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THIS BOOK IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is accidental and pretty damned impressive. 

THIS WORK IS NOT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18 OR OLDER, DEPENDING ON YOUR STATE OR COUNTRY.

The hotwife genre appeals to me. These are the books I like to read and the stories I want to tell, so thank you for reading my books.

CONSIDER THIS A TRIGGER WARNING: There is sex in this book, and lots of it. If reading about people having sex with others to whom they are not married offends you, please don’t read any further. If lesbian sex is repugnant to you, please do not buy this book. Close this page and step away from your computer. There is nothing for you to see here.

But if you are looking for a fun and dirty read. Then this is it.
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Gunnar lay alone in his king-sized bed with his window open and the sound of the Pacific Ocean surf crashing against the shore just outside. Gunnar’s wife, the woman he’d loved and been faithful to for more than thirty years, had passed away as the result of a traffic accident nearly two years before, and as much as he missed her, he had no interest in replacing her in his life.

As it was, Gunnar’s hands were full as the CEO of HIG International, a company with holdings around the world. When not in the corporate offices in Century City, near downtown Los Angeles, Gunnar might be on the corporate jet traveling to other HIG offices, Washington, D.C., or to visit important clients.

But now, Gunnar was watching his ceiling fan turn and thinking about his only child, Ricky, now past thirty and living in the same house with his father. Except for his years in law school back east, Ricky had always lived with his parents. It was a comfortable arrangement for both of them now. Gunnar knew that his son would one day get married, move away, and have a family of his own. But until then, Gunnar was happy to have his son close.

Ricky had graduated near the top of his law school class, and after two years working in the basement of a top-tier law firm, Gunnar had brought him into the company as the inside Corporate Counsel. It was a job well suited to Ricky.

The issue dominating Gunnar’s thoughts as he listened to the ocean was that his son rarely dated. Ricky worked and hung out with friends, but as far as Gunnar knew, Ricky had never had a girlfriend.

Although Ricky did not present an imposing figure, Gunnar was certain his son wasn’t gay. He was shorter than average, as his mother had been, but he exercised and played some sports. Ricky knew he didn’t have his father's command presence, and it wasn’t that he was shy and retiring. He was able to hold his own when he accompanied his father on plant visits and important sales calls. At times, his legal advice had proved helpful.

Ricky simply didn’t date very often because he was often a premature ejaculator. He couldn’t help but come too soon. His condition was an embarrassment, so he didn’t let it play a role in his day-to-day life. It certainly increased his dating anxiety.

In the morning, after only a few hours of sleep, Gunnar could think of little else but his son. He padded into his gourmet kitchen and sat at the granite-topped central island, eyeing the sub-zero refrigerator, the enormously expensive hanging lights, and the immense copper-colored sink. He’d had the kitchen remodeled for his wife just months before her passing. Now, except for a selection of breakfast cereals and a coffee maker, the kitchen was rarely used.

Several times, Gunnar had entertained at his home, and for those occasions, he’d always used caterers. A slight smile crossed his face as he remembered how much the caterers had loved this kitchen. At least someone had made use of it.

It was a beautiful morning, and Gunnar took a bowl of breakfast cereal and a cup of coffee out to the deck. There were only a few sailboats out, and it was still too early for the beach crowd. The morning was already warm, and the slight breeze off the ocean felt good on his bare chest. After finishing his breakfast cereal, he savored his coffee, already dreading the drive to work in Century City.

A few minutes later, Ricky joined him, carrying a matching bowl and a glass of orange juice. For a time, they sat silently next to each other, enjoying the calm morning view.

“Do you have plans for today?” Gunnar spoke at last.

“Just the Knox contract review,” Ricky answered. “Then I need to pick up a suit at the Westfield Mall.”

Westfield was an upscale outdoor shopping mall with a variety of stores and restaurants. 

Gunnar slapped his son on the back before carrying his things into the kitchen sink and walking upstairs. He dressed casually and was soon steering his black Mercedes onto the Southern California freeways. The distance to work wasn’t far, only twenty miles or so, but as one of his friends had said, when asked on a Monday when he might arrive, “By Tuesday for sure.”

Gunnar spent time visiting with members of the executive staff before greeting his longtime administrative assistant, Gloria Page. Gloria was much more than a secretary; she was like a Rottweiler guarding the throne. She looked stern with her hair in a tight bun and a serious expression on her face. Except for a few exceptions, any person wanting time with Gunnar had to first go through Ms. Page.

Gunnar had first hired Gloria because of her fantastic body. It was only later that he discovered how smart and talented she was, not to mention tenacious. He still admired her body, and Gloria knew it.

Gunnar’s office reflected his personality. The floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic view of Century City’s towers, and one wall was covered with bookcases stuffed with volumes he’d actually read. The art on his walls was sparse, but what was there was highly sought-after collectibles. His desk, along with the bookcases and credenza, were made of gleaming mahogany. The surface of his desk held only a yellow pad, a gold Cross pen and pencil holder, and a telephone. His laptop was hidden in a specially constructed shelf that looked like a drawer until it was pulled out.

Gloria followed Gunnar into his office, carrying two file folders, which she placed on his desk before taking a seat in one of the comfortable visitor chairs. “Remember, you have a meeting scheduled with Candy from finance this morning.”

“How could I forget?” Gunnar smiled before selecting one of the folders, and Gloria opened her light blue secretary's pad to take notes. Gloria still preferred her pad and shorthand to the computer.

The two worked through much of the early morning, taking time out for the usual unavoidable telephone calls. There would be a meeting of the Executive Committee the following week, and a great deal of preparation was needed.

Long before noon, Ricky came in through the door leading to the adjoining Board Room. Ricky was the only other company employee allowed to flirt with Gloria, but in a platonic way. However, their joking did get ribald at times.

By 11:00, when Candy arrived to go over the current financials with Gunnar, Ricky had already gone.

Candy was an amazing woman. She’d started at the company as an intern, and now, at age 30, Candy was one of the leads in the Finance Department. She was also the person sent to deal with the boss, and it wasn’t just because of her looks.

Candy had been raised in a small midwestern town, and a teacher had persuaded her to enter a beauty contest. Candy had known next to nothing about beauty contests and hadn’t seriously prepared, but won anyway, which automatically entered her in the contest for the State title. Candy was too busy to take that contest seriously either, and even though she showed up late, she still won.

That victory automatically qualified her for the big contest, with participants from all the States and Territories. Candy was a seriously beautiful auburn-haired woman, now competing in the big time. Her home state sponsors brought in professionals to help her with hair, makeup, and whatever else was needed. Candy’s talent was numbers; in her head, she could add, subtract, multiply, divide, or square root any set of numbers she was given, no matter how many there were, and usually in seconds. This time, Candy didn’t win, but she was named the second runner-up.

Candy secretly considered herself to be, to use an old-fashioned term, over-sexed. She’d lost her virginity during the beauty contest week in New York City. A billionaire, in late middle age, owned the contest and took an active interest in the contestants. He wasn’t a bad-looking man, and when she was introduced to him, he invited her to his penthouse to see the city at night, and Candy, under the impression that several people had also been invited, agreed to come.

The view had been spectacular, but the conversation had been mind-numbing. Candy and the wealthy contest owner had been alone in the immense condo when he suggested that they talk. As it turned out, he did all the talking, and in the accent of a mob boss from a Hollywood movie. Worse, the only thing he talked about was himself. Candy was only half awake when he put his arm around her and moved in for the kill. She didn’t fight because it at least kept him from talking about himself.

The sex had been surprisingly good, though the billionaire had only been interested in his own pleasure. Still, part of that was having such a beautiful young woman, with a perfect body, available to him. He was aroused by touching and caressing her, which also excited Candy. His cock wasn’t anything special, and he had little interest in her satisfaction, but despite all that, Candy had an orgasm.

Gunnar came out of his office to greet her, with Gloria looking on. Rather than going into his office or the next-door Board Room, Gunnar told Candy he needed to go to the Westfield Mall and asked her to accompany him. They’d be able to go over some things in the car and talk more in one of the mall’s restaurants.

Candy agreed on the condition that she could spend a few minutes in one of the women’s stores. Gloria waved them off, and a few minutes later, they were in Gunnar’s car.

“Candy,” Gunnar began. “How is it that you’re not married?” Then, having caught himself, Gunnar apologized for asking such a personal question, saying it was none of his business. But Candy simply smiled and answered that she just hadn’t found the right guy yet.

In the mall, Gunnar went to the Apple store after agreeing to meet Candy in one hour at the Tea Bar. She was waiting with her briefcase and a bag from Bloomingdale’s when he arrived, only fifteen minutes late.

“This is a nice way to spend a work day,” Candy said in greeting. “But, I’m starting to feel guilty.”

After kidding her about being the boss, Gunnar suggested they go inside and get to work. The bar was not crowded in the afternoon, and they were directed to a quiet table that could seat four. Candy was almost finished taking Gunnar through her presentation for the Executive Committee when they were interrupted.

In the middle of a sentence, Candy noticed a man holding a suit bag standing behind Gunnar with a finger held to his lips, as if asking her not to say anything. Gunnar saw Candy looking over his shoulder and turned to see what had caught her attention.

“Candy,” Gunnar said, with a large smile on his face. “Let me introduce you to my son, Ricky.”

When Candy stood to smile and shake his hand, Ricky was struck dumb. He was sure he’d never met Candy at the firm, for he would not have forgotten such a gorgeous woman, much less one who would be here working with his father. It took Ricky a moment to gather his wits, a male reaction Candy was accustomed to seeing.

At Gunnar’s invitation, Ricky joined them, and Candy continued her presentation. After a few minutes, Ricky could tell that Candy was more than an incredibly beautiful face, and he relaxed in her company.

As Candy wrapped up
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