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Chapter 1


“I look like a slut,” said
Mia as she paused in front of a decorative mirror on a pillar of
the hotel’s lobby.

“That’s a good thing,”
Fletch told her. “At least here it is.”

“I’m nervous,” she
reported.

“You’re not the only
one.”

They took a deep breath
together and gripped each other’s hand as they walked into the
ballroom.

What was inside was almost
exactly like every business dinner and reception they had ever been
to.

Except with a lot more
cleavage on the part of the women.

Fletch gave the room a
quick scan. “See, you don’t even have the most cleavage on
display.”

“Shut up,” she hissed
between her teeth.

What followed wasn’t
exactly uncomfortable, but they didn’t know what to do with
themselves. The reception was supposed to be a meet and greet, but
they didn’t meet or greet anyone. The bar seemed a likely place to
start and both got drinks, but then they hung back from the
mingling crowd. They both felt like wallflowers.

It was a familiar
sensation they both knew in high school and college and the forced
socialization parties that followed for their jobs.

Fletch was about to ask
his wife if they should just bail and just write off the evening
and the weekend to an experiment that failed spectacularly because
they were both introverts when another couple stepped in front of
them, blocking his planned exit path.

“Hi,” said the female half
of the pair. “I’m Diana. This is Brad, my husband. We saw the two
of you not really interacting and decided to say hello. First
time?”

Mia giggled nervously and
hated herself for it. “Yes.”

Fletch nodded. “Yeah.
How’d you guess?”

“You have first-timers
written all over your faces,” said Brad. “Don’t worry about it.
This isn’t any worse than getting your V-card punched for the first
time.”

Mia made a sour face. “You
don’t know how bad my first time was.”

“Do tell,” said
Diana.

“Uh…” She glanced
nervously at her husband. Fletch’s eyes were wide and he didn’t
know what to say to her.

“It wasn’t with me,” he
blurted out.

That caused Diana and Brad
to laugh.

“I suppose that’s good,”
said Brad. “But if you can’t tell a funny and/or sexy story here,
where can you tell it?”

They all looked
expectantly at Mia. She was certain that Brad was staring at her
cleavage more than her face. She took some heart in realizing that
Diana was showing off just as much as she was.

Taking a deep breath, she
started talking. “Okay, well, only the guy I was with and Fletch
know this story. It was the summer after high school and I was
getting ready to go to college. I was determined to not go to
college as a virgin. I’m from a small town and all the kids in the
school would have parties throughout the summer, usually in barns
or out in the fields. Small town, what can I say. Everyone was a
farmer.

“Anyway, there’s alcohol
there, of course, because it’s a teenager party. I had a few and
wasn’t completely drunk, but I’m feeling it. Naturally this is the
perfect time for me to hit on the guy I sort of had a crush on for
all of high school. He’s drunk too. We decide to hook up. This is
out in a field halfway to nowhere. We sneak off to a little stand
of trees for some privacy. Bad idea. We get naked and start doing
it.”

“Drunk and out in the
middle of nowhere?” Diana asked.

“Yeah. I know. Stupid. No
condom or anything. It’s…not good.”

Brad grinned. “I can
imagine.”

“He’s on top of me,
pounding away. I’m not really feeling it, but I’m determined to see
it through. We do it for maybe a minute max and he pulls out and
cums on my stomach.”

“Classy,” Brad
observed.

“Could have been worse. He
could have gotten me pregnant and then I never would have met
Fletch.” They exchanged a glance. “So I get dressed and then
realize we were essentially fucking on top of a pile of cow
shit.”

Fletch started laughing.
He had heard the story before and it still made him
laugh.

Brad and Diana just stared
at Mia with open-mouthed awe.

“I told you it was
bad.”

“Other than something like
sexual assault, that’s the worst devirginizing story I’ve ever
head,” said Brad.

“I went home smelling like
literal shit that night.”

Fletch couldn’t stop
giggling. “That story gets me every time.”

Diana was horrified at
both Mia’s story and Fletch’s reaction. “What about you?” she
challenged him.

“It’s a boring and lame
story,” said Mia.

“Let me tell it,” Fletch
said quickly. “Senior year of high school. By some miracle I had a
girlfriend, first one ever. We’re both sort of…not in the cool kids
group but we’re happy. Eventually we figure out we’re not going to
wind up at the same college, decide to have sex because we’re
teenagers. It takes a couple of weeks, but eventually we have a few
hours when my house is empty and we do the deed.”

“Barely,” Mia
commented.

Fletch cleared his throat.
“Well, yeah. After we got down to it, I’m pretty sure I lasted all
of thirty seconds and she didn’t cum at all.”

“Lame,” said Mia. “I bet
he put it in and came a second later.”

“It was better after
that,” Fletch insisted.

“Sounds like almost every
high school romance,” commented Brad. He exchanged a glance with
Diana. She gave him a little nod.

“How long have you two
been together?” she asked.

“Third day of freshman
year of college,” said Fletch.

Brand and Diana’s eyes
collectively bulged. “That long? How long exactly?”

“Um…twenty years?” said
Fletch.

“It’s why we’re here,”
said Mia. “We haven’t had any other experiences with other
people.”

The experienced couple
smiled and nodded again. “We can help you with that.”

 


Upstairs, an hour later,
Mia waved the key card in front of the door’s sensor. The indicator
light kept flashing red at her.

“Oh come on, I’m not that
drunk,” she said.

“Here, let me,” said Brad,
putting his hand over hers and pressing his body against hers. She
knew she should have hated it, but glancing to the side, she saw
Fletch watching with approval.

She hoped it was
approval.

The light flashed green
and the door admitted them.

The quartet stumbled into
the room.

“I know this is the wrong
thing to say, but I can’t wait to get my bra off,” said Mia. Maybe
she was drunker than she thought.

“What’s wrong with that?”
asked Brad, throwing himself into one of the two hotel room chairs.
“I’d love to see your tits.”

Mia blushed. “Uh…because
I’m not wearing a bra.”

“Fuck,” said Diana. She
pushed her upper arms against the outside of her large breasts,
increasing the amount of her cleavage. “I’m wearing my best pushup
bra. How are you doing that,” she pointed directly at Mia’s chest,
“without a bra.”

“I’m wearing a corset,”
Mia said smugly.

“Now I have to see that,”
said Brad. He got out of the chair while Diana and Fletch sat down
on one of the two queen beds. He reached out with the intention of
unbuttoning the top of her blouse, but then paused and looked at
Fletch. “With your permission, of course.”

“Go ahead,” said Fletch.
His cock was throbbing in his pants. He wanted this to
happen.

“You’re not going to ask
my permission?” asked Mia.

Brad shook his head. “No.
I want you to ask me to undress you.”

Mia nervously moistened
her lips and glanced at Fletch who was looking expectantly at her.
“Will you…will you undress me?” The words came out nervously and
with some hesitation.

Brad just nodded and
reached for her again. Mia was faintly trembling as he started to
unbutton her blouse.

More and more of her
cleavage came into view. He knew her tits were big but somehow the
top she was wearing managed to both show off what she had and
conceal exactly how large her breasts were.

“Holy-fucking-moly,” he
said when her shirt was fully open.

“That’s a pretty corset,”
said Diana.

It wasn’t, strictly
speaking, a corset. It was designed to look like one and give some
shape to Mia’s body, but it didn’t contain either traditional whale
boning or steel wires to enforce the shape. While she wasn’t fat,
Mia didn’t have the body she had back in college. What woman did
after two kids? The corset gave her a little bit of confidence in
her body.

The elaborate piece of
lingerie was pastel yellow with flowers embroidered all over it.
Some laces in the back helped with the shaping. Mia felt like, as
her mother would say, a saucy tart while wearing it.

“Do the panties match?”
asked Brad.

“There’s only one way to
find out,” she told him, finding a bit of her inner
temptress.

Brad knelt down and worked
the buttons and zipper to her pants. Unlike men’s pants, nothing on
women’s clothing was standardized. But Brad was an expert at
getting women out of their clothing. In just a few moments he had
her pants pooling around her ankles. Mia kicked off her shoes and
nervously looked at Fletch as she stepped out of the
pants.

“They are matching,” said
Diana. “You came here to get laid, didn’t you?”

“Isn’t that the whole
point of the party?” asked Mia. She felt everyone’s eyes on her; it
made her nervous and uncomfortable.

“That’s why I’m here,”
Diana replied and turned to Fletch, who was sitting right next to
her. He didn’t expect her to kiss him, but he didn’t pull away when
she did. Mia watched them kiss in horror and amazement.

“Do you want to watch them
or do you want to—”

Mia cut off Brad’s
question with a kiss of her own.

She could feel her husband
watching her. She could also feel Brad’s hard cock through his
pants.

Breaking the kiss, Brad
pulled back and said, “Wow. You’re eager. Can I see your
tits?”

“He likes tits,” said
Diana. “That’s what he first saw in me.”

While kissing her, Fletch
had brought his hand up to cup her breast through her dress and
bra. He now guiltily pulled it away, causing her to laugh. “Don’t
worry. I like that.” Switching her gaze to Mia, Diana said, “You
look bigger than me. I’m a D. What about you?”

“Double D,” she said with
a mix of pride and shame.

“Wow,” said Brad. “Can I
see them?”

Glancing to Fletch for
permission, Mia hooked her thumbs into her shoulder straps when her
husband slightly inclined his head. It was a bit of a struggle to
get the straps down, and she had a thrill of fear when her nipples
came into view, but she pulled her shoulders back and displayed
herself as proudly as she could.

“Wow,” Brad repeated. “Big
and perfectly sized nipples and they’re pretty damn
perky.”

“They’re incredibly perky
considering that they fed two babies,” said Mia, liking the
attention she was receiving.

Brad was beyond asking
permission now. He cupped both her breasts and ran his thumbs over
her erect nipples. She made a small sound in the back of her throat
which changed to a groan when he ducked his head and took a
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