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1 – The Cavanaughs
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As ageless Native American wisdom teaches us, 
“Being at the right place at the right time means everything when doing a rain dance.”
* * *
[image: ]


Standing at the glass-plate window, looking out over the gym floor, it always surprises me how many people are free at ten in the morning to work out. Don’t they have jobs to go to? I can see Mrs. Cavanaugh on the elliptical, she’s here four or five times a week. I bet she drives a Mercedes and has never worked a day in her life. She’s working with a trainer this morning and has an appointment with me in an hour.

This is probably the best upscale gymnasium in the city . . . and it’s a big city. I love working here. Not to mention it’s a sweet deal. Not many gyms have a physical therapist on staff, but then again, few have steam rooms, massage therapists, or on-site juice bars and a café that specializes in sprouts and cucumbers. 

I was hired right out of college once I got my license. More than anything, I think it was because I was young and good-looking, just like all the trainers. Now, five years later, I’ve got a nice little practice going. The Management loves it because I can treat existing members as well as bring in new clients seeking a PT. Not only do I get paid by the corporation, but I also bill insurance companies for my covered services. Like I said, it’s a sweet deal.

The building is huge. The gym floor is expansive, surrounded by specialty rooms. There are two saunas, a yoga room, a room for Pilates, with Zumba and dance in another. On top of that, there are several group training rooms and lockers with showers. Something for everybody. Then there is my office, with its own reception area, private office, and treatment room. This place is huge.

And, like today, I have time to stand here and look out the front of my office and watch the pretty people. It’s not like I’m a perv or something, well, maybe a little, but there’s just a lot of pretty folks. If some of LA’s beautiful people aren’t here, then the training staff are enough to die for. 

Hell, I don’t even need to look outside my office. Little Raya, my receptionist, is a hot young thing. She’s sweet and engaging, and does all my insurance billing. I can’t live without her. You would think I get all the sex I need right here . . . but this is work. You know, don’t shit where you live, or something like that. I’m a professional and keep healthy boundaries. Plus, I’d never do anything to cross management or put my practice at risk.

I can’t say it isn’t hard. Raya is naturally flirtatious. She’s incredibly fun to be around and even more fun to watch. Her slim figure always attracts my attention, no matter what she is wearing. Raya straightening up the treatment room is usually the highlight of my day—lots of bending over and reaching. Whenever we’re together, looking at the schedule or something, she’s playful and supplies the fuel for most of my active fantasy life.

I have a girlfriend, Jeannie, and we’re starting to get serious. It’s been a couple of years now, and we recently booked our first big vacation together—a cruise. I think it’s a precursor to us living together, which is a big step. I make good money, so I went all out for our Mexican Riviera cruise. We’ll be gone for almost two weeks, staying in a suite with a balcony. The best they offer. We already booked several excursions during the trip. It’ll be great.

Jeannie is attractive, funny, and, being an RN, an intellectual equal. She might not be as sexually adventurous as I would like, but we have years to work some of that stuff out . . . right? 

Raya, whose desk is in the reception area, snaps me out of contemplation by reminding me that Mrs. Cavanaugh’s appointment is in half an hour. She always gives me time to check my file and use the bathroom if I need to. I glance over to the ellipticals to see if Cavanaugh is still at work there before I head into my office. I like to know where I left off with each client before we meet.

Right on time, Mrs. Cavanaugh shows up. We’ve been working on a range of motion issue following a car accident injury. She is undoubtedly the most flirtatious client I treat. What’s odd is that in talking with the training staff she works with, I learn she’s nice but doesn’t flirt with them. Well, it must be that I’m just the cutest PT in town. 

Even a bit disheveled, with a towel around her neck, Mrs. Cavanaugh is one good-looking lady. Her expensive workout attire fits her like a glove, making most people do a double-take. She is probably eight or ten years older than me, but definitely in her prime.

“Good morning, Wesley. It’s my turn,” she says in a chipper voice and a wiggle in her step.

“Good morning, Lara,” we’re almost on a first-name basis. Even though I go by ‘Wes’ and the name on the door and my business card is ‘Wes,' Lara insists on calling me by my given name. 

“It is your turn, come on in,” as I invite her into the treatment room. “I saw you on the ellipticals earlier. How’s your shoulder and hips?”

She reaches out to touch my arm, “Have you been watching me, Wesley?”

So begins her coquettish banter. We work through her prescribed routine, checking on her progress as we go. The work on her pelvis involves having Mrs. Cavanaugh lie on her back on the table with her knees up, and me applying pressure to the side with the weight of my body. This provides ample fodder for Lara to make suggestive comments, movements, and sounds. 

I must admit that this woman does stoke my fire. She is one good-looking woman. I have to be careful in my linen work slacks, they don’t offer much concealment in the event my fire gets too stoked. And Mrs. Cavanaugh accepts the challenge on a regular basis.

Towards the end of our session, her conversation takes a turn to her husband, Mr. Cavanaugh. 

“He asked me to arrange an appointment with you. We’re on the same insurance.”

“Sure, just check in with Raya. She’ll put him on the calendar.”

“Great, but it’s just he can’t come here. He’ll need you to do your initial consultation at the house. He’s wheelchair bound.”

“Well, I don’t usually make home visits.”

“Please, Wesley? My husband would really appreciate it . . . he’ll make it well worth your while. And of course, I will be eternally grateful,” the final comment coming with another stroke of my arm. 

“Okay, okay. See what Raya has, something at the end of a day in the next week or so, and I’ll come out on my way home.”

That gets me a hug and a peck on the cheek. Mrs. Cavanaugh sashays out to Raya's desk, happy, I’m sure, that I’m just one more that she can bend to her will, along with the rest of the world. She is some kind of woman. 

On my way out for lunch, Raya says suspiciously, “Making house calls, are we, Wesley?”

I slump my shoulders in defeat and nod, “Did you run his insurance?”

“Yep, good as gold. Zero copay.” 

Well, there’s that.

“You’re scheduled to be there at four o’clock tomorrow.”

“Ugh. Thanks.”

It will be interesting to see how the Cavanaughs live, I suppose. And how flirty Lara gets alongside her husband. I doubt she will as forward in his presence . . . but who knows? And kids? I can’t imagine there are any with a figure like Lara’s. I swear, she’s forty going on twenty.

After lunch, it’s quiet except for a few drop-ins, but I did have to suffer Raya’s good-natured ribbing about being a lowly male wrapped around Lara Cavanaugh’s little world for the rest of the day. 

The next afternoon rolls around without another thought of the Cavanaughs until Raya offers up a reminder. Dang, I need to get on the road. It’s a short drive, but I’m already late. Arriving at five minutes after four, I’m taken aback by the large entryway and fancy landscaping. The obvious affluence answers a few of the questions about Lara . . . but just as many pop up.

I know I’m expected, but it’s not either of the Cavanaughs who answers the door. I think she’s a housekeeper. 

“This way, please. The Cavanaughs are in the solarium.”

The solarium? Holy shit! Walking through the house, I concede—the Cavanaughs are hella rich. 

“Wesley! You’re here! Thank you for coming,” Lara says as she jumps up and makes a beeline to receive the handoff from the maid. The ensuing hug is full-bodied.

“You have a beautiful home,” seems to be the appropriate thing to say as we make our way to her husband, sitting in his wheelchair.

The “solarium” is incredible—high glass walls and ceiling, with exotic plants and flowers of every sort filling the room. I can’t see it, but I can hear a water feature hidden away somewhere. The centerpiece of the room is a large, circular, ottoman-like piece of furniture about ten feet in diameter, offering seating to take in the unique room from any direction. 

Lara directs me to a cluster of comfortable chairs where her husband is waiting, as she makes introductions. Barry is his name, and he is, in fact, wheelchair bound. He seems to be an agreeable sort. What strikes me is that I thought he was in his wheelchair due to a recent injury of some sort, but clearly, he is a lifer. His arms and legs are atrophied, and his motorized chair is top-of-the-line.

“Barry, this is Wesley I’ve told you so much about,” Lara says in her upbeat manner.

“Wes, please,” Lara is the only person in the world other than my mother who calls me Wesley. “It’s nice to meet you, Barry,” as I sit in a chair next to him. Looking over the obvious, I point out, “I’m sure you’re aware that there are specialty therapists more suitable for your condition.”

“Oh, yes. I have seen them all. However, I’m looking for something a bit more specialized . . . personal. And according to Lara, you might be willing to offer the treatment I need.”

According to Lara? Our conversation is interrupted by the housekeeper dropping off ice water for the three of us.

“Thank you, Sarah,” Lara accepts the tray. “If you would give us some privacy.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Lara sets the tray down within reach of Barry and me, then steps away. I thought it was to honor her husband’s confidentiality. 

“You see, Wesley . . . excuse me, Wes. I’ve been in this chair for over a decade—severed spinal column. In that time, my inabilities in some critical areas of life have become a health risk. This is why I need your intervention desperately.”

I listen patiently, not having a clue where this is headed.

“I’m sure you are aware,” he continues, as if he’s been preparing this speech, “there are not only physical challenges with injuries such as mine, but mental and emotional ones as well.”

That’s true, so I nod.

“And not just for me, but for all those close to me. Especially Lara. And for that, I need your intervention. I need you to be my surrogate.”

“Your surrogate?” I ask as Barry starts to roll away. I get up to follow, “Your surrogate what?”

As I turn to walk alongside Mr. Cavanaugh's motorized chair, I’m startled to find the very attractive Mrs. Cavanaugh stretched out on the large circular ottoman naked, as if she is basking in the indoor sunlight streaming in from above. She is beautiful, her arms languishing above her head, with a slight arch to her back and one knee propped up.

Holy cow!

Barry rolls right up to the unique piece of furniture and gazes at his wife. I’m stunned, and a bit embarrassed, but my eyes refuse to turn away. I ogle this fair-skinned personification of perfection. I’ve always appreciated Lara in her leotards at the gym, but this . . .

“I don’t understand.”

“I need you to be my surrogate lover . . . for both our sakes.”

Unable to take my eyes off Lara’s pert breasts, and her waist made even more slender by her pose, but I don’t want to seem unprofessional. I clumsily grasp for something sensical to say.

“And how does this figure into your treatment?”

“I need to watch . . . desperately.”

I just stand there, dumfounded, trying to process the situation. All logic is thwarted.

With my eyes still locked on Lara, “Why me? Aren’t there escort services out there or something?”

“Because this is as much for Lara as for me. She has been faithfully dedicated to my treatment since the accident. And for a couple of years now, we’ve been trying to find someone suitable, someone she can trust. And after a pretty extensive search, Lara has chosen you. She says you are an honorable man and have shown respect and incredible restraint in every encounter with her. Are you married, Wes?”

“No.”

“Lara thought not.”

“But you are.”

“Yes. Happily, so. And this is an act of love on both our parts.”

Shaking my head but growing in my pants, “I don’t know, how would this even work? Like where would we . . . and when would . . .?”

With subtle confidence, Barry softly says, “Here . . . and now.”

I am so lost in the outrageousness of having this conversation with the husband of the naked woman I’m gawking at that I hadn’t noticed her sensual movements had brought her close enough to reach out and tug on my pant leg. Without thinking, I follow her encouragement and shuffle forward the few inches until my toes touch the ottoman. Looking up at me, Lara’s hand slides up my leg and runs the length of my now partially engorged cock.

Aw fuck!

When I don’t immediately back away, Lara rolls over and gets up on her knees. 

As her hands reach for my belt buckle, I ask, “Are you sure?”

I don’t know who I’m asking, Barry or Lara or both, but Barry answers.

“Oh, so very sure.”

In the time it takes my zipper to go from top to bottom, I am fully engorged. Oh shit! No turning back now. Lara guides my slacks to my ankles, then lifts my dick from my boxers. There is a glimmer in her eyes as she looks up at Barry.

“Lara told me she thought you were well-endowed. What a pleasant surprise.”

He’s pleased that I got a big dick? How fuckin’ weird is this! I do have a nice cock, especially for someone of as slight a frame as Lara. 

Lara shifts about onto her haunches, bringing herself nose-to-nose with her new friend. In contrast to the flitty and flirty personality Lara presents at the gym, this evening she has been all business—the business of sensuality and seduction. Sitting there with my dick in her hands, she offers Barry an appreciative smile.

I’ve never had a woman visibly admire my manhood like Lara is. As she touches it to her face, there is an audible sigh. Barry wasn’t kidding . . . he’s watching. Watching every move his wife makes. Enjoying every move his wife makes. 

Could all this be legit? Am I really providing physical therapy to a quadriplegic and his dedicated wife? I’m snapped back to reality when Lara takes me into her mouth. My girlfriend doesn’t do blowjobs, whereas Lara is lovingly running her lips up my dick. Her tongue massages the underside as she holds me in her mouth.

Fuck! It’s been less than a minute, and this is the best oral sex I’ve ever had. Barry scoots a little closer to get a better view. As Lara makes love to my cock, I find what started out as uncomfortable, having another man’s woman suck my dick while he watches, is actually becoming a turn on.

As Lara takes me into her throat, her gag reflex rebels. Fighting to hold onto my cock deep with all her will, she looks up at me with tears forming in her eyes. Throat shit spirts from the corners of her mouth, and her fair-skinned face turns red. Fuck!

Even though Lara wants to suck my whole cock, my size forces her off with a gasp. She rubs my piece of meat across her face, smearing the strings of phlegm into her cheeks and across the bridge of her nose. I’ve never seen anything so sexy. Lara must be starving for intimate touch. 

Licking from stem to stern, she readies her rock-hard lover for what she wants most. Turning around from her kneeling position, Lara climbs onto all fours at the edge of the ottoman. I don’t even have to move as her hips glide back to me. Damn, she’s got a nice ass!

I’m ready to fuck now. Any concerns I had about professional compromises have flown out of one of these large solarium windows that surround us. All I want to do is make this wanton woman wail.

Guiding my weapon towards its target, Lara reaches back, taking hold, as if I might have a change of heart and get away. If what they tell me is true, it has been years since a cock has enjoyed this lovely sex. As much as I want to slam my dick to the hilt in this hotter than hot woman, I need to be sensitive to her near-virgin status.

As I nuzzle in, she’s wet and ready. I glance Barry’s way for an attitude check, only to find him zeroing in on our point of contact with intense interest. He’s as wet and ready as Lara.

To control my descent, I take Lara by the hips. As I gently open Lara’s flower and the mushroom head of my dick pushes in, Lara gasps . . . Barry gasps . . .  and Lara drops to her elbows. Oh hell, this might all be true.

I know this position, I love this position, it’s my fantasy position. Standing, I’ll be able to rock her world if I can only get to fucking. My slow descent is agonizing, but Lara expressively reacts to each inch. It’s reminiscent of fucking young girls in college and introducing them to a big dick for the first time. Stretching their tight pussies to yet unknown extremes. If I’m here to give Mrs. Cavanaugh her first orgasm in years, this is going to be a breeze.

At the three-quarter point, it feels that neither Lara nor Barry can accept any more, so I begin my slow withdrawal. My flared head always offers a thrill, especially the first time, being bigger on its way out than going in.

This adds another gasp to the ongoing moans coming from Lara. Looking over at Barry for another attitude check before the real fucking begins, I swear, he is licking his lips. Okay, I conclude that lip-licking is a thumbs-up in my book. 

When my cockhead opens Lara’s pretty flower wider for a peek out, I reverse course. I’m trying to resist the temptation of picking up the pace too soon, when Lara pushes back against me, capturing a large hunk of meat with a groan. 

Oh, I guess Lara is ready . . . and it’s on. With a partial withdrawal, she seeks more meat. The strokes aren’t hard or fast . . . yet, but steadily gaining more depth. Lara is already on the edge, but as I pick up the pace, Lara’s back muscles flex and stretch in response. Damn, she is a fine-looking woman.

Using her hips to ensure strong, controlled thrusts, Lara floods me with her first load of gratitude. Probably the first she has offered to another in years. Judging from Barry’s reaction, if he were still connected to his dick, he would have cum too. I think, come on, people, we’re just getting started here.

As the fucking gets going, Lara tries several times to rise up on her hands to participate more, but ultimately ends up with her face on the cushion. With muffled moans, groans, and yelps, I drive into this fresh cunny with intention. I’m going to make this woman wail for the first time in years.

And wail she does, as her sex flutters and spasms, just before she falls forward, stretching out on the ottoman before her, quaking and shuddering. Barry is giddy. I think he would applaud if he could. This is so fucking weird. 

I’m standing there with my wet dick, hoping for more, when Barry makes a request.

“Would you mind lying on your back, so I can watch my sweetie on top?”

Oh good, he’s expecting a round two.

“My pleasure.” 

No . . . really . . . my pleasure.

I sit on the edge of the ottoman with my dick standing tall between my legs, waiting for Lara to rejoin the party. It’s a bit uncomfortable sitting here with Barry. The envy he must have for any dick able to pleasure his beautiful wife must be intense, let alone mine.

After a few minutes, Lara rises up. 

“Whew, I had forgotten what that was like.”

“I know, baby,” Barry soothes, “And I’m sorry it's taken so long. Are you ready for more? I think your friend would like to continue.”

Friend? This is so bizarre. As Lara gets up on her hands and knees to crawl over to me, I slide back on the large piece of furniture and lie back. My dick, now a bit deflated, stands in the middle.

“Would you mind climbing on top, dear?”

Lara looks me up and down with a grin. It’s an odd feeling, being a surrogate . . . a piece of therapy equipment. That is, until Lara reaches out and takes hold of my dick and leans in to capture my lips with hers. It’s not just a peck. Her mouth opens, and her tongue invites mine to dance. It’s a great fucking kiss. 

I can’t see Barry, so I can only guess this is part of the plan. Once our kiss is over and my tool is fully fueled, Lara stands to straddle me. Looking down at her prize, she considers her approach.

“Face this way, babe,” comes from Barry.

Quite happily, Lara does a one-eighty. Now facing Barry, she crouches down until our sexes meet. With a tight grip, it doesn’t take much to guide me into her ready sex. She tries to control her descent, but hasn’t counted on losing the strength in her legs. At first, they wobble, then Lara falls to her knees—and that was a real eye-opener.

Slamming down on my pelvis, Lara drives my cock into her cunny to the hilt. She screams out and falls forward, catching herself on my knees. Breathless, she looks up at Barry.

Concerned, Barry wants to help, “Baby, are you alright?”

Only able to nod initially, Lara finally whispers, “Oh my god, Barry! Yes, I’m good. I’m very good.”

I try to comfort her with a rub along her lower back, but that’s about all I can reach. This is her first experience of my whole manhood. Everything up to this point has been limited to three-quarters—so much for taking it slow and easy. It takes several minutes for Lara to move again. 

Staying hunched over my knees, she rocks her hips back and forth. It doesn’t help that she has my dick pinned back, trying to escape out her backside. But it must be scratching some internal itch, because Lara starts to grind down on one particular area. Her moans and groans escalate to grunts and snorts until she climaxes with a squeal and falls forward again. Damn! I wish I could see Barry.

It’s all fine with me, I’m enjoying watching Mrs. Cavanaugh’s great backside impaled on my dick. Not to mention the special attention her whole cunny is offering. Quaking and shuddering up and down my shaft, her orgasm is quite the treat for me. It’s been a long while since I’ve had sex with an expressive lover. Jeannie is reserved, whereas Lara narrates her whole orgasmic journey with moans and groans, grunts and yelps. She cries out when she reaches her destination.

I patiently wait with my dick fully embedded. I so want to thrust upward with my hips to send us both into orbit, but I have to remember this is therapy, not sex . . . right?

Finally, Lara resurfaces. This time, she climbs into an upright position before any stimulating movements. It does relieve some of the pressure of my dick trying to right itself, but that’s about all.

Fully implanted, she adjusts to its presence with several deep breaths. Slowly, her hips start to undulate. Doing a slow-motion belly dance on my dick, she begins to amp herself up again. It’s one continuous moan, barely stopping for a breath. I can feel the dousing of my lap with Lara’s juices as her body trembles through some minor orgasms.

As the motions become more vigorous in her self-satisfying exercise, she becomes more vocal. Now she's getting me excited. In a spectacular effort, she reaches back and braces herself on my chest. Lifting her hips rapidly, she is working herself up into a frenzy and headlong into a massive climax. 

Being the nice guy that I am, I help. Taking her by the hips, I support her lifts upward and add a thrust of my own. Lara is over the top quite quickly, but I’m too far gone to stop until I reach the top as well. Pounding from underneath, Mrs. Cavanaugh shrieks and squeals until she loses all control of her body, and I unload my spunk as deep as I can.

Virtually convulsing, Lara collapses back directly on top of me. Holding her shuddering body in place, I let her ride out what I hope is a great climax. After a long while, my dick finally slithers from her sex, and I roll to the side, still supporting Lara through to the tail-end of her internal celebration. 

As we sit up, I get a “Wow” from Lara, echoed by Barry. I have to give it a “Wow” as well. Lara gives me a peck on the lips, then crawls off the oversized ottoman and climbs into Barry’s chair, sitting naked on his lap. She swings her legs over the arm of the wheelchair and snuggles in, in what seems to be a familiar and comfortable position.

I don’t know what they expect, but I’m done for the next hour or so. Reaching for my clothes, they watch me dress with satisfied smiles on their faces. 

Barry breaks the after-sex silence, “We can’t thank you enough for accommodating us, Wes. I know that it superseded both of our expectations.”

What do you say to a husband thanking you for fucking his wife? Do I mention that I loved it? Do I tell him, your wife is a drop-dead fox, and I’ll fuck her anytime? No . . . I smile and nod instead.

“I feel a need to compensate you for your time. This really was a critical intervention for us.”

That’s nice of him, “I can’t in good conscience bill your insurance for this evening, so that's okay.”

“Can I pay you out of pocket? Just tell me how much.”

I don’t know what to say to that. It strikes me wrong on so many levels, so I finish tucking in my shirt and step up to Barry’s chair. I take the naked Mrs. Cavanaugh’s hand and kiss the back of it, and then rub Barry’s shoulder.

Trying to keep this somewhat professional, “I’ve had an exceptional evening. Thank you both for inviting me into your home and for considering me in such a deeply personal matter. I know it was important for you.”

With that, I offer my good-byes. I would have loved to be a fly on the wall after I left, to hear the conversation. Were they really appreciative, or was I some cad that took it too far? Maybe I was a pawn in an elaborate evil scheme of some sort. I suppose I’ll find out in time if Lara ever flirts with me again or if I start receiving blackmail demands.

Either way, it was a great night of sex. It’s been a long time, college maybe, since I had such an enthusiastic lover. Lara is one hell of a woman. One side of me was glad that I could offer some therapeutic intervention to a needy couple, the other was damn, I’d love to fuck that sweet piece of ass again—just a bit of a dichotomy . . . I’m a complex guy. 
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2 – Open Negotiations

[image: ]


Walking into my office in the morning, cute little Raya is already at her desk.

Without looking up from her computer, “Do you have a treatment summary or billing codes for me from last night?”

That slows me down as I’m flooded with mental images of Lara’s fair skin, tight ass, and pert breasts. 

“No, I didn’t end up providing any billable services.”

That gets Raya's attention, and she looks up from her computer with a confused look.

“What?” I ask.

“Then why was Mr. Cavanaugh on the phone this morning asking to book a time to discuss further treatment options?”

“Barry?”

“If that’s Mr. Cavanaugh, then yep.”

“Did he say what options . . . or mention last night?”

With a more suspicious confusion, “Nooo.” 

“Hmm, when is Lara’s next appointment . . . I mean, Mrs. Cavanaugh?”

Raya’s fingers dance across her keyboard, “Um, next Wednesday.”

Damn, that’s too long to make him wait for a response. 

“Did he say anything else?”

“Just that you could come out to the house again, or he could come here.”

Here? Hell no. 

“Did you book a time?”

“No. I didn’t want to schedule without talking to you in case you wanted to meet offsite again.”

“Okay, thanks. Did he leave a number?”

“Yeah, here.” Raya hands me a Post-it. “So, what was their house like?”

I try to remember back, but all I can see is Lara’s pretty face sucking my dick.

“It was incredible, beautiful. They have a solarium.”

In her twenty-something way, Raya types solarium into her Google search to see what I’m talking about.

“Hmm, I’ve always wondered. Mrs. Cavanaugh seems rich, but she’s so nice. I mean her workout outfits alone . . .”

All I can do is nod. She is . . . rich, and she is . . . nice, and she is . . . smokin’ hot in her workout outfits. Right on all counts. 

I head back to my office, contemplating how to handle Barry. As much as I enjoyed being his surrogate, I’m not some young stud for hire. That’s when I noticed that during the argument with myself, my dick started to stiffen. 

I hum and haw for about an hour, not wanting to have this conversation over the phone. But I don’t want to bring any part of this into my workplace, my practice. 

I holler from my office, “Raya, go ahead and schedule an offsite with Mr. Cavanaugh for me. Thanks.”

I had tried to shake last night out of the forefront of my mind. It was such a bizarre experience, hearing that Barry called has brought it all right back. Not that it’s a bad memory, but that it has been all-consuming since walking out their front door. I’ve had to work at putting it out of my mind.

Again, lost in thoughts of Lara, Raya startles me, leaning against the door jamb of my office.

“Aaron Burns will be here in fifteen minutes for his appointment, and you’re scheduled at the Cavanaughs tomorrow night. Mr. Cavanaugh invited you for dinner. I said ‘yes.’”

“Dinner?”

“Yep. I figured if you’re not getting paid when you go out there, they might as well feed you.”

With that, she does one of her cute little spins and returns to her desk. All I can do is sit there pondering what’s to come until I’m startled again by voices out in the reception area. Aaron’s here.

My scheduled appointments are welcome distractions. I make it through the day with only minor bouts of obsession over the Cavanaughs. I even resorted to my tried-and-true fantasies about Raya as a distraction, with little success. The next day isn’t much better. In fact, by the afternoon, I’m worthless. Thank goodness I didn’t have any clients scheduled. 

The drive out to the Cavanaughs was fraught with conflicting thoughts. From explaining I’m unwilling to continue, to running away to Mexico with Lara. I don’t even know what we’re going to talk about, but the thousand and one scenarios I’ve been obsessing over swirl through my brain in rapid succession. Dang, Wes, get a grip!

The door is answered by a different young lady, this one with a clipboard. Whereas the first had the look of a housekeeper, this one has the air of an administrative assistant. She guides me through the house and out the back door. Sitting at a table on the patio, next to an ocean-size swimming pool, was Barry. No Lara in sight.

Taking in the scene, “Do you swim, Barry?”

“Oh, heavens no. I bob at best. Lara is the real swimmer.”

You’ve got to love this guy. Finishing my chuckle, I join him at the table.

“Thank you for coming. I know we owe you an apology for ambushing you the other night, so let me start with that. For what it’s worth, our time together was more than Lara and I could have asked for . . . and I hope it wasn’t too horrible for you either.”

“Wesley!” comes from behind as Lara comes to the table with a tray of drinks.

She bends down and presses her cheek against mine. In a summertime cover-up, she is bright, personable, and as sexy as hell.

“What have I missed?” she jumps right in.

“Nothing, baby. I was just apologizing for the other night.”

“Oh, that. Right.” Then, batting her eyelashes at me, “But I loved it.”

“I bet you did, baby. But we still . . .”

“I know. I know,” she says with a coy smile.

“So, anyways,” Barry says with a deep breath. “You came tonight. That’s a good sign . . . for us . . . and means a lot. We were afraid we might have scared you off. Discussing the surrogate thing is brand new for us, too, and we thought we screwed it up.”

“Well, I’m not sure I understand it all, but I’m trying.” Turning to Barry, “The other night, you said that Lara trusted me. How’s that? She barely knows me.”

I could have asked Lara, but Barry is the driving force behind this whole thing. I need to hear it from him. It might just be a case of timing for them, and I’m thinking, hell, talking about being at the right place at the right time!

Another deep breath as he thinks through his answer, “Good question, let’s see. It started when you first treated her shoulder and hip. From the beginning, she told me she found you attractive and very professional. And as the treatments continued, she could tell you found her attractive.”

I can’t hide from the truth, so I nod.

“That got us discussing the whole surrogate again. We had put the idea to bed, so to speak, because no one had ever been appropriate. I encouraged her to be more flirtatious and see if you might show some interest. But when you maintained your professional boundaries, despite my beautiful Lara’s antics, we knew. And then, when you couldn’t bring yourself to bill our insurance or accept any money, it cemented the deal for us. So . . . sorry. We had to try . . . hence our apologies.”

I look to Lara. She is radiant, with a calm, peaceful smile.

“I really did enjoy the other night very much,” I say with all sincerity. 

We get interrupted as two servers bring dinner from the kitchen. Jeez, how many people are hidden away in this place? A seafood pasta salad is set before me, looking like it could come from the fanciest restaurant. Once the warm, freshly baked French bread is brought to the table by someone else, poof, everybody disappears, leaving just the three of us. 

“You’re a man of integrity, Wes. That is important to us. Being young, single, handsome, and well-endowed makes you the perfect partner for what Lara and I have in mind.”

“Why does being single matter?”

“Because we’re not out to disrupt any marriages or families. That’s an imperative for us.”

“I see. Even though I think I understand the need for a surrogate, I’ve never heard of such a thing. So, can I ask what exactly you and Lara have in mind . . . what you’ve already discussed?”

Nodding, while finishing a mouthful of pasta fed to him by Lara, Barry says, “Oh, my. Absolutely. But that’s quite a list. We’d have to go back a decade before my accident and start where we left off in our relationship. We were quite an affectionate couple. Then you add all the things we thought we would like to do ever since, and the list has grown. I can only do so much with my mouth, so many of our desires are left unfulfilled.”

Lara lovingly reaches over to rub Barry’s upper arm, “Yeah, but your mouth is really good.”

I’m finding it difficult to eat with the multitude of sex acts that must have accumulated over ten years careening about my brain. Damn, I’m getting a hard-on.

“I think I understand the history, but what about the present? The here and now?”

I didn’t mean that to sound like I wanted to have sex right now at the dinner table, but damn, Lara chuckled. 

“I mean . . .”

Barry steps in to save me, “I understand, Wes. Let me tell you what we’ve discussed thus far regarding you. It’s a much shorter list. Clearly, I want my baby to experience orgasms again. It had been a long time prior to the other night . . . so thank you.”

“And?” Not letting Barry off the hook.

“And . . . Lara told me she really enjoyed holding and sucking a stimulated penis again, and would like to do more of that.”

No objections here.

“Are you amenable to anal?” Barry asks as if it were nothing.

Lara’s eyes widen, waiting for an answer, while my brain and dick scream, “Fuck yeah!”

I just nod. 

“Good. We would also like to dabble with restraints if that isn’t too extreme for you.”

Barry’s good. He’s twisted the question around to include me in the answer. I don’t mind, I’ve already included myself.

We talk sex all through dinner, including some of my proclivities. I wish Jeannie and I could talk about sex so openly, as I realize the things on top of my list are those I don’t get at home. In fact, this whole conversation would never have happened with Jeannie. 

“Of course, as I’ve explained before, I need to watch as my wife gets pleasured. The whole point is to do this as a couple. Agreed?”

Dang! Out of nowhere, Barry’s closing the deal. He’s really good, and I nod. I just signed on the dotted line. 

“I hope this arrangement doesn’t interfere with Lara’s physical therapy for her shoulder and hip.”

Oh, that’s right! My professional life almost got lost in all of this.

“I don’t see a problem as long as Lara is okay with it.”

She nods enthusiastically. Lara is excited about much more than continuing her PT. Her husband just recruited a penis especially for her—true love.

As we finish dinner, a swarm of people swoops in and clears the dishes. Where do all these people come from? Where do they go? The clipboard lady seems to oversee them all. 

Like the other night, Lara ensures our privacy, “Margarite, you can release the staff for the night. And you have a good evening.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Cavanaugh.”

With that, we’re alone again. 

“On the side of caution,” I offer, “I need it understood that I may have to bring any arrangement . . .  or relationship . . . or whatever this is we have to a close without notice. I’m sure there are compromises, for all of us, that we haven’t thought of yet.”

“Very wise . . . agreed,” Barry says, confident he has sealed the deal.

“Good. So, tell me how you see this working? The logistics? Are you going just to call my office and make an appointment with my penis?” I say with a chuckle.

Barry laughs. 

“Maybe . . . sometimes. But we’re all busy people, so I think we could also exchange personal phone numbers. I think we’re creative enough to make this easy and enjoyable, don’t you?”

No doubt. Watching Lara throughout the negotiations, I can’t believe we’re talking about sex with this woman. She is a natural beauty who wants it. Damn!

Barry’s tone turns a bit more serious, “Would you mind if I kind of directed the action? You know, set the scene, so to speak? Lara and I would like to pursue some things we’ve talked about prior to you coming.”

Lara giggles at the double entendre. 

“I suppose not. I’m your surrogate, right?”

Barry smiles and nods.

“Well then, are you available this evening for a little sex-play?”

Sex-play, I like that. It sounds more fun than an acting-surrogate.

To show I’m not going to get too serious about this, I say, “Yep, me and my penis stand at the ready.”

Another giddy giggle from Lara. 

“Excellent. Lara, would you come stand here, please?”

She complies. Standing there in her sheer cover-up, I can almost see what she has on underneath. She waits patiently for Barry’s direction with her hands folded in front. Her innocent presentation is so hot.

“One of my problems, Wes, is that when Lara tells me things she wants that are naughty, like wanting to suck your dick, I don’t have the ability to discipline her. What my dear sweet wife needs is to be turned over my knee and spanked. Don’t you agree?”

Hell Yes!! Being Barry’s surrogate, I slide my chair out from the table in full view of Barry and raise my arms, only half expecting Lara to assume the position. But fuck, she does.

I help her get situated. She is a petite enough woman to hang her ass over one knee and prop herself on her elbows on the other. With her head hanging low, the flirtatious Lara is suddenly a subjugated woman. I can’t believe it . . . this is a fantasy realized. My dick jumps for joy!

Remembering I am Barry’s replacement, I have to think about what he would do. First off, he wouldn’t be shy or tentative. My hands roam over Lara's semi-clothed, submitted body. As my hand drifts over her bum and down her thighs, it returns with the cover-up in its grip.

Unveiling her incredible ass, her white thong doesn’t offer any covering . . . nor protection. Pushing the sheer frock up and over her head, I’ve always wanted to watch a woman’s body strain in response to a good, hard slap.

If Barry wants me to get right to the punishment, too bad. I’ve never had a beautiful woman over my knee before. I’ve got stuff to do first.

My hands explore this incredible creature, even dipping in between her soft thighs to feel her warmth. Her bottom is exquisite, and the more I study it, the more I decide the only thing that could improve it would be a red-hot handprint of discipline. 

So, I add one.

Then another . . . and another.

Lara squeals and bucks. As I soothe her bum with a delicate circular hand motion, she whimpers. Accepting her punishment, she waits obediently for her next set of chastisement for thinking naughty thoughts.

Another three rapid spanks rain down and echo about the patio. Barry is smiling. Having Lara submissively over my knee, the thought of Barry’s restraints comment pops into my head. Another fantasy of mine that I’ve never had the pleasure of.

That thought excites me, and sadly for Mrs. Cavanaugh, the next half dozen slaps are good ones. Poor Lara. She is just too damn hot for her own good. If Barry’s cock worked, it would be hard for sure—mine is.

I have to take a breath. Barry too. Lara’s squeals turn to whimpers as she clutches her backside. My hands don’t want to leave the well-cared-for flesh that had been waiting a decade to be spanked.

Finally, Barry says, “Will you stand for us, dear?”

I’m disappointed. That is, until my eyes fall upon the demure, subservient figure before us. Still trembling, Lara’s slender and fragile frame, standing topless, is what fantasies are made of. Well, at least mine. What a difference from the flirty, vivacious woman I’ve come to know. Gently rubbing her bottom, her eyes are wide and cast to the floor, as she waits for her next directive. 

Instead, Barry addresses me, “Wes, if you’ll bear with me, there are two longings Lara and I would like to accomplish tonight.”

I can’t take my eyes off Lara. 

“Go on.”

“The other night, my sweet realized she hasn’t held a penis for some time, and really missed it. You know, one of those things you don’t know you miss until you encounter it again.”

Lara offers a shallow nod.

“Okay?”

“If you would come sit on one of the barstools, and allow my sweet some personal time with your cock, it would be appreciated.”

This stuff is just too good to believe, and of course, I have no objection. So I get up and walk to the poolside bar. Turning to sit, I find Lara and Barry have both followed me over.

“You said ‘two longings’.”

“Yes. Mine would be to watch you shoot your spunk all over my lovely’s face.”

You’re fucking kidding me! 

Before my brain can deliver words to my mouth, Lara steps up and starts unbuttoning my shirt. Now I don’t give a shit about whatever I
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