
        
            
                
            
        

    
Boss’s Darlings

Corruptions #1

Grayson Banks


Copyright © 2023

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced without signed consent from the writer.

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters, and incidents are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, businesses, or events is purely coincidental.

In other words, come on. Don’t be a dick.

Cover by: Go On Write


Note from the author – this story contains no incest, pseudo or otherwise. Enjoy.

“Will, you haven’t seen Susan around, have you?”

At that moment, Will gripped a fistful of his boss Dan Brandstone’s assistant’s hair as she eagerly bobbed her luscious, red-painted lips up and down his long, thick, black cock. The modesty panel of his desk came down to the floor so he wasn’t too worried about her being seen. Not that he’d care much anyways. He was about done with this fucking job.

“Nope,” Will said, leaning back and resting his free hand behind his head. With his other, he pushed her down until she pinched his hip. Her breath came hard through her nose and Will was surprised Dan didn’t hear her. Or maybe he did and chose to ignore it.

Dan didn’t like Will, and the feeling was returned tenfold. Before Will came to work for his predecessor in accounting, Dan was the peacock of the office, with his strong jaw and long, carefully dyed blond hair. That contributed to his beach chic aesthetic, along with his eternal tan and habit of wearing Hawaiian and panel shirts on Fridays, usually over a tight tee that showed off his lean frame. His favorite hobby was telling you all about how he got that frame, his endless marathons, his intense cardio, his intermittent fasting.

Will wasn’t that. He was six and a half feet of towering muscle and a face that looked like he was perpetually angry. His muscles rippled through his tight dress shirts and slacks, and as of late, he took to keeping his hair in a buzzcut with a couple sharp lines cut into the temple. Combined with his short, trimmed beard, he was both handsome and terrifying to the world under him, which was most people. The women of the office suddenly had new meat to lust after, which clearly irritated Dan to no end.

Now Will had his boss’s secretary under his desk, sucking his shaved cock with unbridled enthusiasm, even if her boss was standing only feet away. She whipped that mouth up and down on Will’s big dick like she was starving for it. They’d already been at this for a while and he was ready to blow his load deep down her throat.

“Well, if you see her, tell her I’m looking for her, huh?”

Will wanted his boss standing right there when he was feeding Susan his come, so he said, “Sure. Everything good?” He tapped Susan’s head to let her know he was close and if anything, the redheaded slut sucked even more of his cock down.

“We’ve got a phone meeting with the Brookside people-”

Will’s balls tightened and he released, flooding Susan’s mouth and throat with shot after shot after shot of come. He had a hard time not reacting, save for a tightening of his grip on Susan’s head.

“-and I wanted to go over my introduction with her. You all right? You seem twitchy.”

“Just fine.”

“All right, well… keep after it.” Dan made a finger gun and pointed it at him. Will ignored him and grinned wider. Dan looked slightly unsettled, and seemed about to say something else. Instead, he walked away, a slight quizzical look on his face.

Will waited a moment, then muttered, “He’s gone.”

Susan came off him with a slurp and he rolled his chair back so she could get out. He stood and helped her to her feet. Her lipstick coated the first few inches of his dick and they both glanced down at it, amused. The lipstick on her face was just as smeared, and a dollop of come escaped her mouth. He ran his thumb through it and fed it to her. She sucked his finger into her mouth as he used his other hand to tug down the shoulder of her top and stare at her perky tits in her lacy bra.

“Hang on,” he said, and grabbed his cell phone. “I want a picture of you like that. You look like I just fucked you from Friday to Friday.”

“No one will see?”

“No one I don’t want to.”

“Will…”

“Say no and I won’t,” he said, and as he unlocked his phone, he slid his free hand into her gray pants and cupped her soaked cunt. She got herself off under the desk while she sucked him the first few minutes, and she was still so sensitive and needy she went rigid as a board.

“You know I’d do anything you wanted,” she said, blushing.

Susan was pretty enough, he guessed. That long copper hair was her best feature, and she had a million-dollar smile, but there wasn’t much else to her that interested him, except her fantastic lips and tongue. What he really liked was fucking something of Dan’s.

He pulled his hand free and backed up. His voice low, he raised the phone and said, “Give me a peace sign and say, ‘I just sucked your big fat dick.’”

She held up two peace signs next to her face and blushed even harder. “I just sucked your big black dick,” she murmured. He snapped two pictures and tugged her bra down for a third, the door to his office open the entire time.

With most their coworkers out for lunch, only a couple people saw Susan scurry out from Will’s office and into the women’s bathroom. Will nodded at them before heading into the men’s. He took his time cleaning up, and when he emerged, someone was just coming in through the main doors. Two someones, actually, and though he just came, Will started to stir again.

Amanda Brandstone was a frequent visitor in the building, thanks to her husband. Dan liked showing her off at every opportunity and she sure seemed to like flaunting it. And what a fuck-ton there was to flaunt, too. She was short, which made her hourglass figure all the more defined, and she refused to wear anything that didn’t paint her as a MILF fuckdoll incarnate. That caramel brown hair was twisted with dark blonde, and it was almost always straightened and glossy. It nearly teased her ass, and Will thought more than a few times about grabbing a fistful of it and pulling that slim, beautiful face back while he pounded into her married cunt from behind.

But it was more than the usual stuff that attracted him. This was a woman who deliberately painted herself to look slutty. Not cheap, but layered in enough makeup to make a guy think this was a woman down to fuck. She was never shy about giving him a look or two herself, and her smile widened when she saw him, showing off gleaming white teeth.

The young woman beside her was new, at least since Will started working for Dan. There could be no mistaking the pair for anything but mother and daughter. Maybe in her early twenties, she was about the same height as her mother, her face softer but no less sexy for it, especially with her bigger doe eyes that made her look like some anime girl by way of the beach. Her hair was done in an updo with two full-bodied pigtails hanging down against her bare shoulders. With every step she took she threatened to burst free from her strappy crop top, her breasts even bigger than her mother’s.

Amanda and her daughter moved together with the predatory air that only sexy women in packs could pull off, smirks firmly in place as they flaunted what they had to the poor assholes still hanging around the office. But as they drew closer, both of them eyed Will with something like lionesses eyeing a fresh kill, and he responded in kind.

“Mrs. Brandstone. Always the best part of my day, seeing you,” Will said.

“I’ve told you, Amanda, please,” Mrs. Brandstone said, her smile widening. “Mrs. Brandstone makes me feel old.”

“You could pass for your daughter’s sister and you know it,” he said. To the younger woman, “You have to be the daughter Dan’s always bragging up. Sandra, right?”

“That’s right,” she said.

“I think he mentioned you were in college. Home for the summer?”

“Yup,” she said, making it pop. “My dad really must talk a lot about me.”

“That he does,” Will said.

Behind Will, Dan called, “Oh hey, there you two are.” Amanda’s attention shifted away from Will but Sandra kept her eyes locked on him.

“I just finished my junior year,” she said. “And yes, staying here this summer. I do some modeling and you can’t beat the mountains here for that.”

“You met Will.” Dan said the words with all the enthusiasm of a man looking over his last meal before being led to the electric chair.  “We were just going out to lunch.”

“Are you free?” Amanda asked Will. “Would you care to join us?”

Dan started to say something, but Will slapped his back and cut him off. “I could eat. Let me lock up my office and I’ll be right out.” At that moment, Susan stepped out of the women’s bathroom, her makeup now stripped away. “Hey, Susan! I was supposed to tell you Dan was looking for you. Guess he found you.”

“Nothing that can’t wait until after lunch,” Dan said. He looked between Will and Susan, and he wasn’t the only one. The corners of Amanda’s lips ticked upwards.

“We were just going to lunch,” she said. “Why not make it a party and join us too?”

* * *

On the way down the elevator, Dan stood right in the middle of everyone, obviously trying to act as a barrier between Will and his wife and daughter. Will played along and backed off, fielding a couple questions from Sandra about where he came from and how he came into the job. He explained he was hired on to help with payroll but his boss got pregnant and decided to focus some time on family and raising her kid.

What he didn’t mention was that he’d probably been the one to knock Deborah up, considering he had her bent over her desk three or four times a week, her tight little ass high in the air while he buried as much of his cock in her sweet pussy as he could. He liked Deborah and there might have even been a spark there, but she had a deeply conservative family who she couldn’t stand and the thought of raising a multiracial kid with them around sounded like her idea of hell. Now she lived in Green Bay with a much more accepting branch of her extended family, and seemed much happier for it. Will used to think occasionally about joining her, but his sister went to college there in Cougar Bay and he liked being close to her.

Will’s friends gave him shit for most his girlfriends being white, but the truth was, he’d sleep with damn near anyone if they were good-looking enough. He wasn’t entirely opposed to the idea of having a girlfriend but he wasn’t about to stop fucking the field, either. There was just too much good pussy out there waiting for him to be satisfied with just one woman.

The group walked a couple blocks to a trendy Mediterranean place. While Sandra, Dan, and Will led the way, Amanda and Susan trailed behind, having a hushed conversation. Dan was oblivious, now in his element talking up Sandra’s academic achievements. At the restaurant Will held the door open for everyone and Dan rushed in to do his manly duty of dealing with the hostess. Under a pair of gold-rimmed aviators, Sandra caught Will’s eye before she passed by him, her eyes rolling heavenward before giving him a knowing grin. He grinned back. Yeah. She knew her dad was a dipshit.

Oh, he was going to have fun with this one.

Dan must have sensed his intent because he sat down next to his daughter on her side of the table, effectively blocking Will from having any fun with her during lunch. Will didn’t care. He was a patient man and knew how to play the long game. Besides, Susan was already teasing him with the toe of her shoe, and he now had a view of both Amanda and Sandra. There were far worse views.

They ordered biryani and kebabs and talk flowed mostly between the three women. Sandra was gearing up to graduate the next year in biology, with an aim towards becoming a veterinarian someday. That meant a few more years of college.

Will shifted his focus to Amanda, who had thus far largely been quiet, though she looked pleased. “I don’t think you or Dan have ever mentioned what you do, Amanda.”

“Spends my money, mostly,” Dan said. No one smiled at his joke and he fell silent.

“I was a stay-at-home mother and wife,” Amanda said.

“The best mom,” Sandra said, and her mother favored her with a dazzling smile before looking at Will again.

“The last few years I’ve been helping in the mornings with a daycare downtown and preparing to open my own with some friends.”

“The city sure needs more of those,” Susan said.

“It helps fulfill a certain need of mine-”

“Probably not the place or time,” Dan said, but his wife steamrolled him.

“-but I always wanted more children.”

Dan hastily interjected again, “This is not lunchtime conversation, honey.”

“You’re right,” Amanda said. “Sorry.” She sounded anything but, and a few minutes later, when Dan was in the midst of talking about the big conference that afternoon, she lifted her glass, raised it to her lips, and winked at Will.

Now that was interesting too.

* * *

Susan got Will alone that afternoon and told him quietly that Amanda asked her if the two of them hooked up.

“What’d you tell her?” he asked, gripping a handful of her ass and squeezing.

“Yes.”

He smacked her ass. “And?”

“That you had the biggest one I’d ever seen.”

“Good girl.”

Her voice lowered. “And that you were the best fuck I ever had.”

“Very good girl.”

“There are two other things you need to know. The first one is that it’s not Amanda who can’t have babies. It’s him.”

“Really?” he asked, folding his arms.

“Amanda and I had drinks one night and she told me all about it. He used some kind of illegal steroids not long after Sandra was born, something he brought here from out of the country. He’s been firing with the safety on ever since.”

“Huh,” he grunted. “What’s the other thing?”

Susan glanced back at his open door, then at him. “She’s also mentioned to me that Sandra’s a virgin.”

“Bullshit.”

“I think it is too, but she seems adamant about it. Sandra’s had a few boyfriends but she said they almost all broke up with her because she wouldn’t give it up.”

“No way that’s true.”

“You’ll have to ask her yourself.”

For a week, nothing happened with either Amanda or Sandra. Amanda stopped in again to surprise her husband, ostensibly, but Will was in a meeting and never saw her. Dan came around his office often, as though he suspected his wife or daughter might be lounging in there, but that dropped off as the week progressed as Dan focused more and more on a golf game with potential new vendors.

It was the sort of thing he liked to brag up, a passive-aggressive show of dominance in his office. He even showed up to work the day of the game in checked pants and a tight golf shirt painted with wild yellow and blue camouflage. When it was time for him to head downstairs and meet the chauffeured car, he announced to the office, “Well, off to go golfing.”

Susan, sharp as ever, said, “We’ll be here in the office.” That got her a look from Dan like he might have confused his designer weed for the kale he meant to use in his health shakes. But it didn’t stop him from raising a hand on his way out the door.

No one had much spirit that afternoon, especially Will. With nothing pressing, he brought out his dumbbells from a corner nook and worked on his biceps and triceps while he checked emails.

So absorbed, he didn’t realize he had a visitor until Sandra knocked on his doorframe. He glanced up and grinned. She was in another plunging, sleeveless top, this time paired with khaki shorts that showed off her tanned legs and toned thighs. Damn, but she was a little piece of fucking ass.

“Hey, you.”

“How’s it going, baby girl?” he asked.

“Does that work on your other sluts? Baby girl?”

“By ‘other,’ are you lumping yourself with them?”

She gave him a slow burn of a grin and stepped further into his office. “I was looking for my dad.”

Will stood and settled the weights back into their nook. “You just happened to come in while he was gone for the afternoon?”

“Funny, isn’t it?” she asked, staring up at him with those huge, dark doe eyes. He towered in front of her and she drew a breath that made her breasts rise and fall.  He reached behind her and shut his office door. Almost immediately there was the sound of soft footfalls from a couple people trying to listen in. Will gave zero fucks about them.

“He wouldn’t like you being here. His innocent daughter with a man ten years older than her.” He studied her head to toe, his hand going to her top, his thumb peeling it slowly away from one of her big tits. “How old are you, anyways?”

“Twenty-one,” she said softly. They both looked down as one of her nipples, tiny and pink, a stark contrast to her deep tan. “Old enough to make my own bad decisions.”

So she was nine years younger than he was, and twenty-one was well north of legal. Will was an asshole, but any younger and he might have had second thoughts about this. As it was, he took her hands in his and brought them to his zipper and his cock. She stared up at him as she worked his button and the zipper down, then gasped at what she felt through his silk boxers.

“That’s…”

“Yeah,” he said, taking Sandra slim shoulders in his big hands and pushing her down to her knees. She fished him out with trembling hands that weren’t nearly big enough to encircle him, even relatively flaccid. “You ever sucked cock before?”

“Never one this big,” she said, staring at his big fat dick so intently her eyes threatened to cross. “Jesus.”

“Don’t be rude, little slut. Give it a kiss and tell it hello.”

She mouthed the word “slut” and trembled even harder, but leaned in to do what she was told. It twitched when her lips touched his plump head. Almost of their own accord, like she was hypnotized, her hands started to run up and down his length, spider-light brushes of his skin that teased him slowly to hardness.

Will reached down to caress her cheek with his thumb. “I heard an interesting rumor about you. That you’re a virgin.”

Sandra licked her lips and kissed his tip again, still looking dazed. Her breath was hot against him and she took a deep shuddering breath before she realized she’d been spoken to. She looked up at him. “Wha-? Virgin? Y-yes. I’m… technically…”

“Technically?” he asked, smirking.

“I mean, I’ve jerked guys off and gave blowjobs. And I broke my hymen with a dildo… but, um… no man’s ever… ever had his dick inside me. I was waiting for… mm…” Her tongue flicked against him, her train of thought lost.

“If you’re waiting to get married, I’m not the type. I’d fuck all the beautiful women in the world if I could.”

“No, that’s not it.” She kissed his cock again, her breaths coming harder and harder. She let go of him with one hand and brought it down to her shorts, whimpering as she touched herself through them. “I was waiting for… hm. A story. A man. Someone to make it… memorable.”

“I’ll definitely do that.” She nuzzled his cock, starting a slow rock on her heels. “I’m not promising you shit, baby girl.”

“All I want is this.”

Her eyes never wavered from his as she slowly began to wrap her lips around him. “That’s it. Suck me, bitch. Get that dick down your mouth.”

She drew in a sharp breath through her nose. There was no room for her tongue to work him, not as unpracticed as she was. But she kept slowly going, taking him little by little, her lips wrapped around him, jaw stretched wide.

Every time Will thought she couldn’t take more of him, she proved him wrong. An eighth of an inch. A quarter. A hair more. Sandra’s mouth was spread ludicrously wide around him, cheeks bulging, tears forming in her eyes. Finally she stopped.

“Fuck, you are a good little cocksucker,” Will said, genuinely impressed. She tried to smile around him but there was simply too much cock crammed into her mouth to do it. He gripped her pigtails and added with a low growl, “Now let’s see what you can really take.”

He pulled back to her lips and gave her just enough time to suck in more air through her nose before thrusting his cock back into her mouth, hitting what she took before and going another quarter inch, right to the back of her throat.

“UCK!” she moaned around him, her hand in her shorts now, fingering herself fast as he used her face. Her other hand still traveled up and down his dick, a nail tracing the thick veins of him.

He pulled back and slammed into her again, giving his boss’s daughter no reprieve as he fucked her mouth with relentless need. “That’s it, baby girl, that’s it, take my cock, take it deep in that fucking mouth.” Again, and again, her warm mouth gloved him. Her covered tit bounced free of the other strap of her top. Goddamn, but they were fucking huge, easily the biggest natural tits on a woman as slim as her he’d ever seen.

“Urk! Urk! Urk!” she gurgled around him with every thrust. Her hand stilled and she quivered before pushing against his thighs. He pulled out of her mouth and she cried out, “Ahhhh!”

His blood roared in his ears as he watched Sandra quiver, her chest thrust out, her eyes half lidded. His big hands went to her shoulders and he helped her up to her feet as she was still coming down off her orgasm. Quickly, he jerked down her shorts, and eyed her soaked thong appreciatively.

“You are one fine fuckable bitch,” he said.

“Your bitch,” she said, her voice hoarse.

“That’s right,” he said, and brought his thumb to her lips. She sucked it instinctually before he pulled her back to his chair. She sat and watched, lips parted, while he moved everything to the side. When there was a space big enough for her, he helped her up again and laid her out across the desk, legs dangling over the lip. Like that, he lowered his mouth to her cunt, pushing aside her panties and burying his tongue inside her.

Will loved eating pussy, and Sandra was so fresh he couldn’t help losing himself to his hunger. His long tongue ran through her folds and up to her little button. This he only teased for the moment. He wanted a taste of those big tits too, and rose up her body to cup one of them. She clutched at his head and brought him in even tighter, ass wriggling on his desk, her brunette hair fanned out. He sucked her small nipple into his mouth and grunted his pleasure.

His lips moved to her other breast while his big hand went back to her panties. These he gripped and tugged down. “Ohhh, Will, nnnngh, I’m burning up for you…” she whimpered.

He shot up her body and loomed over her. His lips took hers, devouring her as he rubbed his enormous cock against her sex. “I’m going to fuck you, baby girl,” he said. “Say no and I stop.”

“Do it, I want you to do it,” she said, her eyes fluttering as he ground himself against her mound.

“Are you on the pill?”

“N-no, you could get me pregnant if you came inside me, Will.”

Like a snake, he slid back down and gripped Sandra’s legs to throw them over his shoulders. “That’s what I’m going to do. I’m gonna come inside this sexy little cunt and you’re going to have my baby. A fuckin’ dozen of them, if I want it.”

“Yessss,” she cried out as his mouth met her pussy again, his tongue moving faster and faster through her folds. “Fuck me, take my virginity, put a b-baby in me…”

“Woman like you, you were made for a fuckin’ kid from a man like me,” he growled and finally he sucked and slurped on her clit. Her fingers shot to his head, her nails digging in so hard they’d leave imprints in his skull, but neither of them cared. She came fast, humping up at him, hitting his desk with a balled up fist as the pleasure rocketed through her.

He didn’t let her come down. Will traveled up her body again, cock in hand. He took her by the wrist and brought her hand down to join his. “Open your eyes. I want you to see it when I split this pussy for the first time.”

Her eyes fluttered open and she pushed up onto her elbows. Sandra looked down at his big cock, then up at him. Together, they brought his dick to her pussy lips, and slowly he eased inside her.

“So… big inside… me…” she gasped looking down as he fed her his cock. “Oooooh, Will, not a virg… virgin… anymore…”

He reached down to brush the folds around his cock with his thumb, making her quiver even harder. “That’s right, that’s it, taking it good. You tell me now if it’s too much.”

“No, no, I want it deeper, unnngh, feels s-so good, oh my God, it’s like you’re going up into my… my belly…” Her head dropped back, her mouth still open, and she clutched at his shoulders. “Oh, oh, I’m coming again, how am I coming again, it’s… it’s so… GOOD!”

Her whole body jumped and he instinctively slid his arms around her to pin her in place, pulling back now before pumping into her again. She could take a shocking amount of him, nearly half his length, and he had the feeling with practice she could take even more than that.

Even with his arms wrapped around her, the sensations made Sandra wild. She bucked up against him. One leg hooked around his, and her fingernails raked his back. Her back kept rising up, her breasts squashing against his chest before she would drop again and repeat it. Her head turned side to side, making him stop in worry he was genuinely hurting her, but Sandra’s response was immediate.

“Don’t stop don’t stop don’t stop please oh God it feels so good ohhhhh, ohhh fuck, Will…”

The words drove him wild and he thrust into her harder and harder, the sound of their skin slapping together loud enough he was certain it could be heard on the other side of the door. She came up off the desk again and he lifted her without thinking about it, bouncing her up and down on his cock as he gripped her ass and her back. Her lips sought out his face, errant, feverish brushes against his skin, her eyes feral with pleasure. He carried her to the closest wall and drove her against it with her thrusts, his lips drawn back in an involuntary sneer of pleasure. His hands dug into her ass and he promised himself someday, when Sandra was ready for it, he’d fuck her there and see how much of him she could take.

“Make… me… pregnant,” she gurgled, her eyes rolling up. “Gonna have… your baby… ohhh… oooh. Oooh. Oh… oh fuck…”

The last word was barely a whisper. He crushed his lips to Sandra’s one more time and drove his cock deep. “Take it, little slut, take my come…”

“Your slut,” she said, and giggled. It was a new sound from her. She’d gone from lust-drunk to lust-shattered, and the Sandra she used to be was gone. Now she was something new, something sexual, something ready for him.

Sandra was his.

He came, and pushed himself deep in her unprotected, formerly virginal cunt. Rope after rope of him filled her up. Her ass thrashed back and forth against the wall, her eyes fluttering, her whimpers now barely audible.

“Oh my God, oh my God, gonna be pregnant, gonna make me pregnant, nnnn, fuck…”

She kept up the nonsense babble as he filled her, coming and coming and coming. When Will was finally spent, he rested his forehead against the wall next to her cheek, panting and staring down as he freed his cock. Rivers of him flowed out of her, dripping down her leg and straight to the carpet. Sandra nearly collapsed until he cradled her again, guiding her to his chair as her body still jerked from her pleasure.

“Come down, there you go, relax, baby,” he said to her, stroking her breast with his thumb and speaking like he was trying to tame a filly. She reached down instinctually and cupped her sex. She brought a spoonful or so of his come up to her lips, sucking it down, and moaning dreamily.

She wasn’t going to be able to stand on her own any time soon, so Will took the time to do up his pants and step out of his office. Susan and Nadine, another former hookup, scampered away while everyone else in the office stared, most grinning. One of the guys clapped, and that started a few of them off. Will said cheerfully, “Yeah, go fuck yourselves,” and headed for the men’s bathroom and some paper towels.

* * *

He woke the next morning face down with something soft pressed against him. Sandra. She was out, and probably would be for some time. She was too sore the night before to fuck again, but her eager tit job swayed him into letting her stay over. Now he eyed her bare ass and stroked it. She moaned but didn’t stir, and he chuckled deep in his throat.

When Will arrived at work, every eye in the office watched him. “Morning,” he said cheerfully. Most responded in kind, but all of them trailed after to the edge of the row of offices of the senior staff. He knew why, of course. No way Dan hadn’t heard about Will fucking his daughter right there in the building.

Dan’s door was closed. Will was halfway tempted to walk down there and pop in to see how much trouble he was in, but he figured he’d let the pot boil a while longer. Besides, they had a meeting in just under an hour with a few other employees. He’d see Dan soon enough.

Instead, he got a cup of coffee and headed into his own office. When his computer booted up, he sent himself a picture from the night before. Sandra propped up her phone across from the shower and ran back to him. The angle was just wrong enough that they only got the picture from the neck down. She stood at an angle in front of him, her slim hand caressing his cock. Chuckling to himself, Will set the picture as his background on the work computer. Goddamn, but he liked Sandra.

Work kept him occupied, though he had the systems so automated by that point human input was almost a redundancy, except when it came to raises and new employee information. A couple coworkers came by to talk tax information and that occupied him for a while until Susan called him on his office phone and told him they were ready.

Showtime.

Will took his time, getting another cup of coffee before settling into the conference room. Susan and two others were already there, and all of them gave him sly, amused looks. When Dan came in, he only glanced at Will. His cheeks burned and his jawline shifted left to right, but he said nothing.

The fuckin’ pussy said nothing.

Will was expecting a blowup. If someone embarrassed him like that, he’d have come in the next day with a golf club and teed off with the dipshit’s balls. But Dan didn’t say a goddamn thing. He wouldn’t even look in Will’s direction. It was like if he didn’t see his employee, it all would be a bad dream.

The meeting lasted an hour and a half. Near the end, Will got a text message from an unknown number. He checked it and smirked.

got your # from S. want to talk. lunch?

Ok. Wear something sexy.

He didn’t get an answer to that, but she sent the name of a place downtown. Dan looked crossways at him, and Will said cheerfully, “Lunch date.”

If that vein on Dan’s head throbbed any harder, it was going to burst. “We’re about done here anyways,” he said. “Will. Stay a minute.”

Will leaned back while everyone else collected their phones and laptops and left. Susan shut the door behind her but there was little doubt in Will’s mind she was standing right on the other side listening in.

Dan stood and leaned on the table. “I should… I should punch you.”

“Yeah. You probably should,” Will said.

“She’s half your age.”

“Shit. It’s a good thing you got me here to do the tough math for you. She’s twenty-one. I’m thirty. That ain’t half, boss.”

“Goddamn it, Will!”

“There’s the anger. Good for you.”

“If you hurt her, I’ll-”

“You’ll what?” Will asked. He stood up, and Dan flinched backwards. “Do something. Free shot. Come on, man. Grow a pair and hit me.”

“I… you could sue.”

“The fuck I am. I ain’t a pussy. Hit me.”

To his surprise, Dan did. He came around the table, fist cocked back, and punched Will in the jaw. It barely nudged him. Mashed the inside of his mouth against his teeth a little bit, but that was all right.

“There ya go,” Will said, and patted the top of Dan’s head like a child. “Feel better?”

“Consider yourself fired.”

“You ain’t got the sack or the personnel. Who’s going to do payroll? You? Tell you what. I’ll give you my two weeks. Even train someone up for you, because I’m such a nice guy. Gonna keep fucking your daughter though.” Dan took another swing. This time, Will stepped out of the way. “Calm down, killer. The first one was free. You don’t want me swinging back. Now I’m off to lunch. See ya this afternoon.”

Will started towards the door. Dan spat, “If she stays with you another night, she’s dead to me. Tell her that.”

Will turned around and came back for Dan. His boss gave a yip like a puppy and tried to scramble around the table, but Will wasn’t just stronger. He was faster. He caught Dan by the scruff of his neck and spun him around.

Low, so he couldn’t be heard out of the office, he said, “You can threaten me all day. I don’t give a shit about that. I been threatened, I’ll be threatened again. Ain’t nothing you can say that’s gonna scare me. But that is your girl. You don’t threaten blood. Be a fuckin’ man and don’t take our shit out on her. I’ll take care of her. She ain’t gonna be hurtin’ for money or nothing. You can choose to accept that, or make her miserable. Make the right choice.”

With that, Will let him go. Dan backed away and Will followed. His boss flinched but Will simply stepped around him, and left the conference room.

He never did correct Dan on just who he was going to lunch with, though, and he grinned.

* * *

The restaurant was upscale Americana chic with one advantage that Will noticed straightaway – booths. Amanda was seated at a horseshoe-shaped bar and raised a hand. He pointed towards one of the booths in the back and she rose, a martini in hand. She looked fantastic, in a bodysuit and slacks. She had a natural bounce to her every step, emphasized maybe for his pleasure. He liked that.

They pushed through the swirl of the lunch crowd and Amanda started to sit so she was facing the rest of the restaurant. Will caught her arm and gestured at the opposite bench.

“This one,” he said. “It’s more private this way.”

“And what would we need privacy for?” she asked, but when he slid in first, she joined him.

“Take a wild guess,” he said, taking her hand and moving it to his cock through his slacks.

Amanda drew a sharp breath as she traced the length of him. “I’ve never cheated on him. And Sandra…”

That didn’t stop her fingers, though, and Will helped her by undoing his belt and the button on his pants. “Sandra knows I’m going to fuck you and give you all the babies you want. I’m going to get her pregnant too. But you, I got a special job for you. You’re going to b my personal daycare for all my sluts.” He leaned in closer and whispered into Amanda’s ear, “I’m going to keep your big fat mom tits full of milk. However long you can take it, I’m gonna keep you stuffed with fucking babies. My babies. And your bitch-ass husband is going to take it or divorce you and make sure you’re taken care of, so you can take care of me and all my kids.”

At that point, Amanda slipped her hand into his pants and gasped. “Oh fuck…”

“He never sleeps with you again, you understand me? You need to take the edge off, you call me.” She gripped him loosely and started to stroke him under the table. He wrapped an arm around her and blatantly groped one of her tits. “Tell me, Amanda. You’re mine now.”

“I’m… I’m yours,” she murmured.

Their waiter came and gaped at them. Will looked up and said, “You didn’t see shit and I’ll tip you twenty bucks.”

The waiter thought fast. “Let me see her tits and you can keep the money.”

“My man,” Will said. “Show him your tits, baby.”

Amanda looked up at their waiter, blushing furiously. But she did as she was told, pulling down a strap off her shoulder and making her big tit bounce out. Will groped it and ran his thumb over her nipple. The waiter shivered with pleasure. Underneath the table, Amanda jerked Will faster.

They ordered, and the waiter backed away, eyes huge. Will pulled Amanda’s top back into place and leaned in to suck at her neck. She moaned and stroked him faster still, stopping only to spit into her palm as discreetly as she could.

“That dick is huge,” she said under her breath, so low he almost couldn’t hear her.

“Wait until I’m fucking you with it,” he said. “Filling your hot cunt with my come.”

“Yesss…”

“I’m going to take the afternoon off. Then we’re driving back to your place and I’m going to fuck you where he sleeps.”

“Nnnngh, yesss, fuck me, take me…”

She stroked him faster still, her arm the only sign anything was going on in the booth, aside from her furtive looks at him under the table. Her lips parted, and both hardly noticed when their food came. Will picked up his big greasy cheeseburger and took a delighted bite as Amanda slid down further in her seat, her eyes half-lidded and focused on nothing as she stroked his big black cock.

“I’m going to come soon,” he told her. “I want you to take every drop in your other hand and then you’ll have even more dressing for your salad. Delicious, right?”

“Nnnngh,” she moaned, and twisted towards him, kissing his shoulder, her eyes still lost as she cupped her other hand around his tip. “I’m sorry, Dan, I’m sorry, but he’s so big, he’s so fucking big…”

“That’s it, baby, you’re mine now. Here it comes, slut.”

He strained upwards and she cooed breathlessly before crushing her lips to his jaw, his cheek. She licked the side of his face as he came into her hand, a fuckton of him. She stayed right there, collecting every drop, ignoring the people staring at them before she finally dropped back into her seat and drizzled the come over her salad. Amanda grinned at Will as she brought a forkful up to her mouth, her expression still dazed, her mind gone to the future and the pleasure to come.

She chewed, and swallowed, and said softly, “Yum.”

* * *

Dan and Amanda lived in the foothills north of the city in a house that wasn’t quite a mansion, but approaching that general idea. A big wraparound porch was the highlight, along with a Victorian-style turret giving their living room some extra class.

Will followed Amanda up onto that porch, his hands all over her MILF ass. When she stopped to put the key in the lock, he roped his arms around her from behind and cupped her big tits. They weren’t quite the size of her daughter’s but shit, no one he ever met had tits like Sandra.

Inside, the house was well-kept, but it was obvious who decided how they would decorate. On the walls was mounted the lacrosse stick that Dan showed off at a company picnic, the one that he used in his college championship game well over twenty years ago. Will thought it was pretty pathetic the dude’s ego was so wrapped up in sports decades gone. The tan leather couches and rustic aesthetic spoke of try-hard ruggedness, and the whole place had a vibe like a frat boy all grown up and pretending to be a man.

He kicked off his shoes and followed Amanda upstairs as he undid his belt. By the time they hit the landing, he was dropping the slacks and his boxers, keeping his phone in hand. By the bedroom, he was out of his shirt and left it without a care on the floor.

Amanda turned around inside, her eyes fixated on his rising cock, her hands making squeezing motions. He cupped her neck and came in to kiss her, his lips and tongue sloppy with the hot mother. She moaned against him, one hand going to his nude ass, the other his pecs, her fingers gliding across his marble-hard skin.

He undid the button on her slacks and tugged them down. “Turn around for me,” he said against her lips. “Give me a show. I want some pictures to send to your fuckhead husband later.”

She giggled. It was not an entirely happy sound. Like Sandra the day before, Amanda was becoming something new. Some part of her was still clinging onto her marriage but that was to be expected. Twenty-plus years with a guy, she wasn’t going to break all in one piece.

But did she obey? Oh yes.

Amanda turned for him, showing off her juicy motherly ass. The bodysuit’s bottoms disappeared between her cheeks. She turned her head, looking over her shoulder at Will, and raised her hair up to show off a mark he left on her neck at the restaurant. He snapped a few pictures like that, then went to her and slid his cock between the still-clothed valley of her ass. This he got a picture of too, holding his phone out to the side as they both stared at it, her with a faint, lustful daze, him with contempt.

He moved Amanda to the bed and bent her over it. His free hand slid inside her bodysuit and he pulled the fabric taut against her thick pussy lips. Then he turned her around and shoved his tongue into her mouth, clicking away on his phone the whole time.

Amanda took over, gripping his shoulders and pushing him onto the bed. “You want a show?” she asked, her voice dark and dripping with need. “I’ll give you one.”

It wasn’t quite dancing. There was no music and Amanda was too intent on getting this party started. But she moved like a dancer, her whole body riding some liquid groove only she could hear. She turned around, ass to him again. A thrust of her hips and one strap of her top came down. A sway to the other side and she teased the other coming down. She spun around and in the same fluid motion put one foot up on the bed next to Will. He tried to cup her tit with one hand but she pulled back again just as quick, the other shoulder slipping farther and farther down, teasing her other big pink nipple.

She gyrated in place, her free hand going to her caramel hair, and she looked aside, an expression of deep concentration on her face. She let the material slide lower, lower, and just as her nipple was bared, she looked again at Will with an open-mouthed smile. He curled a finger at her and she came to him, the bodysuit going ever lower until she was within his grasp. He tugged it down the rest of the way, his phone forgotten about for a long time as the bodysuit dropped to the floor and she climbed on top of him, his dick sliding against her lips as she leveled him with deep, hungry kisses.

There was no more time wasted, save for one breathy sentence from Amanda. “I want this first load in my pussy.”

With that, she rose up just far enough to guide his prick sky high, and then she eased down on it. Her mouth shot instinctively for his neck, her pleasure absolute but the size of him leaving her unable to control her body. She nearly fell backwards but he grabbed her ass cheeks and kept her right there.

“Oh, fuck that’s big,” she gasped against his skin.

“Take it, Amanda, take every inch you can,” he growled and she sank further on him, thrusting her chest out instinctually. “Dan this big, baby?”

“Don’t… make me… insult him…” she said, but there was a hint of coyness to her voice. He smacked her ass with the flat of his palm. She gasped and shot down him the rest of the way, taking nearly every goddamn inch. Her hips slapped against his, her wetness enveloping him. With every bounce that pussy made wet sounds he loved.

“Come on, now, share with your new baby daddy,” he said, and without warning, he lifted her up and twisted her onto her back, pumping into her. She keened out her need and brought her knees up instinctively, feet kicking in the air. “Does he fill you up like I do?”

“N-no… not even… close.”

“Does he take care of you? Does he make you come for him?” She blushed and looked away. As he fucked harder into Amanda, he leaned down and sucked at the sensitive spot under her ear and whispered, “Does he make this mommy cunt come for him?”

She erupted. Her feet kicked even higher, and her eyes closed. Her lips opened and all she could manage was an “ah-ah-ah-ah.” Her pussy twitched around him and already they were leaving little droplets of her juices all over the bedspread.

His dick slid free of her and he hoisted Amanda up. She cooed softly, her eyes starting to regain focus. “Which side is his?” he asked.

“There,” she said, pointing. Will carried her there and laid her out before following after her. She roped her arms and legs around him when he pushed back into her. Her lips moved place to place, from his jaw to his cheeks to his mouth again.

“Harder,” she gasped, and he obliged, grabbing her waist and plunging into her, his cock hitting her depths every time. Her juices left him nearly dripping her, and every time he pulled out, little droplets dotted the bed.

“Goddamn, you’re taking it like a pro,” Will said, jerking into her again and again and again. “Look at how desperate you are, pretty little slut.”

“Feeeeels so goooood,” she whined. “Ohhhhh, Will, oh oh oh… no, he can’t… can’t fuck me like you… can’t get it up without… a pill… oh fuck, and he’s nowhere near this… this fucking… BIG!”

“Whose pussy is this now?”

“It’s… it’s…”

He cupped one of her tits roughly and thumbed the nipple. “Whose pussy is this, Amanda?”

“It’s yours! It’s your pussy!”

“Yeah, that’s right,” he said, and gripped her neck before dropping his lips to hers. He let go of her neck and grabbed her calves, bringing them sky high as he pounded her pussy. “My cunt, now.”

“Nnnngh, fuck, it’s your cunt, it’s your hot little cunt, fuck me, fuck me with that big… fucking… COCK!”

She came again, and Will was right there too. He bucked his hips into her as her cries turned wordless and hoarse. “Here it comes, slut, gonna make you pregnant, gonna give you my fucking baby…”

“Yes! Yes! Make me pregnant! C-come… inside… me!”

He slammed deep, coming, coming, coming. Amanda jerked like she was being shocked, a hand rising to her mouth. Her phone rang somewhere close by, and they both ignored it.

Will pulled out of Amanda, his come running out of her and soaking the blanket under them. She put her hands on his chest and pushed him over onto his back before rushing down his body as fast as her quivering body could go. She sucked his softening cock down, only taking a few inches before coming back off him and licking and slurping up every drop of him she could get. Will rested with one arm behind his head while she cleaned him like that, watching her.

“Give me my phone,” he said. “I want to get a video of you cleaning my cock up.”

She grabbed and held it out to him, her other hand still holding onto the root of his cock. He got a few great shots that way, namely one of his fat cockhead resting against the bridge of her nose while she grinned. Another good one saw her licking one of his big balls, her hand running up and down his member.

She spent a few minutes cleaning up, and her phone rang again. Will was closer and stepped out to grab it. Unsurprisingly it was her husband. Will didn’t answer, but it gave him a wicked idea. He dropped the phone next to his on the bed, ready to go when he was hard again, which wouldn’t take long.

* * *

Dan tried not to let his nervousness show on the phone, but when he realized Will hadn’t come back from lunch, panic took hold of him. He called Sandra, who told him off for a minute straight before she hung up on him. A call to Amanda went to voicemail, as did a follow-up twenty minutes later.

It was at that point Dan knew. He held out hope that he was wrong and Will wasn’t fucking his wife right at that moment, but he knew, and he wanted to cry. He wondered how he could have stopped this. He wondered if it was always going to be this way ever since he signed off on Will coming to work for accounting.

Christ.

His third call to his wife finally went through. “H-hey, honey,” Amanda said breathlessly.

Dan froze. “Amanda?”

“Can’t talk l-long… getting in a w-workout. It’s a good one.”

“I… I… no… baby… please… not him.”

Amanda giggled. “Him?”

“You know who.”

“Ohhh, oh fuck, my glutes… really working… my glutes. Spreading me… so wide… oh fuck, my ass is so… so tight… right now…”

“He’s fucking-” Dan nearly shouted, then quieter, snarled, “he’s fucking… your ass?”

“Gotta go, baby, it’s so big, it’s so fucking BIG, oh fuck, oh fuck, come in my ass, come in my-”

“Will. Will!” Dan shouted. But his wife’s cry of pleasure and Will’s low, dark laugh were all he could take. He threw the phone at the wall.

A dozen different scenarios ran through his mind as he thought about driving out there and kicking Will’s ass. Or… buying a gun and shooting him. Or… or… taking his lacrosse stick down and clubbing the other man in the back of his head.

But in the end, Dan collapsed backwards in his chair, hands rising to his face, his temples, his hair. He thought about his wife fucking another man, and he did nothing. At least for the moment, anyways.

* * *

Two weeks later, Will dropped back against the pillow, exhausted and feeling mellow. Sandra collapsed beside him, errant hairs falling across her eyes as she laughed breathlessly. He still wasn’t entirely sure what the hell he was going to do with the hot twenty-something. Keep her around? Maybe. She was a terrible cook and couldn’t clean for the life of her, but she could learn. What he did know was he was growing to sort of like having her in bed with him at night. That was different. That was new. Fuckin’ weird, though.

Neither did Will have any idea what he was going to do for work. His youngest sister had a lead on a good job at the college she attended, but if he got the job, he wouldn’t start until that fall. What to do in the short term?

Questions for the future, he decided as Sandra cuddled him tighter, a leg wrapping possessively around his. He pulled her tighter to him, hand resting on her curvy ass. For now, this was enough, but already, he was starting to wonder who might be next in his bed.

“You ever think about eating pussy before?” he asked Sandra. But she was already half-asleep, He chuckled, slid his free arm behind his head, and slept, dreaming of a household full of babies and his pregnant women, while on the other side of town, Dan dreamed about fire.

* * * * *

Thanks for reading. Check out my other stories and books here.
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