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This
story is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and events
are a product of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to
actual persons, living or dead, to events and places is purely
coincidental. 'Hucow Heights'
(part 3) is an erotic story, which is written and
intended for a mature adult audience only. All characters portrayed
in this story of erotic fiction are adults, engaging in consensual
adult activities. The author is from the UK, so the story is
written in British English and the grammar and spelling are British
style.

 * * *

 Cath and
Vicky thanked George and Dinah for an incredible BDSM experience.
As Vicky and Dinah strolled down the corridor and then down steps
into Reception area, Cath stood outside the door watching George
lock it. She felt the overwhelming urge to begin touching him and
pressing her body up against his and then pinning him to the wall.
Security guards were nowhere to be seen right now and she felt her
heart banging like ten drums in her chest. He turned to face her,
catching the lust in her eyes. Coughing, she looked at the floor
and barely managed to suppress a rising desire to burst into fits
of laughter. George grinned wide. His smile spread to his eyes,
full of warmth and fun and genuine friendship for her.

“Come on. What are you thinking? Tell me. Please.”

“Nothing,” she replied, her eyes meeting his now and lying to
her as he saw a blatant mischief within them.

He slid his
arm around hers and they both slowly wandered down the
corridor.

“I’m very proud of you, Cath. You did very well and I know the
others had a lot of fun too. I hope you enjoyed the experience as
much as I did.”

“Oh I did! Thank you. You and Dinah gave us such a fantastic
afternoon. The time went by so quickly didn’t it?”

She felt
genuinely sad at heart at the thought of time not standing still in
the precious moments she’d shared with him near her side. It
shocked her at just how down she felt and it also concerned her and
made her overwhelmingly happy all at the same time – despite the
fact that he was a married man. Fighting to keep a sane distance
from completely falling in love with him, she couldn’t help but
feel herself slipping deeper and deeper into him and not just into
his sexy and exciting world.

“Yes, it did. Unfortunately,” George replied, his smile fading
now. She caught a glimpse of it and something inside her jumped for
joy, albeit for a mere fleeting moment. Peter, chatting to security
guards in a room adjacent to them both, saw their exchange of
growing love through a two-way mirror and he smiled.

He hated Ivy
his wife with a passion and felt that George deserved the utmost
happiness; not the ongoing long-term mental torture she inflicted
on him. Nobody liked Ivy. Ivy didn’t even like herself for that
matter.

“I love your
leather trousers. They really suit you, Master.”

“Call me George, now. We’re out of session. Fancy a drink in
the bar? I think you’ve earned it. Besides, I’m parched. It’s hot
in that room and I’ve never gotten used to it over the
years.”

“Sounds great. Thanks, George. Yes please,” Cath replied,
wanting him to call her ‘slut’ again. His slut. It didn’t go unnoticed
that he hadn’t invited the others for a drink. Maybe Dinah walked
away on purpose, she wondered, as she and George made their way to
the bar. She wanted to touch his leather trousers, to run her hands
all over them, from the bottom upward, to gaze up into his face,
she on her knees on the floor, naked. They sat in the bar area and
enjoyed several drinks.

 


The following
morning, Cath woke, feeling as if a thousand trains had hurtled
into the back of her head and had somehow come out the other side.
Vicky was already up and was sipping coffee.

“Well good morning, you!”

“Morning. Wow, was that a dream?”

“Nope, no dream. It was very
real, judging by the tingling still on my ass
cheeks from Dinah’s firm hand,” Vicky replied, pretending to be in
pain, her face scrunched up in mock agony, replaced with the
biggest grin Cath had ever seen in her life on a woman’s
face.

“I’ll have more than one coffee this morning. Fuck, I feel
rough,” Cath said, crawling out from under her warm satin duvet and
slipping her beautifully manicured toes into fluffy slippers. She
remembered how good George’s fingertips had felt on her sensitive
nipples and she loved the sensation of lying on the bench, her body
his for the taking. She felt her pussy become warm and ready for
touching again as she recalled the passion within his dark eyes,
simmering just beneath the surface barely containing a raging fire.
She could still feel, in her memory, how so very
wonderful the thick
leather belts had felt stretched across her body and the
smell of them! Oh God,
how great they smelled, she thought. She adored the sexy company of
Vicky and Dinah too; the four of them each enjoying different forms
of pleasure and really getting off on it as they watched how the
other responded to whatever touched them.

She respected
George ever more now; how he’d listened to her safe word, never
hurting her or pushing her beyond safe limits and she could no
longer keep a wall up from allowing him to capture her heart. The
electricity of passion between them both had gone beyond the point
of no return now and she no longer cared what his wife might say to
her when she discovers just how strong their bond is growing.
George, after all, owned half the company so it wasn’t as if she
could march in and throw her out on her ear. She doubted that
George would let that happen even if he owned a lesser share in
Hucow Heights. But as he owned half, he had an advantage.

Cath glanced
at Vicky who was still rubbing her tingling and bruised ass cheeks
from Dinah’s spanks. She smirked.

“Fucking hell, Vicky! It was amazing, watching you hanging
from the wall in that latex vac bed like that and all the other
things you experienced. I had a fantastic time too and I want to go
back into that room right now. Do you?” Cath asked, eyes wide with
a youthful excitement as Vicky couldn’t wipe the grin off her own
face.

“Wow! George looked fucking hot in his black leather trousers.
I watched you on and off and if you hadn’t been tied up I reckon
you would have jumped on the poor man!”
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