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Chapter 1: Flashing The Delivery Man
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The living room smelled faintly of the lavender candle Lisa had lit an hour earlier, trying to set a mood that felt both playful and dangerous.

It was Friday, February 13 - unlucky for some, but tonight Mark and Lisa were betting on luck of a very different kind.

The clock above the fireplace showed 8:14 pm. in soft blue digits. Mark sat on the edge of the leather couch, elbows on his knees, fingers steepled under his chin like a man waiting for a verdict.

His dark jeans were already uncomfortably tight; he hadn’t touched himself yet, saving every ounce of anticipation for whatever happened when that doorbell rang.

In the hallway mirror Lisa gave herself one last critical once-over. Thirty-two years old, five-foot-six, curves that had filled out beautifully over the past five years of marriage.

Her blonde hair fell in loose waves past her shoulders. Green eyes, lightly lined with kohl, caught the hallway light and threw it back like sea glass.

She wore exactly what they’d agreed on: sheer black negligee that stopped mid-thigh, so transparent it was more suggestion than garment.

Beneath it, a red lace suspender belt whose four straps framed her hips like gift ribbon; black seamed stockings with the line arrowing perfectly up the back of each leg to the delicate clips.

She wore no bra, so her full C-cup breasts pressed against the chiffon, nipples already dark and erect from nerves and the February chill that seeped through the front door; and finally - no panties at all.

The bare skin between her thighs felt scandalously exposed every time she moved.

They had rehearsed this a dozen times in whispers. She would open the door just wide enough to let the pizza box through.

The driver - presumably the usual acne-scarred college kid - would freeze, stammer, maybe drop the insulated bag.

Mark would stay out of sight at first, then step forward with cash and a grin, tipping extravagantly while Lisa giggled and closed the door

Afterward they would tear into the pizza on the couch, still half-dressed, recounting every second of his flustered expression before then embarking a slow and luxurious fuck on the rug.

It was supposed to be harmless exhibitionism, a spice to throw on their comfortable routine.

Lisa smoothed the negligee over her stomach, feeling the faint tremor in her fingers. “You still sure?” she asked without turning around.

Mark’s voice came from the living room, low and rough. “More sure than I’ve been about anything in months.”

She smiled at her reflection - small, wicked, a little frightened. “Then here we go.”

The doorbell cut through the quiet house like a knife. Sharp. Authoritative. Exactly 8:17 pm.

Lisa’s bare feet whispered across the hardwood. She paused at the door, one hand on the knob, the other unconsciously cupping her left breast through the sheer fabric, thumb brushing the nipple.

Deep breath. She opened the door six inches, just enough for business.

The man standing on the porch stoop was not the college kid.

He was at least six-two, broad through the shoulders, the red-and-black delivery polo stretched tight across his chest. Late twenties, maybe early thirties.

Dark stubble that looked deliberate rather than neglected. Hazel eyes that didn’t blink, didn’t widen, didn’t dart away in embarrassment.

They simply took her in - top to bottom, slow and deliberate, cataloguing the negligee, the suspenders peeking below the hem, the naked strip of skin where panties should have been.

“Large pepperoni, extra cheese, garlic knots,” he said. His voice was low, almost conversational, as though women in lingerie answered his deliveries every night.

Lisa felt heat crawl up her throat. The script had just been incinerated. “That’s... us,” she managed.

He didn’t hand her the bag. Instead he balanced it on one forearm, reached into his back pocket with the other hand, and pulled out his phone. His thumb swiped; the camera app opened. The lens glinted under the porch light.

“Turn around,” he said.

Lisa blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Hands on the doorframe. Arch your back. Push that ass out.” The words landed flat and certain, no question mark at the end.

Mark, still hidden in the living-room doorway, felt his stomach drop through the floor. This was wrong. This was very wrong. And yet his cock gave a hard, involuntary twitch against his zipper.

Lisa’s mind raced. She could slam the door. She could yell for Mark. She could laugh it off and pretend it was all a joke.

Instead - slowly, as though moving through water - she turned. Her palms found the wooden frame.

She arched, feeling the negligee slide up the small of her back, the hem catching on the curve of her ass until cool night air kissed her bare cunt.

The suspenders pulled tight; the red lace framed her like a target.

The driver stepped over the threshold without asking. One black work boot, then the other.

The front door clicked shut behind him, sealing the three of them inside. The insulated pizza bag landed on the entry table with a soft thud.

Flash. Flash. Flash. Three quick bursts from the phone camera. He crouched, angled low, capturing the way her pussy lips peeked between her thighs, already slick and slightly swollen from nothing more than the walk to the door and the weight of his stare.

“Now a bit wider,” he said.

Lisa shifted her feet apart. The stretch pulled the seams of her stockings taut. Another flash. He reached out - casual, proprietorial - and ran one calloused fingertip along the inside of her right thigh, just brushing the lace clip. She shivered violently.

Mark finally found his voice. “That’s enough now. You should probably leave.”

The driver glanced over his shoulder. For the first time he really looked at Mark - five-eleven, athletic but softer around the middle these days, hands clenched at his sides.

The hazel eyes flicked down to the obvious bulge in Mark’s jeans, then back up.

“You’re the husband,” he said. Not a question. “Go sit on the couch. Hands flat on your knees. Don’t speak again unless I ask you something.”

Mark opened his mouth. Closed it. His legs moved before the rest of him caught up.

He backed into the living room and dropped onto the middle cushion, palms slapping denim, heart slamming so hard he could feel it in his teeth.

The driver returned his attention to Lisa. “On your knees now. Face to the floor. Chest down. Ass high.”

She sank slowly. The hardwood was cold against her forehead and breasts.

The negligee bunched around her waist like a belt. Her knees spread naturally; ass cheeks parted just enough to expose everything—pink folds glistening, tight rear hole winking in the hallway light.

Flash. Flash. He circled her, boots deliberate, capturing her from every angle. When he crouched behind her again she felt his breath ghost across her skin.

“Pretty little cunt,” he murmured, almost to himself. “Already soaked. You two planned to tease someone tonight, didn’t you? Bad planning. Should’ve checked who was driving.”

He stood. “Where can we get a vibrator?”

Mark’s throat worked. “Bedroom. Top drawer of the nightstand.”

The driver disappeared down the hall. Thirty seconds later he returned carrying the hot-pink wand - thick, ridged handle, broad silicone head - and the slim silver bullet vibe they sometimes used when they wanted to edge each other for an hour.

He knelt behind Lisa again, pressed the wand directly to her clit, and thumbed it to high without preamble.

Lisa’s entire body jerked. “Oh fuck...!”

“Hold. Still.” His free hand clamped onto her hip, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise. “You move, I stop. Understand?”

She nodded frantically against the floor. The wand buzzed mercilessly, sending white-hot pulses straight up her spine.

He worked it in slow, grinding circles, never letting the pressure lighten.

With his other hand he slicked the bullet in her dripping arousal, then pushed it inside her - slow, inexorable, until only the retrieval cord dangled out. He flicked it on. Dual vibrations collided inside and outside her body.

Lisa’s moans turned raw, animal. Her thighs trembled; sweat beaded along her spine.

The driver kept her pinned, controlled every twitch, every involuntary rock of her hips. When her breathing hitched into that telltale staccato he ramped the wand to its highest setting.

She orgasmed like a storm breaking - back arching, cry muffled against her own forearm, cunt spasming hard around the bullet.

A hot gush soaked her inner thighs and puddled on the floor beneath her. The stockings laddered in ugly runs from knee to mid-thigh where she’d ground against the wood.

He switched both toys off. Pulled the bullet free with a wet sound, wiped it carelessly along her quivering thigh, then did the same with the wand head.

Standing, he admired the wreckage: Lisa collapsed forward, ass still presented, cunt twitching in aftershocks, negligee twisted, mascara smudged at the corners of her eyes.

“Not terrible,” he said. He pulled out his phone again, thumbs flying across the screen. “Two friends are 10 minutes away. They’ll bring condoms. And you’re going to take all three cocks tonight while he watches.”

Lisa lifted her head just enough to meet Mark’s eyes across the room. Her pupils were blown wide, lips parted, chest heaving. Mark stared back, mouth dry, cock leaking steadily into his boxers.

The driver tucked himself - still fully clothed, erection straining his delivery pants - and looked between them.

“While we wait,” he said, “crawl to your husband. Both of you are going to kneel and get me nicely warmed up with your mouths. Move.”

Lisa pushed herself up onto hands and knees. The motion made fresh wetness trickle down her leg.

She crawled - slow, deliberate, hips swaying - across the hallway and into the living room. Mark slid onto the floor, on his knees.

The driver unzipped.
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