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Part Five

 Chapter 22


Amelia liked getting invited to her boss’s
house. Not just because it was a break in the routine of work, but
because of all the extra benefits. 

“Should I invite Evan or Bill to
accompany me?” she asked.

“Do you even have to
ask?”

It wasn’t a completely stupid question. Amelia
needed to know if she was to bring her husband-to-be for
humiliation or her boyfriend for fun.

She invited Bill, who naturally
accepted.

“But should I really be meeting
your boss and her husband?” Bill asked a bit nervously as they
traveled together to Kristen’s fabulous house.

“Why not? She introduced me to her
boyfriend.” Amelia couldn’t help herself. “She likes to call him
her bull.”

Bill frowned at that. “You know I don’t like
that term…”

Amelia laughed. “You’ll fuck me in front of
Evan, but you get nervous about a word…”

“It’s not the same!”

Amelia and Kristen had a wonderful time. The
meal that had been prepared wasn’t cooked by Kristen or Jonas; they
had it specially catered.

“The meal was delicious,” Amelia
complimented her hostess as Jonas cleared away the dishes and
leftover food.

“Thank you. I hired the caterer
myself.” The two women laughed together and Bill smiled. “I did
make a special dessert all on my own, though,” she added, standing
up.

Instead of going to the kitchen, she instead
circled around the table and stopped next to Bill. “Do you need
some help in the kitchen?” he asked.

“No. Not at all.”

Kristen sat her butt on the edge of the table
and, showing a grace that a woman her age shouldn’t have, kicked
one leg over Bill’s head so that she was suddenly seated directly
in front of him. She planted a foot on either side of his chair.
Her skirt rode up her thighs revealing stocking tops but not her
panties.

Bill didn’t know where to look. Kristen’s tits
were right in front of him at eye level. He wanted to look down at
her crotch because he felt she wanted him to look there. Looking up
at her face was awkward, so he wound up looking to the side to take
a cue from Amelia.

She gave him a neutral, but interested
look.

“Do you know what’s for dessert?”
Kristen asked Bill.

He looked anxiously at Amelia who merely gave
him a slight shrug of her shoulders.

“I don’t know,” he
answered. 

“Pussy’s for dessert,” she said,
hiking her skirt all the way up her thighs to show off her red
panties covered in lace flowers.

Amelia was mildly surprised Kristen was
wearing underwear at all. 

Bill looked back and forth between the two
women.

“You can’t be serious,” he
said.

“Completely serious.”

Bill’s eyes went to the kitchen door where
Jonas had disappeared. “Your husband…”

“Oh, he’s seen worse,” said
Kristen. “Besides, Amelia will see to him.”

Her thumbs went into the thin waistband of her
panties and pulled them down to mid-thigh before lifting one foot
so she could pull them down the rest of the way, leaving them
dangling from an ankle.

Her thighs were spread. 

Bill stared at her bare pussy.

“Start eating,” she told him,
leaning back.

Bill turned to Amelia. “Is this
okay?”

“Of course it is. Don’t make her
wait. It’s rude.”

Leaning forward, Bill pressed his face between
Kristen’s thighs and tentatively licked at her pussy.

She let out a little groan of appreciation and
leaned back further.

“Harder,” she urged. “Work my
clit.”

It was a wanton display of Kristen’s power and
sexuality. While Amelia wanted to feel nothing when her
boyfriend—her Artemis approved bull—was eating out Kristen, she was
instead vaguely aroused.

“Oh...fuck,” Kristen exclaimed.
“He knows how to please a woman, doesn’t he?”

Amelia just nodded. She didn’t know what to do
with herself. She didn’t want to reach into her panties and start
jilling off to her boss being eaten out by Bill, but that seemed
appropriate.

At least it did until Jonas suddenly appeared
at her side. 

“I’m supposed to invite you to the
bedroom,” he said softly into her ear.

“Oh?” It was just the mildest
exclamation from Amelia.

“Go with him,” Kristen muttered.
“His key is in the bedroom. Fuck yes.”

Amelia knew when she was being dismissed. She
stepped away from the table. She knew the way to the bedroom. She
had been there more than a few times with Kristen and
Jonas.

“I’m so sorry,” said Jonas as soon
as they were in the bedroom. “I didn’t know she wanted to have sex
with him.”

“Mmm-hmm,” was Amelia’s response.
“Strip.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Amelia was certain that Kristen had made the
decision to fuck Bill the moment after meeting him. She was like
that. 

Jonas knew how to undress quickly and
efficiently. Amelia appreciated that. She was left looking at his
caged cock and wondering what to do.

“She...she said
that, Kristen said, that is, she said you could unlock me if you
wanted.” He was oddly nervous. They had had sex before many times.
It was because they were alone, without Kristen, that he was
unsettled.

It wasn’t that Amelia was uninterested in
fucking Jonas. She liked the variety she had between Evan, Bill,
and Jonas, plus any other lover she cared to take if the moment
struck her. She had fucked Jonas before. He was good in bed. But
she didn’t feel like rewarding him when Bill was fucking her
boss.

“I don’t want to,” Amelia said
coldly.

“Oh. Then why are we
here?”

She only considered that question for a moment
before kicking off her heels and unzipping her pants, letting them
fall to the floor around her ankles. 

“Get on the bed. Hands and knees.
Ass in the air.”

He did as she asked. Amelia had been in the
bedroom enough times to know where everything was kept.

She was starting to think that maybe Kristen
kept some supplies on hand just for her. 

The harness she chose from the small selection
was specially built for a dual-ended dildo. It was easy to fit in
place. 

“Face down into the pillow,” she
ordered Jonas and then pulled down her panties. Her pussy was
throbbing now. She could feel the tightness in her tits. Almost to
her shame, after pulling the harness around her hips, the short end
of the dildo easily slipped into her pussy and nestled just where
she wanted it. The ridges on the little device pressed against her
clit and she took a moment to enjoy the sensation.

She left on her blouse and bra. There was no
reason to remove them. She’d give Jonas a good rogering and see
where that led.

The longer end of the dildo looked almost
ludicrously large, but Amelia knew that it wasn’t too much for
Jonas to take.

Hell, he probably wanted it that
large.

She greased up her girlcock and then applied
some to Jonas’s well-used asshole. She had fucked him more times
than she cared to remember. She had seen Kristen fuck her husband
that way as many times. 

Just as she knelt behind Jonas, it occurred to
her that he was probably getting fucked up the ass more than he was
using his
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