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  Working Girl 3: Putting on a Show

So once you’ve really understood the implications of your lover’s generosity, and that it includes sharing you with his closest friend and business partner, you really should know where that’s heading, shouldn’t you?

You should have guessed that it’s heading for an evening pretty much like the one where he admits he gets a kick out of watching you with other men, and would you mind going to this club with him, where you could fuck strangers while he watched?

Beth  Masters really should have expected something like that.

But at the time, well, it was all so new to her, such a rush of novel experiences, scenarios she had never in a million years expected to become a part of her life. It was all she could do just to keep up, let alone work out where her lover’s rich appetite might lead them.

§

Beth woke, as the bed shifted. There was another body, naked, spooning her. One arm looped over her ribcage, the hand cupping one full breast. His body, hard against her, all muscle and coarse hair, his dick against her back, stiff as only an early morning erection can be.

She wriggled against him, pressing her ass into his lap, feeling his balls shift against her and that hard shaft twitch in response.

There was a hand on her hip, too, a different hand, a lighter touch, the thumb gently caressing.

She opened her eyes and saw Edward Deller looking back.

Deller. The business partner and old friend of her lover, Bill Grady. Both of them, her employers, for the duration of her summer internship.

Holy fuck, but how did she come to be waking up looking into Ed Deller’s eyes? And...

She twisted, reached back, found that hard dick with her hand, and then it all came back, memories of the night before rushing through her early morning confusion. The exhibition opening where Bill had introduced her to Deller for the first time. The flirting – that kind of flirting that always has an edge, an undercurrent; that subtext of uncertainty that said there could be far more going on here if she wanted it.

That ‘far more’ had started in the back of the limo and they’d taken it from there, and oh my God but they’d filled her like she’d never been filled before. Like she’d never even imagined. And to think, only last month she had still been a virgin.

That line from My Fair Lady leapt into her head: I’m a good girl, I am.

She withdrew her hand and wiggled her ass again, then reached forward, and found Deller’s dick. Long and slim, it was just starting to grow hard. She squeezed, tugged gently, and it responded.

“You like that?” she murmured, and it could have been addressed to either of the men in her bed, as she squeezed and pulled and wriggled her ass.

She shifted, twisting so that she could move down Deller’s wiry body, her long blonde hair trailing over his torso, her lips working down to where his body hair grew thicker, to the base of his dick as she held it upright, away from his body. She started to lick him hard, just there, while her hand cradled his length, her tongue making firm sweeping movements across his shaft and then changing to lick along its length.

Grady shifted behind her, and she was able to move onto her knees, raise her head and then lower it, Deller’s dick sliding in between her lips. She took him deep, raking his length with her teeth so that he groaned out loud, a desperate, animal sound.

Strong hands on her ass, and then it was her turn to feel teeth, as Grady bit her ass, gently teasing at her soft flesh with teeth and tongue, working down to the top of her thigh, working inwards until his chin was pressing against her, and then his tongue slid into the folds of her pussy, licking and parting and entering.

Beth arched her spine and pushed back against her lover’s face as his tongue drove deep inside her – she still thought of Grady as her lover, and Deller as... what? She didn’t even have the words to describe what Deller had become, as part of this strange, exhilarating relationship.

§

She reached back, found Grady’s head, pulled him away from her by a handful of his tousled, dark hair.

“Easy now,” she gasped. If he carried on doing that she was going to come, and she didn’t want that just yet, she had other plans.

“Up here, both of you. On your knees.”

They kneeled in front of her on the bed, leaning back on their haunches, their dicks standing up from their straining bodies. What a visual that was! Muscles taut, bellies rippled, a sheen of sweat on the skin, both of them looking at her, waiting, watching.

She reached out, took a dick in each hand and started to rub, pulling at them with a twisting movement of the wrist, over and over again. Both dicks long and hard, Deller’s longer and slimmer, Grady’s with that extra girth that would always make her feel so incredibly full.

Both of them, slick with their juices so that the heel of her hand slid easily across their engorged heads at the end of each stroke.

It was his eyes that had struck Beth first about Grady. Those piercing, blue eyes. Right now, he was looking down, watching her hand on his dick, always a one for the visual. Briefly, he looked up, met her gaze, and then he looked down again, this time at her hand on his partner’s dick.

“You like that?” she asked him. “You like watching?”

She leaned forward, dipped her head and took that long, slim dick deep into her mouth, her eyes never leaving Grady’s face. She sucked and swallowed, feeling the head of Deller’s dick slipping into her throat and back out again, knowing what that tight friction did to Grady when she did it to him, and then pulling her head away so that she could rub the length of the shaft with her hand.

She could see the response in Grady’s body, the tightening, the tensing of muscles.

He nodded now. He did like it. He did like to watch.

She pushed down again, her mouth around Deller’s dick as Grady watched and her hand stroked and squeezed his dick.

This wasn’t going to last long at all, it was just so damned intense and horny.

She pulled away from Deller, and shifted so that she was kneeling, leaning forward, a dick in each hand, pumping them hard in her tight grip.

So close to them both now, she paused to rub their dicks across her face and through her hair and then she started to pump them hard once more, both men groaning now, in time with her movements.

Deller was the first to reach his climax, with a groan that turned into a strangled cry, a sharp upward thrusting of his hips and then a jet of hot, creamy come shooting out across Beth’s face and into her open mouth.

All the time, her eyes never left Grady’s, so they didn’t miss that widening of his eyes as he watched his partner’s juices spurt over her and then he was coming too, and she lowered her open mouth towards him so that he was coming onto her tongue, her lips, her chin, and then she lowered her head further and took him inside, sucking him as he started to grow soft, while just to one side, Deller’s long dick lay soft in her hand.

§

Beth Masters had always thought of herself as a good girl, and maybe she still was. It all depended on your definitions, after all...

Now, flopping onto the bed as she finally relinquished those two dicks, she turned onto her back, smiled sweetly at her lover and his friend, and said, “So d’you think it’s my turn now?”

§

It still seemed like a dream. She hadn’t quite thought of it in those terms, but as soon as she told Joanna it made sense to look at it like that.

“This whole month. It’s like it happened to someone else, like I’ll just wake up and I’ll be back in my college room and I’ll be, like, what...?”

They were out in the evening sun at a bay-side bar, a pitcher of beer and two big glasses between them, and a few fries left on the plate they’d shared. Proper student fare.

Joanna was tall and dark, a complete contrast to Beth’s wispy, blonde look, and she had that way of looking at someone when she knew they were dodging issues. The look that pinned you to the spot and asked questions without anything ever being said out loud.

She gave her cousin that look now, and Beth felt compelled to go on. “Bill, work... all of that. You know...”

The look hadn’t wavered.

Beth took a sip at her beer, and said, “So there’s his business partner. His oldest buddy. Ed Deller. Funny, a bit direct, if you know what I mean.”

Words made it all seem so cheap and sordid. How was she supposed to explain to Joanna how far she had come from the innocent young student who’d come to stay for the summer?

How far she’d fallen, perhaps.

“So what happened then, hun? What did this Deller guy do?”

“Nothing. It’s all fine. All good.”

“I don’t shock easily, you know.”

Beth raised her glass again and took a long drink.

“Well that night I didn’t come back?”

“The exhibition?”

“They had a suite at the Excelsior.”

“‘They’?”

Beth looked down, away, and she knew the hesitation was answer enough.

“Well air high fives, Beth, I never knew you had it in you.”

She didn’t know what kind of reaction she would have expected, but not this. She’d expected at least some kind of reproach, a strong whiff of disapproval. She’d expected to be measuring her fall in her cousin’s reaction, not seeing this look of respect.

“I... I’ve never done
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