
        
            
                
            
        

    
Blackmailed by the Office Wimp

By Peter Speed



Chapter one

Early rush hour traffic was light allowing the silver luxury saloon car to weave into the city centre with relatively few delays.

It has been the only positive part of the journey so far though.

An uncomfortable silence lingered inside the car, the atmosphere reflecting the chilly temperatures that the vehicle passed through.

Callers were being invited to ring into the morning radio show to name three male mystery celebrity voiceovers.

The DJ was trying his best to whip up enthusiasm but was not being helped by the sheer paucity of intelligent answers from participants. 

There had been eight dismal attempts to solve the puzzle this morning with not one of the mystery celebs being unmasked so far.

The latest dimwit – an excitable housewife called Debbie – had even insisted the final voice was female despite the disc jockey’s insistence that all of the voices were male.

She was, of course, wrong.

Donna Jackson leaned forward in the passenger seat and switched the radio off, unable to contain her frustration with the station any longer.

“Idiots.”

Her tolerance limit was nearly exhausted and it was barely past 7am.

The radio snapped back on almost immediately as the driver hit the on switch next to his wheel.

Her retort was almost instant. 

“For fuck sake, Gerry, grow up.”

His eyes flicked towards his wife for a second before diverting back to the traffic on the road ahead. 

Using the control panel on the steering wheel, Gerry changed the radio channel as a token gesture of diplomacy.

Without taking his eyes off the road, Gerry spoke in a low voice containing little trace of emotion: “I like it. It blocks out the sound of you whining all the time.”

Donna’s face became contorted with anger as she spoke: “Fuck you. This is my career we’re talking about. I’m trying to save my job. 

“I’ve worked too hard to let a little prick like Dennis Lewis screw everything up for me.

“I need a little bit of support. Is that too much to ask from my loving husband?”

She had purposefully placed extra emphasis on the word ‘loving’ – their relationship had been anything but over the past 48 hours.

Gerry did not make an immediate response, instead concentrating on changing lanes and making a right turn, guiding the car along the familiar route to Donna’s office.

They had been so happy.

Rich, popular, good-looking and a sex life that was the envy of many, the couple seemed to have it all.

However an unbridled desire to continually push their sexual boundaries had unexpectedly pushed them into this awkward position.

When Dennis had accidentally stumbled across Donna’s burning desire to bring a well-endowed black bull into their relationship – not to mention the intimate pictures she’d been sending out to potential suitors – the Jackson’s cosy world was under threat for the first time ever.

So far the intern’s work-related demands had been small: a desk move and a promotion would not be any trouble for Donna to arrange.

But how far would he take this blackmail business? 

Her head throbbed with the possibilities.

What did the slimy little urchin actually want? 

Her?

To regularly humiliate her and Gerry?

Or would Dennis be happy simply with a fresh desk location in the office and a new job title?

And if she caved into these fairly simple demands now, where would this nightmare ever end?

The same questions had been swirling throughout her frazzled mind during the entire weekend amid heated arguments with her husband.

In truth, she could understand why he was so pissed off.

Being cuckolded by your wife’s office intern must have been humiliating for him – particularly as he was tied to a chair and forced to watch helplessly while it happened.

But Gerry’s wounded male pride was the least of her concerns. 

She risked a sideways glance at her husband. He had not yet responded to her, eyes fixed on the traffic.

The rows over the weekend had been explosive. 

Shouting, screaming and plenty of tears had echoed through their five-bedroom home as the couple tried to plot a way out of this mess.

Gerry insisted Dennis should be threatened, beaten and left in fear of his life. Revenge was the only thing on his mind.

Donna, appalled that her usually easy-going husband could casually justify such violence, hit the roof. 

She could understand her other half’s fury over the situation but she was quick to point out the obvious fact: he was more than happy to be cuckolded.

Perhaps not with Dennis as the bull, if you could open your mind enough to call him that, and definitely not in those degrading circumstances but nonetheless he had longed to see his wife taken by another man.

And now that had become a reality, his ego had been badly bruised and he wanted payback on the person he deemed responsible.

Her husband wanted her to walk away from Potts Hillman, her directorship, her career and become a stay-at-home wife. 

Gerry’s view was simple. 

They didn’t need the hassle – or the money – so why even contemplate playing Dennis’s little games even more?

Such a response had not come as a complete surprise. 

She had always been pestered by a nagging suspicion that Gerry had treated her career ambitions with a smirk and a nudge; willing to allow her to chase her dreams as long as it did not complicate their lives.

And until now, it never had done. 

However faced with the stark choice of enduring blackmail for the sake of his wife’s stellar career, Gerry’s true feelings had surfaced.

He urged: “Quit your job and he’s got nothing over us. In my mind, there’s nothing to discuss. Do it on Monday and let’s all move on.”

Gerry could not have been more forthright as they bickered fiercely over how to handle Dennis.

Even replaying the weekend’s arguments in her mind was enough to make Donna scowl. 

But she would find a way out of this mess with or without her husband’s help. 

She would fulfil her part of the bargain and planned to pressure Dennis into handing over the sordid sexual snaps that would be so damaging to her.

She was a hard-ass, a dynamic professional that no-one walked over including her husband. She refused to be the one to walk away from this.

Being a coward went against everything she believed in. She had faced bullies and male chauvinists throughout her life and had never lost.

Donna knew bullies only responded to strength, not weakness. 

They preyed on the weak so, if you stood up to them with a show of force, they usually switched attention to easier targets. 

This, she hoped, would be the case with Dennis.

The blonde sighed, fidgeting in her heated seat. 

“Fine, ignore me if you wish but I’m not quitting, G. 

“No way. As I said last night, I’ll sort this mess out myself.

“Thanks for the fucking support.”

Gerry grimaced at the swearing in his direction, shrugging his shoulders but keeping his gaze resolutely on the road ahead.

“Good. You do as you wish...” 

Donna reached out to turn the radio up again and did not hear her husband mutter a few more words under his breath.

“…just like you always fucking do.”


Chapter two

Dennis Lewis drummed his fingers lightly on the keyboard in front of him as he scanned the morning's news headlines.

The office clock, positioned on the wall in front of him, flashed up a fresh combination of numbers. 

It was 7.13am. 

That slut had two minutes.

He pursed his lips, sucking in air as he considered his options.

Dennis's stomach was taut with an uneasy mixture of apprehension and excitement.

It had been a whirlwind 72 hours.

Most of the weekend had passed in a haze of wild partying as he celebrated the promotion that he'd desired for so long.

He did not reveal to his friends how his surprise elevation had actually happened. 

Dennis purposefully failed to mention how he blackmailed his boss, forcing her to promote him in return for him keeping some saucy snaps of her off the internet.

And, of course, cuckolding the boss’s arrogant husband in their own home was a story that he was not yet ready to share.

The office intern was a man of his word after all.

The clock changed again. 

It was 7.14am.

Dennis’s eyes returned to the screen. 

The sordid images of Donna and the screen grabs of the filthy conversations she’d been having with potential black lovers remained safe in his cloud account. 

He shook his head, sweeping the hair out of his eyes as he did so.

She had been so naïve. Who does this kind of thing on their work computer?

Dennis knew the answer already. 

Both Donna and Gerry oozed arrogance, a swaggering belief that they could do whatever they wished. 

It was almost as if they thought the rules did not apply to them.

And now they were paying a high price for that absurd over-confidence.

Dennis felt giddy whenever he thought back to his impromptu visit to the Jackson’s house on Friday evening.

To fuck his gorgeous married boss doggy style was one thing.

But to shag her from behind while her pathetic husband watched up close, tied to a chair, was something else entirely. 

It was beyond his wildest dreams.

It made his cock throb re-running the depraved scene through his mind. 

He had never even touched a woman with that kind of body before, let alone got down and dirty with them. 

Dennis had refrained from washing his right hand since the steamy Friday night encounter – desperate to keep her heavenly scent on his fingers for as long as possible.

7.15am. 

If that slut did not walk through that door before the clock changed again, then she would pay a heavy penalty.

In truth he had been surprised by the Jacksons. 

They had been easily manipulated but he guessed public image was everything to a couple like them and they would never put their precious reputations at risk.

It was an obvious weak point.

However he knew Donna too well to think this was over. 

They would have spent the weekend conjuring up ways to eradicate this tentative hold that he had over them.

Indeed slender was a kind way of describing his small portfolio of blackmail material. It was verging on lightweight, Dennis knew. 

But it was enough to convince Donna to do as he desired on Friday. 

Now he waited for her to deliver the rest of the bargain this morning. 

He could not wait for the global email to be circulated this morning informing his colleagues of a “fully merited promotion for the hugely talented Dennis Lewis” – carefully selected words that he’d drafted in advance. 

The looks of their stunned faces would be worth the early start alone.

His thoughts switched back to Donna.

Once she had fulfilled her part of the deal, Dennis would produce the new terms that he’d mulled over during the weekend.

Donna had been so flustered – as well as fairly intoxicated – on Friday night that she had forgotten to negotiate. 

He did not have to hand over the pics and the rest of the evidence. All he had to do was keep quiet to fulfil his part of their original deal.

Donna would hit the roof when she discovered he wanted more – but that mattered not. 

He was keeping his side of the bargain and if she wanted to get hold of those pictures, she’d have to work even harder for them.

She would surely not make such a rookie mistake again, meaning he would have to give up the incriminating material sooner rather than later.

And he knew if the next demand was too over the top, it was likely to be the final straw for her.

If he pushed her too far, she’d simply walk and all his leverage would disappear. It was a careful balancing act.

Of course, he could still publish the lurid pictures of Donna across social media if he so wished but what would be the point? 

There would be no career to ruin if she had already resigned. 

He knew she loved her job but she was not the sort of person to stand by and meekly allow someone to blackmail her.

Would she have the balls to pack in her job though? 

And potentially risk her whole career?

Or would they have something more sinister planned for him?

Dennis tugged at his collar. 

He was not wearing a tie and his shirt’s top button was already undone but he still felt tight around the throat.

Despite the adrenaline pumping through his veins, his subconscious body language betrayed his nerves. 

He clapped his hands together in a gesture aimed at banishing the paralysing self-doubt, which had plagued him throughout his life.

The elevator door pinged open. It closed a whole five seconds before the office’s digital display changed to 7.16am.

His boss had arrived precisely when he had requested. It was show time.



Chapter three

“Morning.”

Donna’s voice carried through the empty office. 

It had a strong and confident tone, the word snapped out as she strode across the floor towards her dark office.

Dennis smirked. She could posture as much as she wanted: he was the one that was calling the shots.

“Shut the fuck up and come here.”

He spat the words out, deliberately showing no sign of warmth or respect towards the senior manager. 

He needed her to fear him as much as possible.

Donna stopped the moment the words were uttered. 

Dennis watched her hesitate, realising internally she was battling her natural instincts to tell him to go hell.

A split second later, the pause ended.

She swivelled on her high heels and changed direction, heading straight towards Dennis’s desk away from the sanctuary of her office.

She was wearing the short black skirt and sparkly high heels that he’d demanded the other night. 

They showed off her toned legs to perfection.

Her tight fitting suit jacket offered little protection against the winter cold, but provided a tantalising glimpse of her deep cleavage.

Donna stopped a metre away from Dennis’s seat, her eyes radiating fury.

“Don’t speak to me like that, Lewis. This ends today.”

A cruel laugh escaped his lips as he openly mocked his boss.

“Oh Donna, you’re in no position to be making threats here.”

His fingers clicked on the left hand button of the mouse on his desktop, bringing up a selfie of Donna with her index finger partially inserted into her hairless vagina.

She gasped, swiftly looking around the building as if prying eyes were lurking around every corner.

“Take that down, you scumbag.”

Dennis snorted. “Yes boss… but not until you get on your knees.”

Donna stared back at the smug lad sitting before her. He could tell she did not approve of his clothing tastes – undoubtedly his loud shirt and trouser combination offended her refined fashion tastes.

Dennis knew he looked like a posh university wannabe – a designer yellow shirt, blue slacks and matching yellow socks.

He was delighted to see the hint of revulsion cross Donna’s face that she could not keep hidden. It only reinforced his belief that she would continue to comply with his demands and go against her natural instincts.

“No.”

He smiled malevolently before turning away from her, back towards the screen. 

“I understand, Mrs Jackson. Consider our agreement to be null and void.”

He opened a new tab on his web browser and, with a swift click of the mouse, began dragging the lurid image of Donna onto the open page.

Donna’s heart began to race.

“Wait!”

He stopped as soon as she spoke, turning his head in her direction.

The director kneeled down slowly, refusing to make eye contact and awaiting him to issue the next command.

He leant forward moving close enough to catch her delicious natural odour.

“Good girl. Do you remember our agreement now? I hope you’re going to live up to your end of the bargain?”

Her voice was barely a whisper. “I’ve already paid part of it.”

“Ah yes, Friday night. What an evening that was. How is Gerry?”

“He’s fine.”

“Did he enjoy himself?”

“No.”

Dennis chuckled. 

“Oops. My heart bleeds. The key finally passed through me yesterday but I suppose you didn’t need it by then?”

He sniggered, thinking about Gerry being handcuffed to a chair in his living room with the key uselessly rattling around Dennis’s stomach.

Donna’s teeth had clenched. “We sorted it.”

“How?”

“Why do you care? What’s this got to do anything?”

Her voice had risen to match her bubbling temper. 

Dennis paused for a second to allow the tension to ease before repeating his question.

“How?”

The word was spoken with more force this time.

Donna relented. “We have an axe in the shed. I got it and smashed one of the arms. 

“It was an antique chair that had been in my family for generations. 

“It is now completely ruined. I’m unsure how I’ll explain its destruction to my mother.”

Dennis shrugged. 

“Ever tried waiting for anything? No, I bet you haven’t, have you? Snap your fingers and the boys come running. 

“You only had to wait for a day or so while it gently passed through my system. But you couldn’t be patient, could you?”

His eyes sparkled as he spoke, knowing every sentence he uttered would grate on the frayed nerves of his sexy boss.

He did not wait for a response to his question and continued: “Well, now the boot is on the other foot. 

“I’m glad the chair got smashed – another unforgettable memory of a great night.”

Donna said nothing. 

He looked at her sideways – something was different about her. 

She had cut her hair over the weekend; the beautiful long flowing blond curls had disappeared replaced by a no-frills pony tail. 

Perhaps she was hoping a fresh look would bring a change of luck.

“You seem down, Donna. Trouble at home with that brilliant husband of yours?” 

The question carried an unmistakable air of mockery.

“No, we’re fine. I’m just a little tired.”

Dennis didn’t push it. 

Underneath the heavy make-up that had been caked onto her beautiful face, he could see she was struggling.

Obviously Friday’s events had taken their toll on his glamourous manager. 

Still, she needed to man up – it was only going to get worse.

“Okay. I was only offering a sympathetic ear. I don’t care that much. Right, that’s enough of this small talk fascinating though it is. 

“Let’s get down to business.”

She looked up at him warily. 

Her delicious thighs stretched out towards Dennis. He licked his lips in anticipation.

Undoing his flies, his directions were crisp but oozed authority. 

“I’m going to tell you how this plays out today but while I do so, make yourself useful and suck my cock dry.”


Chapter four

She had a mouth like a vacuum cleaner.

Initially reluctant to carry out his demand, Donna’s fulsome lips were now bobbing up and down on his erect cock with almost reckless abandon.

Dennis was struggling to keep a clear head.

In his limited sexual experience, he had always been able to comfortably control himself when receiving fellatio.

He had only ejaculated into a girl’s mouth if he decided to – he had never been brought to orgasm without losing control.

It was slipping away from him now though.

Donna was a blow job expert, he thought to himself as he fidgeted in his seat to try and regain some control of proceedings.

How many cocks has this slag sucked to get this good, Dennis wondered, as he watched her tongue flick back and forth over the glans of his five inch cock. 

Not for the first time, he wished he was bigger. He’d had loved to have choked those full lips with his manhood. 

It was never going to happen though.

Her spare hand expertly massaged his scrotum encouraging the seminal fluid to come spilling out as quickly as possible.

No wonder she had been climbed the career ladder so quickly. 

Talent comes in all shapes and sizes after all. 

Donna’s talents were becoming more obvious every time they met – they came in a tightest body he’d ever had the good fortune to feel and a mouth with so much suction that it could send even the most straight-laced man wild with passion.

He gathered his thoughts and focused. 

He had planned to fuck the slutty director in the toilets but that was no longer in the question. 

If he did somehow manage to make it through the fabulous oral sex session without blowing his load, he doubted would not last longer than a minute inside the married blonde.

Bitter experience had taught him to understand the limits of his sexual performance. 

Better to enjoy her special skills rather than break off midway through for a disappointingly quick fuck in the men’s toilet.

She would look good covered in his semen anyway.

It would be a perfect way to start a very, very long day for the Potts Hillman starlet.

But first, he needed to spell out exactly how this Monday was going to pan out.

He cleared his throat, ignoring the tell-tale twitch of his cock as pre-ejaculation fluid began to leak from the tip.

“Donna, keep going with your wonderful work. I’ll do the talking, you do the… blowing. 

“Tap my leg to show you understand. 

“Can you do that?”

An expertly manicured hand with pink nail varnish gripped the side of his right thigh. 

She tapped several fingers against his muscle to indicate she had heard and understood the question.

Her rhythm did not alter, unexpectedly making him gasp with pleasure. 

He was close. This needed to be quick.

“Good. As agreed, I will be promoted today to Graduate Trainee Accountant and enrolled onto a fast-track training scheme. 

“I have emailed you the wording that should be sent out to the rest of the firm. 

“The list of suitable training initiatives is attached to the same email and I expect to receive a confirmation email about course entry within 24 hours. 

“Do you understand?”

He was breathing heavily. 

A quick tap from Donna allowed him to continue, this time with even greater urgency.

“I want the desk in the corner next to the window – the one that Milly sits in. 

“Make it happen today. It should be simple enough. Okay?”

She tapped again. 

“Good girl. As an act of faith, I’ll delete this image and the fucking filthy correspondence between you and Dwayne.”

Donna’s eyes were now looking directly into his as she licked up and down his shaft. 

Her right hand pumped his red penis relentlessly as she spoke in a mere whisper.

“No. You delete everything and then we’re even.”

Dennis had been waiting for this. 

He leaned forward, bringing his face almost directly above her head.

“Donna, Donna, Donna.

“You agreed to the cuckolding of your husband, the promotion and the desk move… in return for my silence.

“You are a silly thing. If you wanted me to erase all the incriminating evidence, then you should have said.”

He paused, aware that his orgasm was about to arrive.

She did not break eye contact but was now pleasuring him only with her hand. 

Her eyes had narrowed to slits as Dennis spoke. 

“Ah, keep going, I’m going to spunk all over that pretty face – just like your pussy of a husband does to you every night.”

Heeding his words, Donna began to pull away to escape being drenched in cum but it was too late. 

He pushed her hand away to ensure maximum enjoyment as the orgasm rippled through his body, finishing the orgasm himself. 

The spunk shot out of his cock, landing across her forehead and the top of her hair. 

The second blast hit her cheek and into her mouth.

He roughly grabbed the back of his boss’s head and forcefully pulled her back towards his already shrinking cock. 

She opened her mouth again, willingly swallowing the remainder of the ejaculation without complaint.

Dennis groaned loudly casting a quick eye over towards the elevator to ensure no-one had witnessed the humiliation of his line manager.

They were still alone at the moment but it was now almost 7.45am. 

The office would soon begin filling up as the Monday morning early birds began drifting in.

He tapped Donna on the head. 

“Cumface, I think you need to go to the toilet and clean yourself up. 

“You’ve got a lot of important meetings today and this look won’t impress anybody – except me.”

His semen had dripped down her face and stained her expensive suit jacket. 

One glance told Dennis that the coat was ruined – another victim of this sick and twisted game. 

He could tell in her body language that she hated him more than ever.

Donna stood, pushing the spunk out of her eyes. 

She turned to leave but stopped at the sound of her blackmailer’s gloating voice once more ringing in her ears.

“One last thing, Cumface. 

“I’ve installed a new instant messenger on your laptop. 

“It sits outside our company’s IT safeguards so we’ll be able to talk openly – in a manner of sorts. 

“Take it out with you at noon and find somewhere quiet to fire it up. I’ll spell out the second part of the deal then.”

He stood, straightened his shirt and zipped up his flies. 

Dennis moved past her, heading towards the male toilet and giving her inviting breasts a harsh squeeze as he did so.

Today was already off to a great start – and it would be getting even better.


Chapter five

It was 11.55am. 

Ever the consummate professional, Donna opened the ‘out of office’ function on her email, announcing her absence from the building for the next 30 minutes.

She looked thoughtfully at the display for a moment and amended the timings on the screen to 45 minutes.

She hoped it would be long enough. Who knows what that little asshole Dennis would have planned for her?

Donna clicked the confirmation button and locked her desktop computer down, scanning the office floor as she did so. 

No sign of that shit Lewis who had been causing her so many headaches.

It had been quite a morning.

Ironically, the much-anticipated board meeting that had initially sparked Dennis’s entire blackmail saga had been cancelled.

They never needed to fix the photocopier late on Friday night. If only she’d known. Hindsight was a wonderful thing.

Not that Donna minded about the cancelled meeting too much. 

Her posh jacket was stained with the bastard intern’s spunk and had been discarded on top of her oversized designer handbag. 

It would need a dry clean at least although Donna was sorely tempted to throw the cum-soaked coat into the trash as soon as she got home.

Her hair had been coated in his explosion of jizz – making it look greasy, unwashed and far darker than normal. 

She’d been forced to keep it in a ponytail to keep her appearance at least semi-respectable.

Thankfully her tight-fitted shirt was white, meaning the semen smears were not visible. 

She could still smell him though, making her feel queasy as she had attempted to work through the morning.

Due to the cancellation of the board meeting, Donna had been forced to email each of the directors informing them of her sudden decision to promote Dennis.

To say the news had raised eyebrows would be an understatement. 

Donna had been subtly laying the foundations for Dennis’s departure amongst the senior management for months. 

Now in an abrupt U-turn, the intern previously dubbed “useless and lazy” by Donna was being promoted and the firm would be investing thousands in training on him.

Each of the other four board members urged caution but Donna was adamant. 

She rebuffed suggestions that the promotion was too hasty insisting Dennis had “unseen” potential and had been overlooked too long.

Indeed, Donna even apologised for her oversight in the matter, a rare show of humility from the high-flyer.

As department director, Donna did not need their permission – she could promote or fire whoever she wished.

However it did help to have their support. 

When they understood that Donna’s mind was made up and could not be swayed, the board agreed to support her decision.

Except Alan Barker, who was perhaps the only person in Potts Hillman to dislike Donna more than Dennis did. 

White haired with a fearsome reputation, Barker was aged in his late sixties and had postponed retirement twice to remain part of the business. 

He was a self-confessed workaholic, a complete stickler for rules and absolutely obsessed with expenditure. 

If Barker had been the top man – which very nearly happened in the firm’s early days – they’d probably all have been working in portable offices to save costs.

This miser always had a group of favourites: people who gave up almost every working hour to the business and had been there for years.

So Donna’s whirlwind arrival two years ago caught him off-guard. 

At that point, Barker was once more on the verge of retiring before postponing the inevitable for a second time.

Crucially, Barker had not been given a say on her appointment – and had been a thorn in her side ever since deciding to stay.

Politically-savvy despite her relative tender years, Donna knew to be wary of Barker. 

His off-the-record briefings against her were well known; his dislike for her barely concealed in senior leadership meetings.

She had tried to be friendly and to win him round but it didn’t work. 

Recently, she had simply ignored him – unwilling to waste breath on an individual that did not give her the respect she felt she deserved.

Today though Barker knew something was up. 

He had sent at least ten circular emails to the entire board asking for a meeting on the decision of Dennis’s promotion, requesting the intern be interviewed as part of the process. 

Donna knew her work nemesis had rightly smelled a rat so moved smoothly to ward off the potential danger. 

She paid a personal visit to Paul Lyle, the chairman of the board.

He was one of Donna’s biggest fans and a little flattery on her part quickly won him round. 

She understood Barker could make as much of a fuss as he wanted but, as long as Paul remained on her side, the promotion would go through no matter how many meetings were held.

She blew out her cheeks and sighed deeply, pushing thoughts of her ongoing power struggle with Barker out of her mind for another day.

There were other issues too.

The office desk move had caused nearly as much commotion.

Milly Northern was a popular and dedicated member of Donna’s team.

To say she was upset to be switching desks with Dennis was an understatement. 

The slight brunette fumed silently at the order, refusing to look in Donna’s direction as they discussed the logic behind move.

Donna understood completely but could not say that.

Instead the boss had tried to placate her with vague suggestions of a complete office overhaul, hinting the relocation was only temporary.

But it did not go down well.

Indeed Milly’s unhappiness was the hot topic of conversation in the canteen, prompting several colleagues to knock on Donna’s door to plead on her behalf. 

Such interference was something that Donna could do without but she accepted the feedback with good grace. 

The temptation to scream: “It’s a fucking desk, you pricks!” was overwhelming particularly with the other issues swirling around her at the moment.

But she bit her tongue showing her famed tender and caring side to her concerned employees.

She had repeatedly reminded herself it was simply a symptom of the strong team ethic that she’d created – and at least it showed that her staff trusted her enough to tackle a tricky issue with her face-to-face.

This was not something she would be swayed on though. 

Interestingly none of them had raised an objection about Dennis’s promotion though. 

Perhaps they deemed that to be a step too far. Or perhaps they thought he actually deserved it?

The desk move had been happening for the past hour although the intern was still nowhere to be seen.

She stood up and moved to the small wardrobe in the corner of the room, pulling out a faded denim jacket that she kept in the office purely for emergencies.

Her first part of the deal had been completed. 

It was time to put this whole saga to bed.

Donna pulled on the coat, grabbed her bag and laptop allowing the semen-covered suit jacket to fall to the floor.

She switched off the office light and marched through the near silent office refusing to make eye contact with anyone.

The next 45 minutes would tell her exactly how bad this day was going to get. 

She did not feel confident.


Chapter six

The loud wolf whistle was swiftly followed by a chorus of childish sniggers as a group of leering men walked towards the nearby sandwich shop.

Donna ignored them. 

Her beauty was a blessing; she knew it opened doors that were firmly closed to so many. 

From a young age, she had learned her striking features were a powerful tool and she rarely missed an opportunity to exploit it.

But the downside of her looks was never far away either; smarmy would-be suitors seemingly oblivious to her wedding rings, bitterness and bitchiness from envious females as well as the usual lecherous idiots.

Donna shook her head as if the gesture would help clear her mind.

Her laptop was taking an age to start up and she shifted uncomfortably on the concrete block that she was perched upon.

She’d chosen to sit outside despite the wintery chill in the air.  

Keen to avoid being overseen by prying eyes, Donna had elected to avoid the regular lunchtime haunts of Potts Hillman employees.

The sun was weakly shining through the clouds but provided little comfort for her as she tried to burrow into her small denim coat for extra warmth. 

It didn’t help much – it was freezing and she was already longing to get back into the warm sanctuary of her office.

Donna’s laptop finally opened up and she swiftly double-clicked the new instant messenger button that Dennis had installed on her machine.

“He’s a crafty little fucker,” she mused as the small window popped up on screen. 

She looked at the list of friends on the right-hand side tab. 

She had a single friend added to the list called BehindYou.

Donna felt a chill go down her spine, and this time the arctic conditions played little part in her discomfort.

Subconsciously, she glanced over her shoulder. 

The city centre plaza was busy with professionals scurrying to lunch dates with a few hardy souls braving the cold in order to have a quick cigarette.

No-one was paying any attention to Donna.

Satisfied that her activities could not be overseen, she turned back to the screen and watched as the first message sprang up in front of her eyes.

“Hello sexy.”

She grimaced and pulled her hands out of her pockets. Typing as quickly as she could, she fired back a reply.

“What do you want?”

She was in no mood for games.

“D. That’s not very polite, is it?”

“Don’t fuck around. I’ve done everything you wanted. Hand over the pictures and let’s call it quits.”

An emoticon displaying a laughing face with tears rolling down its cheeks popped up on the screen in response.

Donna cursed loudly. She did not have time for this childish shit.

“What do you want?”

“That’s better. Let’s keep it polite. Your behaviour before the office opened this morning is exactly the respect you should give me from now on.”

She did not reply, unwilling to relive her facial humiliation at the hands of her subordinate.

Dennis continued: “Good girl. Let’s get down to business.”

Donna blew out her cheeks in relief: “Thank you.”

She checked her watch. It was almost 12.30pm – she did not have too much longer before she was due to return in the office.

She needed him to get to the point quickly and, for once, Dennis did not disappoint.

“Your welcome.” 

Meticulous as ever, the incorrect use of “you’re” made Donna gnash her teeth in frustration. 

The temptation to correct the moron’s appalling grammar was overwhelming but, using every single drop of willpower in her body, she resisted. 

Seemingly oblivious to his grammatical faux-pas, Dennis continued: “You have been fair with me so I’ll fair with you.

“I have two more requests. Complete them and I’ll hand over the memory stick of the images and wipe them from my cloud account in front of you. Our deal will then be over.”

Donna typed quickly, her fingers already numb from the cold.

“What do you want?”

“Lol. You are always straight to the point, Mrs Jackson. That’s what I love about you. That and your blow job skills, of course.”

Donna did not respond.

“Okay, here’s the deal. 

“Firstly, take off the sexy little panties that you’re wearing and put them into my top drawer when you return to the office.”

Donna rolled her eyes. What a pervert. 

He had put her through all this nonsense just to get his hands on her dirty underwear?

Dennis was pathetic in every sense of the word. He made her skin crawl.

The next message pinged up.

“That is the easy one, of course. The next one also needs to be completed by close of play today – and it’s a little trickier.”

“What?” 

Donna tensed waiting for the next sentence to pop up on the screen.

“For a slut of your quality, it should not be too hard. I want you to fuck your best friend on your desk this evening when the office is closed.”

Donna gaped at the words flung in her direction. 

“And who is my best friend?” she typed, holding her breath as she waited for the answer.

The response was a single word but it was enough to make her feel nauseous.

“Barker.”

“Why?”

As if the question had been predicted, the response was almost immediate. 

“None of your fucking business, you little whore. Just follow instructions and this arrangement is over. Oh, and one more thing…”

“What?” This conversation was descending at a rapid rate of knots. 

Donna checked her watch again. She had five minutes before she was due back in the office. 

Punctuality was something she insisted upon from her staff and setting a bad example was not on her ‘to do’ list.

Admittedly timings were not the most pressing issue concerning her at the moment but people would notice if the little things started slipping.

And she had too many secrets to hide already. 

She did not need any further unwanted attention.

Thankfully, the response came quickly. Its content though was not nearly as welcome.

“You’ve got to fuck to the old man bareback.”

Donna’s jaw dropped as the words flashed on screen.

Within seconds, another message flashed up.

“BehindYou has left the conversation.”

She slammed down the laptop screen without bothering to turn it off, snatched up her handbag from the freezing block of concrete and began hurrying back towards the office.

She had honestly believed that Friday was her worst working day ever. 

But it didn’t even compare with the sordidness that was being demanded from her today.

Donna shivered again. 

Everything was a complete mess – and it only seemed to be getting worse.


Chapter seven

Dennis could feel the eyes of the office on him.

Politeness had seen colleagues throughout the building congratulate him on the unexpected promotion during the course of the morning.

Several people had been over to his new desk to congratulate him in person too. 

Many others though had hung back probably reluctant to congratulate someone on a promotion they thought was undeserved.

Dennis knew it wasn’t personal. 

He wasn’t particularly disliked in the office – except by Donna – but understood his peers did not rate his abilities in a professional capacity.

It rankled with him but he had proved them wrong now.

Working in such a competitive place, promotions were always greeted with envy at Potts Hillman.

However Donna’s announcement of Dennis’s elevation – along with the subsequent controversial desk move – had raised eyebrows.

He wondered whether it was paranoia but he swore conversation went dead when he walked into the canteen earlier today.

Furtive glances, knowing looks and hushed discussions – his antennae was picking up unmistakable signs of the company’s rumour mill cranking into overdrive.

What was wrong with Donna?

How did the useless office intern get a promotion? 

Wasn’t he going to be sacked in the near future?

Why is no-one else getting a promotion? 

The questions kept coming, the answers did not.

Dennis kept a low profile, grateful his new desk allowed him to hide behind his screen unseen by inquisitive colleagues.

If they knew the true story, they would not believe it. It was bizarre – and things were getting more intense.

Dennis realised he was tugging again at his collar in nervous tension. 

The situation with Donna was escalating quickly and he could feel control beginning to slip away from him.

Gnawing a nail as his mind raced, Dennis scolded himself. 

Sit tight, let her play out the remainder of today’s deal and then delete the images.

Keep it simple and everything can go back to normal, he repeated to himself as his boss stomped back into the office.

Her face looked like thunder causing Dennis to grin despite his worries. 

He checked the digital display on the wall – it was almost 1pm.

She was late. 

“What a pity,” he gloated silently unable to keep the smile spreading further across his face.

His eyes followed her expecting his slave to head straight towards his desk. 

However he was to be disappointed.

Donna marched straight into the office and closed the door behind her with a loud bang, causing several heads to turn in her direction.

Dennis frowned at her idiocy. 

Someone was bound to twig if she kept up this erratic behaviour – and that would spell disaster for both of them.

Mrs Jackson needed to hold this together. He wondered if she needed a little reminder of what was at stake.

He fired up the feed to the small spy camera that he’d planted above the small wardrobe in her office while she was out of the office.

The visual popped into life and his heart began to thump with excitement.

The blinds had been closed for privacy and she was standing in the middle of the room wiggling her hips allowing her black French knickers to fall to the floor.

Dennis cock twitched as he watched the screen with rapt attention. Her underwear was a little bigger than he’d imagined. 

Wearing such a short skirt, he had been hoping the blonde would be wearing a skimpy thong underneath but there was too much material for that. 

Still, her scent would still be fresh on them.

Despite his relatively private location, Dennis instinctively checked behind him to make sure no-one else could see the wonderful images on his screen.

As he could have guessed, he was alone. Being cautious did not hurt though, he reminded himself sternly.

Back on the screen, Donna straightened out her short skirt, picked up the worn panties and dropped them into a wad of papers sitting on her desk.

Snatching the paperwork up in her arms, he watched his boss move purposefully towards her door.

Dennis stealthily hid the live feed as Donna’s office door swung open, the director covering the relatively short distance to his new desk in a few strides.

He smiled but she did not make eye contact. 

She dropped the pile of papers on his desk with a clipped sentence of explanation.

“Dennis, could you look at these files for me please? I need them to be ready by the end of the day. Thanks.”

Her words were curt and lacked any sign of warmth.

Aware the discussion was probably being watched by curious members of the team suddenly intrigued by their supposedly blossoming professional relationship, Dennis played his part to a tee.

“Of course Mrs Jackson, it’s not a problem at all. 

“I’ve got some spare time this afternoon, which should be enough to look at this. I’ll happily stay late to finish off though.”

No-one saw the sly wink he gave her as he slipped the paperwork – and the worn panties – into the top drawer of his desk.

“Thank you.”

Her response was terse, delivered with barely controlled frustration. 

He could see the tension throughout her posture, angry that she was unable to voice the thoughts churning through her mind.

She turned and departed, leaving a smirking Dennis behind. 

He fired up the spy camera again as she returned to her office and slumped in her expensive leather seat. 

Yes, he would be staying late tonight. She could count on it.


Chapter eight

The tie was not right. 

Alan Barker’s chunky fingers began reopening the knot for the sixth time, patiently repeating the process until he was happy with the reflection in the mirror of the men’s toilet.

Being a perfectionist inevitably meant things could take a little longer.

And Barker prided himself on having impeccable standards. 

“Get it right, stay focused and never ever rush something,” was his motto throughout his life. 

It had served him well.

His long-suffering wife Val had long since given up trying to change her husband. 

These days she merely tolerated him and his pedantic nature, unwilling to start again at her age in life.

Their marriage had been little more than a token gesture for years, a purely convenient arrangement between two people who had little in common any more.

Barker’s decision to delay retirement twice had been fully supported by his wife, who dreaded the thought of her controlling other half spending even more time in the marital home.

Although aware of his wife’s distaste for him and his habits, Barker did not care either way.

Love was not something he cherished or desired.

He was 69 with a toned body that could have passed for 45. 

His white hair had remained full and his love of exotic holidays ensured his skin retained a healthy glow even throughout the winter months.

The tie was loose once more. 

His hands began constructing a fresh knot, years of experience guiding his fingers with little thought.

Success. Money. Winning. Respect. 

Barker was a man of simple pleasures.

He was an excellent accountant and had helped keep the firm afloat during the toughest of times. 

He would not allow people to swan in with fancy ideas and act as if they’re running the joint within a matter of months.

People like Donna Jackson. 

She was adored by almost the entire building with her crowd-pleasing policies of agile working and dress down Fridays.

Barker snorted. 

She was like a politician with her false smiles and tactile touches to flatter the male proportion of the office.

Barker had seen her like before. And he knew something fishy had been going on today.

Donna’s usual air superiority had been missing. 

Her decisions – particularly the unexpected promotion of an intern she’d previously dismissed as incompetent – had been erratic, her behaviour completely out of character.

Then she’d emailed him, making a personal plea for help and a private off-the-record meeting this evening.

Barker was always the last person out of the building and he prided himself on being the firm’s most committed worker despite his advancing years.

He had no problem with the late rendezvous. 

In fact, the email sent this afternoon intrigued him. She had never approached him in this way before.

She was not among his favourites and had never shown any willingness to become part of his inner circle within Potts Hillman.

That lack of interest had irked Barker more than he would ever admit.

Still something seemed to have changed.

She was in trouble and she needed him. He couldn’t wait to discover the secret behind the beauty’s chaotic behaviour.

As usual, being patient had worked, the tie looked perfect. He checked his reflection and gave himself a nodding appraisal. 

He was ready for his late meeting with the cold fish that was Donna Jackson.              


Chapter nine

“Hi Alan. Thank you so much for coming to meet me this evening.”

Donna stood to greet her guest and flashed her best smile as her fellow board member stood in the office doorway.

Immaculately dressed and punctual as ever, Barker seemed to be a little hesitant stepping into her office. 

She realised it was probably the first time he’d been in there since she’d landed the job.

“Please come in and take a seat,” Donna wafted an arm in the direction of the comfy chair positioned opposite her. 

He nodded and moved towards the seat, remaining unusually quiet.

Donna turned back to her desk where two half full tumblers of whisky were standing.

She grabbed both glasses and offered one to Barker, who declined the gesture with a shake of his head.

“Are you sure, Alan? You don’t mind if I do then?” 

She glugged her sizeable splash of alcohol down in one gulp and picked up the other glass before turning back to face the puzzled older man.

His eyes flashed away from her as she turned to face him. 

Instinctively, she knew he’d been checking out her peachy ass in the short black skirt.

Men, no matter what age, were so predictable. 

Barker cleared his throat ready to speak. 

His cheeks had reddened a touch revealing awareness that he’d been caught gawping at her.

“So, my dear, what can I do for?”

Donna took a deep breath as she built up the tension. 

She’d been plotting this all afternoon. It was going to be a quick shag, nothing more.

She had already risked her marriage for the sake for her career. Now she was going to lose her dignity too. 

However if that little twat Dennis kept his word, then this would actually save her career.

And if he tried to pull another swift one, she would walk away. 

Admitting Gerry had been right would be painful all along but she could not continue being at the little toad’s mercy.

Flattery and feminine charm was wasted on Barker. She knew that already. 

She needed to be direct, calculated and fire his imagination.

If she could convince him that she needed him more than anything else on the planet, then she may just snare him.

Sex could then be used to seal the deal.

“Don’t mess around. Be bullish. Get to the point and don’t give him time to ponder the details,” she told herself for the umpteenth time.

“Alan. Let’s not mess around here. I know you like straight talk so I won’t faff around with making unnecessary chit chat.”

She paused awaiting his confirmation that this approach was the correct one.

It arrived with a slow tip of the head in her direction.

Donna continued: “Good. Two things are happening in my life at the moment. 

“Both are intensely private and I am planning to tell you this in good faith. 

“Do I have your word that whatever happens in this room will remain in this room?”

“Yes, of course,” Barker replied solemnly. 

He hitched himself towards the edge of his seat curious to discover the reasons behind her recent puzzling actions.

Donna slipped into the seat opposite him, crossing her legs slowly and allowing her short skirt to creep dangerously high up her legs. 

He didn’t know yet that she was panty-less but he soon would.

“Excellent. The first one I’m fairly sure you’ll have worked out by now. My marriage is all but over. 

“Gerry and I have been having difficulties for months and it’s come to a head over the weekend. I doubt I’ll be a married woman for much longer.”

She held up her left hand to reveal her missing engagement and wedding rings, which she had carefully stored in her desk earlier.

Barker looked uncomfortable – discussing feelings and relationships was never an area which he particularly relished.

“Donna, I’m sorry to hear that.”

She shook her head. 

“Fret not. It’s one of those things. In fact, our separation is the direct result of the other part of the story.”

Barker raised his eyebrows in anticipation.

“Again, I’m not going to sugar coat this. I’ll just come out and say it.”

Donna picked up the whisky glass that Barker had refused and downed the throat-burning liquor in one. 

It was show time.

“I want to oust Paul. I plan to become Potts Hillman’s CEO in the next few months – and I need your help to do it.”

Barker spluttered at the very mention of the idea but immediately she could see his mind whirring with the outrageous suggestion out in the open.

He was predictable. 

Donna had the measure of Barker. 

She accurately knew the first thoughts going through that experienced mind:

She was Paul’s golden girl, his favourite by a country mile. Why would she do this?

Would she really be ruthless enough to attempt to oust her biggest supporter?

Had he underestimated her?

Was the impending collapse of her marriage having an impact on her thinking?

And how could he use this unexpected announcement to his own advantage?

Barker sat perfectly still, presumably as he carefully considered his response to the situation.

Donna knew the time to make her move was now while uncertainty left the older man vulnerable.

She shuffled slowly to the edge of her seat, pressing her legs against his and causally placed her left palm onto his immaculately pressed grey trousers.

“Alan. I need your help… and I’ll do anything to get it.”


Chapter ten

Barker’s head was spinning.

For someone who was obsessed by control, he was heading dangerously towards the edge of his comfort zone.

Donna Jackson was on her knees between his legs enthusiastically undoing his suit flies.

The blonde’s breasts pressed into his crotch area as her fingers worked to release his cock from the trousers.

He had taken advantage of numerous ambitious women throughout his time at Potts Hillman – many career-obsessed females had become conquests.

Those sluts had always been single with few morals – purely desperate to reach the top by any means necessary.

And he had enjoyed the attention particularly as his home was a loveless place.

But none were like Donna Jackson. 

She was surely destined for the top with or without his help, which was one of the primary reasons he had resented her from the start.

Popular, analytical and no-nonsense, Barker had begrudgingly admired her qualities – both physical and professional – from afar.

Now she was throwing herself at him. 

His cock was already erect and popped out of his silk boxer shorts as Donna’s hand slipped the underwear open.

He watched her reaction carefully. 

His cock was only six to seven inches but his penis was wide – extremely wide. 

Several of his lovers had described him as the biggest they’d ever seen, a claim that swelled his inflated ego even further.

Barker may not have the sexual energy that he possessed in his youth but his substantial girth meant, in his opinion at least, he could still pass as a competent lover.

If his size impressed Donna, she did not show it. 

She pounced onto his erect member with gusto, her knees rocking back and forth to help her head deal with his size. 

Donna’s eyes remained locked on his as she licked, nibbled and sucked the shaven privates in front of her.

He could hear a faint sound of choking as she struggled with his size. 

He twitched involuntarily. The married whore could suck cock.

He spoke, primarily to ease the sensations pulsing through his groin.

“This, Donna, is lovely. I’m very glad we’re having this… meeting tonight. But what do you want from me?”

Donna raised herself up, positioning her head level with his. Her right hand leisurely massaged his cock as she spoke.

He could feel the excitement building. 

He didn’t want to spunk into her hand like a nervous teenager – he wanted to plough into her roughly and make her scream.

However he needed to know where all this sudden passion had come from. 

He had always known she was a cold, calculating bitch. 

He was happy to fuck her – but had to know how high the price was before taking the plunge.

Her voice was little more than a whisper when she spoke: “Nothing much. Paul has already overseen huge change in the business but I’ve been approached by several people who want a younger, more dynamic person at the helm. Me.”

He raised his eyebrows at her sheer audacity. 

He could smell her perfume as she leaned into his neck, covering his skin with dry kisses.

She continued: “Our industry is undergoing real change and we need to be at the forefront of that evolution.

“When I challenge Paul, I’ll need the support of the rest of the board. 

“I’ll need you to help convince the doubters. You hold more sway than anyone. I need your help.”

Barker smiled, pleased she had finally submitted to him. 

He had many questions but certainly had no love for Paul.

He was a dependable leader but Barker had little influence with him. 

If he played this right, the new CEO would be his puppet – perhaps both in the bedroom and the boardroom.

It was an interesting proposition but would she really go as far as he wanted her to?

He wrenched the back of Donna’s blonde hair back towards his face, speaking slowly but forcefully enough for the odd fleck of spittle to land on her skin.

“Okay Jackson. If you do what I want in the bedroom, I’ll back your attempted coup. I want to know everything. Understand me?”

Her hand was still wanking him as they spoke. 

He felt his cock throb again and opted to stand up to delay the inevitable ejaculation.

She nodded her confirmation as he stood, looking up at him as Barker towered above her.

“Good girl. You were absolutely right to come to me. I think we are going to be a real match made in heaven.

“Before we get down to the details though, let’s get you on that desk. 

“I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”

Whether he opted to support the power crazed bitch’s plans or not, Barker was definitely going to get laid tonight. 

With surprising strength for a man of his age, Barker scooped the blonde up and onto the desk behind her.

Her short skirt had hitched up, leaving her lithe legs spread before him. 

His throat went dry as her shaven pussy came into view, making him realise that she wasn’t wearing any underwear.

“You are a fucking slut, Donna Jackson. No underwear? You dirty little bitch. Lie back. I promise this won’t hurt.”

The blonde did as she was instructed as he lined up his cock against her wet folds. 

She was so tight and he could only push the tip of his dick into her pussy.

He smiled. 

“Donna, you know when I said this wouldn’t hurt? I lied.”


Chapter eleven

He was huge.

Donna grunted to accommodate Barker’s cock as his organ methodically moved in and out of her, penetrating a little deeper with each thrust.

It was slow and relaxed: the older man displayed a confidence in his love-making that suggested plenty of experience.

Donna had never felt a sensation like it. 

Her head was spinning. She was glad her lies were told before the intercourse had started.

She doubted that she would have been able to think clearly with this monster inside her. 

Of course, there was no coup. 

The backers that she’d referred to were completely fictitious as indeed were any plans to take over the company from Paul. 

Greed. It was the weak point in his armour and she’d exploited it.

Thankfully her understanding of Barker’s character had been correct. 

He was a mercenary bastard – always looking for any opportunity to strengthen his own powerbase.

She played upon on it and had got what she needed. 

In another couple of minutes she’d have completed the deal with Dennis and those private – not to mention hugely embarrassing – images would be back in her possession again.

Donna would tell Barker tomorrow that she’s had second thoughts over the plan and announce the fictional coup was being postponed. 

She was finally getting control of the situation pushing any guilt of infidelity out of her mind.

Her hips were now gyrating in sync with Barker’s thrusts. 

“Uggghh.” 

Donna could stop the groan of passion as more than three-quarters of Barker’s member dipped inside her, reaching areas untouched by her husband in years. 

His almost unnatural size had made her choke earlier – but even then she could not have predicted the intensity of the feelings when he fucked her. 

She climaxed unexpectedly, surprised by the suddenness of the orgasm and pulling herself up to bite Barker’s shoulder to nullify her screams.

Thirty seconds later, she had regained enough composure to release him from her grip. 

Donna lay back down on the table, her heart still thumping hard as the orgasm began to fade.

The older man stood at the end of the desk between her tanned thighs, slowly inching his penis deeper into her sopping wet vagina.

Donna could not handle the pressure any longer. 

She felt as if she was going to tear apart and began begging him to stop.

“Please Alan! You’re too big. I can’t take any more of your cock. It’s hurting!”

He looked into her eyes, enjoying the sound of panic in her voice. 

He traced a solitary finger down her cheek as he spoke, using his most patronising tone.

“Oh Mrs Jackson, we can’t stop now. You’ve asked for my help. Now we’re going to be partners, you had better get used to this.”

He thrust his hips twice and pushed his dick fully inside of her, causing Donna to arch her back. 

The sound emerging from her throat was a wretched combination of agony and ecstasy. Donna was becoming light-headed, suddenly realising she felt rather queasy.

Barker placed his finger over her lips.

“Ssshhh, my ambitious little whore. Lie back and enjoy it. I’ll give you everything you need… and more.”

Donna felt her cheeks flush as he thrust into her with more vigour. 

She could feel herself receive his giant manhood more easily this time, the action making her pant with pleasure once more. 

He was still huge but the horrendous splitting sensation had passed. 

She did exactly as her told to – lying back and wrapping her legs tightly around the old man.

Barker smiled. 

In the dim light of the office, he looked quite deranged, she thought.

“Normally, I would flip you over and do you from behind like a good little bitch. It’s a big easier to take my cock from behind.

“But Donna Jackson, I want to look into your eyes as I spunk into your pussy so we’ll be staying like this.”

His thrusts had become more forceful. 

Donna groaned as another massive orgasm ripped through her shaking body.

She nodded her agreement, unable to add to the conversation. She put her hands up to hold her face, her skin feeling like it was on fire.

She was aware of Barker talking but could not respond. 

Her legs gripped his waist even more tightly, willing his giant cock to delve even further into her.

Barker’s tongue dived into her mouth, a wet slobbery kiss. 

She returned the passionate embrace without hesitation, sucking his invading tongue with eagerness.

He pulled away. “Donna, this is just the beginning. 

“You’re my little fuck toy from now on. I think this is the start of the beautiful partnership.”

His semen shot inside her as he shouted with excitement. 

Donna felt the fluid pulse through Barker’s penis and deep into her, moaning as he rocked his hips back and forth with abandon.

As the orgasm finished, Donna felt the board director stoop down to give her a tender kiss on the lips.

“Thank you. You’ve got a deal.”

He casually opened her shirt, exposing her breasts in her expensive white bra. 

He pulled the underwear downwards revealing her exquisite nipples, which he pulled at playfully.

“I’ll be back for these tomorrow.”


Chapter twelve

Dennis watched avidly as Barker departed the office with a huge smile on his face.

His clothes still looked creaseless, giving no indication of the torrid love-making session that the old man had participated in only seconds before.

The session had been filmed in all its glory – another pawn in his game of blackmail with his beautiful boss. 

The trainee accountant left the men’s toilet and waited for the familiar sound of the elevator to announce its arrival and departure before making his move. 

Dennis checked the corridor as the lift doors closed, ensuring Barker had indeed left for the evening.

It was clear.

With a skip in his step, Dennis headed towards Donna’s office.

She was sitting on the desk, unsuccessfully trying to rearrange her crumpled outfit. 

Her short skirt was still pushed up around her waist and her cum-leaking vagina was fully on show.

Dennis felt his cock stiffen despite wanking furiously to the live footage only minutes ago. 

A small pool of spunk had formed on the edge of the desk below her exposed pussy. 

She had definitely stuck to the bareback agreement then.

Dennis let out a low whistle. 

“That was quite a show, Mrs Jackson. You certainly are a woman of your word.”

Her response was terse and predictable: 

“Fuck off, you cunt. I’ve done as you asked. I want the files and the images. And then we’re done.”

Dennis grinned. 

He noted she would not look him in the eye. 

Her posture – usually so defiant and aggressive – was hunched, signalling defeat.

“As you wish, although from where I was sitting, it seemed like you were rather partial to the dirty old man’s cock.

“You love being a hot wife who fucks old men, don’t you?”

He did not wait for a reply. He threw an envelope onto the desk, landing next to her.

“As agreed, here are the files – the digital and the hard copies that I had made.”

He then produced his smartphone and pulled up a window. 

Holding the phone directly in front of Donna’s face, he deleted the six files entitled “Donna Sex.png”.

The deal had been completed.

“Donna Jackson, it’s been pleasure doing business with you.”

He turned to leave but checked back as he rummaged in his trouser pocket.

“Oh, there’s one more thing. 

“You can wear these filthy little panties going home – so Gerry can smell two different lots of spunk in his wife’s pussy when you get home.”

With that he threw her worn panties into Donna’s face, filled with his semen that he’d ejaculated in during her tryst with Barker moment earlier.


Chapter thirteen

Donna departed the office ten minutes later. 

She saw Dennis sitting at his desk but did not speak to him. 

He watched her leave before firing up his laptop again.

Lazily, he wondered what she would tell Gerry this time. In truth, he didn’t care.

Dennis had his own problems to worry about.

The game certainly had its plus points but it was beginning to get out of hand. 

He had never envisaged having to sink to these depths, and the demands were getting more extravagant. 

He opened his email account and typed out a brief message.

“File as promised. My part in this is now over. Thanks.”

He attached the footage from Donna’s office and hit the send button.

Dennis blew out his cheeks. He needed this to end.

The email response was immediate and caused his heart to sink.

“You’re not finished yet. The hard bit is done. Now it’s pay time. I’ll be in touch.”

Dennis could feel the heat rising inside his shirt, nervous perspiration soaking it through for the third time that day.

This was a mess – and showed no signs of stopping.

He needed to keep his nerve but the further this went, the more reluctant he was to be a part of it.

As previously instructed by his partner, he deleted the email and then closed the email account.

He would be sent a fresh account to use tomorrow or perhaps the next day.

Either way, Dennis fully understood that his adventure with Donna Jackson was not quite over yet.

To be concluded…


Note from the author

Many thanks for taking the time to read The Office Wimp series.

I hoped you’ve enjoyed reading it as much as I’ve enjoyed writing it.

The interwoven stories of Dennis and Donna are something I’ve pondered for a long time.

Primarily, neither are wicked people. Indeed they are both driven by the same factors: greed, lust and a desire for wealth.

The Office Wimp is written to consider how far people will go to save the things that matter most to them. 

Career, reputation and power are the central motivating factors in Donna’s journey while Dennis seeks to right the perceived wrongs against him in the workplace.

Indeed office settings are an ideal background for this type of work – packed with intrigue, whispers and, if you’re unlucky enough, vindictiveness.

Dennis is an interesting character to develop. Whether you regard him as willing conspirator or an easily led-astray victim, his role is open to interpretation from the reader.

Hero? Villain? Is it possible to be both?

All will be revealed in the final part of the series.

The final part of The Office Wimp trilogy is due for release in late January 2015. 

Again, thanks for reading.
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His other work – all available in the Kindle store as ebooks – includes:

• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife

Laura Evans has it all - a hot wife in a happy marriage with two kids and a husband who adores her. 

Barry Rex lives next door. He's approaching retirement, overweight, deeply unhappy at work and at home, and watches Laura's husband Rich with a deep-rooted envy. 

Then one day, fate presents Barry with an unexpected opportunity – blackmail. 

Discovering a secret about Laura, he presents her with a stark choice – either become his sex slave or see her marriage ruined forever.

• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 2

Laura is desperate to gain the upper hand on Barry, turning the tables to bring this whole sordid episode to a close. 

However, Barry's dominance is revealing a submissive nature to Laura's sexual urges – making her secretly crave the depraved sex sessions he arranges. 

Now he has gone a step further than ever before – arranging their first public date. 

A trip to the cinema sounds harmless enough. But nothing is ever straight-forward where Barry is concerned.

• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 3

Hot wife Laura Evans has now been blackmailed for sex by her pervert neighbour Barry Rex for the past month. 

The gorgeous MILF has endured numerous sexual humiliations at the hands of the depraved older man – in an attempt to stop Barry passing on evidence that could end her marriage. 

Laura has consented to every disgusting sexual demand Barry has made, knowing that one false move could result in her becoming a single mum. 

Now Barry has organised a special evening to mark the end of their arrangement – promising Laura a night she won't forget.

• Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife 4

Lies. Passion. Deceit. Blackmail. Sex. The long-awaited finale of Blackmail: the neighbour’s wife series has arrived.

Using underhand tactics, Barry Rex now fully controls the lives of both Laura and her cuckold husband Rich. 

Rich, though, appears to openly embrace his role as a forced sissy - only pushing his wife further away from him. 

With Laura at her limit, Barry realises the sordid blackmail arrangement needs to end and begins planning for his future. 

But he has a final surprise waiting for the couple first - a night with a specially chosen black bull. 

Does Laura finally get to escape the depraved nightmare? 

Will Barry's devious plans come to fruition? 

All is revealed in the final part of Blackmail: the neighbour's wife series.

• Seducing the Boss’s Daughter

James Haywood is facing the sack. Stitched up by his control freak boss, the one-time golden boy journalist is now clinging onto his job by his finger-tips. 

He knows his nemesis Chris Shaw has managed to destroy his media career and James is just waiting for the day to arrive when he joins the dole queue. 

Then an unexpected opportunity for sinister revenge falls into James's lap - Shaw's beautiful 19-year-old daughter Charlie arrives at the newsroom for two weeks' work experience. 

Aware his time as a journalist at the paper is numbered, James plots a dastardly and cold-hearted plan - the ultimate pay back on his boss. 

He plans to breed his daughter and join the family.

• The Bridesmaid Sex Bet

Ladies' man Danny Buck's life is based around three principles; earn big money, party hard and sleep with as many women as possible. 

Danny has only ever loved one woman – the beautiful Francesca, who is getting married to a boring accountant. 

Despite their romance ending ten years ago, Danny has never forgiven Fran's best friend Tiff for helping to split the pair up. 

So when he receives an unexpected invite to Fran's wedding, the womaniser hatches an evil plan for revenge on his bridesmaid nemesis. 

Firstly, he bets his flatmate that he can bed the blonde bridesmaid. 

But that's only the beginning of the depraved plan that Danny had conjured up to get revenge on the ice queen.

• The Reluctant Girlfriend

Curvy blonde Sophie is stuck in a nightmare. Her boyfriend Kev has been filmed attacking drug dealing thugs during a late-night confrontation.

Muscle-head Kev thinks he's sorted the situation but the manipulative gang are far from finished with the couple. 

They make an offer: they'll take the incriminating phone footage to the police – unless Sophie agrees to submit to their perverted demands.

• The Reluctant Girlfriend 2

Reluctantly agreeing to become a sex toy for gang of thug drug dealers is beginning to ruin Sophie Nicholls' life. 

The curvy blonde made the deal to save her violent boyfriend from prison – but the gang's demands are becoming too much. 

Her world is caving in – both at home and at work. 

Hope arrives in the shape of an unlikely saviour – the gang's leader, Lee, who has a new offer for Sophie and her boyfriend Kev.

• MILF and the Old Man

Hot wife Chloe Jones agrees to a sordid deal to keep her marriage alive – having casual sex with dirty old men. 

Her loyal husband James is terminally ill and their sex life is all but over by their late-twenties. 

Desperate not to force his wife into a life of celibacy, James suggests a radical compromise – a way of staying together but still satisfying MILF Chloe's sexual desires. 

The deal is simple: she can sleep with whoever she likes - on one condition. They have to be 75 – or older.

• The Posh Yummy Mummy

Geeky teenage student George Woods is handed a special gift: a mind control potion that makes women follow his every command. 

Initially sceptical over whether such a gift can work, he decides to try it out on a trip to the beach. 

His test case is a wannabe posh yummy mummy, who wouldn't usually give the likes of George a second glance. 

But the potion is powerful and the hot MILF is soon turned into a slut wife - fully under George's control. 

However innocently coming into possession of the potion has put George - and his family – in the gravest danger – without them even realising.
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http://eroticstoriesuk.com/  or follow him on Twitter: https://twitter.com/ukeroticauthor 
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