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Blackmail Sex 

My name is Dallas. I’m a thirty-four-year-old mother of three and happily married.  I was raised to be a good girl and I love my husband. So why am I fucking my boss, plus this other stud that I can’t get enough of?

The boss I understand.  I needed the job and I wanted to keep it. He kept coming on to me and I figured, what the fuck. After that, it just got to be our thing. He’s not too bad, a little fast on the trigger, but that’s good sometimes when I just want to get the hell out of there.  Wham, bam, thank you man, “Gotta run!”

This other guy is a different story. He’s fantastic.  A real stud with an oversized cock, talented hands, and an unbelievable mouth. Oh God, I get wet just thinking about where he puts his tongue.

But he’s a total rogue and a complete womanizer.  Easy on the eyes though, with a great body. Long and loaded with muscles. Boy, does he deliver a punch, and he’s got the stamina of a distance runner.  On the second go, it doesn’t seem like he’ll ever stop.  I just wrap my legs around him and ride it out. The man’s just not human and that wonder dick of his never seems to soften. Well, sometimes a little, but not for long.

He’s turned me into a real slut.  I’ve always liked a little romp, but now I crave it.  Like an addict craves it. I just can’t seem to go without it.  I’m always thinking about cock. Well, that’s not entirely accurate, a lot of the time I’m thinking about tongue.

As I said, he’s a real shit head and he’s friends with my boss, who doesn’t know I’m fucking him too.  The guy, let’s just call him stud, was always dropping into the office and trying to either look down my blouse or up my skirt or both.  Yeah, I like to show it off a little. Makes a girl feel alive, especially past thirty.

He’d always stop and flirt with me twice.  Once on the way in to see my boss and also on the way out. He was constantly asking me out and that was awkward because I’m married and also fucking his friend, but I couldn’t use that excuse, and the ring on my finger didn’t seem to faze him.

“Not glued on, is it?” he asked with a twinkle in his eye when I held up the back of my hand.

He came in a lot of times when my boss wasn’t there.  A couple of times when he was on vacation. Then I started to realize he was coming to see me, not his friend. Anyway, I was stupid enough to accept a lunch date. I only agreed because it was a beautiful day and I wanted to ride in his new red Porsche. I love sports cars; they’ve always been my weakness.  I gave it up in a rebuilt 1979 Triumph Spitfire and put my mouth on a cock for the first in a Jaguar sedan.

We had a nice lunch. He took me to a classy place, the food was superb, and he was charming as hell. His eyes were undressing me the whole time. When we got back to the car he held my door like a gentleman, but he didn’t fool me, I knew what he wanted.  It’s impossible to get into one of those low-set cars without throwing a pantie peak.  So, I figured, what the hell, and tried to be as ladylike as the situation allowed.  But I know he caught a glimpse of my powder blues and it excited me that he did.

When he got into his side, he didn’t start the car.  We were way back in the parking lot.  It was kind of secluded back there behind the trees.  He turned to me and admired my legs. I tried to tug my skirt down, but it was just too short to matter. I knew what was coming but I didn’t know how to stop it.  My skirt was hiked more than halfway up my thighs. I knew I was presenting a tempting target. Lots of men have commented on my legs. “Elegant,” “best legs ever,” “awesome thighs”, have been among the comments.  “Nibble legs” one guy called them, then proceeded to do wonderful things with his mouth.

I looked down at my creamy white thighs. The spot where I love to be kissed high on the thigh was almost exposed. “God, I hope he’s a tit man,” I thought to myself. I have nice tits. Not the biggest or the firmest, but a nice handful and I’ve never had a complaint.  But they don’t attract male attention, the way some women’s do.

“Why don’t we take the afternoon off?” he suggested, hardly looking at me. He was staring at my thighs.

“I think you need to take me back,” I insisted.

He responded by putting his hand on my thigh. High up, right at the hem, even pushing it back a little.

“Does your husband know that you’re fucking your boss?” he asked, his voice smooth, his eyes mischievous.

I had reached to remove his hand, but now I froze. That would be disastrous. My life would change in an instant. I was never sure he knew about my boss, but now I knew. Probably got a blow-by-blow from his buddy. Men are such assholes.

I know he could see the fear on my face. My sins were catching up with me.

“You wouldn’t do that to me, would you?” I asked, my voice almost pleading. “That could destroy my marriage.”

“Not without a reason and I wouldn’t for certain if we were lovers. I wouldn’t want to mess up a good thing.”  He slowly moved his hand higher as he spoke.

I had my hands on his trying to push it back, but he was a strong guy, and I was only half trying.  More of a token, “don’t,” than a real one.

“You have incredible legs,” he said.

I have to admit he had a nice touch.  Warm, gentle, and seductive. Being threatened was kind of a thrill.  He was a hot guy, and he wasn’t giving me a choice.  His dominance was a turn-on. Threatening me was a shitty thing to do, but it gave me a free pass to do what I wanted to do anyway. It’s not my fault I rode his cock and came like crazy, that bad boy made me do it.

“Please don’t do this,” I pleaded.

Then tried to close my legs, but he pushed them apart again.

“If I start this car, I’m calling your husband,” he threatened. “Now spread them.”

I complied and felt his fingers sliding along my slit through the thin fabric of my silk panties.

“I just want a chance,” he insisted, his voice soft and reassuring. “I don’t want to force you.  I want you to be willing. I’m a giver, not a taker.”

He was still outside my panties, but his fingers sure knew their way around a pussy. Tenderly, he closed his thumb and forefinger around my labia and kneaded the flesh. Rubbing his fingers back and forth with gentle pressure. I couldn’t help it.  It felt so fucking good. I was getting a little wet and was afraid it would show on my face. I concentrated on being stoic and tried to ignore how wonderful his fingers felt.

Then he pushed my panties aside and it was skin on skin and there was no hiding my wetness.

“Take them off” he demanded and like a dutiful robot, I complied by raising my ass a little and slipping them off.

He worked my slit like a pro. This was not his first rodeo. This guy knew just where to touch a woman and exactly how to touch her. I was getting ridiculously wet and was trying not to encourage him by not pushing my pussy against his hand. Which I wanted to do so fucking bad. Then I gasped and he was inside me. Two fingers and he curled them, reaching for my G-spot. God, he was good.

A few seconds later he had formed his hand into a wedge and three fingers were pounding into me. Slowly, gently at first, until he got more of my juices flowing, then he slammed them into me like a fucking wrecking ball, but a hell of a lot faster.  Involuntarily, I spread my legs and pulled them up a bit, bending my knees and giving him all the room he needed to work his magic. His hand was going like a trip hammer, and I was so wet I could hear myself sloshing.

Oh God, that felt fantastic. No one had ever done that to me. Maybe I hadn’t fucked around enough.  When I started whimpering, he smiled and went even faster. I didn’t think that was possible.  The pressure of his hand increased, and I was lunging my cunt up to meet its onslaught. I looked over at him and he smiled.

Then our eyes locked. I was really close to cuming, and I knew he could tell.  That self-assured smile on his face was a dead giveaway. He was turned toward me in his seat, with his left hand pounding my pussy. He put his right hand behind my neck. Gently at first, but when I got closer to the moment, he pulled me toward him, our gaze still locked. He wanted to see me cum. To watch me surrender to him completely and accept the pleasure he was giving me. Oh God, I was so close.

Don’t stop, I whispered through a moan, then I gushed and spasmed.  He smiled a lover’s smile. It was no longer smug or triumphant. He was sincerely into the moment. It was like he was cuming with me.

Oh God, I went off. I shouted and thrashed and shook uncontrollably.  I thought I was going to kick out his fucking windshield. He just let me ride it out, holding the back of my neck the whole time and giving me that tender, loving look of his. When I came, he didn’t pull his fingers out, just slowed them down.  Instead of pounding into me, they were just sliding leisurely. Drawing out the after pleasure and I shuddered a few times before he finally withdrew his fingers.

He held them up to my face. The whole car smelled like sex and my pussy, and I licked my juices off his hand, then sucked his fingers for a moment. I’d never tasted myself.  Never had the impulse. I guess I’ve been fucking some real duds.

Then he pulled my head toward him, and we kissed. A long, lingering kiss. His tongue went in deep, and I responded with mine. Searching, twirling, entwining. I felt his hands unbuttoning my blouse, then he pushed my bra aside and palmed my tits and pinched my nipples. They were as hard as little stones.

When we finally broke the kiss, he pulled my head into his lap and struggled with his zipper, then put my mouth on his cock. He was rock hard, and I wanted it inside me, but the pressure on the back of my head told me what he wanted first. I don’t always like sucking, and I hate to be forced, but I didn’t care that day.  I was revved up and would have let him put it anywhere he wanted.

I gave him a first-class hummer and shifted my body until I was on my knees on my seat and leaning over so I could bob up and down on that long, thick shaft.  I gagged a couple of times but was determined to give him as good as I’d gotten.

Leaning and kneeling like I was, his hands could reach my ass and pussy from over my back, and he ran his fingers along my ass channel and fingered my butt hole a little. Then he reached further and fingered me again. I sucked him, and he finger fucked me, almost in rhythm and when he came, I came again and thought my head was going to explode.

I drank most of his jis, but I kept some for another long French kiss and that seemed to turn him on again.  I reached down to stroke him and found hard meat, ready to go again.

“Fuck me you asshole” I demanded. It was my turn to be the aggressor and I climbed on top of that marvelous cock and slid it in. Oh God, that felt awesome.

We had to shift around a little to get the geometry right in that little car, but we made it work and fucked like rabbits for a good ten or fifteen minutes. Fuck, I was hot, and he seemed to be able to go on forever.  He finally came again, and I was on my fifth or sixth. Who the fuck was counting?  We were both exhausted and just laid back against whatever and panted.

A few minutes later he said, “I’ll take you back to work if you want.  I won’t say a word to your husband or your boss”, he offered.

“No, take me somewhere you can fuck me proper,” I pleaded. I don’t remember thinking about it.  It was like I was watching the whole thing, and someone else was talking. I don’t ever remember demanding to be fucked.   It just wasn’t the way I was raised.  Yes, I’ve responded to plenty of offers.  But I’d never made one of my own.  What a slut!

*****


Caught Snooping

I hate babysitting. I’m too old for that shit, but I was desperate for money.  I was home from college for the summer and needed to save up a ton of cash. Why the hell else would I be living with my parents?  My room had all that shit on the wall that reminded me of what a stupid girl I was at sixteen.  What a prude.

College sure took care of that. I left home a virgin, blow jobs don’t count, do they? or a little fingering? But I came home a dedicated fan of sport fucking. Maybe my hormones were just late kicking in.  I don’t know, pre-adult is such a strange time of life.  One day I was wondering what all the fuss was about and just playing along to get along. The next, I was grabbing for every cock I could reach, and for a while there, I didn’t give a fuck who it was attached to, as long as it could get hard.  

The little bugger was eight and he was a nice kid. I let him swim his heart out in the pool and he went out like a light around nine o’clock. That gave me extra time to explore.

The wife was kind of a bitch and was packing on way too many pounds, but the husband was a stud.  Still looking good in his thirties. Way too hot for her with bulging biceps and a flat stomach. I freely admit that he made my opening tingle a bit and pump some moisture. He caught me checking him out and gave me a boyish smile that lit up his handsome face. Then he returned the favor. He wasn’t shy about it.  This dude was a pussy hound, and he gave me a thorough eye fuck while chubby was laying down all the rules.  I just kept nodding and letting him look.

I figured that he must work out and sure enough there was an impressive weight machine in an exercise room down the hall. I spotted it while searching for the bedroom or should I say fuck room. Deep blue plush carpet, a huge brass bed, mirrored closet doors along one wall, and a marble hot tub for two. Both the drapes and wall hangings were decorated with sexually suggestive scenes, but the huge turn-on was in the corner.

The entire top of a six-foot dresser was dedicated to a collection of sex toys. Everything from vibrators to strap-on dildos, so thick I wasn’t sure I could handle them.  They were all laid out like instruments in an operating room. I could almost hear Mr. Stud ordering up the next one, like a surgeon selecting just the right scalpel.  God, I was wet. Gushing is a better word and I just stood there, touching myself and wondering which one of these devices would get me off the quickest.

Using someone else’s plastic cock, is crossing a line, so I left my panties on. The imitation dick had a knob. I gave it a turn and it vibrated. I turned it again and it thrust. I turned it again and it did both and that’s where I left it.

I couldn’t resist that bed.  There was a mirror on the ceiling and the wall, and I could watch myself. Way too tempting!

I lay right in the middle, put my head on some fluffy pillows, spread my legs, and pressed that wonderful, wriggling machine against the crotch of my panties. Oh, Fuck. Was that delicious or what? A girl could get addicted to this.

I don’t know what time it was. I was cuming like crazy, God knows how many times. I just couldn’t get enough, and my mind was just drifting in a sexual bliss.  I didn’t hear the door open, and I didn’t hear him enter the room.  He could have been standing in the doorway watching me get off a dozen times. My mind was elsewhere.

I must have been a saucy sight. Legs spread out, orange panties wet and transparent, lewdly molded to my labia.  I wore a white tank top, the low-cut kind that shows off my boobs and I was braless. I have a great set of C-cups, which stand straight out, so why not?  My nipples had to be as big as quarters, making alluring impressions in the thin material. I looked like a scene from some teenager’s favorite girl next door porn clip.

“That’s usually better with two,” he said, and it took a moment to sink in that he was even there. I was cuming at the time and just had to ride it out. There are some things you just can’t ignore, and I was having a big one. Besides, it excited me that he was watching. That was something new I learned about myself. I like to be watched. Who knew? I remembered how he had studied me while his wife was distracted. I know when a man wants me, and he wanted me bad. All those thoughts rushed in, and they made me cum all the harder. God, it was a hard one. I screamed and rolled and clamped my legs together, shaking and jerking like a fish on a hook.

Where’s his wife? I thought with a start as I came down. The orgasm had been especially intense, and I was still a bit under its influence. I looked around, more than a little frantic.

He must have guessed my fear because he announced, “She’s not here.”

I remember thinking:  What do I do? Run out the front door? Apologize? Ask him to join me? My mind clicked them off at light speed. Faster than I could blink. I took a deep breath and swung my legs over the edge of the bed.

“Sorry,” I said and got up gumption enough to look him in the eye. “They were just too tempting!”

My thighs were closed, but my short skirt left a lot of leg exposed and my top was half transparent from the sweat I had worked up. The dark areas around my areola were clearly visible and my nipples were as erect as bullets. They ached and felt like they were going to burst.

His eyes were devouring me. They were deep blue, and they were all over me. He liked what he saw and there was no mistaking the lump in his pants. I’m a good judge of bulges, this guy had a serious load.  The more he looked at me, the more I looked right back. I didn’t know who was challenging who?

“That was a poor choice,” he said, breaking the silence. Then he crossed to the dresser top and returned with a u-shaped item about four inches long, one side of the U was longer than the other and thinner.

“Try this,” he urged. “You’ll love it.”

He was so calm and self-assured that I just let him take the lead. Plus, I had just discovered I liked exhibiting myself and the thought of spreading out for him again was egging me on. I loved the way he looked at me. Like I was fucking delicious. It sent shivers coursing through me.

I lay back and spread my legs again but left my panties on. But it didn’t matter.  The thin material was see-through and molded to my mound. They weren’t hiding anything. He loomed over me. Carefully inspecting every inch of me from my toes to my crotch. The toy was in his left hand, and he stroked my upper thigh with his right. Holly fuck that felt good.

“You have lovely legs,” he opined. He had warm hands, and his touch was soft. His fingers traced a gentle caress. I wanted them higher, I almost begged him to go higher.

Then he pulled my panty hem aside and slipped it in. The narrow side of the U slid into my pussy and pressed up against my G-spot. The longer and wider side rested on my clit.

I looked up and saw a remote in his hand. He winked at me and hit the switch.

“Oh Fuck!”  The sensation was unbelievable, and I drifted off into some kind of carnal euphoria. I just floated there awhile, completely in a world of my own. It was just me and a series of micro-orgasms that just kept cuming. Hitting me one after another like a cascade of ecstasy.

My reverie was disturbed when the Stud reached down and pressed the U-shaped thing more firmly against my clit and a couple of seconds later, I went off like a fucking firecracker. Screams and shakes and overwhelming spasms shooting through my body. He turned off the device and let me calm down, then when I was done shaking, he fired it up again with his little remote.

This time he’d dropped his shorts. He had on a sexy man thong that was bulging like it had a baby dragon raging to get out. I rolled toward him, pulled out a respectable piece of male meat, and swallowed as much as I could handle. I figured it was half of what he had.

He must have hit the controls again because the device went into overdrive. I’ve never felt sensations like that.  The intensity on both my clit and my G was overwhelming. I’d never been so turned on and I sucked and slurped on that wonderful dick, while he fucked my mouth for at least five minutes.  Maybe it was ten, I was so sexed up, keeping time just wasn’t on my list.

I thought he was going to blow several times, but he’d pull out for a few seconds and then slip it back in.  That’s when I noticed the cock ring.  I’d heard about them but never seen one.  The last time he slid back into my mouth, he pulled my body a little closer and reached down and started massaging my ass crack with his fingers. Jesus, I was soaking wet. I must have felt like a slip-and-slide.

One of those fingers found its way up my asshole and I flinched at first, but it felt pretty good. I’d always resisted butt play.  It just didn’t seem to be my thing, but what he was doing was fantastic.

“Ever use a but plug,” he asked as he pulled his cock out of my mouth. It took a minute to register that he was talking to me. Neither of us had said a word. We were just lost in the sex.

“Nooo,” I said.

“Trust me, you’ll love it,” he promised. Then added, “Strip the rest of those clothes off.”

He left the device running while he crossed the room. He returned with a long clear wand with round bumps on it. I was so sexually charged that I would have welcomed anything he did. I also totally forgot about his wife and when she might appear.

The thong was gone, and his cock was still stiff as a rail. He lay on the bed next to me and turned me on my side so that he could fuck me and finger my asshole at the same time.

God was I eager for that cock and I just grabbed it and pushed it in. I thought about teasing myself with it for a few swipes across my opening, but I wanted it bad and the moment his cock head touched my pussy, I thrust my hips and took it in all the way. Then he pumped me, filling me with the wonderful feeling of fullness that only a cock can give a girl. Slow at first, with long leisurely strokes that drew out the pleasure, then more rapidly and harder. A lot harder, like a fucking battering ram.

During the slow ones, he stuck that wand up my ass, one clear bead at a time, until I could feel it deep in my ass. It also tightened my pussy and made his cock seem like the biggest one I’d ever had.  It damn near was all on its own, but the beads just made it seem enormous.

I was groaning and whimpering with every thrust and throwing my pussy at his cock every time he shoved it in. I lost count of how many times I came, and the Stud just kept fucking me. Finally, I had a really big one and he must have known that one was special, because right toward the end of it, he yanked out those beads on a stick.  I screamed like a banshee and thought for a moment that I had shit myself. But it was just more orgasm.

It took me a long time to come down off that last one and while I was recovering, he slipped off that cock ring and rolled on top of me. Then we did it missionary and I wrapped my legs around him and rode him like I’d never had it so good.  He came inside me a few minutes later and I came again when he did.

When he rolled off of me, I still wanted that cock. So, I sucked him off. He was back to life in no time and a few minutes later I was swallowing a full load.

While I was wiping my mouth with a pillowcase, he looked at the time.

“Oops,” he said. “We better wrap this up. I need to tell the wife the coast is clear.”

“She knows you’re fucking me?” I asked, my voice a little incredulous.

“Don’t worry.  We have an arrangement. If you’re into threesomes, we can wait for her?” he announced.

“No, I think I’ll get out of here,” I said, looking around for my clothes.

“Can I see you again?” he asked.

“Fuck Yes” I answered. “I can’t wait to see what else is in your toy box.”

*****


Junior Wives

Tess Mann was captivating in a low-cut gown that clung seductively to her ample curves. It was a perfect match to her green eyes. The statuesque blonde was made to tempt men and send desire cascading through the male body. She smiled warmly at her husband’s boss and pretended not to notice that he was making every effort to look down her dress. She couldn’t really blame him because she had chosen her attire specifically for its allure. Tess had a nice set and showing them off gave her a certain validation. A reassurance that she still had it, despite pushing thirty. Besides, half the women in the room were doing the same thing.

Corporate cocktail parties are as much an audition as a social gathering. Everyone is on display and being judged. Especially the junior executive wives, still young and firm and all dressed to impress. Helping their husbands succeed is a sacred duty and if that meant flashing a little, or a lot, of their feminine charms, so be it. Even if duty called for a little flesh on flesh, the wives were expected to soldier on.

Then there were the trophy wives, hanging out on the arms of at least half of upper management. They were the real sharks in the room. Each of them decked out from head to foot like $5,000 a night call girls. Only a few of the junior leaguers could compete with them, and Tess was at the top of that list.

Every senior executive in the room wanted Charly Mann, Tess’s husband, to succeed because they wanted the beautiful and seductive Tess to be a frequent visitor at their gatherings. Not only was she luscious to watch but hope springs eternal. One never knew when the opportunity to sample Tess’s carnal charms might arise.

Charly Mann was a genius with numbers and computers. He could take raw data and see patterns and divine trends that were hidden from lesser mortals. But socially he was shy and awkward. Tess had shooed him away with instructions to mingle. To her exasperation, he was standing across the room all alone, slowly sipping something blue, and looking as out of place as a rose in the desert.

They were a strange pairing. Unless you knew them well, you would never believe they were a match. Tess had always been the bell of the ball. The beauty that all the boys chased. She had been the head cheerleader and Charly her math tutor. Somehow, they had fallen in love. Charles Mann stole her right out from under the nose of the star full-back.

No one was more surprised than she and Charly, but she loved her husband dearly and had never been sorry. Their lovemaking had been timid at first. Charly was nervous and unsure of himself. But she had put her mouth on him and awoken a tiger and now he roared loud and often. Displaying more than a little sexual aggression, he kept Tess fully sated and ever eager for another round.

Don Peterson, Charly’s immediate boss, couldn’t keep his eyes off of Tess. She nodded and smiled as he droned on. They made eye contact periodically, but most of the time his gaze wandered over her curves. He seemed to be torn between the valley between her C-cups and the long, slender legs extending out from under her short hemline. More than once he placed a palm on her leg above the knee. Just a friendly touch of course, but Tess could feel the desire in his palm and knew that he would need a little encouragement to push it further up her thigh.

Tess had blossomed at a young age. Her lessons about men had started early and she was a quick study. Tess knew when she was wanted. She had seen Peterson’s type many times and was confident that she was in complete control. He had it bad and his own wife, a slinky brunette from the trophy group, was anxiously watching every move Peterson made.

He wasn’t a bad-looking man. Well-muscled with blue eyes, blond hair, and a rugged jaw. A typical jock. In college, she had fucked a dozen Don Peterson types. Nothing special about any of them, except their narcissism. They were all out for their own pleasure. Like they were doing her a favor by sticking their cocks in her.

Not like her Charly, who often spent hours worshiping at her pleasure center on lazy afternoons. She was an artist, and he was a blank canvas. Tess had taught him where to touch and how to please. When to thrust hard, pounding into her like an inflamed bull, and when to take his time, stretching out their lovemaking in a long, languid slow fuck. When to use his cock, and when to use his mouth and hands. Together they explored her lush body, mapping out every inch of sensitive flesh.

Charly was her partner and her lover. He could take her where no man ever had. His attention to detail was truly inspiring as he patiently built her up to a crescendo of ecstasy.  Carefully and methodically applying layer upon layer of carnal sensations until she exploded from the sexual pressure. Making love with Charley was like climbing a spiral staircase, each step promising more intense pleasure than the last, until it filled her body like a pulsing wave, growing ever more powerful. Eventually, it would completely overwhelm her, and she would lay limp and whimpering as she convulsed uncontrollably.

“You know we like Charly,” Don Peterson assured. That brought Tess’s focus back to Peterson. Her mind had been wandering as she just let him ramble on with his self-importance.

“I sense a but” she replied, giving him a cool look.

“He’s a wizard with the numbers, but his social skills are holding him back. You know he’s up for a promotion?”

Tess straightened up, then leaned in to pick her drink off the table. The move caused her dress to fall away, revealing a much more expansive view of her full round breasts. Peterson’s eyes followed the movement eagerly and were rewarded with a quick peek at her right nipple. She had rather large areola and his cock throbbed in his pants.

“You know he has some other offers,” Tess informed. “But I’ve been encouraging him to stay. I like this company. It’s full of such luscious men.” She declared, leaning back, and sipping her drink. Then she crossed her legs.

Peterson could not help but notice the sheer green panties under her short skirt. Tess pointed with her drink, “see Judy Kyser over there. Listen to that laugh.”

Rod Kyser was up for the same promotion as Charly, and his wife Judy was quickly going to seed. Three kids had done her figure no favors and the weight from the last clung to her ass like molds of jello.

Peterson followed her line of sight. Judy Kyser was cackling like a strangled goose. She wore a shift-type dress with a flowered print. It covered her bulges, but her calves were as thick as small tree stumps. Peterson had a mental image of the woman at one of the wife-swapping parties and shuddered.

“As you are fond of saying. An executive and his wife are a package. One comes with the other. They are both important to the corporate image.”  Tess did not continue the sentence. There was no need to point out the obvious. If it was a choice between sampling the pleasures of Judy Kyser or herself at some future date, Tess knew the answer. It was her door that Peterson would be knocking at.

“You and Charly are kind of the odd couple. You don’t seem to go together.”  Observed Peterson

“Charlie's perfect for me. He’s my friend, a good provider, and a great dad. He helps around the house and doesn’t give me any of that macho crap. In the bedroom, he knows just where to scratch my itches and has the stamina of a Spanish bull” she declared. She watched Peterson’s reaction closely and was amused to see a flash of disappointment on his face.

“That’s wonderful” he replied, his tone more perfunctory than truly sincere. “Here’s to Charly” he announced, raising his glass. Their eyes met and held for a second or two after the clink. Tess was the first to look away.

Men are so easy, she thought. Give their dicks a little tickle, and they turn into fawning puppies, eager for the next round of encouragement.

Charly’s promotion was in the bag. Thought Tess. All she had to do was give Peterson some private attention. He was desperate. She wouldn’t have to go all the way. Maybe just a hand job as a sample. Maybe even just through his pants.  She wouldn’t even need to touch it, just feel the moisture as it soaked through his suit pants. Give him a sample and let him dream about the future and the wonders that her body could provide.

The music changed to a slow romantic ballad. “I love this song. Dance with me” she urged suddenly. Spreading her thighs wide enough to give him another peek as she rose.

Tess came into Peterson’s arms like a long, lost lover in heat. For just a fraction of a second her whole body merged into his. He felt her heat, the pressure of her ripe body, and her smells. She even brushed her lips across his neck, just under his jaw. It was impossible to tell if she had actually kissed him or not. Then just as quickly, she put space between them.

Peterson pulled her in tight, but Tess pushed back. “My husband and your wife are in the room,” Tess cautioned.

“Your wife has been watching us like a hawk,” she cautioned.

“She went home to check on the sitter,” he answered, flexing his arms against her resistance.

“Down big boy. This has to look respectable,” insisted Tess, moving her upper body away from Peterson, but sliding her hips into contact with his stiffness.

Peterson responded by pressing back. They jostled their crotches until they were cock to pussy, right through their clothes.

“That's better,” she smiled provocatively.

Tess was a tall woman, and Peterson bent his knees slightly, then adjusted his pelvis to fit his upright cock, right in the space between her legs. Then he pushed upward. Tess adjusted also. She could feel his stiffness pressing against her entrance through their clothing.

“I’m going to do a twirl and check out the room,” Tess instructed.

Tess turned slowly in his arms, scoping out the audience, Peterson grabbed a feel of her breasts as she rotated. While Tess had her back to him, she ran her hands along his crotch, making suggestive contact with his prick.

“Nice cock,” she whispered, letting her warm breath seep into his ear, before nestling back into their former position, crotch to crotch.

“No one has ever complained,” he answered.

“Do you think this is appropriate,” she asked coyly, as she returned the pressure and rubbed her crotch against his.

“As you said, you guys are a package,” he responded with a smug smile.

“And you think that gives you license to dry fuck me?” she quipped, locking eyes with him.

“I thought we weren’t at a wet fuck yet,” he replied with a smile that reminded Tess of a cat looking at a canary in a cage.

They danced that way. From the waist up, all prim and proper; but from the waist down, dry humping at every note. Their eyes were locked the entire time. As Tess worked her sensuous hips, she took cues from Peterson's eyes and the signals of his body. He was getting close, very close.

“You ready sport,” she asked with a teasing smile “or should I stop?” she challenged, pulling her hips back.

“Oh, God! No!” Peterson begged.

“You’re sure?” she teased, bringing her crotch back into contact with his cock. “Maybe Judy Kyser will do this for you?”

“Perish the thought. Of course, I’m sure!” he answered, and Tess’s hips moved in a flurry. It looked like they were just spinning around slowly, but during their turn, Peterson let go. His body jerked, his pelvis trembled, and he stifled a moan. Then his eyes lost contact with Tess’s and his knees buckled. But she supported his weight for the few seconds it took him to recover.

A few beats later the music stopped.

“Do I need to walk in front of you?” she whispered.

“Yes, thank you,” he answered. His voice was low and weak.

Instead of going back to her table, Tess walked out onto one of the balconies. Peterson followed closely, a giant wet spot in his suit pants pretty much demanded it. The balcony was narrow. Not much more than a smoking area, but these days there were few smokers left at Riverton Enterprises.

“Does that door lock?” Tess asked.

“Yes,” answered Peterson and Tess heard a metallic click.

This time when she came into his arms she stayed. Her sexual need flowing into him, she kissed his neck seductively and reached for his cock, her fingers coxing it back to life. Her mouth closed on his. The kiss was torrid, needy, hungry, as she squirmed against him and reached down into his pants.

Their tongues dueled, teased, and taunted. She explored his mouth aggressively, then sucked his tongue into her mouth and pretended it was his cock. Between her fingers and her mouth, Peterson was awestruck, and he thought his cock was going to burst. Tess was one of the most exciting women he had ever been with. There was something overwhelmingly feminine about her. She oozed sexual need and want.

“Touch me. Put your fingers inside me,” she urged, her voice breathy, and desperate, as she squirmed against him. Tess knew how to play the seductress. If Tess knew anything, she knew men and how to control them. It was in her DNA.

She felt his fingers stroking her mesh panties, then sliding skin on skin along her opening. Tess moaned into his mouth and pushed her hips into his hand. Peterson pushed his index and middle finger inside of her, then pumped her pussy vigorously. The degree of pleasure surprised Tess. Peterson was better with his hands than she had expected. He had a lover’s touch, and curled his long fingers, stroking them over her G-spot, and Tess’s raw sexual need rapidly began to overpower her.

“Oh God,” she moaned, as she leaned back against the railing, flinging her hips at his fingers. He switched to his thumb in her pussy, with his index finger sliding along her ass crack and knocking at her rear door. Their eyes locked in the dim light, as desire and sexual hunger flowed between them. The power games were over. They were just two lovers frantically chasing their sexual release.

Tess violently fucked Peterson’s hand as he thumb fucked her with increasing intensity and speed. Tess moaned and whimpered, her body gyrating in rhythm with Peterson’s carnal assault. Then she screamed suddenly, as her orgasm racked her lush body.

Still panting, Tess grabbed Peterson by his tie and pulled him down to his knees. He was kneeling right in front of her, and she pulled her skirt up around her waist.

“Take them off,” she begged.

Peterson pulled off her green mesh panties, then pressed his mouth to her pussy and eagerly ran his tongue over her wetness. Tess lovingly ran her fingers through his blond hair and pulled his face hard against her.

“God Damn! That feels fucking marvelous,” she exclaimed between moans, as Peterson tongued her opening with an energy, and intensity, that Tess had seldom encountered. Peterson was a man that was seriously into oral, and Tess melted at his need for her.

Surprisingly, Peterson was a giver, not a taker, and as she had always done with a giver, Tess surrendered to him. She put one long leg over his shoulder, then the next. Peterson put one hand on each thigh, and Tess arched her pelvis, pushing her mound hard against Peterson’s mouth. Then they humped, mouth to pussy.

Peterson was not only good; he was also a bulldog. He really hung in there, his mouth and tongue in constant motion. Tess had locked her legs around his head, leaving at least one of his hands free to run a finger along her ass crack again. The area was sensitive and slick with her juices, and she responded with louder moans. Then she bucked against him when he inserted a finger up her ass.

They were locked that way for several minutes. He lapped fiercely at her labia and opening, while finger fucking her ass hole, while she writhed against him, lost in a rhapsody of pure animal passion.

Part of it was the danger-sex. Just a few feet away the rest of the office was celebrating and only thinking about fucking the junior wives. Not Tess, she was getting some action and Peterson had turned out to be a stud. The thought of telling Charles was even more thrilling. Her debut as a “hotwife.” 

They’d talked about this moment, but the time had never been right. This was gonna turn Charley on like crazy. He was gonna fuck the shit out of her while she relived it all in a very graphic tale.

When Tess came it was more than an orgasm. It was a sexual explosion that tore through her body like a tsunami of carnal sensations. Her best one in months, and she clamped her thighs together without thinking, trapping Peterson’s head in a vice-like grip. When she twisted Peterson went over on his side, pulling her off the railing. They lay entangled next to one another, Tess still shaking from the physical impact of cuming so violently.

“Thanks” she whispered, reaching for his cock.

“We have to hurry,” Peterson announced. My wife might be back by now.”

Tess stood up and leaned against the railing, her ass to Peterson. She reached back and pulled her skirt up around her waist.

“You got a shot left?” she teased.

Peterson paused for a moment, reveling in the alluring sight of the beautiful and sensual Tess spread and waiting for him. Her dress up around her hips; her perfect ass glistening in the moonlight from their sex; her long elegant legs welcoming him. He reached out and touched her, running his hand up and down her slit. She was soaking wet. The smell of her need filled his nostrils.

“Oh, God! Don’t tease me!” she whimpered.

Peterson took a step forward, gave her a few more teases with the head of his cock, then flicked his hips and drove his pipe into her.

“Oh Fuck,” she moaned as he went in. Tess loved being fucked, and next to riding cowgirl, doggy was her favorite. Not every male has a long enough cock to pull off a great doggy, but Peterson’s was. His cock wasn’t as thick as Tess liked, but it was long, and Pederson was enthusiastic. Tess came a couple of more times, moderate tremors as he pounded into her like a teenager on prom night.

Then they finished together. She felt him tense and shoot and she pressed against him, squirming, and letting the last one rip through her and leave her wanting more.

She turned and kissed him, wrapping herself around him, like she was trying to morph into him.

“Thanks, Stud,” she whispered. “I expect to hear about Charlie’s promotion.”

“Oh, you will. You will,” Peterson assured.

“I’m counting on it. Because I didn’t get to ride cowgirl,” Tess responded with a wink.

‘Always leave them wanting more’ Tess thought as she walked back into the ballroom, realizing that she had left her panties on the floor. ‘Keep your legs together for the rest of the evening,’ she warned herself.

*****
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