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The Assistant: Tending to My Husband's Boss - Part I

“Hi, Amelia. It’s John Smith,” the voice said on the phone—a common name for an uncommon man. Mr. Smith was a self-made billionaire who made his first millions twenty-five years ago, when he was still a teenager, by revolutionizing the yard care industry. He invented an affordable, energy-efficient, low-maintenance, automated leaf collector that actually worked and spared tens of millions of people worldwide the burden of raking leaves. He followed that up with a few more clever gadgets, and then built upon his initial successes by expanding into multiple other ventures. By the time my husband joined his staff, John Smith was one of the richest people in the world.

“Mr. Smith, hello,” I replied. I was stunned that he was calling me. We had only met once before at a company party. He was very polite, but brief. I could tell he didn’t do very much socializing. I had no earthly idea why he would be calling me.

“Please call me John. I feel bad for having stolen your husband from you for a month. I was hoping you would join me and a few friends at my home for dinner on Saturday.” My husband, David, had been sent to the Hong Kong office for a month of training. 

I tried to keep my cool. “That would be lovely. Thank you.”

“Excellent. I’ll send a car for you at 6:30 if that suits.”

“Of course.” In my mind I was freaking out. THE John Smith was sending a car for me?

“It’s settled then. I’ll look forward to it.”

“Me, too.”

“Okay. I’d better get back to work before I get in trouble. See you Saturday.”

I chuckled at his dad joke and replied, “Goodbye.” I hung up the phone and blurted out loud alone in my kitchen, “Holy shit!”

I immediately called my husband, despite the fact that it was 5:16 a.m. in Hong Kong.

“Seriously?” was David’s response when I told him.

“Seriously,” I answered. “He said he felt bad for stealing you away from me for a month. I told him it really wasn’t a bother, but he insisted on having me for dinner anyway.”

“Very funny. Dinner with John Smith, huh? Wow. Didn’t see that coming. Honestly, I’m not sure I’ve ever seen him eat much less sit down at a table and eat with other people. Most of us have been operating under the assumption that he’s a robot of some kind. Except for the women.”

“What women?”

“There are a couple of women that come to the office every day. Not together. One comes in the morning. One in the afternoon. Same times every day.”

“Do you think they’re hookers?”

“Don’t know. They don’t look like hookers. But what the hell do I know? Other than you, I don’t know any other hookers.”

I laughed. “Haha. Very funny.”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

By dinner with a few friends, John meant an Oscar-winning actress and her husband, a novelist who wrote one of my favorite books of all time, and a U.S. Senator I had screamed at through the television screen more than a few times. I was the only anonymous person at the table. Aside from the status of the people, it was all quite normal. The conversation was excellent, not too high-brow, and the food was even better. We sat with drinks in the living room after dinner and actually played charades. My new Oscar-winning friend and I were bested when she couldn’t interpret my mime of a movie that she actually starred in. It was hilarious. Six months later, I heard her tell the story on a talk show.

The rest of the guests left not long after. I couldn’t help but wonder if I should be polite and ask John to summon my ride or if he wanted me to stay.

“I hope I’m not wearing out my welcome, John.”

“Not at all. I actually wanted to talk to you about something.”

“Oh really. What’s that?”

“During dinner, you mentioned that you’re not working. Are you not interested in working or do you have plans in the works?”

“Well, David and I had hoped to start a family. A while ago, we found out that it would be nearly impossible for us to conceive. That was a pretty big blow. I’ve been reeling from that. Lately, though, I’ve started thinking it would be good for me to have something to do. I just don’t know what.” I was about four drinks deep. I’m not sure I would have been so open otherwise.

“I’m so sorry to hear that, Amelia. But perhaps I could help. Or, more accurately, we could help each other. I find myself in need of an assistant. My last one... well, she didn’t work out.”

My curiosity was piqued. “What would it involve?” I asked.

“Basically, you would keep my trains running on time. I’m very busy, and without help, I get horribly off track. The bigger problem, however, is that of discretion. There are parts of my life that are a little unusual and require a good deal of discretion and tact.”

I furrowed my brow.

“You would have to sign a nondisclosure agreement. I’m sure you’ve heard of them.”

“What do you mean by unusual?”

“Honestly, I don’t feel it wise to discuss it without a signed NDA. If you’re interested, you could sign it, and we could talk some more. You wouldn’t be obligated to take the job, but you should know in order to properly consider my offer. Just keep to yourself what we discuss. It’s very personal. I hope you can understand.”

“Of course. Should I come to the office?”

“No need. I have everything here.”

John left and came back a few minutes later with the paperwork. I read it over. There was nothing unexpected in it, so I signed and handed it back.

“So, do I have you on the edge of your seat?”

“You do.”

“Good. Just please remember you aren’t to tell anyone.”

“I understand.”

John exhaled and began telling me his secret. “When I was a boy, they found a tumor in my brain. It had likely been there since I was in utero. I am convinced, and my doctors agree that I’m probably right, that the tumor influenced my brain development, which led me to be able to do the things I do at the level I do them.” He paused. I could see John decide to abandon false modesty. “The tumor made me a genius. I can promise you, I didn’t get it from my family.”

“Ah,” I said.

“The tumor needed to be removed, or there would have likely been dire consequences. Unfortunately, the surgery resulted in me having a lesion in a certain part of my brain.”

“Are you okay?

“I’m fine. However, the lesion causes imbalances in a few hormones and neurotransmitters.

“What does that mean? Can they do anything?”

“There are some medications that can help a bit with some of the more significant effects, but they sap my discipline and motivation. They make me next to useless.”

John paused.

“Are you okay?” I asked again.

“The punchline, and please forgive me, is that I need to have sex at least three to four times a day, spread out through the day, or I become... testy, to put it mildly.”

“Seriously?”

“I’m sure you’ve heard about the young women that come to my office each day?”

I lied and shook my head.

“I employ a few young women to tend to my needs. Without them and their merciful kindness—we'll call it, I can’t concentrate, I lose my temper, I throw things, punch holes in walls, scream at people. It’s like Jekyll and Hyde.”

“Wow. That bad?”

“Yeah. That bad.”

I didn’t really believe him at the time, to be honest. It sounded like a cockamamie story a billionaire would make up so he could have sex multiple times a day without people thinking he was a pervert. I didn’t say that, of course. “You poor thing,” I said instead.

"Obviously, there are worse afflictions,” John admitted. “But it really is a bit of a burden, Amelia. Very inconvenient at times.”

“Hm. I can imagine.” Again, I didn’t really believe him.

“Now, regarding the job. Your position obviously wouldn’t have anything directly to do with my condition other than making sure Amy and Sally are scheduled appropriately like any other meeting. There is another young woman who tends to me in the mornings at home. Your job would be to manage my schedule, and work with me to make sure I’m doing what I’m supposed to be doing, when I’m supposed to be doing it, and where. I travel a fair amount, usually only to the city. A few times a month or so, I fly, and you would need to accompany me. It’s a lot of work. A lot of responsibility. I certainly don’t expect it to consume your life, but it does require some sacrifice. The pay reflects that.”

“I understand,” I nodded. I had to consciously keep my jaw from dropping when he told me the salary and benefits package. It was a good deal more than my husband was being paid. “I’ll need to discuss it with David, if that’s okay.”

“Of course,” John replied. “Just, if you could please, let me know by the end of the week. Things are starting to fall apart already and regardless of your decision, I need to find someone fairly soon.”

“I will. Thank you.”

We shook hands. John summoned the car. I took a day to think it over before talking to David about it. When he heard the amount of money involved, he immediately told me I should do it. I decided to show up first thing Monday morning, dressed and ready to go. John was visibly relieved.

Midway through my first morning, a beautiful young blonde woman named Sally arrived. She was well-dressed, well-spoken, and obviously sophisticated. The noises I heard coming from the office fifteen minutes later convinced me that regardless of whether or not John had some kind of condition, Sally was certainly enjoying herself. Either that, or she was more deserving of an Oscar than my new friend from dinner the previous weekend. The same was true that afternoon when Amy came for her meeting. There was no mistaking that John was more agreeable and more focused after their visits, but I surmised that would be true for any man. Over the next several weeks, Amy and Sally appeared to reach a comfort level with me that allowed them to be more and more verbal during their visits. And truth be told, I was starting to enjoy listening.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

“Mr. Smith…”

“Goddamn fucking bastards!”

“MR. SMITH…”

“IF THEY WOULD JUST FUCKING DO WHAT I TELL THEM!”

“JOHN!!!”

“FUCKING WHAT?”

Now that I had his attention, I calmed my voice. “Get ahold of yourself. Is there something you need to tend to?” As tactfully as I could, I glanced and nodded at the bulge in his pants.

John blushed almost instantly. “I’m sorry, Amelia. It’s difficult sometimes.”

I had to admit that, in the back of my mind, I never quite believed what he told me about his condition. Until then, that is. “I believe you. But we need to do something about this. You can’t go off like that in the meeting. We’re only fifteen minutes away.”

“I know!” he snapped.

“What do you need to do?” I asked, regretting the words as soon as they left my mouth.

“You know what I need to do, Amelia.”

I immediately got defensive. “I’m married, John. And that’s not what you hired me for.”

“God, no. I didn’t mean that. I just need to... you know, handle it myself.”

My shoulders dropped and I sighed with relief.

“I would never ask that of you,” John insisted. Realizing that could sound insulting, he quickly tried to recover. “I mean, not that you’re not a beautiful woman. I just mean I re...”

As much as I was enjoying watching one of the wealthiest men in the world fumble over his words so awkwardly trying to appease me, we didn’t have time for it. “John,” I cut him off. “I get it, but we don’t have time. Just do what you need to do. It’s fine. I promise I won’t sue you for sexual harassment.”

“Well, technically you already signed…”

“John…” I cut him off again, looking at my watch and tapping it.

“Okay, okay. I just feel stupid having to do it in front of you.”

“Listen. We’re both grownups. You have a legitimate medical condition that you need to handle. And it’s important that we handle it soon, okay? Do you need anything? Do you want me to pull up some porn on my phone?”

“Uh, no. I think I know what I’m doing. Not my first rodeo.”

“Okay, I’ll just…” I scooted over to the far end of my bench, diagonally across from him. I opened a folder, trying to force myself to focus on the paperwork inside rather than the reality that my boss was about to masturbate three and a half feet away from me. It was a limousine. There was only so much distance to be had.

I heard John sigh when his hand made contact. I could tell he was trying to be as quiet as possible. Unable to resist, I cut my eyes for a split second to the other corner of the limousine. John had his pants unbutton and partially unzipped. His hand was in his pants, working slowly. His head was leaning back, and his eyelids were barely open. I nervously crossed my legs. John exhaled deeply immediately after. I normally wore pants to work, but because of the meeting that day, I had chosen a skirt. Could John be looking at my legs? I wondered. I let my three-inch heel fall loose and dangle off my toe, slowly making half circles in the air, still pretending to stare at my paperwork. John exhaled deeply again. He was definitely looking at me.

I quickly glanced in his direction again. I saw him catch me looking at his crotch. We made eye contact for a brief moment before I turned my pretend attention back to the papers in front of me. I glanced at my watch. I could feel my heart beating in my chest, keeping time with the second hand on my watch, only twice as fast. I realized how nervous I had become. I uncrossed my legs, running one leg down the length of the other before crossing them again, running my finger under the hemline of my skirt as I did, lifting it a few inches higher.

“Fuck,” John whispered under his breath.

I let my shoe dangle again. John’s breath became increasingly labored. I looked over again. John was making long, full strokes inside his pants. We made eye contact again. He looked ashamed, but that didn’t stop him from glancing again at my legs.

“John,” I said, my lips sticking together at first. I licked them, and I tried to make myself swallow. “We don’t have a change of clothes for you.”

I couldn’t let John ruin his suit, and I couldn’t see cleaning up the back of the limousine. I scanned the back seat for a solution. The only thing of use I could find was a scotch glass from the bar. I reached for it and held it out for John. “Here,” I offered. He took the glass with a look of defeat in his eyes. “We only have five minutes,” I said softly. He nodded.

I leaned back into my corner and crossed my legs again, this time pulling the hemline of the skirt all the way to my hip, revealing my entire leg and the beginning of my backside. I made eye contact with John as I did, letting him know he had my permission to stare at me if that would get him off in time. He set the glass down next to him, needing both hands to open his trousers. I pointlessly carried on with my ruse of looking at paperwork. I couldn’t stand my dry mouth anymore. I pulled my water bottle from the cup holder, opened the top, and took a drink.

“Fuck,” John groaned.

I looked over and saw his cock for the first time. The air in the room changed. The look of surprise on my face made John pause. “Sorry,” he muttered.

“It’s okay,” shook my head dismissively. His cock was stunningly large, more so its girth than its length, but regardless, it was impressive. I couldn’t help but keep looking. 

John slowly resumed stroking himself.

“Two minutes,” the driver’s voice said over the intercom.

John looked at me and then immediately went back to scanning my long, toned legs. I was well aware that they were one of my best features. Especially at that time of year when they were golden brown. I wasn’t convinced they were doing the trick on their own, however. I unbuttoned the first four buttons of my shirt and peeled one side away to reveal my white lace bra.

“I need you to come, John,” I said, turning my body toward him.

I uncrossed my legs, pulling the other side of my skirt up until my panties were barely covered. I parted my legs as I crossed the other leg over, revealing the white lace of my panties for a teasingly brief moment. 

“Can you come, John?”

John was stroking himself furiously, obviously frustrated and desperate to finish. “Keep talking,” he panted.

I stretched my legs out in front of me, my shins coming into contact with his legs. I pulled my skirt all the way up, putting my panties on display. I didn’t let myself look, but it felt like they were wet, visibly so. I slowly rubbed my legs together, trying to get him over the edge.

“Please come, John.”

“Fuck.”

“I need you to come,” I said urgently, looking repeatedly back and forth between his face and his lap.

“Yes,” John breathed.

“Jerk that big, beautiful cock until you come for me.”

I could tell John was about to finally climax. I could also tell that he had completely forgotten about the glass. I rushed to the other bench, scooping up the glass, and practically landed on top of him. Not knowing what else to do, I held the glass out. John ambled up, using the top of the seat behind my head for support, and aimed his cock at the glass in my hand. His chest was practically touching my face.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned.

John’s cock looked even thicker when it was barely a foot from my eyes. “Oh, my god,” I whispered involuntarily.

“I’m gonna come!”

“Yes!” I cheered.

The first shot missed, dotting my wrist and the bare skin of my leg just above my knee. We both adjusted, practically putting the head of his dick in the glass. His hand bumped the lip of the glass with each stroke. The second burst hit its mark. And the one after it. And the one after that. John came far more than I had ever seen my husband do. I’m pretty sure it was more than just about any man. So much so that it was even more impressive than his girth. It was almost comical how much he came. “Holy shit!” I laughed.

John quickly covered up, looking hurt.

“John, I’m sorry. I’m not laughing at you. I swear.”

He looked up at me, buttoning his pants.

“It’s just… That’s a LOT,” I smiled. I giggled again, inviting him in on the joke.

He smiled and chuckled just a little.

“Yeah. Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. We got the job done.”

I scooted back to my spot, glass in hand. I remembered that I had a bit of a mess on my leg and my wrist. I set the glass on the bar and grabbed a few napkins. As inconspicuously as I could, I wiped his come from my body, trying not to think that John’s was the only other man’s semen that had ever touched my married skin. I pulled my skirt down and buttoned my shirt just as the car was slowing to a stop.

John, with a much clearer head and his game face on, looked at me and said, “Let’s go to work.”

I exited the car just behind him, carrying the glass nonchalantly. I tossed it into the first trash can we passed by. We managed to make the meeting exactly on time as though nothing happened, avoiding the prospect of disrespecting our Japanese business partners. The meeting went well. So well, in fact, that it carried on until late in the evening. John made the decision to spend the night in the city. He owned a huge apartment overlooking Central Park. I called David to let him know I wouldn’t be home that night. All of the lawyers on our team lived in the city and went home for the night. That left just John and me alone in his apartment, eating cheap, delicious Chinese takeout.

“Amelia, I’m sorry about today. It was very inappropriate of me. I should have been more…prepared.”

Even though I hadn’t really stopped thinking about it since it happened, other than during the more intense moments of John’s negotiations with the Japanese, I found myself surprisingly untroubled by it. The knowledge that the poor man really couldn’t help it made me feel sorry for him.

“It’s okay, John. You couldn’t help it. Sally was out sick. We were busy prepping all morning for the meeting. I’m the one who should feel bad. I’m supposed to keep you organized. I’ll do better next time.”

“Well, remind me to put a little something extra in your stocking come Christmastime. You must think I’m some sort of pervert for keeping two women on staff to take care of me.”

I put down my box of Chinese. “Look, John. There’s no getting around the fact that it's... unusual. But I get it. If I were in your position and had your money, I’d probably do the same thing.”

“Thank you,” he said, nodding and scooping more noodles into his mouth.

“Did you ever think of settling down?”

“I thought about it a lot when I was younger. The cold, hard truth is that my situation is too much for one woman. It would be incredibly unfair for me to get close with someone only to have most of my needs met by other women. Imagine how you would feel if David had sex with two other women every day.”

I reflected on that sadly for just a moment. John was forty-five years old. He must have spent his entire adult life being lonely. “What about, you know, what we…I mean you did this afternoon?”

“It works in a pinch, but nowhere near as well as the real thing.”

“Huh,” I said. “Interesting.”

“Pheromones?”

“That probably has something to do with it, along with a smattering of other things.”

“So, you’ve never been in love?”

John shook his head. “I’m married to my work anyway.”

I nodded my head in understanding. It made me sad. I took another sip of my scotch. We were both a couple of drinks in.

“Can I ask you another question? And this is really none of my business, but given what happened this afternoon, I hope you won’t be offended.”

“Alright. Shoot.” John took a sip of his scotch.

“It’s that why it’s so…you know…big and why you come so much?”

“That’s a good question,” John nodded with a blend of surprise and appreciation on his face. “You’re very analytical. That’s good.”

“Thank you.”

John put his food down. “To answer your question, there’s not really any data one way or the other, but that is the presumption, yes. And it’s not that big.”

“It’s pretty big,” I smirked. “But then again, I’ve only ever seen David’s and a few pictures.”

“Wow. Really?”

I nodded. “Did you develop at a younger age than most?”

John was definitely impressed with my question that time. “Yeah. I did.”

“How did you handle the whole Incredible Hulk thing?”

John chuckled. “Uh, I jerked off like a madman until I finally had sex and figured out that it kept me in check far better. That’s when I was able to start getting some real work done.”

“And here you are, sitting in the nicest apartment I’ve ever seen, drinking top shelf scotch, making deals with Japanese VIP's, and eating Chinese takeout.”

“You know what the best thing is out of all of that?”

“What?”

“The take-out.”

“I know, right?”

We had a good laugh. John cleared our empty containers and poured us each another finger of scotch.

“John, I’m tired of being in these clothes. Do you have anything I could wear?”

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t even think of that. I’m sure I have some t-shirts and pajamas that could work.”

John showed me to his bedroom and left me to explore. There was no way his pajama bottoms would work, but I found some t-shirts and put on a white V-neck that worked nicely as a night shirt. It certainly didn’t show off anything John hadn’t already seen that day. I walked back out into the living room and sat in the chair across the coffee table from John.

I saw John take a deep breath when he saw what I was wearing.

I shrugged. “Nothing else fit.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s fine. Comfy.”

John waited a beat. I sipped my scotch. “Again, I’m sorry about today, Amelia. I hope you know that’s not what I expect of you. You’re not Amy or Sally. Not that they’re not wonderful girls. But you’re my assistant. And I respect that. And I respect the fact that you’re married. To a good man, at that.”

“Thank you, John. But you can stop worrying about it. There’s no harm in it. It’s not like we did anything. It was like a team-building exercise,” I joked. The scotch had kicked in at that point; otherwise, I probably would have left it there. But I didn’t. “To be honest, I was kind of flattered that you liked looking at me. I’m no Amy or Sally.”

“You’re a beautiful woman, Amelia. Your legs are stunning. Do you run?”

“I do,” I smiled, holding my legs out and flexing. John’s gaze lingered on my legs. His breathing deepened. I realized it had been several hours since the limousine ride. “John, it’s getting late. Do you need to?”

“It’s okay. I’ll handle it.”

“I don’t mind, John. You can look if you want. I mean, we shouldn’t make a habit of it, but today, I think that train’s already left the station.”

“Are you sure?”

I nodded. I liked the way he looked at me. I wanted him to look at me. And technically, it wasn’t cheating if we weren’t touching each other. Besides, I had signed a nondisclosure agreement. I couldn’t tell David anything, even if I wanted to. Or should.

I stood up and lifted my oversized t-shirt, gathering it in my hand and tying it just below my breasts. John stared at my body. I turned around slowly to let John see my ass, the other feature I was most proud of. I could hear the jingle of his belt as he unbuckled it. I took my time turning back around. By the time I was facing him, John had his cock out and was masturbating. We made no effort to hide the fact that we were studying each other’s bodies. John stood up and unbuttoned his shirt, staring me in the eyes. My gaze fell to his chest. I was aware that he lifted weights every morning before work, but I was still taken aback by how muscular he was. He dropped his pants and his underwear and stood naked in front of me, holding his cock steady in his hand. We stared into each other’s eyes, breathing deeply. I untied my t-shirt and lifted it over my head. Then I worked my fingers into the sides of my panties, the same white lace as earlier that afternoon, and elegantly slid them down my thighs…to my calves…my ankles. I stood tall again and stepped out of them, no longer wearing anything but the rings on my left hand. John and I were six feet away from each other, yet it was one of the most intimate moments of my life.

John sat down and resumed pleasuring himself, scanning my body with his eyes. I sat down in my seat across the coffee table. I slowly modeled my legs, crossing and uncrossing them, rubbing them together, and gliding my fingertips along their length. I kept them turned at a slight angle, both to improve the view but also to hide the details of my bare mound and labia. I reveled in John’s gaze, getting wet, knowing that my body was his inspiration. My hand found its way to my nipple, gently pinching it as I squeezed my thighs together to feel the pressure against my pussy. I pressed my feet and legs together, staring at John’s cock, and pushed my hands between them just above the knee. I ran my palms slowly up the inside of my thighs until my thumbs pressed into my lips, and then slid them back down again. John teased the head of his cock and watched me flirt with my own pussy.

I couldn’t take much more. I was aching to be touched. Finally, as I ran my palms up the inside of my thighs yet again, I parted my legs and ran my index fingers along the side of my labia. I did this a half dozen more times until I relented and let my hand drift to the center and find my clitoris. I whimpered and closed my eyes, finally feeling what I had been needing since the limousine. I opened my eyes and looked at David. We stared into each other’s eyes while we pleasured ourselves. My gaze shifted back to David’s lap as I pinched a nipple and eased a finger inside my pussy. The sound of our self-gratification filled the room. I stared at David’s cock, imagining what it would feel like inside of me and wondering if I could take it. I wondered what he tasted like and how it would feel to have him in my mouth. I’d never seen another cock in person. I marveled at it. David was, likewise, staring at me. I fantasized that he was imagining the same things I was. My fingers worked my body ever closer to orgasm. I held out for as long as I could, not wanting the moment to end. Finally, I couldn’t delay any longer. My entire body clenched, and I fought the instinct to close my eyes and tilt my head back, forcing myself instead to focus on John’s beautiful body. As I settled, I felt one last tingle of pleasure under my finger when John erupted, shooting his load over his sculptured stomach and chest. For a few moments, we were still in glorious repose. Then I thought of David at home, in bed alone. I gathered my t-shirt and panties from the floor.

“Good night, John,” I said quietly.

“Goodnight, Amelia,” he replied.

I walked to the guest bedroom and closed the door. I waited to hear John go to bed before I let myself masturbate again. I let myself moan and whimper. I wanted him to hear. I slept precious little that night, desire and guilt battling in my brain. I knew I couldn’t fuck John no matter how badly I wanted to, even if I literally could not tell my husband or else face the consequences of an ironclad NDA. Written agreement or not, I would know what I had done. I woke up before my alarm and heard noise coming from down the hall. Still in John’s t-shirt, I followed the sound to a room at the end of the hall and opened the door. John was standing, facing the door, grunting, and curling dumbbells. He was shirtless. His chest was glistening with sweat. He racked the dumbbells when he saw me.

“Good morning,” he smiled.

I didn’t reply. I walked to him, breeching his space. Looking up at him, I declared, “This has to be the last time.” I kissed his chest and licked a bead of sweat from his skin. I repeated that ritual down the line running from his diaphragm to his waist until I was on my knees. In one firm, smooth motion, I pulled his clothes down until his cock appeared. He was hard for me. I looked up at John, my boss—my husband’s boss. I gripped the base of his cock with my hand, licked the length of his shaft exactly one time, stretched my jaw wide, and took his cock in my mouth.

“Hmmm,” I moaned. I was naked under my t-shirt and sent my free hand to work. Because of its girth, I couldn’t fit much of his cock in my mouth. I spit, drooled, and slobbered on the shaft until I could easily jerk him while I licked and sucked his cockhead. John gathered my hair in his hand and moaned his approval. He pulled me up from my knees and then lifted my shirt in one swift motion.

“You can’t fuck me,” I panted.

“I know,” he replied, guiding me to the ground, where he spread my legs and kissed his way up my thighs.

“Ooh,” I cooed when his tongue made contact.

John explored my pussy with his tongue, quickly learning how I liked to be touched. He was masterful, pleasing me in a way that only a man who has sex four times a day would know how. When I came, he knew exactly how to draw out my orgasm, making it more intense and longer than any I’d had before. Before I could recover, John sat on his heels between my legs. Using the tip of his cock, he teased my still hypersensitive clit. I pressed my hand to his stomach, trying to push me away. “John, we can’t!” I panicked.

“I know,” he nodded and started stroking his cock, occasionally brushing the tip along my folds. “Just tell me you want to. I want to hear you say it.”

I paused, panting quickly and staring into John’s eyes. “I want you to fuck me, John.” I could see the hunger in John’s eyes. “I know we can’t, but I want you so much.”

“Yes,” John growled. I knew he would come soon. Again, he rubbed the head of his cock along my folds, grazing my entrance.

“Oh, god,” I whimpered. I was dizzy with lust. “John, you can’t.”

“I know. Just tell me.”

“I want to fuck you, John. I want to feel you inside me. I want to come on your big, beautiful cock. I want to feel you come inside me.”

I grabbed John’s cock and pulled him down on top of me. I made a hole with my hand for John to fuck while his shaft ran along my clitoris.

“Yes,” I cried. “Fuck me.”

John fucked my hand and slid himself along my folds until his come covered my torso and part of my chin. I sat up and pulled his cock to my mouth. I never had a problem tasting David’s come but I never particularly looked forward to it either. It was entirely different with John. I ravenously cleaned his cock. When I was done, I wiped him from my chin and sucked his cock some more. I did the same with my chest. I was still sucking John’s deflating cock when his phone rang. It broke the spell.

“Hello? ... I’ll need an extra twenty minutes.”

John and I didn’t speak. We quickly showered together in silence and then went to our separate rooms to get dressed. In the limousine, I finally broke the silence with work.

“You have a conference call first thing with Munich. At ten, the engineering team from the Sigma project is coming to review specs with you. At noon, Sally will be back.” I didn’t pause. Didn’t stutter. “At one, you have an on-air interview with Finance Daily. Jim will come fifteen minutes early to mic you and setup the connection.” I carried on until things felt somewhat normal again.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I walked into John’s office at noon and laid some paperwork on his desk in front of him. It had been a month since our dalliance in the city.

“Sally was in a car accident a few hours ago. She’s okay, but she’ll be in the hospital for the afternoon.”

“Are we looking after her?”

“Yes. I sent James to be with her and make sure she gets home and is taken care of.”

“Excellent.”

“I tried to contact Amy to see if she could fill in, but she’s in the city and won’t be back until your scheduled time this afternoon. So, I will be tending to you today.”

“What?”

“I’ll be filling in for Sally.”

“Don’t you think that’s a uh…bad idea?”

I ignored his question, taking his hand and pulling upward. “Stand up, please.”

John followed my direction. I turned him around and guided him to lean back against his desk. Very unceremoniously, I got on my knees in front of him and started unbuckling his belt. John grabbed me by the wrist. “Are you sure, Amelia?”

Again, I ignored his question. He was almost completely hard by the time I got his dick into my mouth. John gently took my hair in his hands and held it as I bobbed up and down on his cock, doing my best to take as much of it as I could. I gagged multiple times, and soon my face was a wet, slobbery mess. I looked up at John.

“God, you are beautiful, Amelia.”

I went back to work on his cock. My pussy was literally dripping with desire, and I knew that John would happily reciprocate. But I was set on something different that day. I stood up and shimmied my skirt up to my waist. I bent over the desk next to him. I reached back and lowered my panties to my thighs.

“Amelia, I can’t.”

“Yes, you can. Just do it.”

“You’re married.”

“I have an NDA. He’ll never know.”

“I can’t ask you to do this, Amelia.”

“You’re not asking me, John. I’m asking you.”

John stood there motionless, staring at my ass.

“Please…fuck me. I’m ready.”

John lined up behind me. My whole body was shaking with anticipation. I was terrified and desperate to be fucked. For days, I had been masturbating in the outer office, listening to Sally and Amy. I felt the tip of his massive cockhead at my entrance.

“Are you sure, Amelia?”

“Yes,” I panted. “Fuck me. Please? I want you inside me.”

John eased himself inside me, starting with just a fraction of what he had to give. My elbows went out from under me.

“Shh,” John whispered. “Relax.”

Like John said the first time we crossed a line, it wasn’t his first rodeo. He didn’t just fuck me. He played me like an instrument. I remember Amy telling me one time that the one surefire thing that gets him off, the thing that works when nothing else will, was seeing how hard he could make her come. He was a master. I fell into the moment and let him take me. I completely surrendered. He fucked me slowly at first, feeling out my nuances. Once he had a feel for where my sweet spots were, he started properly fucking me.

“Oh, god,” I wondered out loud. “What are you doing to me?”

I came within just a few minutes. John fucked me slowly for a moment, letting me begin to recover, but before I could, he started building me toward another orgasm, a bigger one, from the remnants of the last one. He repeated this cycle again and then again, until I was screaming, begging him, “Please! More!” Had it not been for the soundproofing in the outer office, the entire company would have heard me. When I was limp like a ragdoll, almost delirious from ecstasy, John turned me around and sat me up on the desk.

“Don’t you want to see?” he teased.

I wrapped my legs around him and marveled at the sight of his huge dick disappearing into my pretty little pussy.

“Oh my god,” I gushed. I put a hand on the back of John’s neck and looked into his eyes. “You’re so amazing.”

“It’s takes two,” he replied.

“I want you to come inside me, John,” I breathed. “Please?”

“Tell me more.”

“I love the way you fuck me. It’s unbelievable.”

“Yeah. Do I fuck you better than your husband? Better than David?”

It felt so good in that moment that I didn’t even mind being reminded that I was shattering my wedding vows.

“Yes. So much better,” I whimpered.

John slowed his pace. He fucked me slowly and quietly. Picking up his desk phone and handing it to me, he said, “Call your husband and tell him you have to work late tonight.”

I couldn’t reach the dial pad from my angle. “Five-two-three,” I said. John dialed the extension, and my husband answered. “Hey, baby. I have to work late tonight.”

“Again?” David complained.

Just as I was apologizing, John swiftly buried himself to the hilt inside me. “I’m sorry, baby.”

It must have sounded like I was about to cry because David started backstepping. “Baby, you don’t have to feel that bad. I’m just a little disappointed, that’s all.”

John picked up his pace and started fucking me steadily. There was something inexplicably hot about getting fucked by my husband’s better while talking to him on the phone. I watched John’s cock move in and out of me.

“I’m sorry, baby,” I said. “I feel like I’m a terrible wife.”

“No. Don’t say that. It’s fine. You’re amazing.”

David started gushing. I didn’t hear everything he said because John backed up and pulled me down to his knees. I didn’t wait for him to show me what he wanted. I went straight for his cock. When I heard David stop talking, I paused. “I know, baby. Maybe tomorrow…Okay, bye.” I looked up at David. “I’m going to hell.”

David pulled me up from the floor and bent me over the desk again. “It’s gonna be a great ride.”

He abandoned focusing on my pleasure and fucked me for his own purpose. I almost liked it better.

“Are you gonna come in my pussy?” I teased.

“You mean the one that belongs to me now?”

Those words did something to me. “Yes!” I growled.

John grabbed my hair and yanked my head back.

“Yes! Fuck me!” I begged.

John did just that until he was ready to come. “Tell me what you want,” he demanded.

“Come inside me!”

“Yeah?”

“Yes. Come in my married pussy!”

Then, finally, after a month of fantasizing, John exploded inside of me. It was even better than I imagined. I laid limp on the desk for a few moments, too sated to think. John’s voice brought me back into the moment.

“Call Amy and tell her I won’t need her until bedtime tonight.”

I was both pleased and jealous at the same time.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

John cut back Amy and Sally’s hours, employing them at his home only. That meant that twice a day, sometimes three, I took care of John’s unique needs. We carried on for weeks. The sex only got better. I learned his body and how to please it far better than I knew my own husband’s. And he knew mine. The pleasure I experienced with John was unlike anything I had known before. There were still unspoken rules. We never cuddled after. We never said tender things. And we never kissed. We kept it professional.

John tried to inject some levity into the office when he could. On Halloween, everyone dressed up. There was a costume contest and candy galore. I dressed as a sexy cop in a shirt skirt, and David dressed as a criminal in an orange jump suit. John dressed in a Hulk costume. Apparently, John found my police uniform inspiring and didn’t wait until our normal time to bend me over his desk. I loved the way he manhandled me and ripped my panties down.

“Fuck yes,” I growled.

John slapped my bare ass, something I had come to love.

“Yes!” I screamed, being grateful no one could hear.

John pressed his cock to me, making me beg.

“Fuck me!” I demanded.

He teased me some more and then spanked me again. Thwap!

“Yes!” I yelled louder.

John buried his cock inside of me. The sound of our bodies clapping together filled the office. Thwap.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I sang with a growl. John fucked me hard. Harder than usual. I was loving it and marveling at how well I handled his big cock after having gotten used to it. “I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come!” I cried. I came hard, whimpering and moaning loudly. I turned around and got on my knees, sucking John’s cock.

“You look so beautiful with my dick in your mouth, Amelia.”

“Do you like the way I suck your cock, John? It’s so fucking big. Do you like the way I look with your giant cock in my mouth?”

One of John’s favorite things was for me to talk dirty. It had become one of mine, too. I jerked and sucked him and relentlessly showered him with absolutely filthy praise and encouragement until he finally came with a loud groan. John’s loads were so big, it was impossible for me to contain them all, and some invariably spilled. Normally, I was very careful to be naked, or at least mostly naked, to avoid having to change clothes. With it being Halloween, wearing the costume, and it not being our usual time, I guess I was a little out of sorts. I was still wiping some of the mess from my costume when I walked into the outer office. It took me a moment to look up from wiping my shirt to see David standing in front of me. I had clearly forgotten to lock the door. The look on his face meant I didn’t need to ask how long he’d been standing there. The outer office walls were completely soundproof. The inner office walls were paper thin. I still don’t know how much David heard, but he obviously heard enough. Without saying a word, he turned and stormed out.




If you are feeling kind, please consider leaving a rating or review. It's a huge help and greatly appreciated. Thanks again!

Part II available HERE.

Thanks for reading!
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