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It had been a long day for Lauren Clifford,
she was under pressure to finish the design of a client’s website,
she was putting the finishing touches on the final product when the
phone rang.

“Hello, Mr. Chen I was about to call you, it
looks like I will finish your site on time. Yes, just a couple
small tweaks and we’ll be ready. Fine, sounds great, I’ll call you
in the morning.” Lauren hung up.

Arms stretched up over her head, Lauren
groaned a bit from sitting in the same position for hours,
comfortable chair or not, her days were long.

Lauren’s office sat off the kitchen, as she
walked past the kitchen counter, she saw the chocolate cake Dexter
had gotten from the bakery. The house was quiet, but next to the
cake was a handwritten note –“Hide and seek?”

Lauren smiled and walked around until she
heard some noise up in the attic, she found him.

“What are you doing up here?” Lauren
asked.

Dexter had his back to her, light from the
window cast a dim blue tint to his silhouette. He turned to face
her, he held large clown shoes and red clown nose sat on his
nose.

“Those were the days, weren’t they? “Dexter
reminisced as Lauren drew closer to her lover.

“Yeah, look at us now, all grown up.” said
Lauren. Truth was they both missed the life of a travelling circus;
it had been a couple years since they knew that life.

“I’m going to draw a bath before I go to bed;
tomorrow’s going to be another long day. I have to meet with
Christopher Chen.” said Lauren.

“I could bring my pencil, but I prefer water
colors.” joked Dexter.

The warm water eased over Lauren’s body, inch
by inch until she held her breath to escape just below the surface
for a moment. It was heaven or some other term for bliss.

Dexter cautiously opened the door, not a
clown nose or stitch of clothing for that matter and he displayed
his pencil for his tired lover to see. Lauren was too exhausted;
still she welcomed his toned body into the tub. Dexter faced her,
their legs tangled along the walls of the tub.

Lauren watched Dexter’s large cock bob up,
the tip surfaced like some shark on the hunt. Her eyes closed for a
minute or two, she felt Dexter pull her feet up so they rested on
his firm stomach. Dexter worked his fingers on the underside of her
foot, his thumbs on her sole. Each little cramp was rubbed out of
her feet, before they were set back against his abdomen.

Exhaustion had control of Lauren, her eyes
opened and closed; she could see Dexter’s cock had grown harder
from the contact and proximity to her. There was no way they were
making love, she was in no state for that.

Dexter had Lauren’s feet on his oblique’s and
started to run a hand up and down his wet shaft. He held his eyes
on Lauren and when she saw what he was up to, she trailed a hand
down between her thighs. It was a slow melodic dance, a search for
the release of tension.

Half awake, she rubbed the surface of her
clit; her eyes would open slightly to see Dexter’s run the length
of his cock. During which, she would drift off a bit; her hand
would stop until she woke again. It was more dream, but Lauren
watched Dexter’s body stiffen for the release of spunk. It didn’t
matter that she had lost any desire of a physical orgasm; it was
still a great end to a long day.

Lauren was asleep during the time Dexter
pulled her from the empty tub, dried her body and tucked into their
large bed. He set her alarm and crawled in next to her.

In the morning Lauren noticed that Dexter had
brought all of their old clown gear down to the room off the
kitchen. Next to the coffee maker, he had set the large horn, with
the red bulb on the end with a note that just said “Love”.

Lauren remembered the rules for whoever
possessed the horn, before each show they would draw names to see
who ended up with it. For the one who got stuck with it, as soon as
their hand touched the horn, they weren’t allowed to speak only
‘honk’.

Dressed in her professional casual attire,
laptop backpack slung over one shoulder and large travel mug in
hand, Lauren giggled as she gave the red bulbed horn a single
squeeze.

Christopher Chen’s office was directly
downtown, a child of immigrant parents who had started a dry
cleaning business. He had gone to school, learned about successful
business practices and scaled his parents business up. In the
simplest terms, Chris opened chains, owned the real estate those
locations worked out of and did well for his family.

When Lauren arrived, Chris waved her into his
office, where there was a blond woman with her back to the door to
the office.

Chris started to introduce the two women, but
the other woman spun around, interrupted him with her hand out.

“I’m Dolly, Christopher’s business partner.”
said Dolly.

Lauren shook her hand, she took in the young
woman’s appearance, who seemed quite exotic and for a minute didn’t
say anything.

“Lauren? It’s nice to meet you. I’ve seen
that look before; my father was a soldier, that’s where the blond
hair, name and booty come from.” Dolly explained.

Everyone laughed and Dolly wasn’t shy about
sticking out her butt.

From what Lauren took away from the story
Chris and Dolly told, was that Dolly had done the same thing Chris
had, but with nail parlors. When they met in college, they had
decided to team up and build an empire of small strip malls they
would offer services.

After their story, Chris cleared all
paperwork and payment with Lauren, five sheets of paper, one had
her check stapled to it. Lauren shuffled all of the papers into her
pack as she walked out of the office, happy that the job was
complete.

It was when Lauren had gotten into her front
seat, lugged her pack up and onto the passenger seat, to inspect
the papers one last time that she noticed one of the pieces was
missing. First the car, front seat, floor and backseat, it wasn’t
there.

“Shit.” Lauren whispered. The piece that was
missing, of course was the one with her payment attached to the
corner.

She popped out onto the pavement, around the
car, underneath; Lauren slowly worked her way back across the lot.
Had she dropped it inside when she pushed everything into her pack?
Lauren retraced her path back into Chris’ building.

Most the people in the office had gone off to
lunch, so she had no one to ask, but Lauren found herself outside
the doors that led into Christopher’s office. There it was, her
missing piece was caught between the double doors of his office.
Lauren quietly opened the door, as to not disturb anyone inside and
she knelt down to grab the paper.

Lauren froze when she looked up, through
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