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Sometimes, the singleminded pursuit of Wealth can lead a girl down some unlikely alleys...
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Chapter One 
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A short introduction, wherein we encounter five professional men enjoying the hospitality of one of their employees - and perhaps more interestingly, the hospitality of his attractive wife.

We’re in the well-appointed kitchen of an expensive apartment.  There’s a pretty good view of the bay from the windows over on the other side of the room so we must be on the fifth or sixth floor.

In fact, when we look around we can see this is a good sized kitchen-diner.  There’s a hi-tech shiny cooking area which is to our right, and a glass-topped table near the windows, away on the other side of the room.  

There are four men seated around the table, playing cards.  The two at each end have to reach a bit to take their cards, but they don’t seem to mind.  Those two look mid-fifties, one of the others probably early sixties.  The fourth man is younger, maybe late thirties.  Their body language tells us that the younger one is probably the junior in some way, although they all carry an air of authority.  They are all well dressed, casual but designer-expensive.  The older guy is balding, just a little iron-grey hair left around his ears, cropped short.

We are standing next to the doorway to the hall and another man walks into the room, right next to us.  Good job he can’t see us!  He’s similar in age and dress to the two fifty-somethings.  He nods to his four colleagues, then turns to someone we haven’t noticed, someone standing to our right in the kitchen area, and he smiles and he says,

“I’ve got to say Steve, your wife is a superb fuck.  We’re going to have a great evening.”

The standing man tries to force a smile.  The card players have all stopped to look at the new guy, and the bald man calls out, 

“How’s that Andy?  Is she tight?”

“Tight enough yeah.  I had to use a bit of lube at first.  It’s the size of her tits though.  You get the right rhythm when you’re fucking her and you can make her tits really bounce!”

The four men laugh.  The one called Andy turns to the standing man again, and he says, 

“You’re a lucky bastard Steve.  I bet you get home from work, and the first thing you do is you fuck her senseless,” and the standing man is still trying to smile and is clearly trying to think of something to say, but the younger one at the table is pushing his chair back, standing up.  He says, “I’m up next.  Am I going to need some lube then Andy?”

Andy laughs and says, “You’re getting sloppy seconds pal.  There’s plenty of spunk in there to oil your tool.”  

One of the fifty-somethings says, 

“I suppose you’ll be pumping her full as well Martin?”

The younger man nods, and smiles, and says, “I think so.  Seems like a good plan to me”  

“Well get her to stand up when you’re done.  Get her to go for a piss or something.  I don’t want her so oiled that I won’t be able to feel myself inside her.”

Martin touches his forehead with the forefinger of his right hand, in a show of mock deference.

“You got it Jerry.”

He grins at the standing man, and leaves the room.  Careful!  He almost brushed his arm against you.  You know the rules.

Andy takes his place at the table, and calls to the standing man, 

“A chilled beer would go down really well now Steve.”  The standing man – we’ll call him Steve as well from now on, it is his name and he deserves that from us after all – he nods, and he turns to open the fridge.  The tall fifty-something who has not spoken yet says,

“Is somebody timing Martin?”  A chuckle runs around the table and the older man lifts his left arm, shows his watch, and says,

“Don’t worry Mike the clock’s ticking.”

There’s a sound from down the hallway, the rhythmic creaking sound of a bed being bounced on, and we can also hear the muffled “Ng...ng...ng...” of a woman’s voice.  It could be that she’s enjoying it, or it could just be a reflex response to being enthusiastically fucked.  The four men at the table smile and Andy, the one who has already fucked her, says, 

“Didn’t take him long to get his cock inside her,” then calls out, louder, 

“Shut the door you bastard I’m trying to concentrate.”  He says to Steve, “Go shut the door.” And it’s an instruction, and Steve goes and he shuts the door on his wife who’s having sex with the second man in fifteen minutes and is soon going to be fucked by three more.  And that’s just the start of the evening’s entertainment.  Outside the sun is still up, it’s barely half five, this is going to go on for some hours yet, one way or another.
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Beginnings (not forgetting a bit more Group Sex)...

So how did they get here?  How did an everyday couple, not saints maybe but not bad people – just the same as the rest of us really, when you think about it – how did they end up in this situation?

We need to go back four years for the start.  The point in time where things happened that set in motion a series of consequences.  Which in turn led, step by step, to the rather exciting get-together that we have just looked in on. 

Come on, let’s have a quick look before we get back to the action.  Hold tight, maybe close your eyes for a second or two... 

A different apartment; smaller, cheaper, same city.  We’re standing in a narrow little hallway.  The woman who the guys are fucking, four years from now almost to the day – her name is Danni, by the way – Danni unlocks the door to this flat and pushes into the little hallway, to the left of us.  She’s dressed for the office – white blouse, black trouser suit, black heels not too high, chain store stuff.  She looks tired but happy.  She’s carrying a cheap briefcase and a plastic bag with a bottle of supermarket own-brand champagne in it.

“Stevie?  I’m home darling.  Come here my lovely clever man!”

Steve enters the hallway to our right, he must have been in the living room.  They are both smiling, both happy.  Let’s take a step back into this doorway behind us – it’s the door to the one bedroom, by the way – and watch them for a moment.  Don’t worry, we won’t miss anything from the gangbang.  We can head off back to the same moment that we left and there’s plenty more to come.

Danni drops her briefcase and rushes down the hall.  She flings herself at her husband, still holding the champagne in one hand.  They kiss, passionately, and their hands begin to explore each other’s body, then Danni breaks away from the embrace.  There’s a wild, excited look in her eyes.  She steps back and takes the wine from the bag but puts them both on the carpet.  Says,

“Tell me how you did it you lovely clever man.”

Steve says, “I just did what you suggested.  I always interview well and I worked from the CV that we put together.”

While he’s talking, she’s undressing.  The jacket is thrown on the floor behind her, she’s unbuttoning the blouse.  Her eyes never leave his.

“Like you said it’s not lying, not as such.”  

The blouse is now unbuttoned, she’s peeling it off, throwing it onto the jacket.  The bra is another chain store buy, pale brown, lacy but well-upholstered.  That’s what she needs, her breasts are a good size.  She’s got a great figure, a great shape.  She’s reaching behind herself to unhook the bra.  Her breasts are large but not too large, not ridiculous.  They’re pretty firm-looking too, there’s maybe a little sag but she is twenty nine and as we can see they are generously-sized.  The nipples are medium-brown, a nice size.

Steve smiles, “They asked me about covering for the Finance Director when he was ill.  I described it exactly how we rehearsed it.”

She’s kicking off her shoes and we can see she’s not too tall.  Actually, I happen to know that she’s five feet two.  She’s unzipping the skirt now, letting it drop to the floor.  There’s a curve to her hips that is perfectly in proportion with her breasts; when she turns around in a moment you’ll see that her arse is not only a lovely peachy shape but also just the right size too.  She really does have a very fuckable body.

“I didn’t mention that they got Tim the Temp in.”  There’s a moment when the smile leaves his face and is replaced by – what? Panic?  Then it’s gone.  It’s only for a moment.

She’s pulled her knickers off and we can see that she’s gone for a landing strip.  She tiptoes up to kiss him again, then slips back into her shoes and pushes past him and into the living room.  Look!  See what I mean about her arse?  It’s not surprising that the partners wanted to gangbang her is it?  Let’s follow them.  There she is, leaning forwards over a dining table, making a show of reading a booklet on the table but pushing her arse back and inviting penetration from behind.  And Steve is not slow to accept, his pulled his cock out and taken hold of her hips and he’s already slipping inside her.  She must be very wet.  And notice how her breasts bounce as he fucks her.  Andy was right!  That is such a turn-on!  It’s certainly turned Steve on, he’s only lasted a couple of minutes before he’s moaning and telling her he’s cumming.  As if she didn’t know.

I know you’re keen to get back to the gangbang but let’s just stay to hear what they say after they’ve fucked.  It’s important.

They’re sitting on the sofa now, both naked.  Steve’s not what you would call heavily-muscled is he!  But he’s not fat either, that’s something at least.  They’ve opened the cheap champagne.

She says,

“So you told them what Tim had done but you let them think it was you.”  It’s a statement more than a question.  You can hear the determination in her voice.  The willpower.  She’s playing idly with his limp cock while she’s talking, rubbing his left calf with her right foot.

He nods his head, rests it back against the sofa, smiles.  His courage has returned.

“Yep.  It worked like a
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