office worker, his body was hard and manly. I could feel my breasts pressing his chest. I could feel his hardened cock against my lower abdomen.

		What would it feel like in my hand? What would it look like? I only regretted the hug that it had to end.

		

	
		CHAPTER 7

		

		I massaged Dylan's erection. "I kissed him."

		His breath caught, then he let out a ragged sigh. "Tongue?"

		"Oh yeah."

		He closed his eyes.

		"He had his hand on my thigh."

		He lifted his head off the pillow. "Under your skirt?"

		"No, but almost. I think he was afraid."

		"Bah..."

		"You have to understand our work environment, Dylan..."

		"You weren't at work."

		"No, we weren't. He... Why do you think he didn't go farther?"

		"What signals were you giving him?"

		"Signals?"

		"Yeah. When he placed his hand there, what did you do?"

		"Tried to breathe."

		"So you made strangled choking sounds?"

		I coughed. "Not exactly."

		"Well, that's why he didn't go farther."

		Exasperated, I said, "And what kind of signal should I have given?"

		"Well, duh, open your legs."

		I squirmed on the bed as a flash of tension twisted inside of my pussy. The idea of opening my legs for Barclay's hand was... scandalous.

		It made me wet.

		I whispered hoarsely, "Should I open my legs for him Monday?"

		My husband's cock flexed and clear liquid oozed up out of it and ran down onto my hand. "Yes!"

		"Okay, but what..."

		"What?" He frowned at me.

		"What if... he does more than finger my pussy?" Thoughts of Barclay taking me sent lust spiraling up my insides. But I knew Barclay wasn't the forcing type.

		"Would that be bad?"

		"I mean, what if he is overcome and can't hold back and he... tries to take me?"

		He gasped and rolled me over.

		I opened my legs dutifully.

		He rammed his cock into my hole. "Let him!"

		I cried out at the sudden assault and the meaning behind his words. "You mean that? You want me to—"

		"Let him! Open up for him and let him do what comes naturally."

		"But you and I are married—"

		"And I'm telling you to let him. If what you've told me is true, he's worth it and so are you."

		"Even if that means going all the way?" I dared to say it as just some pillow talk, but suddenly realized I wanted it.

		He pumped fast and hard, his voice gasping and straining. "Oh yes. That would be beautiful." With a loud groan, I felt him flood me with hotness.

		I was certain my husband was giving me permission. I think. Had Steven done the same with Karen?

		Saturday morning I was alone. I had an hour before needing to get ready for my first trade exhibit. Dylan was gone, making the repairs his career demanded.

		My hand snaked down my panties to rub slowly over my clit. I had never in sixteen years of marriage thought I'd be at this point: my husband encouraging me to see where another man took me. We hadn't discussed or disclosed any such fantasy.

		Would anything be different if I had known?

		Thoughts of letting Barclay touch me had my fingers twirling around my clit. The heat and tension there melted away the coolness and began to build a delicious feeling of need.

		I remembered Barclay's hand on my thigh – so close to my pussy. The hollow ache developing inside became more pronounced. I imagined that emptiness being filled. My husband flashed in my mind from the previous night, but it was Barclay that became the focus as I diddled. What would he be like? Would his fingers feel good?

		I dipped my fingers into my hole. Would his cock feel good?

		Why did my husband's odd fantasy sound so good? Should I take him up on his offer to do something I just normally wouldn't?

		Karen's words echoed in my ear. Live a little.

		What if I allowed my work husband to fuck me? I crammed my fingers up my pussy and let out a quiet howl of need. I bucked my hips and squeezed my eyes shut as the hot lava-like explosions rippled through my body.

		It was a fast orgasm: they were always quick and small when I did them myself. I lay panting on the bed afterward, wondering what Dylan would think of what I had just done. I also wondered where Barclay was at the moment. With his own wife in bed?

		I brooded over that. It wasn't fair that she was so selfish.

		I hoped that things would develop fun and easy, but my work husband was married, and so was I.

		Difficulties. Entanglements. Impediments. Hurdles. Would it be worth it?

		My first trade show was a breeze.

		Drue Miller ran our trade show booth – a salesman the rest of the week and good at his job – despite the company sinking into the red. He was relieved I had joined his team. "Thank God I don't have to train another dimwitted teenager."

		I picked up the routine, easily: make pretty at the tools; answer questions instead of bother the sales staff; and refer them for orders.

		Dean told me it was the most efficient show he had hosted in years.

		But of note was the interest two men had shown me but had purchased nothing.

		Dean heard me wondering. He said, "Those two guys work for Tochigi Industrial."

		"Oh... them?" They were our primary competitors and the reason we were sinking rather than floating. "They seemed nice."

		"They are. Max and Jacob. Great guys. Fun for drinks. But they're still competitors."

		"But they're not Japanese."

		He seemed confused. "No, they're not. They're the American face. I think most of their employees are American. Only the toppest of brass is Japanese."

		"I see."

		But I didn't, and the impact was going to reach much farther than I could envision.

		

	
		CHAPTER 8

		

		"I wonder what color panties she's wearing?"

		I turned in JRM's break room on Monday.

		Two of the sales team were looking at me. One of them was Luke.

		I lifted eyebrows. "Wouldn't you like to know?"

		The other, Brent I think, said, "I have money riding on pink."

		I let one eyebrow fall. "How much money?"

		"Twenty bucks."

		Luke looked me over; he had never done that before. But he pulled on the other guy's elbow. "Come on. You shouldn't have said anything. You don't want to lose your job, do you?"

		So Mister Luke Skywalker had some class after all.

		I said to him, "And what color did you wager?"

		He looked ashamed to admit it. "Tan."

		"With a black suitdress?"

		He shrugged.

		I smiled. Wasn't tan a grandma color? Jerk. But I wasn't upset about it at all. I had surprised them, had I not? Playfulness tickled inside my chest.

		Brent whispered, "So what color?"

		"Pink."

		Luke frowned. "No way."

		Live a little. I set the coffees down, lifted the hem of my skirt, and gave them a good five second peek at my pink panties.

		Their eyes never left them.

		I dropped my skirt. "Pay up, Luke." I winked at both of them and left with the coffee cups.

		Behind me, I heard Brent whisper, "Wow..."

		His response made me feel very good for taking the risk.

		I deposited Barclay's cup down and was close enough that I licked his ear.

		He jerked and shivered. He tugged at his collar and blew out a breath. "I can't reconcile the accessories if you keep distracting me."

		I giggled.

		"You'll say yes if I ask you to lunch again?"

		I carefully and instantly said, "One hundred percent. In fact, every time, work husband."

		He breathed a careful and deep sigh. The cautious confidence in his eyes appeared strengthened. Turning away from me, he said, "Your husband really is okay with this?"

		I said softly from my desk, "He approves of you."

		"Me? I... I'm honored. More than you can know."

		"I'm off tomorrow and Wednesday."

		He sounded depressed. "I know; I checked your name on the schedule."

		My heart thumped that he cared and considered it a loss of two days.

		So did I.

		Again, he picked a private restaurant.

		I patted the seat next to me so he wouldn't think of sitting across.

		He slid in next to me, close.

		The heat from the contact had nothing to do with temperature, but rather the idea that this man was in contact. I became wet.

		His hand touched my thigh during the order – slid higher as the waitress left.

		Remembering Dylan's admonishment, I opened my legs for Barclay's hand.

		It jerked on my thigh, but instantly started traveling up. His fingers touched my panties.

		Live a little more. Heart drumming in my chest, I reached in and pulled my panties aside.

		His fingers didn't hesitate. They quivered with hunger as they explored. His sigh was long and wistful.

		I held my panties and closed my eyes, savoring the feel of the touches and insertions. I wanted to remember them all so I could tell my husband later. Tingles raced up my back and down my arms. I felt a vibration in me that was unlike any I had ever felt before.

		I don't think it was his touch that was peculiar, but rather the act of another man touching me. Not my husband. It was fully possible I would feel the same thing with Luke.

		Except that I was glad it was Barclay and not Luke.

		I squeezed his thigh with my free hand and did what came naturally: I slid my hand over and gripped his package. Now I really became wet. His fingers began making sloshing noises inside me. I squeezed and felt his manhood. I wanted to know its feel and shape. I wanted to memorize it and tell my husband every detail.

		I found myself gasping and Barclay had to remove his hand. I leaned my head against his shoulder and closed my eyes. I just wanted to be as near as possible to him.

		The end of the lunch date was a very long kiss and hug in the parking lot. I melded to him and felt his erection against me through our clothing. I didn't want to let go; I wanted to feel his hardness against me forever.

		Driving home after work with an empty ache gnawing my insides, I wondered what I could tell my husband.

		I wanted to tell him everything. I wanted him to enjoy it. I wanted him to encourage it.

		Hopefully, he'd bring it up and we could explore further the hints of his sharing fantasy.

		Should I tell him I couldn't get Barclay off my mind the whole day? It was the truth. I couldn't stop thinking about him at all, no matter how hard I tried.

		In the house, I thought I was alone. But Dylan was in the bedroom, lying naked on the bed. His erection was in his hand.

		A flash of anger and jealousy rose within me. "Who are you thinking of? Who is she?"

		He laughed. "Some hot broad."

		I advanced with clawed fingers. "Who? It better not be Karen. Who is she?"

		"You."

		What? Was he trying to evade? I scowled at him.

		He just kept stroking, watching me with a laugh in his eyes.

		After a second of studying his face, I lost all the heat of jealousy. "You had me worried."

		He chuckled. "So what happened today?"

		I had desperately hoped he would want to talk about it and I eagerly responded with a smile. "Do you want to wait until after dinner? Or—"

		"Fuck dinner."

		I laughed.

		"As long as your day involved some hot stuff with Barclay or some other guy."

		"It did. Three men, actually."

		His eyes bulged. "Get on."

		"Right now?" But I saw his cock flexed to its limit. He was ready to burst. I reached under and slid my panties off. Straddling him on the bed, I slowly eased my pussy over his cock. I said, "I got fingered today."

		My husband grunted as if punched, and he shoved his hips up hard. His erection speared up into me.

		I gasped at the sudden filling and stretching, but then settled into working my hips over him to get it all the way in.

		He didn't wait for anything else from me. "Did you enjoy it?"

		I considered telling him the partial truth; I didn't want to hurt his feelings. I decided on testing the waters. "Would you be upset if I did?"

		"No, not at all. I think I'd be angry if you didn't."

		I sank all the way down on him. "Well... I enjoyed it. A lot."

		His breath caught and he closed his eyes – a sign he had almost cum. I was very still until he opened his eyes and nodded. I started with small hip circles. His voice was hoarse. "Did anything else happen?"

		"While he was fingering me, I touched him through his pants."

		Raggedly, "His cock?"

		I nodded.

		"What did it feel like?"

		"Hard."

		He smiled nervously. "Yeah, but shape? Size?"

		"Hard to tell, but I think your size. It felt very nice."

		"Did you pull it out?"

		I laughed. "In the restaurant?"

		He frowned.

		But I was very happy. I had wanted to talk about his fantasy and we were. Not just the details of what happened, but more of what he wanted. Hearing it was exciting.

		"How long did he finger you?"

		"Not very long, I don't think. After I was squeezing his thing I got very wet."

		He moaned.

		"And his fingers were making sloshing sounds. He had to stop."

		He tensed up, squeezing his eyes shut. Finally, he let out a breath. "I wish I could've heard that."

		That was new. "You would've wanted to hear that?" I wasn't sure how he would react if he saw another man's fingers up my crotch.

		"Oh, yes."

		"But why?"

		"Because you deserve it. You should get your pussy fingered – and more."

		My voice caught and I moved my hips. "How much more?"

		"You should be pleasured until you can't move."

		That wasn't exactly a definite answer.

		He said, "There were other men involved?"

		"Oh. No, not really. I mean, not with Barclay. In the break room that Luke guy and another salesman had some bet about the color of my panties."

		"Shame you had to be wearing any."

		I smiled. "I liked going without. I think I'll be doing it again."

		"So, the guys?"

		"Well, they had twenty riding on it and the younger guy had guessed pink. So... to prove his win, I showed them."

		"Pulled them off?"

		"No, just raised my skirt. For a few seconds."

		He hummed long and loud. "I think they both won."

		His words of approval were making me hotter and wetter.

		He said, "Anything else? Any plans?"

		"I hugged and kissed Barclay after lunch. It was a very nice hug. I could feel everything."

		"He was hard?"

		"Oh yeah. I very much liked the feel of it pressing against me."

		My husband moaned.

		"I want to feel it again."

		He nodded frantically. "Yes, do it."

		He wasn't saying much about his fantasy. "I'm doing all the talking..."

		"Well, you were the one doing all the good stuff."

		"Do you really like hearing all this?"

		"Much, much more than you can imagine."

		I decided to prod him a little. "I have a confession..."

		His expression turned eager. "Yes?"

		"I can't stop thinking about him."

		He sighed blissfully.

		I moved on him, hoping that would get him talking. But he just held my hips, moving his own a little, and looking at me with half-lidded eyes glazed with lust.

		I needed to know if this was just pillow talk. I bucked hard in frustration. "Tell me what you want?"

		"Keep going to lunch with him. Has he ever offered dinner?"

		"No, he's married, remember?"

		He blew out a breath.

		"What's the matter?"

		"Seems like it would be hard for you two to be alone..."

		"You would want that?"

		"Yeah..."

		"Why?"

		"So he could make his moves on you and not have to worry about work or anything else."

		I moved slower, thinking. "Why would you want to hand me off like that?"

		His gaze sharpened on mine.

		For a moment, I thought he mistook me and was going to be combative, but this was his serious look.

		He said, "It's not about handing you off. I adore you. I think you're worth all the pleasure I can give you and more."

		"More?"

		"Much like a princess has a staff of people to help her, I think you deserve more than one man. You should have two or more to bring you unlimited pleasure."

		"You mean sex?"

		"Yes. I wish you and Barclay could develop something. Maybe more than him, too." He was panting.

		"What would you like to see?"

		"You on your back with a line of men stroking themselves and waiting their turn."

		I groaned as the hard knot of tension turned tighter inside me. I dared to speak of something I had never mentioned to him before. "Using me?"

		"Yes."

		"Forcing me?"

		"Never."

		I felt a weight of despair crush over me. I don't know why I felt so excited over the idea of being forced – having all choice removed from me and just being a receptacle for a brutally sexual man. There was something so very masculine and feminine about the roles that I hungered to know what it was like. But my husband firmly rejected that notion.

		He went on, "No, never forced. Used and made to feel like a total queen. What is so wrong with enjoying the attention of a few men who want nothing more than to make you feel like royalty?"

		I understood him.

		I did.

		Too bad he didn't understand me.

		

	
		CHAPTER 9

		

		The Plaza Convention Center was larger by far. My third stint as a booth-babe and assistant felt less constrained by the atmosphere. I felt excited.

		Maybe our company could survive?

		I couldn't keep a smile from my face.

		Maybe it was the optimistic demeanor that mattered, later.

		Drue was relieved I had stuck with the new job and that I was such a help. But the bigger surprise came when I heard Barclay's voice. "This is our booth."

		I looked up from helping a buyer view a miter saw. For a brief second, my smile faltered.

		Barclay was with a woman who really could only be his wife. I had never met her, but she stood close and familiar enough to be obviously connected to the man I had called my work husband.

		A sour pit of jealousy knotted in my stomach, but I looked back to the man I was helping. I tried to follow Barclay's conversation with his wife, but the murmur in the huge hall was so pervasive that hearing anything specific was impossible.

		I did hear Barclay say, "I think I saw the bathrooms over that way" and "I'll be right here."

		I moved away from the man I was helping; he didn't really need me lingering over him.

		My work husband came close enough to talk. "Hey."

		I smiled somewhat gratefully. At least he wasn't ignoring me. I might've thought he was rubbing his wife in my face otherwise. "Hi."

		"I'm hoping to break into the convention circuit, too. At least, that's what I told May. I really wanted to see you, though."

		I felt good about that. But if she was only using the restroom, there wasn't going to be a lot of chatting. "Have you spoken to anyone about working the trade shows?"

		"Roger."

		I glanced at Drue. "Maybe you should talk to him..." I pointed. "Roger might make some decisions, but Drue's input would carry a lot of weight."

		He scratched his chin. "I'll give it a shot."

		I didn't hear what was said between them.

		Barclay and his wife left a few minutes after that.

		Near the end of the day, I was bringing out a package of brochures from the little curtained storage area at the back of our space when I saw the two men from the previous week.

		The taller one with brooding eyes and a quirky smile noticed me before his shorter companion. His smile widened and his eyes took on a more predatory look.

		The shorter one burst into a grin and elbowed the other.

		I said, "Well, hello. Tochigi Industrial, isn't it?"

		The tall one extended his hand. "Max, and I see our reputation precedes us. Hopefully not bad."

		The other also shook my hand. "Jacob. You're Miranda, right?"

		I was stunned they had found out my name – and flattered. I couldn't keep the delight from my face. "That's me. I hope I don't have any reputation worth gossiping about."

		Max's eyes darted about, scrutinizing our booth. Then they drilled into mine. "Have drinks with us. Tonight."

		Maybe I was amazed on top of surprised. I placed splayed fingers above my breasts and gave him a look.

		"Yes, you. Don't say no."

		"Well... I'll have to tell my husband. This is business?"

		He looked sideways at Jacob and pursed his lips. He gave a short nod, but his eyes said unspoken things – especially when they slid down my face and the rest of my body.

		Instantly, tingles followed his gaze downwards. At that point, I was determined to meet them for whatever they thought was business. I said, "If you give me a moment, I'll have my answer for you."

		Again, that sideways look between them.

		I stepped back into the storage and got my phone.

		"Yeah." My husband was so chatty.

		"Remember the men I told you about from the convention? They want to take me for drinks tonight. Talk business, they said."

		"Oh?"

		"I might be home late."

		"That... sounds... great."

		I laughed. "I really do think they mean business. I'll have my phone with me."

		"All right. Have some fun." He stressed the last word. "But be careful."

		"I will."

		The two were looking over our wares. Drue was giving them a raised eyebrow.

		I said, "Drinks it is."

		Both smiled, but Max's magnetic eyes appeared to glow.

		

	
		CHAPTER 10

		

		Max directed me to sit next to Jacob.

		Having done this so recently with Barclay, I didn't have any problem with doing so.

		We were in a very public place, after all. The Plaza Lounge was well-lit.

		What I wasn't prepared for was Max sliding right in next to me.

		I was abruptly aware of having two handsome men on either side of me and both touching. To say I felt warm might have been understating what I was feeling.

		They refused to say much until the drinks arrived. Making a quiet toast, we took our first sips.

		Unexpectedly, it was Jacob who did the talking. "We've been watching you."

		I took a deeper breath. "Should I be worried?"

		"Complimented."

		"Oh?"

		"You handle customers like a natural – and far better than the usual show girls."

		"Well, most are rented and don't know the product."

		Max said, "Quite correct."

		Jacob spun his glass slowly. "We think you could be a valuable asset for Tochigi."

		"What? Me?" I laughed. In fact, I laughed at them until they started talking salary.

		Jacob and Max both watched me.

		My head spun – not just from the drink, but from what they were offering: twelve dollars more per hour, plus sales bonuses.

		I realized now just how far out of competition JRM had fallen. I gulped.

		Max rumbled, "Maybe you want to think about it."

		I felt his eyes on me. On my cleavage.

		"I..."

		Jacob said, "We'll be doing the Vegas show next weekend, in addition to the one here."

		I swallowed hard. Tochigi was doing multiple shows at the same time? JRM didn't stand a chance. We weren't even going to Vegas.

		He continued, "Maybe you could come along to help you decide."

		Max's deeper voice sent shivers down my back. "Don't say no. Although I might like it better if we had to tie you up and force you."

		Jacob chuckled. "Max..."

		He said, "I can see it in her eyes."

		The shorter man snorted.

		See what in my eyes? I couldn't seem to swallow properly. "That's a big expense—"

		Max said, "Nonsense. Stay with us in our suite and it'll cost you nothing. We'll show you the ropes." He placed a muted emphasis on his last word.

		I was wet. With a shaking voice I could barely control, I said, "I... think I'd like that..."

		Jacob said doubtfully, "Your husband will let you go?"

		"Yes."

		Max's breathing deepened, but he was smiling at Jacob.

		The shorter man was shaking his head and moving his hand as if to indicate slowing down or shutting up.

		Max was having none of it. He whispered, "We've been wanting to play this rape-game idea for a while now. When we saw you..."

		Jacob said, "Dammit, Max."

		"The way you respond to certain things... Do you like to be... used?"

		I licked my lips, pursed them, and looked at him and then at my glass.

		"Ah, you're interested but haven't done anything yet."

		I blurted out, "How could you possibly know that?"

		"If you were offended, you'd be demanding to leave. But you didn't, so the idea appeals. If you had done it all before, your answer would've been confident. Instead, you were silent."

		I gulped at my drink and looked at him.

		His eyes stoked the fire in my pussy. I was unable to put anything to words.

		His lips spread knowingly. "We'll help you release that need within you."

		Jacob sighed. "You were supposed to wait until the second meeting before hooking her."

		Max laughed at him. "Told you I could read her."

		"We're supposed to hire her, first."

		"We might have just cinched the deal."

		I finally croaked, "Tochigi Industrial... doesn't frown on such a sexual..."

		Jacob cleared his throat. "They're Japanese; they have a different set of ethics. Sex is sex. They like a sexualized environment. At the very minimum, they don't get involved in office sexual politics. But if you find that offensive, then working for Tochigi isn't for you."

		Max said, "It's for her."

		I said, "Are all Japanese companies like that?"

		Jacob offered up his palm. "More or less. Some Japanese execs expect sex from the females. Some don't and take a very hands-off approach. But one and all, they view sex differently. They recognize women as sexual creatures. Some might think it's bad, others might think it's fine. It's still a good work environment, but you wouldn't want to be rocking the boat with harassment claims unless you got raped or something."

		Max said, "Short career path..."

		Jacob nodded. "But it’s not like you'd walk in the office and be seeing someone engaged in sex. They expect the work to get done and on time. If sex interferes with that, then that's a short career path, too."

		"In other words, keep everything private?"

		"Mm hmm."

		I felt a little better hearing that. I didn't want to be expected to put out to have the job. Was I going to take it? "I'll talk to my husband about it – both the job and the Vegas thing."

		Neither of them recoiled or glanced at my wedding ring like I expected. Except for sitting close, neither of them had touched me, either.

		

	
		CHAPTER 11

		

		Cum leaked from my well-used pussy.

		"You're going."

		I stroked my husband's chest. "Are you sure?"

		"Yes. And I hope you take the job, too."

		"I'm loyal to JRM, though—"

		He laughed. "Are they loyal to you?"

		"I have a job."

		"For how long? And they're essentially making you do three jobs: inventory control in the office; booth babe; and assistant at the show. For peanuts."

		"What about Barclay?"

		"See him in your off-hours."

		Would it be that easy? I stroked my fingernails up his softening dick. I hadn't told him about the rape fantasy to which Max had admitted. I just didn't think that kind of revelation would spur my husband's motivation to support me.

		While he might have liked the idea of me with a line of men, he wasn't keen on me being forced. Better to keep that quiet than risk his rejection.

		He said, "Maybe they'll see what a beautiful woman you are and do something about it." He had a dreamy look on his face.

		"If... Should I just let happen whatever happens?"

		"That would be perfect."

		"And if they... fuck me—"

		He gasped.

		"If they fuck me, I'll still be your wife?"

		"You'll be more beautiful than you can possibly imagine." He got up on an elbow. "Maybe you should dress sexy – give them no reason to misread your intentions."

		"I don't know... A hotel room with two men? Isn't that obvious?"

		"They might be thinking about the hire, rather than what they could do with you. Although, if I was one of them, it would be on my mind. You might have to encourage them. Sleep in a t-shirt, but naked underneath?"

		"If I fucked one or both and came home, you'd still love me?"

		"More."

		"Well... I guess I'd want that."

		"Don't even wear panties on the drive there."

		I began stroking him. "I like it. But what about Barclay?"

		"Keep at him. Keep all your avenues open."

		"Have more than one man?"

		He sighed, smiling. "One for every day of the week."

		Don't think so, but sounds nasty. I liked Barclay. Wasn't sure how I'd like Jacob and Max after testing my rape fantasy.

		The disrupted schedule didn't stop Barclay from taking me to lunch on my days off. Roger wasn't happy about me asking for the weekend off, but I had over forty days of accumulated sick leave.

		I asked about Barclay's wife on our first lunch that week. "Why did you bring her?"

		"I wanted her to experience it to realize it wasn't her thing. I wanted her used to me going. I talked to Drue and he was receptive, but said he had all the people he needed right now."

		I pouted. "Sure would be nice to work together all the time." I didn't mention to him I had been the target of Tochigi headhunters; I didn't want to hurt his feelings. I definitely wanted to keep seeing him and even push this all further. What would he be like? How was I going to get him alone?

		"Would your husband..."

		"What?"

		"If you stayed a little late after work..."

		"He approves of you. He wouldn't mind."

		Barclay licked his lips. "I can probably excuse an occasional half hour or so to May as my effort to be noticed for promotion to the show circuit."

		I touched his arm. "You're a good man, Barclay; why are you doing this to May? Not that I'm complaining..."

		He shrugged. "We latched onto each other, but... maybe we didn't grow together."

		"You don't share much with her?"

		"Not like I do with you. I think at this point, we're married now because we got married years ago. Not because it's a loving relationship."

		"You don't love her?"

		He sighed. "Not really, no."

		"Can I ask, do you even have sex anymore?"

		He laughed. "Last time was five years ago."

		I placed my hand on his slacks. "You poor man. Maybe I'll have to be the wife you don't have."

		His eyes were glassy and warm. "That would be a dream come true."

		On the Friday I was to leave with Max and Jacob, I shut the file door behind me and faced Barclay. Being a half hour after business hours, no one would be accessing this room.

		He smiled nervously.

		With resolution and tenderness, I unzipped him. We didn't have a lot of time, so I did what I could. After two weeks of waiting and wanting, I finally had my work husband's cock in my hand.

		His shaft and structure was very nice. Very much like my husband's. Barclay was thicker, but maybe not as long. But not by much. His cock looked very satisfying.

		He gasped at my touch and was hard within seconds.

		He placed his hands up on the metal rack that held boxed paper records and leaned over a short stack of flattened boxes destined for the trash.

		I stroked him with pleasure, sliding my hand along his hard length. Lubing with his precum oozings, I rapidly jacked his erection.

		This was the first time I had ever touched another man's cock other than my husband's. The thrill that vibrated from my pussy and up my back and down my arms was intoxicating. Feeling another man's ardor in my hand was empowering.

		I loved it.

		Barclay couldn't last long. He was getting a fantasy of his delivered after years of not having sex. Squirts of cum erupted and spattered. He gasped and grunted.

		I marveled at the reaction I had so easily manipulated. It was a simple thing: neat; easy; and satisfying for me and him. Feeling his shaft expand and contract with his squirting pulses was energizing.

		He groaned, grunted, and thrust his hips in time with my hand. It was very sexy and I was already looking forward to doing this again.

		But I had a ride to catch.

		

	
		CHAPTER 12

		

		I texted my husband.

		Me: In Vegas now

		Dylan: Anything happen?

		Me: No just a long drive and it's late

		Dylan: Have fun love you

		Me: Love you too

		We got into our room in the early morning hours. Neither Max nor Jacob made any move to do anything with me and I was too tired to do more than just go to sleep.

		Max got his own bed, I got the other. Jacob slept on the couch.

		But in the morning, sounds of clanking and movement made me stir. The bed shifted and Jacob was reaching under the covers.

		I murmured a very weak protest that was just a sound. It wrapped up my appearance, the minimal amount of sleep, and the fact that I needed to pee.

		His hand moved suggestively, reaching.

		I rolled mostly onto my back and if I didn't throw my legs open, at least gave him access. The move in a strange room with two almost-strange men felt nasty and warm.

		His fingers traced up my panties and rubbed.

		I laughed. "Okay, stop. I need to use the bathroom."

		He did, but was all smiles. He watched me get out of bed and his expression was interest and admiration.

		Max set a coffee cup down for me. "We need to get going. We'll be in booth one twenty-one." He didn't touch me.

		After I used the bathroom, they were gone.

		For a little while, I sat in the clean hotel room and just relaxed. There was nothing on the TV worth watching, except the Weather Channel. The quiet hum of the building lulled me to drowsiness.

		I took a nap before showering so I could feel more refreshed. Then I made my way down to the convention floor.

		Instantly, I was overawed. The mash of people, the bright lights, the high ceiling, the colorful displays were all so much more than what I had experienced.

		After looking at the plot map, I wandered in the direction of the Tochigi booth. Everything was here: roofing products; windows; gardening gear; security systems; tools; construction wear; flooring...

		"Miranda." Jacob waved.

		I moved around a couple people and into the booth area. The Tochigi people were busy, but not any busier than anyone else.

		Jacob quizzed me, "What's the confused look?"

		"I was just wondering why JRM doesn't bother with Vegas."

		He pursed his lips and nodded. "It's quite a change, isn't it?"

		"Overwhelming."

		"Could you see yourself here?" He indicated the booth babes here and at other booths.

		I focused more on the Tochigi booth and he noticed it. I considered the table of assistants taking orders. I regarded the two show girls displaying the tools. But I also gauged the energy I was feeling. I rubbed my arms: I felt alive. "Yes."

		He didn't answer – just showed me his happy teeth.

		His slight turn told me he had concluded whatever preliminary conversation he meant to initiate. I let him get back to work. Instead, I made a short, hopefully innocent, inspection of the booth.

		"She's a possible recruit. We invited her for a look. Works for JRM." Jacob was talking to a man who was giving me the critical eye.

		I guess it paid to be suspicious when people started snooping at the booth rather than the displays.

		I glanced over and caught the man's nod to Jacob. He dismissed me as quickly as that.

		Max's rumble reached me even if it was pitched low from a few feet away. "You wouldn't be working here. Not at first, anyway. Not for some time. We like to rotate the show personnel around occasionally. Get them used to the different venues."

		I nodded. "Not sure I'd want to travel to Vegas very often."

		"Three times a year for me and Jacob. But we worked for two years before they scheduled us for a rotation."

		"They take their product seriously."

		"Very."

		"I didn't answer you in the car because I wanted to experience this first." I took a deep breath and looked around above the booths. "But I want to make the move."

		His grin was pleased and predatory. "Then we'll definitely be celebrating tonight."

		

	
		CHAPTER 13

		

		Max's look in the hotel room was hungry. "Strip naked."

		As abrupt as it was, I almost refused. On the one hand, I didn't take too kindly to being bossed around. On the other, I realized this was as much a part of the fantasy as anything else. And did I not want this?

		Naked, I could see both men breathing heavily. Apparently, they had planned this kind of event for a long time: they were getting to see the culmination of something they likely doubted would ever happen.

		They were naked. Jacob was masturbating. Max looked at me like a starving wolf. He held in his hands some padded cuffs. Some stretch cording was on the bed.

		"Turn around," Max rasped.

		I felt their eyes all over me. I was wet and shaking with uncertainty and anticipation. Playing this out required near- complete submission to these two men. I had never lacked some form of control.

		I turned meekly, waiting.

		He grabbed my wrists and affixed the cuffs. They were more comfortable than I imagined, but I couldn't move my arms.

		Suddenly, I was pushed, hard. I went face first onto the bed. With my hands cuffed behind my back, I was unable to break my fall. I turned my head to the side and it bounced off the bed. My legs splayed as I tried to keep my balance.

		But Max was right behind me. I was roughly grabbed around the waist and my ass lifted. For the briefest second, I felt him against the backs of my thighs.

		Also for a brief flash, I wanted it to stop. Maybe this wasn't for me. But I was also wet and gasping for breath; I don't think I could've said anything even if the rape was real.

		A touch to my pussy was followed by a forced pressure. The man's cock parted my lips, pushed against my hole, and was forced in.

		I heard a loud, strangled noise. Then realized it was me. His cock pushed all the way into my pussy, filling me with the first cock since I had married my husband.

		I pushed back against Max; I wanted to feel his entire length filling my pussy.

		Then I was being pummeled. He rammed his erection in and out of my pussy with a violence I had never felt. His balls slapped sharply against my clit. Filled and emptied, clit smacked by his hanging manhood, my pussy was hammered harshly by Max.

		I was wailing.

		Where was my husband at that moment? Why wasn't he here?

		I grunted and thrust back against him as best I could.

		Max panted, "The slut loves it."

		Jacob gasped, "Yeah."

		My hands struggled futilely at the small of my back. The sounds of his masculine flesh slapping against my thighs and ass were perfectly accompanied by my desperate groans. My pussy was alive and hungry. I wanted all of his cock.

		Max grunted, "Does your husband know you're getting fucked?"

		I wailed louder and pushed back against him as violently as he was stuffing my hole.

		I loved being forced.

		Max cried out, his cock pushing deep. Hot splashes inside me told me he was cumming.

		I moaned with desire as his manhood delivered his domination deep into my pussy.

		Then he was withdrawn, leaving my pussy convulsing on emptiness.

		Jacob whispered, "Turn her over."

		My hands were released from the cuffs and I was flipped over. But then my arms were grabbed and tied back to cords reaching down to the bedframe. The same with my legs. I was tied, spread-eagle.

		Jacob was breathing raggedly through his mouth, stroking himself.

		I hadn't paid a lot of attention to them but seeing him now I realized that the shorter man had the larger dick. It was as thick as Barclay but longer. Not by all that much, but enough to be noticeable.

		And there I was, legs tied open, cum running from my pussy as Jacob clambered over me.

		With a savage growl, he speared his length into me, filling me with one thrust. He coughed. "Fuck, she feels good." He wasn't looking for a response. In and out, he pumped on me with a desperation that left my pussy quivering and tingling. My hole was being used. He mauled my breasts with one hand, squeezing and pinching.

		I lifted my hips, eyes squeezed shut, and bucked up against his thrusts.

		His hips slammed into mine promising bruises. But they were going to be good bruises.

		Jacob whispered, "Where's your husband? Is he at home?"

		I nodded.

		"Think about him while I fuck you. Think about your wedding day while I fill your pussy with cum."

		I cried out as everything inside me turned over and inside out. My body bucked and writhed, my pussy clamping and pushing against Jacob's cock.

		He groaned in surprise. "Oh... fuck..." His hips pushed forward as far as they would go. I felt his hardness deep inside me flex and swell. He grunted and I felt the first hot splash very deep inside me. More and more, he jerked and grunted. More hotness flooded me.

		I exploded with tingles as the last convulsions swept over me. Scalding hot cum in my depths radiated heat and satisfaction.

		He kept inside me, pushing every second or two as another flex ran along his shaft. He was making sure everything was emptied. When he pulled out, I rested there, panting, as his cum ran out of me.

		It was only then at that moment, despite the enjoyment of the fantasy, that I would've rather been at home with my husband.

		They released me and settled into pets and kisses.

		I loved having their cum in me, but I wanted to go home.

		

	
		CHAPTER 14

		

		Dylan gave my pussy a pounding that reminded me of Max and Jacob. "Tell me you're going to do it again!"

		I moaned mostly in pleasure, but also a little stiffness and pain. Two nights of rape-play by Jacob and Max had left me sore.

		But I hadn't told my husband about their fantasy and how they had taken me. I simply told him they had shared me.

		"This is perfect! You have to keep seeing them."

		While I had enjoyed what had happened, I knew it wasn't exactly my thing. I had a fascination before with being forced. I no longer did. Having experienced it, I no longer felt the same about it. It was good, but it was not for me.

		I said carefully, "I'd rather be with Barclay." Feeling the cocks of the two men filling me, then being at home a night later and feeling my husband was a satisfying sensation. But I didn't want to repeat it.

		Not like that.

		Better with Barclay.

		"Did they use a condom?"

		"No. They were bare."

		He gasped. "Did they pull out?"

		I hesitated. What did he want to hear? But I opted for the truth. "No, they came in me. Is that okay?"

		His eyes rolled up in his head and he grunted gibberish. Hot splashes inside me told me I wasn't going to get an answer while he emptied himself.

		And maybe that was really my answer.

		While he was climaxing, I said, "They didn't care that I was married. In fact, they wanted me to think of you while they fucked me - to think of the wedding while they came in me."

		His face went pained and he pushed forward so savagely into my pussy that my head bent up against the headboard. I felt his cock flexing in me – pulsing and shooting his cum.

		It felt good.

		I couldn't promise him I was going to do it again.

		My life entered a period of change then, one that left me unsatisfied for a long time. I took on my new job at Tochigi and left behind the one man I really valued. Barclay called and texted and we kept in contact.

		Dylan was stunned that his efforts at getting me to do what I had done led me to a spot where nothing was happening. He began to regret telling me Tochigi was a good idea because it took me away from Barclay.

		And I wasn't going to pursue Jacob and Max. Neither did they express any interest in continuing. I think they had their fantasy and now wanted to avoid entanglements as much as I did.

		Mutual, cordial avoidance. We smiled, chatted, but all three of us left that episode behind unspoken and uncelebrated. As fun as it might have been, all three of us were moving on.

		As the world turns, so do many things.

		I was working the Tochigi booth at the Plaza one Saturday when Barclay's warm voice greeted me. "Miranda."

		I looked up at my former work husband. With a smile and a lunge, I leapt into his arms. A quick kiss, then I was disengaging, wondering if I had just done the unspeakable in front of his wife, May.

		But she was nowhere in sight.

		He said, "I'm working the JRM booth."

		I lit up. "No way!"

		His smile was all I needed. I slipped a brochure to a man out of the corner of my eye who was looking over an air compressor.

		He said, "I'll be upstate next weekend."

		"So will I."

		And we knew.

		The energy echoing along my limbs electrified me. The upstate trade show was a two-nighter hotel stay, Friday night and Saturday night.

		I whispered, "I can't wait."

		He knew I meant it.

		We took our breaks together and kissed.

		My husband found a new hope in my news and I could see the same energy that had flowed into me rush into him. He made plans. "You'll need new clothes. Something definitely sexier. More revealing. And you'll have to forget panties."

		I laughed.

		"I'm not kidding. I want him having access to your pussy any time he wants."

		That admission made me tingly and wet.

		But my poor husband was a walking erection for days. He was so excited for me that I had to jerk him off and make love to him for four straight days – but it was fun.

		He spread out my clothing Thursday night. I fussed right after him so each wouldn't get wrinkled. "This might not be revealing enough."

		I agreed, but wasn't going to tell him that. I still had work to do for Tochigi. I said, "I'm going to be wearing crotchless panties. I don't want everyone seeing. Besides, I'll be very revealing in the hotel room."

		He looked over the clothes on the bed. "What do you have planned...?"

		"Well, easy. I'm going to be naked."

		He sighed raggedly and then suddenly I was thrown on the bed, getting fucked senseless. "But the clothes! They'll get wrinkled!"

		He finished me on the floor, depositing a hot load up my pussy.

		Certainly, our sex life had improved dramatically.

		Dylan panted happily. "Whoo, boy. I'm going to be glad Barclay can step up and take up where I leave off."

		"Huh?"

		"Keep your pussy filled."

		"I like the sound of that."

		"I always thought you wouldn't." He was lying on me.

		I opened my eyes and looked up into his. "I guess we're full of surprises." I considered telling him about Max and Jacob's rape fantasy being the very fantasy I had been wanting to try. But I knew he was against force. I had the choice of telling him and hurting him or just leaving it out and sparing his feelings.

		I spared his feelings; I loved my husband. "I hope you don't change your mind."

		"Why would I? I'm still disappointed you didn't want to strike up something permanent with Max and Jacob."

		"It was fun, but..."

		"Why not, then?"

		"Some things are fun once, but not repeated."

		He shook his head and pulled out. "I wish I could've been there and seen it."

		I was quiet. I knew he would've hated it – not for the sex, but the rape-play.

		He said, "Maybe..."

		"What?"

		"Would you call me and put it on speaker when you and Barclay..."

		I did not want to do that. At all. But there are some things that just must be done and I was willing to stomach the idea to make my husband happy. I sighed. "We'll see."

		Friday afternoon, I was in Barclay's car heading upstate.

		

	
		CHAPTER 15

		

		He kept his hand on my thigh almost the entire drive. The heat from it made me wet and achy.

		He said, "You're sure your husband said it was okay that you stayed in my room?"

		I laughed. "Why is that so hard to believe?"

		He shook his head. "I guess I'm just stunned I'm getting so lucky. Most husbands would be chasing me with a gun."

		"Maybe." I placed my hand on his package and massaged.

		He blew out a breath of frustration. "I have totally blue balls."

		"Huh?"

		"You know, needing to cum for weeks and weeks, or months..."

		I petted his bulge. "Aw..."

		"You want dinner when we settle in?"

		"I think we should take care of your problem."

		He closed his eyes briefly and his package bulged in his slacks.

		I asked, "What will you do if JRM folds?"

		"I don't want to think about that; I want to think about you."

		My heart thumped in my chest and I went quiet with tingles and warmth. I remained quiet until he shut the hotel room door behind us.

		I stripped out of my clothing as fast as I could.

		He watched me, amused, interested, and with a patience that surprised me.

		"Why aren't you getting undressed?"

		His eyes sparkled. "I'm enjoying the sight."

		"Oh please."

		"You're beautiful, Miranda. I've always wanted to tell you."

		Again, the flutters and thumps in my chest left me speechless.

		His hand reached out and caressed my breast.

		I stood waiting, biting my lip in an effort not to jump on him.

		He undressed after I thought I was going to explode with impatience.

		I took out my phone. "You, uh..."

		"What?"

		"You don't mind if my husband listens to us while we...? He wanted to at least hear if he couldn't be here."

		His breath hitched and I saw the hesitation in his eyes. But he blew out a breath. "Okay. Sure, I guess. I wanted this to be us and private—"

		"Tomorrow morning, I promise."

		His smile was enough. "Okay."

		I phoned my husband.

		"Yeah?"

		"Placing it on speaker..."

		"I love you."

		"I love you, too." I set the phone down on the stand next to the pillow. To Barclay, I said, "Now come here and get what you need."

		With the phone active, I became aware of the sounds we made. The mattress creaked as we got on it. I was panting quietly. Barclay's breath was heavier.

		He said, "I want to taste you."

		Pleased, I spread my legs.

		He sighed. "Your pussy is beautiful. Just like I imagined it."

		I called out quietly, airily, as his tongue touched my pussy. A long lick upwards and his wet skin was sliding over my clit. Heat grew and spun inside me. Tension and a pinprick of heat erupted behind my clit. I bumped my hips up and gasped as his tongue slid up and down over my aching sex.

		He teased my clit with his mouth, and fingered my folds.

		I hummed and squirmed on the bed as the ache and need intensified. My hands ran through his hair. Seeing my wedding ring, I felt a little self-conscious of it. I pulled it off and placed it down next to the phone.

		Barclay said, "I'm not making you feel ashamed, am I?"

		"What?"

		"You took off your ring. Am I making you feel—"

		"No, I... I don't know; it seemed like the thing to do." I shook my head. "Get up here and get inside."

		He made a satisfied laughing noise and moved up my body. His cock was erect and pointing right at my pussy. The bed creaked with his shifting.

		I opened my legs wider.

		He whispered, "So beautiful."

		Then the head of his cock parted my lips and pushed against my hole.

		I gasped and wriggled.

		My lips parted for his cock. My hole stretched open and I felt the head go inside. I began to be filled as his shaft followed. The sliding-filling feeling made me moan and gasp. "Yes..."

		He sighed when he was fully inserted.

		I grunted as I squeezed his cock with my pussy. Barclay's manhood was entirely embraced by my willing pussy.

		I heard a distant panting and realized my husband was excited on the other end of the phone connection. But he was completely quiet, otherwise – not saying a word.

		The man I called my work husband began pumping me with slow strokes in and out. His cock moved into my pussy where it belonged. Then it moved out, taking with it the satisfying feeling of fullness – leaving emptiness.

		I pulled on him, wanting the filled feeling. "Deeper."

		He thrust, grunting. His erection pushed in and filled me again, deeper.

		I wriggled my hips around to feel the head moving in my depths. I let out a long, satisfied sigh.

		Barclay began fucking me. In and out, he thrust. The mattress creaked with each hip-push in a very detailed vocalization of what we were doing. At the start of his thrust, the mattress creaked quietly. At the midpoint, it was a deep creak. At the end of the push, it creaked in a higher pitch. Just like one would expect from an old spring.

		I rocked with Barclay, taking his erection all the way.

		He groaned, "Your pussy is fantastic, Miranda..."

		I laughed weakly. "I love your cock..."

		He strove to deliver more effort.

		I panted loudly as his thrusts pushed the air out of me. "Do it. Fuck me." I made little whimpers as his cock touched my depths over and over.

		I was becoming delirious. The tension in me was becoming unbearable. My brow was furrowed and I wanted nothing more than for Barclay to pound me so hard that the orgasm would have no choice but to release.

		He wasn't fast; he was thorough.

		I pleaded with him, "Harder."

		He gasped, "Okay."

		The mattress made a cacophony of protest. If the phone connection hadn't been open, I might have not noticed the noise at all.

		But I knew my husband could hear Barclay fucking me and forcing his cock into my pussy as told by the creaking mattress. I hoped Dylan was hearing what he wanted, because I was enjoying my first time with my work husband.

		Well, he was no longer my work husband, was he?

		But I had longed to be under him like this. I tugged at his butt as it humped inward between my open legs.

		Barclay was panting faster. "Okay, I'm going to pull out."

		"No!"

		"What?"

		"Don't pull out."

		"But—"

		I said louder, "No. Cum inside me. I want it inside."

		He glanced at the nightstand. "He's okay with me cumming in you?"

		"Yes, now fuck me."

		There was definitely an increase in panting from the phone. Hard to hear, but definitely there.

		Barclay grunted and doubled his efforts.

		My pussy had reached its breaking point. The heat exploded behind my clit and the ache in my pussy was twisted and spun. I bucked up at Barclay and cried out. "Ungh! Yes!" The five explosions that tore through my pussy each drew out an angry, grunting "Oh!" that was filled with frustration, release, relief, and satisfaction.

		Barclay whispered frantically, "Fuck!" His hips hammered down onto mine, driving his erection deep. The heat that was mine was compounded by bursts of super-heat.

		I realized he was cumming. My insides were hot and flooded.

		And he kept cumming.

		Before he was done finishing, it was running out of me. I panted, "Oh my gosh..."

		"What?"

		"So much cum. I'm all wet..."

		He chuckled weakly. "Sorry. I've been saving it for you."

		"No, don't be sorry." I laughed. "That was all for me. Thank you..." I grabbed the phone and hit the red End button.

		Then we kissed, and kissed, and kissed. It was just the start of the following morning.

		

	
		EPILOGUE

		

		That next morning, and the following morning – our last – we fucked.

		But it wasn't going to be the end.

		Before we had to head out to the floor, I made sure my pussy was ready for my other husband.

		I lifted my legs back and offered Barclay my pussy.

		He was hard and his erection straining – bobbing in the air.

		It felt good to have a man so hard for me that it was bouncing to his heartbeat.

		I pulled my pussy open for him.

		The entry was fast and complete. His entire erection slid right into its perfect home.

		I laughed.

		Concerned, he said, "What?"

		"It's a perfect fit and your cock is right where it belongs."

		He fucked me, driving his cock comfortably into my pussy. The delicious stretching and sliding of my hole around his shaft was sending spirals of ecstasy twisting through me.

		I whispered, "Don't stop. Don't ever stop." And I knew, every morning of the upstate convention in the future was going to be like this.

		He said, "I'm... worried your husband might tell you to stop. I don't want to stop. I want to make love to you until we die."

		Tears sprouted in my eyes.

		He didn't stop, just kept fucking me. His cock was a blur moving in and out. With my legs up on his shoulders, I could see it going in.

		And I said what came so naturally, "I love you."

		He pushed forward frantically, burying himself all the way inside. His mouth descended on mine, kissing and mauling. His whisper was desperate. "I love you, too."

		Joy ripped through my soul. I hugged his neck to me tightly. "Don't worry, we'll always do this, no matter what."

		"Even if he wants us to stop?"

		"Even if he wants us to stop. My pussy will always be open for you."

		He groaned.

		"You can have me as much as you want. Or can." I laughed.

		He exhaled loudly. "That's not fair."

		I touched his cheek. "I'm here for you. I'll be the wife you need."

		He stopped and blew out a breath. "I'm going to do it."

		"Do what?"

		"Divorce May. And I'm going to apply to Tochigi."

		I smiled brightly. "Then we could fuck all the time."

		He looked down at me tenderly. "Make love. Yes, as often as you'll let me."

		I stroked his head. "Don't worry about my husband; I'll handle him. But when I'm at work or at the conventions, I'll be your wife in all ways."

		He pumped again, happy.

		"Now fill me husband. Take my pussy and make it yours." I offered myself to him, completely. There would be nothing to hold back; I would be his wife when we were together.

		He did something I didn't expect. He picked up my wedding ring. He brought it to his lips for a kiss. Then he stuck the tip of his tongue into it and licked upwards. Leaning up, he took my hand and slid my ring onto my finger while his cock was filling my hole.

		I groaned deeply at what he had done. My hips bucked against him feverishly. I pushed my hips frantically, taking his cock all by myself. The climax that rippled through me was weak, but very satisfying. My pussy had been so thoroughly used that it needed a small break. Just a few hours. "Fuck me, husband."

		He pressed his cock deep where it belonged, and let loose a flood of cum deep into my womb.

		

		Thank you for reading Work wife!

		I hope you enjoyed the opening up of another hot wife.

		For similar themes, check out these titles by Laran Mithras:

		Score – he wants his friend's wife and is willing to make a deal. The deal is his own wife.

		Filthy Sluts – a church wife goes on a wild ride with her friend and lets go

		Single Daddies – she meets two handsome fathers and she's married

		Dress Day – she dresses as a schoolgirl and her boss falls for her, hard

		Call Center – Jennifer tells her husband about an annoying, flirty customer

		Club 40 – she works for a sex club when her husband loses his job
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