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"Working on your birthday?" Beth asked.

"I know. I was hoping being self employed would mean I could take days off when I wanted." Yvonne said, with a sigh. "But, well, Tony wants to run some visuals past me, and he says they'll look best laid out on a big table. Sounds silly to me, but here I am."

"And all dressed up, I see."

"Well, he did promise me a fancy meal afterwards. So I put on a nice sexy dress." And the very skimpy underwear he got me, she didn't add. They could have some fun in the car on the way home from the meal.

"Tony called ahead and booked you meeting room two. There's almost no-one else in the building. They've all decided to go home early. Head on up."

Both the meeting rooms were on the top floor of the building. The other three floors were filled with short term offices, used by other self employed people and small companies that only needed them occasionally. Yvonne and her husband had used the offices regularly and not only improved their productivity, but made several useful connections, both professional and personal. Beth was both, but they tried to keep their conversations professional when they were in the building she owned and managed.

Meeting Room two was large and open, with light wood flooring and a window that dominated the whole of one wall. The main item of furniture was a grand oval meeting table in the middle of the floor, surrounded by matching chairs. Yvonne put her bag on the table, then went to stand by the window.

The window overlooked a small park, beyond which was another, more mundane, office building. Yvonne watched the late afternoon traffic of office workers escaping early with a little smile. She and Tony had been like that, once, before leaving to start their own business. Ironically, they now worked more hours than they had before, but they wouldn't go back if they could help it.

The door opened, and Yvonne turned at the sound. The man striding toward her wasn't her husband, but a stringy, tightly muscled chap wearing shorts and a tight, long sleeved top. He was opening the large satchel slung over his shoulder. His face looked familiar, but Yvonne was more interested in checking him out physically. She did like a cyclist's body, all that lean definition and tight buttocks. He smiled at her and pulled three envelopes from his bag.

"I've got a delivery for you." the cycle courier said, handing over one of the smaller envelopes.

This was unexpected, but not entirely unexpected. Tony did like to spring surprises to mark birthdays and anniversaries. At least she was dressed up for whatever he had planned. Conscious that the courier was watching her with an uncommon interest, Yvonne tore open the envelope and pulled a card out of it.

The writing on the card was in her husband's distinctive sharp script.


'The courier is in The Gang. Give him your knickers and he'll tell you how to get them back. T.'


Yvonne looked up sharply at the courier, who was trying to look disinterested and not smile. Now she remembered where she had seen him before. She and Tony had received their invitation to the website dedicated to arranging gang bangs and orgies but, she thought, not taken advantage of it yet. Obviously, Tony had used it when she wasn't around so that he could organise a birthday surprise for her.

The courier opened the larger, padded, envelope, ready for Yvonne to fill it. If she did as the card said, he wasn't going to look away. She grasped her dress just below the waist and started bunching up the material, pulling the hem up until she could reach under it and hook her hands into the lace of her underwear. She pulled her panties down her legs and stepped out of them.

Holding out the near-nothing she had just taken off, Yvonne dropped the wisp of material into the offered envelope. The courier closed it and handed over the last one. The tremble of her fingers gave away Yvonne's excitement as she opened it.

'Flash the nice man, or more, if you'd like, then let him leave. Wait in your car for the next instruction. T.'

"I've forgotten your name. I'm really sorry."

"I'm Jason."

"The card says I should do this." Her dress was simple but sexy, light blue, with a low neckline to show off her cleavage to best effect, it buttoned all the way down the front. She reached down and released the bottom three buttons, then pulled the front apart. Jason watched as her shaved mound was revealed, paying particular attention to the neat slit of her pussy lips. In the short time since he had handed her the first card, Yvonne's excitement had started to ramp up, and the lips were already darkening as the blood began to pump to them. "Will you be seeing this again later?" Yvonne asked, trying to keep her tone as even and non-committal as possible.

"I believe so."

"Would you like a taste to be going on with? Something to show you what to look forward to?"

"That's quite alright, I'll wait. The anticipation makes it better later." Jason's smile suggested he had done this sort of thing before, and he knew what he was talking about. He put the large envelope back into his satchel, gave a little nod and walked out of the room.

Yvonne couldn't make her legs move at first. She leant against the table whilst her heart hammered away. It was really happening. She and Tony had talked about their fantasies, turning each other on imagining what they would do when they got up the nerve to bring in The Gang. Hers had been to have a series of dirty encounters, in places where she risked discovery, as she travelled from place to place hunting clues. They had never made clear what the clues were for, that never mattered in the build up to sex. But now she knew- it was all part of a treasure hunt, the prize the return of her expensive, underwear.

Picking her bag up, Yvonne straightened her shoulders and back and walked purposefully to the elevators. She looked more composed than she felt. The elevator doors were highly polished metal, giving her a slightly hazy reflection of herself to consider. She was about average height, but slim, her figure, after two children, as good as ever thanks to the cycling and swimming she had started doing a year before. Her auburn hair fell in thick waves to her shoulders, framing an attractive face with what her husband referred to as blow job lips, full, soft and loaded with character. The men she met on her treasure hunt weren't going to be disappointed. The lift pinged and the door opened, taking away her reflection and opening onto the next part of her adventure.

In the foyer, Yvonne could sense Beth's eyes on her as she walked toward the reception desk. The other woman didn't often work front of house, staying back in her office chasing up new clients. Of course, it had been Beth who had introduced Yvonne and Tony to The Gang. With the smile she was failing to hide, she had to know what was going on. "Away so soon? Did the courier deliver something important?" Beth asked, unable to make the questions sound innocent.

"Well, he took something, actually. I've got to head out and.... meet some people." Yvonne's reply was an equally obvious lie.

"Well," Beth stood and leaned over the desk, holding out a key ring, "if you should need to get back in later, these are master keys. I'm closing the offices a little early today."

Yvonne took the keys, and put them straight into her bag. She was sure there would be a significance to them, but felt that she'd have to wait to find out what it was. "Thanks. Well, erm, I'll see you later."

"Maybe. Have fun, birthday girl."

Yvonne's car was parked under the building next door. The basement car park had spaces reserved for clients of Beth's office space and wasn't open to the public. Yvonne flashed a pass to the man who operated the gates and walked over to her Mini, parked in one of the furthest corners.

Sat in the car, Yvonne realised she hadn't buttoned her dress up again, as the front split open, revealing her pussy. It would be almost impossible for anyone to look through the window and see it, but if she didn't button it up, she would know she was flashing the world as she drove along. She liked that idea, and spread her legs to let her sex tingle in the cool air.

There was a tap on the window beside Yvonne's head. She jumped, and quickly closed her legs. What if the attendant had walked over and seen her flashing. She looked to her right, and was greeted by the sight of a man in jeans standing beside her car. Only the space between his waist and knees was visible, and the bulge in the front of his tight trousers drew her attention. Not the attendant, then.

The fingers that had tapped the window moved in a circle. Yvonne understood the message, and pressed the button to open the window. The man didn't move to look through the window. She would have to speak to his crotch, which wasn't such a bad thing. "Do you have the next clue?" she managed to say, her voice warbling a little with nervousness.

"I do."

"There's a forfeit, isn't there?"

"Every clue requires something from you in return."

He didn't have to say what the forfeit was, Yvonne had guessed it almost immediately. She looked around. The car park was about half full, but most of the vehicles were clustered along the opposite wall. A big square concrete pillar blocked the view of the attendant's box, so he wouldn't be able to see what was going on.

Licking her lips in anticipation, Yvonne sat up in her seat and reached through the window. She released the buttons of the jeans with nervous fingers that grew more confident as the contents were revealed. He was wearing no underwear, and she could easily pull the thick, warm trunk of his cock out when she had undone all the
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