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Where ‘The Master’s Wife’s Birthday’ Fits In The Overall Story

Plus a Few Words of Explanation

This little story overlaps two series: ‘Bought by the Billionaire’ and ‘Buying the Virgin’. At the time I wrote it, hovering over how to title it for Reader Transparency, I was caught between where to put it in the series’ sequences and what to call it.

I opted for ‘Bought by the Billionaire’ Part Twelve. In retrospect, it was the wrong choice.

This story is not in the direct sequence following ‘The Master’s Wife’ (i.e. BBTB Part Eleven). In fact, two years separate the stories. And if you have followed the tale of Richard and Beth, Charlotte, James and Michael, you will know that a lot happens in between.

What I should have done was label the story as a ‘Buying the Virgin’ episode and place it between ‘The Virgin’s Wedding’ and ‘The Virgin’s Real Christmas’. 

In fact, in the complete series compilation, ‘Buying Charlotte’, where I call it ‘Bonus Content’, that’s exactly what I do.

In truth, until now (October 2022) it really didn’t matter, as there was nothing written that would fit between those times to confuse the issue.

However, I am now writing ‘The Billionaire’s Bride’, which picks up exactly where ‘Bought by the Billionaire’ left off. Calling this ‘Part Twelve’ would be highly confusing for most readers.

So... Long story short... I am re-titling this episode – or to be exact, re-subtitling it. It is now:

The Master’s Wife’s Birthday

A Story From

Bought by the Billionaire

And

Buying the Virgin

A Continuing BDSM, Ménage, Billionaire, Erotic Romance

If you would like to see where it fits into the storyline, you can visit my website at:

https://www.simone-leigh.com/timeline-infographic-for-buying-the-virgin/

And if you would like to go back in time to read about Richard and Beth’s early days of marriage in ‘The Billionaire’s Bride’, then here’s your link:

https://www.simone-leigh.com/series/billionaires-bride/

And now, read on...

Happy Reading 😊

Simone Leigh (Author)
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Michael

The day is going to be hot. Already, sunlight slants across the bed and the room is growing uncomfortably warm.

“Fancy a swim anyone?” I ask.

James nods agreement. Charlotte stretches and yawns. “Mmmm. Good idea. I’ll just get into my costume.”

“No need. The pool’s all locked up yet. It won’t be open to the hotel guests for another couple of hours.”

“Great. I’ll just grab a towel.”

The three of us amble through the hotel to the pool in bathrobes, and I re-lock the doors behind us to be sure we have privacy. 

James dives cleanly into the water, eating lengths with a steady crawl. I follow. Charlotte, slightly more demure, steps down into the pool. Perhaps, with her full figure, diving is not so comfortable for her.

Still, watching her swimming naked beside me is a treat that, although we’ve been married a few months, I’ve not yet learned to take for granted. She looks delicious, and even in the coolth of the water, my cock twitches. I’d love to frolic with her in the pool, and I don’t doubt James would too, but there’s a working day ahead of us.

Coming back through the hotel, James and Charlotte following somewhere behind me, and wearing just a towel around my waist, Richard and Beth are there, waiting in Reception. Startled... I didn’t expect them... I all but walk into Beth, raising my hands at the last moment to avoid colliding with her.

“Whoa...! Hello Beth, Richard. Lovely to see you.”

She’s beautiful; outwardly so like my Charlotte, but their personalities are very different. Still, as I reach to kiss her on the cheek, my hand brushing her shoulder, I feel her breath hitch.

Jeez, Beth. If Richard notices...

Hastily, I back off. The last thing I want is any misunderstanding regarding my feelings towards Beth. She’s a dear friend and a lovely woman, but she’s also another man’s wife, and... she’s not Charlotte.

“I’ll, um, be back in a minute. Just bear with me.” Making my way back to the house, I pull on jeans and a tee-shirt, then return to re-join the group. As I enter, Richard’s eyes are following me, then Beth. Is it my imagination, or is she flushing slightly? And is there a speculative look in his eye?

Time to change the mood...

“So, is this a social call or is there something I can do for you?”

Richard pastes on a smile. “I thought it was time to visit. See how my investment is doing...”

“Of course. Let me show you round. Bookings are coming in nicely.”

*****
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Charlotte
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In my office, in the new Haswell Building, constructed after the old one was destroyed in a fire, I stare out of the window over the vast City Project going on around and below me. Now that the new bridge is open, linking the old and new parts of the City, the work is on-going at an unbelievable pace, turning dilapidated slums into a glorious new cityscape.

I grew up in the old area, with its appalling memories, and I love watching the transformation.

There is a tap at my door.

“Come in.”

It’s Richard... Richard Haswell... Billionaire CEO of the corporation.

What’s he doing knocking on my office door? If he wanted to talk to me, normally I would get a call from his PA, Francis, asking me to call by his office. On the other hand, he did give me away at my wedding. If it’s something personal...

“Hello, Richard. I didn’t expect to see you here. Um, is there something I can do for you?”

“Hello, Charlotte...” He seems ill at ease. “You like your new office?”

He’s prevaricating. That’s not what he wants to talk about...

“Yes, it’s lovely. Thank you. I can see everything that’s going on from here.”

“Yes, I made sure you got a room with a view over the Project...” He trails away... and I wait...

What’s wrong? Is he embarrassed about something?

Then, with the air of taking his courage in both hands, “Um, Charlotte, while it’s just you and me, I wanted a bit of a chat. And I didn’t want to have this particular discussion up in my own office. Francis knows that she’s supposed to listen in on my meetings, and I didn’t want her hearing this one. I... have a favour to ask you.”

“Of course, Richard. Whatever I can do.”

He holds up his hands. “Don’t say ‘Yes’ until you’ve heard what I want to ask. This isn’t your common or everyday favour, and if you want to refuse, I will entirely understand, and I will never raise the subject again.”

What’s he talking about?

He is embarrassed, swiping his hand through his hair, and with his eyes wandering everywhere; looking anywhere but at me.

“What is it, Richard? You know I’ll do anything I can for you.”

His words sort of... fall out... of his mouth. “You see... It’s Elizabeth’s birthday soon, and... well, as you know, I find it hard to deny her anything she wants...”

He swallows hard... and again, I wait...

“You can’t be unaware that... well, I’ve seen the way she looks at Michael... And I know that the three of you; you, Michael, James, are... adventurous... She’s intrigued by the life you live and...”

It begins to dawn on me where this is going...

“... I wanted to ask you first... If Michael were to... with Elizabeth; just as a one off you understand... How would you feel about that?”

Face flaming, his words dry up.

My first reaction is indignation.

Michael is mine...

Then... But it’s Richard asking.

And Beth...

Richard coughs. “I can see I’ve offended you, Charlotte. My apologies. I shouldn’t have asked...”

“No. It’s alright. I was just thinking about it. And no, it’s fine. I wouldn’t mind. So long as Michael is happy about it of course.”

For the first time, he looks me in the eye. “You’re sure about that? I absolutely will not be offended if you prefer to say ‘No’.”

“Yes, Richard, I’m sure... but how were you planning on asking Michael? In fact, you’ll have your chance very soon. He’s dropping by to pick me up. I’m expecting him any time now.” 

*****
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Michael
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Rapping on the door of Charlotte’s office, without waiting for a reply, I walk in. “Hi. It’s only me....”

Richard is there, talking with her. Charlotte looks thoughtful. Richard is a little flushed.

“Something wrong?” I ask.

“Nothing’s wrong,” she says, a touch of mischief around her eyes. “We were just chatting.”

“So, what are you looking so solemn about?”

“Richard here has a favour to ask you.”

“Of course, Richard. How can I help?”

He’s bothered; chewing his lips, sweating... It’s not like him. Richard normally is very much in charge of the situation. I suppose you don’t get to be a Billionaire Alpha without that.

He starts talking, hesitates, starts again, then stops, his eyes sliding sideways to Charlotte.

“C’mon, Charlotte. Help me out here.”

Her eyes light up; devilment writ large. “It’s Beth’s birthday soon. Richard wants to give her a nice present.”

“So?”

“He wants to give her an unusual present. Something he knows she wants, but would never ask for...”

“Okay... So?”

She stares at me, and her meaning begins to percolate. “You mean...? You can’t be serious...”

“You know she fancies you. We’ve all seen the looks she gives you.”

I swing to Richard. “Richard, on my word of honour, I have never...”

He holds up his hands, reassuringly. “Relax. I know you haven’t. And neither has Beth. Trust me, we’d not be having this conversation if I thought otherwise.  But she’s faithful, not blind, and I’ve seen the way she looks at you. And... well, I know that the three of you are, um, open to ideas...”

I take a deep breath, rubbing the back of my neck, then. “Richard, for the avoidance of misunderstanding, you are asking me, as a favour to you.... as a birthday present to her... to bed your wife?”

He flushes. “I wasn’t going to put it like that, but, yes.”

I look to Charlotte. “You knew about this?”

“Richard asked me first, whether I would mind.”

“And you’re... okay with it?”

“Yes, if you’re okay with it...” She eyes me. “Come on. She looks so much like me. Surely you fancy her?”

“I’m not blind... But, Charlotte, we just got married. Are you sure...?”

“Yes, I’m sure. Before the wedding, the three of us all promised each other that nothing would
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Epilogue
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