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      The plan was perfect. Slinky black lace dress. Leg-slimming stilettos. Some toys to expand the boundaries of their normal routine. Her husband’s favorite meal. The only point Lisa missed was telling him ahead of time.

      When Rick comes home with his boss in tow, Lisa has to scramble to make herself decent. Now if only Rick would wait for the boss to leave before trying out the toys. But he’s never been a patient man where sex is concerned…
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      “Honey, I’m home. Guess who I brought for dinner?”

      Hearing her husband’s question, Lisa Johnson dropped the pan of pasta in the midst of pouring it into a strainer in the sink. Hot water threatened to splash the naughty lacy dress she wore. How could he bring someone home for dinner without telling her?

      Grabbing her largest apron, she pulled it over her head and tied it around her waist, checking to see that it covered the sheer lace over her breasts. She muttered and swore under her breath as she fished pasta shells from the sink. So much for the night of passion she had planned.

      Air whooshed through the small space when Rick pushed past the swinging door into the kitchen. She felt his breath on the nape of her neck just before he planted a warm kiss there. “You smell great. I hope you don’t mind. I brought Mr. Grissom for dinner.”

      She forced a smile as she looked back over her shoulder. “Of course not, there’s plenty of food.”

      His hand stroked down the curve of her back and cupped her ass. “What’s this? New dress?”

      “I, uh, wanted tonight to be special.” The warmth of his hand spread from his touch, making her want more. She turned around, parking her hips against the counter.

      He took in the outfit, complete with apron and his favorite black strappy stilettos, and one side of his mouth curved in that way of his. His hand slid down past the hem of the short black gown, really almost a negligee, then up again under the fabric. Her skin burned where his fingers roamed.

      The roughness of his palm through her silk stockings sent shivers up her sides. He plucked at the garter belt then continued over her hip to a bare ass cheek. He tugged her close and wrapped her arms around his shoulders. “Just what did you have in mind?”

      Unable to resist, having spent the afternoon fantasizing about what they would be doing all night, she captured his mouth, forcing her tongue deep. She tasted his mint gum, and felt his excitement pressing against her belly. When she leaned back for air, she met his gaze and wondered if her own eyes were as smoky. “A nice dinner, a special dessert, and a new toy or two…”

      Rick growled and bent to kiss her again but suddenly straightened. “Shit. Mr. Grissom. Well, we’ll feed him and drop some hints, then send him on his way.”

      He plucked a couple of wineglasses from the rack beneath the overhead cupboard and took a bottle, along with the corkscrew, out of the kitchen.

      Lisa sighed and tried to ignore the growing damp spot on her thong. Taking the now-cool pasta shells over to the workstation, she filled them with the ricotta mix, poured on the marinara she’d let simmer all afternoon, and put the casserole pan in the oven.

      As she reached to finish buttering the garlic bread, an insistent tingle vibrated her pussy. Oh God, how could she have forgotten? Before she had dressed she’d inserted the metal bullet she just bought. The remote was on Rick’s dresser with a note. Only you have the power to rev me up.

      At least, it had been on his dresser. Now it was apparently in his hands on the other side of the kitchen door, and he planned to drive her insane during dinner.

      Just the thought of sitting at the table, her insides vibrating while she carried on casual conversation with her husband’s boss, made her nipples harden. Did she have some latent exhibitionist tendencies she was about to discover, now that she was past forty? She hoped not.

      All she wanted was to make up for the lack of attention she’d paid Rick lately. Her workload at the office had doubled and there was no relief in sight. For the last month, she went to work, came home and fell asleep. Sometimes she made it to her pillow, sometimes nodded off at the dining table, head next to the keyboard of her laptop. Rick hadn’t complained, but she felt guilty anyway.

      He deserved a night of adoration. The slutty clothes, a collection of mildly naughty toys and her full attention were an offering of thanks for not complaining. She was his to use as he pleased.

      Her juices were about to run down her legs when the vibrations stopped. Was he testing to see what the remote controlled, or was he testing her nerve?

      He popped his head in the doorway. “How long before we eat?” he asked with a wide-eyed innocent look.

      She cleared her throat of the huskiness of lust, but her voice was still rough. “About half an hour.”

      With that sexy one-sided smile and a wink, he was gone. Damn him! She should run into the bathroom and take out that little bullet of pleasure just to show him she still had some control. Instead she took her frustration out on the heads of romaine lettuce, taking the term tossed salad to a new level.

      Grateful that meal preparation kept her in the safety of the enclosed kitchen, Lisa stood at the sink, reassuring herself in her reflection in the window. Was she able to face Mr. Grissom dressed like this, or did she need to change? She fluffed her curls and shortened the neck strap on the apron, covering all but a hint of cleavage. She realized she’d need to remain sitting up very straight to keep the sides of the apron from shifting and revealing the open lace over her breasts.

      No, there were definitely no secret desires for an audience driving her on. She only wanted a private, wild night of good sex. Was it too much to ask?

      When the timer rang, she took a deep breath and pulled the casserole out of the oven. Backing through the door, she set the hot pan on a trivet in the center of their small dining table. She added another place setting and brought out the remainder of the meal before calling Rick and Mr. Grissom to the table. She dropped into her seat before the men cleared the corner of the L-shaped room.

      “It’s good to see you again, Mr. Grissom. I haven’t spoken to your wife since the Christmas party, how is she?” Small talk allowed her to focus on their guest and not meet her husband’s eyes. She had this awful feeling taking seed in her gut that Rick was going to make the most of his power.

      “She’s fine. She went to stay with her mother who had a fall.”

      As she expected, once everyone was served and the men complimented her cooking, that delicious fluttering stirred inside her. Rick had turned on the bullet again. Two could play at this game. She closed her eyes, focusing for a moment on the feeling as she put a forkful of pasta in her mouth. With a tiny wicked grin, she drew the fork out as slowly as she could and ran her tongue over her lips to catch any sauce that lingered.

      Rick’s eyes flared when she met his gaze and he held up his glass in a toast. “Excellent,” he said simply, then brought up the basketball playoffs, which were still playing on the television.

      The older man ate neatly but heartily, giving Lisa hope the evening wouldn’t last forever. She tried hard to focus on him, the conversation between the two men, and not the hardening of her nipples. She shifted in her seat when Rick turned up the speed, clenching her thighs, certain the noise could be heard across the table.

      When Mr. Grissom set down his fork, Lisa rose and picked up her plate, moving toward the kitchen. “Is everyone ready for dessert?” If she didn’t mop up the juices between her thighs, she was going to have to spend the rest of the evening in her chair.

      “Let me help you,” Rick offered. He took the two remaining plates and followed.

      She set the china down more roughly than she intended and found herself pinned between her husband’s hard cock and the counter. She rocked her hips against him. Rick nipped at her neck as he added to the stack of dirty plates.

      His hands glided over her breasts, homing in on the buds, and he pinched. “Are these for me?” His low tones sent shivers down her sides.

      Arching back, she whispered, “It’s all for you.”

      One thumb and forefinger continued to worry her aroused breast while his other hand dropped to her leg. He stroked the sheer silk on her thigh, easing toward her center, lingering on the bare flesh above the stocking. He pinched lightly on her inner thigh.

      Reacting quickly, she opened herself and waited, yearning for his touch. The bullet continued to stimulate her. Rick’s fingers crept higher, following the curve where her leg met her pussy, petting the flesh bared by her thong.

      His gasp in her ear told her he’d discovered another of her treats for the night, the Brazilian wax job. “God, I have to see that.” He dropped his hands and stepped back. “Turn around.”

      She did.

      “Lift up your dress.”

      Grabbing the apron and hem of her short gown, she dragged the fabric up inch by inch. Prolonged the reveal.

      When her hand reached her waist, Rick instructed without lifting his gaze, “Show me.”

      With her free hand she reached down and pulled the thong to one side, baring herself to his rabid gaze. She held still while aching to beg him to touch her. His quiet growl sent a flash of heat through her.

      Rick knelt in front of her and she held her breath. Having his eyes on her like that was almost as good as his caress. Almost. She shifted her legs even farther apart, thrusting her hips forward.

      He grabbed her ankles, wrapping his hands around the buckles of her shoes before drawing upward. As he kneaded her calves and circled his thumbs over her thighs, he never reached where she needed him most.

      Again he sidestepped her hot center, moving out to her hips. His fingers tangled in the string of her thong, then eased it over the garter belt and down her legs. “Step out.”

      She did, widening her stance still more. The vibrating toy inside her combined with the promise of his touch and she whimpered in need. God, how she wished he would just fuck her right there and make her scream.

      Leaning in, his breath hot on her bare skin, he kissed her mound. His tongue slipped between her outer lips and brushed over her clit, breaking her reserve. She bit her lip to keep from crying out, from grabbing his hair and holding him to her.

      Now her honey threatened to run down her legs. Rick’s tongue lapped at her, catching the moisture, then he pulled back and rolled to his feet. He dangled her thong in front of his nose and inhaled.

      Pocketing the panties, he winked. “You’ll get these back later.

      Good lord, she had to go back out there in front of his boss wearing no panties and knowing she couldn’t control the dripping proof of her horniness. This was going to be a long evening.
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