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A yawn erupted from my cracked lips as the door thumped behind me, closing off the endless hubbub of the convention’s last day. From the river beyond a small outdoor patio, a languid, humid breeze swept rolling paper cups and discarded trash across a dozen ancient, discolored plastic tables. The combined stench of stale cigarette smoke, cheap nachos, burned popcorn, and sickly sweet, spilled soda flooded my nostrils. Sigh slipping from me, I plonked my tired frame into a cheap molded chair on the stained concrete. 

With a groan, I stretched out a taut calf. After leaning forward, I tried not to spill from the ridiculously tight, strapless short dress that Allen, my boss, insisted I wear. He always insisted my outfits be revealing.

At least he was honest. Dressed as I was, it brought in more clients, one almost nipple-slip at a time.

Why do I even listen to him?

The money.

And maybe, deep down, something else.

“No, fuck that. Allen is a sexist bastard,” I muttered to myself while massaging an achy ankle. 

He always seemed so happy, though. His smile, even as he ogled me, was somehow reassuring. At my age, to get such stares from him and others was conflicting. On the one hand, it was condescending. On the other, it was kinda nice to still be worthy of being ogled. 

A heavy breath escaped my lips.

No matter, it had been another long day of walking, smiling, and avoiding bending too far. Not to mention surviving the crowds of sales and marketing “geniuses” as they tried to sell me useless crap. 

The aches of spasming muscles flashed as my fingers dug into the swollen leg. Also, Allen liked to show me off more than my husband, Dave. 

And I let him. It got me what I wanted, more clients for him and... Well, it kept Allen happy. Why that was important to me, I didn’t know.

Really?

Just as I slipped from the well-worn heels and leaned further to dig my fingertips into both ankles, the door opened again, unleashing the cacophonous roar. With a quick tug at my dangling bodice, I sighed. Whoever it was, they took the flimsy chair across from me. Shiny gray silk suit trousers. And expensive leather shoes.

Great! After three days of being hit on, one more jerk has to try.

“I’m married,” I said. My tone not taking any pains to hide my frustration at turning aside yet another asshole. 

“I know.”

He knows? So, what the hell? I swallowed and raised my chin. The most amazingly brilliant gold-flecked, light hazel eyes met my gaze. Oh! Oh, wow!

Although married, I wasn’t dead. My mind froze as those gorgeous pools bored deep into me. When the bright white teeth of a wide smile gleamed, my breath seized. Only then did my brain process the swarthy, chiseled features of the beyond handsome younger man sitting motionless before me. Air caught in my throat as I licked my upper lip and sat upright.

“Sorry to intrude.” His smile somehow widened. “But today is the last day...”

Here it comes. Boys only want one thing. My fists balled as his shiny lips moved. He had such pretty, full lips. 

Focus, Laura! 

He’d want to take me to dinner or something else. With a sigh, I braced for the usual dull pickup line.

Instead, his hand slid across the table toward me. “I find it best to be direct. You’re beautiful and I’ve been watching you for the past several days...”

Unlike any other guy, when beautiful left those perfect lips, the swarthy man spoke matter-of-factly. It wasn’t a compliment. No, the way he uttered the word, with a serious look on a stony face, he was stating a truth. Even more impressive, he kept his eyes on mine rather than gawking at my barely concealed boobs. And that was nice, for a change. 

Wait! He’s been watching me? Several days? Oh.

My mind spun as I tightened my gaze on the mystery man. Hmm, there had been a tall figure in the crowd nearby a few times during the week. As his hand slid away, my view flicked to the table. It had left an elegant business card behind.

“Derrin Hall,” I muttered, reading the bold golden letters.

“That’s me. And again. I’ll be brief. For the past few days, your boss has been using you. You’re also a very intelligent woman.” He paused to let me process what he said. His eyes flicked to the name badge hanging precariously from the almost-overflowing bodice. “Yes, Laura, I’ve been listening as well.”

It was true. With my advanced degree, I ended up answering as many, if not more, queries than my counterparts. Of course, although Allen didn’t appear to notice, I think he did, anyway. He was just toying with me.

God, I want a new damned job. Do I? It isn’t bad being a toy if it results in extra income, is it?

Besides, Dave and I needed that money. Two boys in college ate through cash as fast as they’d plowed through the refrigerator. Our older home, almost as ancient as our cars, and a growing mountain of debt was proof of that.

The hunk’s pretty lips moved again. “I’m offering you the chance to control your own image.” 

For the first time, his gleaming eyes roamed my exhausted, aching frame before returning to my face. That relaxed inspection wasn’t unpleasant, unlike the usual ogling.

“Rather than give away almost all of your exquisite beauty, as you’re doing now, I can help you monetize your natural assets.”

“Oh, so you want me to be a model?”

About to chuckle at the thought of a thirty-seven-year-old mother of two being any such thing, it died at his serious visage. No, he wasn’t kidding. Instead, I gulped as my chest tightened. While Derrin’s eyes remained fixed, that pretty grin reappeared. 

“All I’m saying is that a woman as remarkable as you”—with a quick cough, he cleared his throat—“could earn a substantial sum of money. Should she choose to do so.” 

As my brow scrunched and lips pursed, he folded his hands on the table and looked around the dozen or so drab, stained plastic tables on the patio. It was a nasty place to take a break, yet still better than back inside the main hall.

“Also, you’d decide what’s too risqué. Control the marketing and distribution of those images. I can help with that.”

My mind whirled. My bullshit detector clanged as the swarthy man idly twirled his fingers.

“Hmm, so, not just modeling, but more like lingerie shots?”

“Look, the website is on my card. There are several free example photos and some basic info.” His stunning eyes returned to me, though the grin now dissipated. I missed it already. “I travel a lot, but I’m here all day tomorrow doing other shoots. If you’re interested, I can squeeze you in. If not, I apologize for intruding and wish you well.”

As much as I wanted to spew something snarky, he unfolded from the squeaking chair to tower over me. And I became lost in the shadow of his imposing, muscular frame before he turned and walked away. The crowd noise came and went as his impressive bulk disappeared through the door and a pair of men stepped out. They stared. Not at my eyes. After gripping the bodice, I jerked it upward and sighed as they sauntered past, whispering.

What the actual fuck had just happened? That had been the most elaborate attempt to do... 

What? 

Earnest, the guy had been as businesslike as if he were selling time shares. With a grimace, I slipped my feet into the worn stilettos and adjusted the overwrought bodice once more before standing to return to the convention. Even as the door clanged behind me, heads turned, grins widened, and eyes inspected me. But not like Derrin. No, these were coarse, lingering, ogling stares. 

He’d been correct in his assessment. Out there, back at the booth, I was practically naked. Besides, Allen, for damned sure, wasn’t paying me as much as my lower-level counterparts. With a sigh, I shoved the card into my purse. 

Of all the things, the lack of pay hurt the most. While I smiled and babbled on about our products or listened to clients, the shoes gouging my feet were purchased ten years ago for a New Year’s Eve party. As I finally headed back to my suite, the safety pin under the hem rubbed against my nylons. The subtle dragging reminded me the only reason I fit into the tattered dress from pre-kid times was intense dedication to the gym.

At long last, I collapsed against the inside of the hotel room door and exhaled. A group of men in the elevator had been very drunk. Also, very verbose. As my chest pounded, I listened for voices or staggering footsteps. They hadn’t followed me. Still shaking, I showered the sweaty conference stench away and ordered room service for dinner. 

Allen had invited me out to dine with some prospects. But my usual excuse, a video call with Dave and the boys, worked once more. Besides, he could hire one of the many booth bimbettes or escorts to be the evening’s toy. 

Though it smelled promising, the meal’s flavor was dull, and I forced down only enough to quiet the grumbling in my stomach while checking Derrin’s website. Not distracted by the remarkably tasteful photos, my focus zipped right to the company’s details and its offerings. My gaze flicked from image to image. All the while, I couldn’t help it. My brain was calculating how much each topless or nude woman might be earning. 

Plus, there was a pay-walled area. Turned out the site also hosted videos. The few quick snippets I reviewed had my pulse speeding.

After closing the laptop, I readied for bed and lay on the cool sheets. However, my mind continued running the numbers. With our middle-class life sliding ever lower, the hard, cold math had become more and more familiar. Although the website photos ranged from sexy and suggestive to downright raunchy, not to mention the short films, Derrin had been clear. It’d be my choice. If I did anything, the image to be projected would be my own.

Me? Really? I slid from bed to wander into the bathroom. Then I eased the pajama cami from my chest and glided white cotton panties to my ankles. Not that I’d be doing anything like that, but... 

“Thirty-seven?” I whispered.

For a while, my fingers played in my hair as I stood before the mirror. Time wandered as my glossy nails eased the wavy auburn mass from one side to the other. Nude, I shifted around, letting the light shine across my curves. At last, I returned to bed. Cool sheets warming beneath my stomach, I dialed Dave. We rambled on for a while. Me sharing the gory details of being eye-fucked by strangers. Then he described another shitty day of drudgery in a dead-end job. 

That humdrum call, overflowing with an absence of hope, sealed it. My heart raced. 

“Sweetheart.” A finger wound tighter in my hair. “I, uh... I got the strangest offer today.”

“Some competitor finally gonna snag you from Al?” He chuckled.

Allen despised the nickname “Al”, so we always called him that. Amid the struggle to slow my breathing, my chest tightened. 

“No. Uh, I was on break and a guy offered me a modeling job.”

Focused on the faded wallpaper pattern, I braced for one of his snide remarks. But no comment arrived, and the silence stretched on. Would he ask me about Derrin? How should I describe him other than tall, dark, muscular, and handsome? That wouldn’t help my case. 

Did I have a case? Would I... Should I tell Dave it isn’t exactly modeling? 

“It’s only pictures, right?” His response had the air catching in my throat. Even as I gulped and struggled to form a response, he added, “I mean, we could use the money.” 

“Well...”

Just as my fingers moved, about to send him the website link, he spoke once more. “It’s your body. If....” Although I expected a belated, offhand remark about being too old to be a model, instead, he sighed. “If you’re comfortable enough, I say go for it.” 

A gasp of surprise flew from me. 

“You are gorgeous.”

Yes, he was my husband, but at that rare honest compliment, a wide smile exploded across my face. The reflection in the room’s black flat panel TV screen was that of a woman unleashed. That maybe should’ve given me pause.

“Just be careful, okay, darling? Could be a scam.”

It could’ve been. I hadn’t told him Derrin had observed for three days before approaching me. Perhaps that should’ve also given me pause? 
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After hanging up with Dave, I lay there for the longest time. The only sounds in the hotel room were my slowing breaths as a finger traced the business card’s gold embossed lettering. At last, with a loud, long exhale, I rolled onto my side and lifted the phone. A short text later, and I was on my spine, staring at the dark ceiling. Not expecting an instantaneous response, the sudden dinging startled me. 


I have attached the contract. We can discuss when you arrive.

What should I wear? 

For now, whatever you’re most comfortable in. You’ve seen the website.


For now? 

As my gaze swept the glowing screen, I couldn’t help thinking that he was betting on a long shot. With a sigh, I sat upright and retrieved my laptop to review the document. What made him think anyone would be so interested in my pictures that it’d be worth my return?

The contract was straightforward. While any photos or videos were owned by him, I approved all uses. A few sections had me raising my eyebrows, and I came away with a better estimation of what lay behind that pay wall. 

Despite being keyed up about the next day, exhaustion won over and I finally dozed off to Derrin’s laughing eyes and broad smile. Funny, he hadn’t laughed at me. Then again, my cami and panties were still folded on the bathroom counter. Hadn’t slept naked in a while. A long while.

In the morning, after a curt text to Allen, lying about an early departure, I scoured the clothing in my suitcase. Was there anything close to what I’d seen the models wearing in the photos? Those that had worn anything. 

Oh, I wonder?

With a growing grin, I unzipped one of the inner pockets. There it was. What little there was of it. My stomach fluttered as I shook out thin black strings and tiny triangles. 

Am I really going to wear this for Derrin?

Well, when I revealed myself, I’d know right away if he was serious about wanting to work with me. 

The swimsuit was beyond small. A gift from my dear, horny husband on our tenth anniversary. Never worn because one of the boys had fallen sick before we could leave for the resort. Then, several trips ago, it had ended up in the suitcase pocket when he’d planned to accompany me. Except he hadn’t. They needed him at the plant. Blah, blah, blah. So, the sexy suit had drifted from my memory. As my stomach fluttered, I held the minuscule triangles before my naked frame and sucked on my lips.

I’d have to shave. 

“A lot,” I mumbled, then eased my hips around. “Okay, everything.”

Later, as I paced the suite, the rubbing of my near naked body beneath the thin hotel robe was driving me mad. Plus, the anticipation. Busy as he was, Derrin couldn’t give me a specific time. The rest of the morning dragged. When it buzzed, I nearly dropped the phone in my haste. 


Room 834. Now.


My legs were already moving as my glossy nails pecked on the screen that I was on my way. After a last glance in the mirror to ensure my wavy auburn hair still behaved, I stepped into the hallway. As I waited for the elevator and did one more “last glance” in the nearby mirror, my knees trembled. Too much mascara? Blood-red lipstick too shiny for pictures? Was it too red? Plus, God, the freshly shaven skin was sliding against the silken bikini every time I moved.

When the elevator doors creaked open, it was empty, and I once more inspected my reflection. Last chance to chicken out. Dave would understand; especially once I showed him the website. The same Dave who’d bought me the itty-bitty swimsuit and said we needed the money. And we definitely needed the money. 

Plus, Derrin was up there expecting me. He had such pretty eyes.

While biting on the lower corner of my lip, I walked inside and tapped “8.”

Once on the eighth floor, I walked along the plush hallway. A door opened ahead of me. Still strapping on a glossy black pump, a young brunette stepped out. While making her way towards me, she swept battered hair from her face and flashed me a tight grin. When passing me, more details clarified. The prominent red stripes around her throat, flushed high-boned cheeks, and her skin glistened.

Unsurprisingly, the room she’d left was 834. After a peek at the swaying woman, reapplying lipstick as she waited for the elevator, I paused before the entrance. 

“Okay, really, Laura.” My waxy lips pursed. “Last chance.” With a lengthy exhale, releasing every molecule of air from my body, I knocked.

Right as the elevator dinged down the hall, the door swung open. Derrin stood before me. The most amazing grin spread across his face. In only loose black silk trousers, a well-defined torso was left bare. As my chest fluttered, he gestured me inside. Even as that stunning smile broadened, the scent of sex assailed my nose. Behind the swarthy hunk was an unkempt bed.

After entering further, I noted a young basalt god. In only shorts, his dark, muscular form overflowed a chair, tapping on a phone. At the clacking of my heels, a chiseled, rugged face looked up. But after a brilliant grin that had my pulse pounding louder, his attention returned to the device. 

Beyond the seated figure, a diminutive Asian girl attended several tripod-mounted cameras. Both lithe and stunningly beautiful, she had the shiniest long, straight black hair. While gesturing me towards a table, Derrin ignored the man and nodded at the woman.

“That’s Mia, my girlfriend.” 

Well, of course he’d have a girlfriend. And a drop-dead gorgeous one at that. All for the better, as I’d no desire to do anything but get the pictures taken. Really. Though he still had the prettiest eyes. They gleamed at me as he opened a folder on the table.

“Here. We’ve got time before the next appointment. Did you have any questions or concerns?”

“Concerns?” A nervous laugh escaped my lips. “Yeah, a million of them.”

The sudden bright flash of his white teeth and the way the corners of his eyes crinkled made me stagger. With a quick sigh, I looked at the notes jotted on my phone.

“Rochelle?” I murmured.

“Well, you don’t want to use your real name, right, Laura?”

Although I hadn’t really thought to use any name at all, his glance at the seated man gave me pause. After a swift lick of my lips, I nodded.

“Um, interactive?” I pointed to a sentence in the document. 

“Oh, sorry.” He cleared his throat and glanced at my wedding ring. “You, uh... That wasn’t supposed to go to you, since you’re married.”

Despite my chest tightening, my brows narrowed. “It pays a lot more money.”

“Yes, but that’s, um, beyond modeling.” His perfect lips smacked. “And you didn’t even seem too keen on that.”

Those stunning pools reflected the slanting sunbeams and flashed gold at me as I considered his answer. Okay, so from the rates, it paid much more. But for what?

“Solo, really?” I slid my nail to a subsection.

“Uh, well”—while trying not to make it too obvious he was scanning my body under the short terry-cloth robe, he licked his lips. The studly man was actually nervous—“gorgeous woman like you playing with yourself is popular. Which translates to, as you noted, more money.” He glanced over at Mia, who nodded. “Anything else? We’re losing the light.”

Eyebrow raised, I looked around the room. Derrin pushed his chair back and stood. Mia was adjusting a large white reflector beside a camera outside.

“Thought we’d make these a little risqué.” He pointed beyond the swirling curtains beside open glass doors. “And do the shoot on the balcony. That way, if these are all you do, they will earn you the most.”

Heart racing, I scanned the other tall buildings in the distance and swallowed. Rather than await my response, he moved towards the tripod on the narrow patio. Nobody in those towers knew me. Worst case, they may spot the sexy model, Rochelle. At the sound of my heels as I stepped out onto the concrete, his eyes lifted from the viewfinder. After sliding from the robe, I tossed it to a chair. 

It was his eyebrows’ turn to rise. A silent wolf whistle betrayed his approval of the tiny swimsuit straining to keep me covered. Despite the heat, I shivered. While I sucked on my lips, my shaky fingers slid through my hair. When he glanced at his girlfriend, I stole a glance at his swelling crotch. 

Okay, maybe not so bad for a thirty plus woman.

A grin cracked my face when he swept his eyes over me once more. If it wasn’t obvious before, standing with my arms dangling at my sides, I’d never modeled. Least of all, wearing less than twelve square inches of thin, black Lycra. And that taut material had been rubbing against my freshly-shaved mound the entire morning. A tickle slid down my inner thigh to remind me.

“Okay, I’m set. You ready?” he asked.

After a nervous peek at the other man who paid us no attention while engrossed in his phone and Mia, moving equipment, I nodded.

“Alright then. Show me what you’ve got.”

What I possessed were the graceful moves of a drunken gazelle as I flailed around, trying to act sexy like the girls half my age on his website. At last, he popped his head up from the viewfinder and held up a hand. He’s gonna send me packing. My shoulders slumped. Instead, he smiled at me.

“Priceless,” he murmured.

My lips pursed. 

Is he mad? Me? He’s calling me “priceless?”

“Stop forcing it. You don’t have to act like you’re sexy. You ARE sexy. Pretend it’s just us alone. Or your husband’s here. Put on a show that would make him fuck you right here in the open, before the world.”

Not sure Dave would do that, but something glittered in Derrin’s eyes. He might. Then I glanced at his cute girlfriend, who sat reading her tablet. Okay, maybe not. My view returned to him.

“Believe me, you’ve got what men, and not a few women, desire. Now, just show it off.”

After the pep talk, he patiently guided me through more and more ever-sultrier poses. At last, I stood before him, hip cocked and fingers in my hair, while my other hand cupped a boob.

“Nice, Rochelle.”

That’s right. It was Rochelle playing out there. He waited, and the firm bulge in his trousers pulsed. Made sense; him wearing loose pants. A smile slid across my face.

“Yeah, now we’re talking. That ‘fuck me if you dare’ look is amazing.”

Though I’d no idea I had any such look, every part of me involved in fucking fluttered at the calm words.

“We can stop here if you want?”

Anything else would involve showing what little the tiny swimsuit didn’t cover. For a million years, a trickle of not just sweat slithered down each inner thigh. Oh, my mind was spinning. But the website was clear: more skin equaled more money. And Dave had said to do what I felt comfortable doing. While nodding, I lifted a hand to the rear of my neck.

When the top fell away, my shaking arm barely covered my boobs. A gulp echoed from Derrin. Other than doctors, my husband, and the boys when they were babies looking for food, nobody else, not even Allen, had seen them. Cute little Mia appeared next to her boyfriend. Under a tight t-shirt poked a small, pert chest. Probably also cute.

But I’m not cute. No, I’m sexy Rochelle.

My arm slid lower to cup my full chest as I moved slowly, rotating my hips. Soon, in response to his calm directions, I was flashing smiles, or what I hoped were sultry looks. Heat raged through me at the silence from both of them. The only sounds were my breathing and the shutter that kept snapping away. 

It happened so fast. Before I knew it, my fingers found aching nipples, and I arched skyward, moaning while gasps came from my audience. The trickles between my legs turned into rivulets and I was sure from Mia’s wide eyes that the camera was capturing the glistening streams.

“Hey, Dave!”

The image of my husband’s face appeared before I rolled my head at the grunt from the black man from inside the room. As the dark giant stood, tossing aside the phone, my chest tightened. God, he’s tall. His towering frame kept on rising from the chair. 

Wow, a basalt mountain! 

Yet, without sparing me a glance, he strode to Derrin. Under languidly twisting fingers, my nipples throbbed as the two men conversed in whispers. 

Not gonna lie. As soon as I’d glimpsed Dave, an old high school fantasy flashed into my memory. Okay, one of many, but by far the filthiest—and kinkiest. It involved the football team—and me. Only me. Plus, all of them. On a very long bus ride home from a victory. When a yelp fled my lips, Mia gave me a curious look as I lifted the teeth from my bleeding lip. Yeah, it was a fun fantasy—back then.

All of that meant, when the chiseled giant turned towards me, my heart tumbled into my fluttering stomach. So many nerves tingled within me, the room blurred in sync with my rising pulse.

After a slow nod at Derrin, the sculpted god glided behind me. His body heat was jarring, and his scent matched the smell of sex from the crumpled bedsheets. Well, half the scent. The potent male half. The extremely potent male half. Every muscle tensed when the first hands other than my husband’s gripped my hips in a long, long time. From beyond the tripod, Derrin watched, wearing an intense expression.

A moan slipped from my lips as my resolve collapsed. His long, powerful fingers swallowed my pelvis. The primal sound shocked me with its hunger, but then he tugged me against a rock hard, incredibly warm and smooth torso. Oh, that moan deepened. The shutter fired, and I ground back into the hunk while my fingernails crushed my throbbing stems. Although he must’ve smelled my sex swirling up to meet his own musky scent, his fists remained tight on my hips. 

As I rubbed along that searing, rigid frame, more moans dribbled free of me.

With a glance across the top of the camera, Derrin nodded. One of Dave’s hands lifted from my hip, grasped my left wrist, and pulled it downwards between us. When burning heat approached my dangling fingertips, I tried to jerk them away. But a more forceful grip had the smooth material stretched tight over his rod pulsating under my fingers.

Oh my God! It’s a living version of Big Max.

Several years ago, I told Dave, my husband, not the solid, warm hunk I was groping, how much I missed him on business trips. He bought me the cutest clear pink silicon dildo, explaining it was about the same size as his penis. 

“Now, you can use me whenever you want,” he’d said with a devilish grin.

And I had. For a while. But a few months later, with time to kill, I wandered into an adult toy store. The cashier saw my eyes glint as they locked onto a towering sable beast, encased in thick, spidery ridges. She knew she had a sale. We’d been together ever since. While at home, I hid him in the rear of the closet, unsure how Dave would take the replacement. 

What my husband doesn’t know can’t hurt him.

Dave, not my husband, placed his hand back on my hip while his shorts pulsed under my caressing fingertips. Across my heaving boobs, sunlight glinted off my wedding band. Nice little touch that. Naughty married Rochelle, playing with her boy... No, most definitely MAN toy. The shutter kept firing. At that point, I was full-on writhing against the solid slab of heated masculinity behind me. By then, my palm ground along the swollen bulge. When he flexed his fingers on my hips, my view raised to the ceiling. 

Hot breath followed by the searing flame of a soft body slid across my front.

Who?

Supple lips settled onto an areola, and a tiny tongue lapped small circles around my entrapped stem. 

Mia’s twinkling eyes.

The shutter raced quicker. 

Electricity­­—flaming electricity sped through me. A single dainty finger glided along the center of the bikini bottom, pressing and poking into its damp seam. Our gazes locked, she smiled, and her teeth nipped at my thick, throbbing stem. With a hungry growl from deep in my soul, I arched into her while twisting to mash my lips into the giant’s corded neck. More moans escaped me as I gnawed his taut, wiry throat. 

The camera fell silent. Adrift in a sea of wondrous ecstasy, I licked across the underside of Dave’s chin and clawed at his fully engorged rod. Its veins pulsated under my fingers. Derrin must’ve signaled. Even as, panting, I swayed backward in his wake, the ebon hunk left me, retrieved his phone, and plopped into the chair. Then Mia also slid away, although she made a point of flashing me an impish grin while sucking that magical little finger.

As I swayed on the balcony, panting and squirming, my gaze locked onto Derrin. While grinning, he flicked off switches atop the camera.

“Wow, that was amazing.” As he nodded, his expression was one of amused respect. “Knew you had it in you, if you only took a chance.”

As he placed the robe into my trembling hand, his eyes swept my glistening frame. His nostrils flared. By then, the aroma of my arousal must’ve been flooding the whole damned hotel.

“I’ll send you proofs later. Approve those you’d like me to post.” After a glance at Dave, once again buried in his phone, he flashed me one more wide, toothy smile. The golden flecks in his eyes sparkled. Another pair of trickles raced down my shaking legs. “Needless to say, the, um, last pictures will be worth more. A helluva lot more.”

Somehow, he gave me an even more brilliant grin while my short-circuiting brain struggled to catch up with what he’d just said. Plus, my body revved; I was within milliseconds of coming. And coming hard. If Mia’s dainty, teasing fingertip had slid upwards instead of down, my screams would still be echoing across the city.

Did he know that? 

Nothing in those exceedingly beautiful glittering eyes or that perfect white smile said so. While inspecting photo gear, he remained silent. But Mia, watching me slide into the robe from behind her tablet, flashed me a sultry grin. Once I’d tied the terry-cloth belt, one shaky hand clutched the dangling bikini top.

Okay, so that was it. Done.

Except, while opening the door to let me out, Derrin leaned close. 

“You’re a sexy woman, Laura. Very sexy.”

That time, those words weren’t uttered in the flat, assessing way he’d spoken outside the convention. No, they were dripping with heat. And admiration. However, so keyed up no response would form, I simply nodded and staggered into the hallway. My soaking folds squelched. The taut material sliding over my solid, achy clit drove me to the very edge of insanity as I suffered the longest walk of my life.
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Without breaking stride, after flying into my room, I yanked the robe away and thrust the soaked bikini down my shaking, juice-slick thighs. After kicking the tiny wad across the carpet and ripping open my suitcase, I tugged Big Max from his box. With a growling moan, I leaped onto my back in the center of the bed. The universe pulsed as I lay there, legs flung wide, bent at the knees, and feet flat on the chilly covers. Though it probably wasn’t necessary, my tongue dragged in slow sweeps over the apple-shaped flexible knob.

One second, I was licking; the next, my fist drove it deep into me. As my flesh squelched, gripping the gliding monster, an ear-shattering scream blasted from my lips. In an instant, my pussy spasmed, and I bucked on the creaking mattress. A lengthy blink later found me, neck bent backwards, staring at the headboard as madness ignited every synapse. 

With long, rapid motions, I thrust the ebony rod faster and faster. Its solid spiderweb of ridges gouging me, Big Max forced apart my clenching folds. One after another, the most powerful climaxes in years shattered my bed-slamming, shuddering body. In the end, I was nothing more than a panting, squirming wreck. Each aftershock sent me arching upward while hissing through gritted teeth.

Once I finally unclenched my other fist, releasing a handful of sheets, I swept its shaky fingertips over my sweat-slick frame. While huffing, I rotated my road lover and again did the math.

Rochelle, doing what I’d just done, can make some serious money. 

A soft groan escaped my shaking lips. As I eased the ebon wand from me, my sticky fingers glided along its juice-coated ridges. Only once had I made the mistake of rushing. And that time, upon collapsing, I narrowly missed hitting the edge of a bedside table. Yeah, he was that large.

At long last, I staggered into a scalding shower. While eating dinner, the news told of a tremendous storm. The airport was already closed. A text on my phone confirmed they’d canceled my flight. All the energy drained from me as I sighed. 

“Now what?” I mumbled, before downing the rest of another attractive but bland meal. “Well, a long workout in the morning would be good.”

Every time I closed my eyelids, images of Derrin’s pretty eyes returned. Not to mention echoes on my skin of his girlfriend’s little finger and Dave’s hunky body. Need to work them out of my system and... It struck me as I chewed my lower lip. Screaming like a madwoman, I’d just come while fantasizing about all of them. My brow creased. And not about my husband. 

“What should I tell Dave?” I whispered to the empty room. When the ghostly sensation of stiffened flesh under taut cotton had my fingertips twitching, I giggled. “The spousal type.”

Right then, as promised, the proofs arrived with a series of chirps on my phone. While lying on the mattress, scrolling through them, I drifted fingers between my legs. As I scoured the shots, they caressed my fresh—boring—white cotton panties.

Although after Derrin’s pep talk, the images became sultrier, once Dave came into view, they were beyond steamy. My fingertips slid under the waistband to play over baby smooth skin. When Mia’s sleek silhouette appeared, I gulped and stroked my clit like she should have. That blast caught me by surprise. The instant bucking as I screamed, sending a spray of spit skyward, had me shaking. Talk about wound up.

After that desperate orgasm, I let a much slower rub draw a gentle boom from me. Once settled, I resumed scouring the pictures and slid the juicy fingers into my mouth. Dave always thought that was hot. Right at that moment, I really missed him. As wondrous as he was, Big Max could neither hug nor kiss. Then again, me grinding between two strangers wouldn’t shock my well-used ebon friend like my hubby would be. If I told him. 

What Dave didn’t know couldn’t hurt him. And I didn’t want him to be hurt. We needed the money. Laura and Dave needed money. So Rochelle would get them the money they needed. Simple, right?

Rochelle will also get something else Laura needs.

At the sudden thought, I jerked in surprise. Chest a steel cage, my head flopped backward on the mattress. As it spiraled above me, I stared at the sparkly ceiling. 

“What did that mean?” I murmured. After a long sigh, my shaky fist groped around for the phone.

“Hi, honey!” Dave answered right away. “How’d it go?” 

His voice brought back memories of the kids at Christmas. Both excited and apprehensive they hadn’t received what they wanted.

“It was exhausting.” My still heavy breathing added to the truth in that statement. 

Smile on my face, I sent him the pictures. But first, it was necessary to gauge his reaction; he received only the ones taken before I removed my top. When a muffled gasp was followed by a low whistle, my grin widened.

“Wow! You look amazing! Was that outside?”

“Yes, on the hotel balcony.” My suddenly dry lips smacked. “Um, overlooking the city.”

Although his breathing quickened, he remained silent for a good, long while. Okay, so he wasn’t angry. Nope, he remained supportive. Time to up the ante. The next batch was me topless, but still before Dave’s appearance.

“Oh, my God! You’re so hot! Oh!” His exhales became ragged.

“Are you jerking off to your sexy wife prancing half-naked in front of the entire city?”

He gulped loudly. Rhythmic grunting followed, and then finally he exclaimed, “Yes!”

“Love you,” I said with heat racing up my cheeks as the image of him with his cock in a racing fist flashed into my mind.

When he groaned, the phone thumped. It must’ve slipped from his grip. After thrusting my hand into the panties and rubbing along with him, I rolled onto my back. My smile broadened as I stared at the ceiling, writhing and moaning while sounds of his eruption filled the receiver. The world smeared as I bucked, and his grunting filled my ears.

At long last, he whispered breathlessly, “I love you so much.”

While gasping for air, I inspected my shiny fingers. And made a decision—perhaps the wrong one—not to share the rest. Not yet. “If you’re alright with them, I’ll tell Derrin to post them.”

“Derrin?”

“The guy who I told you about. He took the photos.” At Dave’s silence, I sighed. “Don’t worry. Nothing happened between us. His girlfriend was there the whole time, helping him with the equipment.”

And teasing the fuck out of me.

“Oh, okay. Uh, well, as I said, it’s your body.” A slow exhale sounded from the phone. “If you’re alright with this, go for it.”

Sliding a sweet juice covered finger into my lips, I smiled, and “Rochelle” moaned under my breath. 

“What did you say?” he asked.

“Sorry dear. Nothing. Just my stomach growling. Lousy hotel meal.” His laughter had me imagining his twinkling eyes. I gazed through a window at the cloud-filled dark sky. “I suppose you heard about the weather?” 

“Yeah, be careful out there. Get home when it’s safe. I’ll be waiting for you.”

While biting my lower lip, I could also imagine the leer on his face as he spoke the last words. “Horny for me, dear husband?”

“After those pictures, I may have to whack off just to be able to drive to work tomorrow.”

After licking the rest of my fingers clean, I chuckled.

“Oh, hey sweetie, before you go. Listen to this.” He sent me a voicemail from our eldest. In an excited tone, Dean explained his wish to study abroad in the summer. 

“Wow, that sounds wonderful,” I responded, grinning at my son’s cheerful tone. Then Dave told me the cost. Ka-ching, ka-ching! My stomach dropped. “Uh, well, when I get home, we can go through the budget again.” My voice sounded as hopeless as we both felt.

“Okay, we can do that. I guess.” Somehow, he sounded even more hopeless.

“Alright, dear. Gotta crash. Since I’m stuck here tomorrow, I’ve got a monster workout planned for the morning.”

To the quiet rumble of his muted guffaw, my mind wandered. Would the gym time help? My insides fluttered. Because, after hearing that call from Dean, my insides already knew what I—no, Rochelle—had to do.

“Good night, gorgeous. I love you,” Dave said before blowing me a kiss.

“Love you too, sweetheart.”

After hanging up, I scrolled through the last pictures. The ones I hadn’t sent. With a soft sigh as heavy raindrops started spattering against the window, I dialed. Derrin instantly answered the call.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Derrin. It’s Laura. Um, the Laura from this afternoon. Uh, on the balcony.”

He chuckled. “I won’t forget ‘Laura on the balcony’ for a long time. What’s up?”

“First, um, go ahead and post the pix.”

The silence dragged until at last he cleared his throat. “All of them?”

A slow exhale left me. “Yes.”

“Okay. No problem. Let me know if you want to do this again.”

He was about to hang up. With the room spinning quicker, words flew from me, “I’d like to, uh, try the, um, interactive solo thing.”

“You sure?” Derrin snorted, then added in a quieter voice, “I mean, you did great today. But video’s a little... Well, those photos were very hot. You—”

His concern for me was endearing, but we needed the funds. While gulping for air, I couldn’t slow my heartbeat. Because I also wanted to see those pretty eyes again. 

“Yes, I’m sure.” My chin bobbed in the increasing gloominess as the sky darkened. “But, um... Could you do it tomorrow? Before I, uh, change my mind.”

“Okay, give me some time to get set up. We were already packed to leave, but the storm’s delayed us.”
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With sweat trickling down my skin in the dim hotel gym, my mind wandered like it tended to do. However, instead of the beachside scenes I zoned out to in the past, Derrin’s gold-streaked eyes glinted. As I moved, the tight workout shorts slid over my shaved flesh. So much for the calming effect of exercise. Legs shaking, I huffed my way back to my room. 

Should I satisfy myself in the shower? Or wait for.... Wait for him to watch? 

While my heart pounded, I chewed my lower lip. Once the sweaty clothing surrounded my feet, my fingertips skimmed my glistening mound. The tiniest stubble had appeared. After raising my eyebrow, I nodded at my reflection in the mirror. 

“Sure”—I gulped—“I can wait.”

When the next climax arrived, it’d be huge. And that meant a good show, which meant good money. Plus, pretty Derrin would be there. A grin flashed onto my face as I picked up the razor and headed into the shower.

An hour later, he texted, saying they were ready, and I stared at my phone. Tell Dave or not? With a quick shake of my head, I tossed it to the bedside table and wrapped Big Max in a towel. He didn’t need to know. 

Besides, the video may suck; Derrin may send me away. I swallowed. The look on his face and his gleaming eyes while I ground against Dave flashed into my mind. Uh, huh? Sure, he would.

Not bothering with clothes, I pulled the faithful thin robe around me and cinched its belt tight. But, one hand gripping Big Max’s wrapped mass, I froze in the little foyer.

“No,” I muttered, looking back at the phone. “We’ve been married too long to keep secrets. I gotta tell him.”

After returning to lift the device, the world slowed. For the longest time, a glossy red fingernail hovered above the “call” button as I stared into the mirror. Shiny in the filtered light, wavy auburn tresses, done up and placed with care, framed my face. It had taken a while, but I’d gotten the smoky, sultry evening makeup Dave called my “fuck me war paint” just right.

It’s not married Laura. This is sexy Rochelle, correct?

“Yes,” left me in a whisper.

With a sigh, I tossed the phone down once more and strode into the hall in nothing but a robe and my heels. As my heart hammered, each reflective surface along the way drew me so I could check myself. An instant later, I found myself focused on a door.

Room 834.

As my chest tightened, the numbers wavered in and out of focus. While letting out a long exhale, I squeezed Big Max’s toweled bulk. The older the boys, the more money they required. It was a simple math problem to which providence had provided an answer. Everything would be fine. All I’d be doing was what I needed to do, anyway. A trickle racing down my leg reinforced that point. 

Wham, bam and wait for the cash to roll in. 

Plus, Derrin would be there.

Another tickling stream descended an inner thigh.

With a shiver, I knocked.

Even as I lowered my hand, the door whooshed open, and air caught in my throat. My gaze snapped to the broad smile on the sleek Asian woman’s rounded face. When Mia’s fingers grasped my wrist, I let her tug me forward. The calming, rich aroma of pepper, delicate mimosa, and warm sandalwood wafted from her. She wore a simple black dress. Her long bluish-black tresses gleamed as they swished across her back.

“You look lovely,” she said, her eyes sweeping me from head to toe.

Under her twinkling gaze, I trembled again. One more pair of rivulets descended my weakening legs.

At a loud rumble of thunder, my glance shot to the closed, heavy drapes as my heels click-clacked over the tile floor. A ring of tripod-mounted lights centered on the bed were the only sources of light. Heart rate zooming, I furrowed my brow. It was the same room, but much neater. The aroma of household cleaner prevailed. Three cameras pointed at the mattress, which was covered in a crisp white sheet; I sucked on my lips. Somebody had piled several fluffy pillows in the middle.

Today I was the principal attraction. Not an after-thought or late addition. A grin spread across my face. Another trickle wove its way downwards.

“Ah, there’s our star!” 

When he sauntered from the bathroom, Derrin flashed that brilliant smile and swept those flutter-producing pretty eyes over me. And flutter I did as my lips parted. With a swipe of his finger on a small black box, the lights dimmed. Mia drifted from my side, turned on an array of electric candles, and checked each camera.

One of the large swivel chairs spun around to reveal Dave dressed in a skintight polo shirt and trousers. Though my heart had been racing all morning, it lurched in my chest. Despite, just as the prior day, his attention being on the phone in his hands, he fired me a quick grin before returning to the screen. 

A much louder peal of thunder shook the building.

“Any time you’re ready. No rush.” Derrin grinned. “No rush at all.”

With a swift slide of my tongue over the bright red—yes, I’d checked, and the color looked fine in the photos—waxy lipstick, I unwrapped Big Max. When the long, thick ebon mass came into view, Mia emitted a surprised gasp, and Derrin’s eyes sparkled. As those perfect eyebrows lifted, his jaw dropped. His focus flicked from the large, jet-black rod, its ridges glinting in the flickering candles, to my face, before sweeping my shivering naked frame. 

Lost in his gaze, I didn’t remember removing the robe that puddled at my feet. While I looked at him and tried to be sexy, my knees moved onto and across icy, snow-colored sheets toward the pillow mound. The chilly air caused goosebumps to erupt over my body, even as it flared with constrained need.

Showtime. 

Already puffing, I rolled to my back and slid into the feather-filled cushions. My gaze zipped between the ring of cameras, dimmed lights, and faint flickering faux candles. Engrossed in his phone, Dave had rotated the chair away and paid no attention. With a smile on her face, Mia stood next to Derrin, who dipped to look through a camera, now focused between my quivering limbs. 

Showtime.

As my heart ached, my chest went taut. For a brief second, I glimpsed the exit. But then widened my legs. When I arched up to position myself just right, the stilettos scraped before digging deep into the mattress. Under the bright lights, the folds between my shaking thighs glistened. Flushed, they squelched as I moved.

Can they hear that? I swallowed a nervous giggle. They’re about to hear and see a lot more. 

After a loud gulp, I bit into the corner of my lip and glided my dearest travel companion downward along my stomach. Mia’s eyes widened. With my fingers gripping the thick ebon silicon, Big Max began his most treasured job. 

As its blunt, rounded helm parted my slippery folds, I moaned and arched off the bed when he buried himself with a slow twist into me. My focus flew to the ceiling. Already soaking, my flesh offered little resistance to the solid dildo plunging deeper while my other fingertips, nails clicking together, sought and twisted a throbbing nipple. 

While squirming from side to side, I’d no idea what I looked like, stroking the ebon tool ever more quickly. God almighty! It had been a long morning. Yep, gonna be a big one, alright. When my abdomen spasmed, the room blurred. With a cry, my head drove backwards, sinking into the pillows, obliterating my crafted hair. Waves of heat flared across my face.

Oh yeah! Big money coming my way. Our way. My way. 

What would Derrin’s cock feel like? Those beautiful hazel eyes flashed into my thoughts. As my stomach became ever more tense, my breathing quickened. 

Oh, this is gonna be a tremendous fucking orgasm. 

With tremors blasting through my legs, my toes curled tight, scraping inside the vibrating, scratching heels. 

The bed shifted.

When I turned my head to stare through scattered auburn strands, a low moan slithered from me. Clothes and phone abandoned, Dave was crawling closer. At first, my gaze swept the approaching coal-hued hunk’s mountainous mass of muscles. But then my view dropped... The world stuttered. 

Wow! His—His cock is huge! 

Plus, as swollen as it was, he was happy to see me. As I gulped, its massive purple-black knob was aiming for my face. A large, glistening globule gleamed in its deep slit. 

Time stopped. 

Although my thrusting slowed, Big Max continued to squish back and forth within me. Dave halted with his tip just beyond my lips. Fresh men’s soap, along with the aroma of orange and leather, engulfed me. The cologne’s hints of leather were also fitting. My God, he was a mass of rippling ebon majesty. Our eyes locked and his long, powerful fingers slipped onto my wrist. After peeling my hand from the boob, he tugged it towards him.

Right then, alarms started to clang in the distant corners of my skull. I should’ve stopped and run away. All the way back to my husband. But... But I’d agreed to an interactive solo. 

Solo!

Doing this with him, uh.... “Us” meant not solo. But then my palm landed on Big Max’s living brother. 

So smooth. So warm. God, what a powerful pulse.

Every molecule of air flew from my mouth in a primal moan. As I struggled to breathe, my heart cranked into a frenzy. Blowtorches ignited across my moaning, twisting frame.

No matter what I thought, what I believed, or whatever moral compass Laura, or Rochelle, or anyone else possessed, my fingers curled around that pulsating rod. Though I squeezed, it was so wide my fingertips couldn’t meet. Even as he grinned down at my futile efforts, Dave moved his hand to ensure my rings were visible, then waited. 

Everybody waited.

The universe waited. 

Muscles tensing on the mattress, I flicked from his twinkling eyes to the sliding globule. So shiny. Thick digits eased loose hair
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