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Cheating wife




Taken by My Husband's Boss

Part I




“How did I get here?” I thought to myself.  “How did you end up on an island, on your knees, in front of the richest man you’ve ever met?”  As I peered up at Hudson starting to unbuckle his belt, the events of the last month played in rapid fire through my mind. 

My husband, Chris, and I had been married for almost four years.  Together for seven.  We met in college.  He comes from a middle-class family but had his eye on bigger things.  He was first in his class in the Business Finance program and had worked hard to put himself in a position to meet several of the more prominent businesspeople in town.  Prior to Chris, I had always dated for the promise of love. But after being cheated on or otherwise disappointed repeatedly I remembered something someone told me years before: “You can marry a rich one just as easily as you can marry a poor one.”  I didn’t marry Chris just because of the likelihood that he was going to make lots of money, but it didn’t hurt.  I’m a pretty girl who likes nice things.  I wanted the dream.  I wanted a big house with nice things in a prestigious neighborhood.  I wanted vacations to nice places.  I wanted to drive a nice car. I wanted to win life.  Chris was my ticket to that life.

Don’t get me wrong, I love my husband.  Chris is a good man.  He’s six feet tall and good looking enough that I don’t feel like I’m settling. He works hard and he’s a hit at dinner parties.  What more could a girl want.  Especially a girl like me that grew up just one rung up on the ladder above white trash.  When I was a freshman in high school, a friend’s mom sat me down. She told me, “Anna, you’re a pretty girl and you’ve good a good head on your shoulders.  You need to go to college and find yourself a good man. Get the hell out of this town.” That’s just what I did, and I have zero regrets.  I have a great life with Chris.

One of my goals, the one I wanted most, was to have my dream house before going home for my ten-year high school reunion. I wanted to put those bitches who used to call me white trash in their place. When Chris and I started planning, the math worked out.  But inflation and mortgage rates were both rising, putting our house just out of reach.  To say I was getting frustrated was an understatement.  But Chris was up for a promotion at the office.  If he could get it, we could still make the math work.

Part of the screening process for the promotion was dinner with the boss.  Mr. King was aptly named. He practically was just that. He started the firm where my husband worked when he was just twenty-nine years old and made it a huge success.  He was still only in his early forties and rumored to be on the verge of becoming a billionaire.  The prospect of our house riding on a dinner with Mr. King was intimidating to say the least.  Chris and I rehearsed, trying to think of all the questions he could possibly ask.  We practiced charming anecdotes to try to seem like the perfect, together couple.  We planned everything, right down to what socks Chris would wear. 

When the night came, we arrived just a few minutes early to make sure we wouldn’t be late but also wouldn’t seem too keen.  We had scouted the restaurant ahead of time so we would be familiar with the landscape.  It had a much more laid-back vibe than we expected. There were definitely snootier restaurants in town. Chris dressed smart casual – slacks and a sport coat sans tie.  I wore a simple black dress that showed off my subtle curves but was not tight enough to be called sexy. It came down to just a few inches above the knee, showing just a touch of leg. 

Mr. King had already arrived and greeted us, insisting we call him Hudson.  He was very gracious and seemingly well-practiced at putting people at ease.  It’s not every day you sit down to dine with the richest man you’re probably ever going to meet.  I had only ever seen him before in pictures.  In addition to being a financial genius, Hudson was lucky in the looks department.  He stood at about six-foot-four, with broad shoulders, and a strong build.  My guess was that he probably had a personal trainer to keep him looking that good. Taller, darker, and more handsome than my husband, who in most rooms was no slouch.

Hudson ordered wine for the table.  After a few drinks, our dinner arrived, and we had relaxed into the evening.  Hudson was much less intimidating than we had anticipated.  We peppered in some of our anecdotes, but things generally unfolded organically.  After dinner Chris excused himself to go to the restroom, leaving me alone with his boss. 

Hudson looked at me intently and took a sip of his wine.  “Anna, I must say, you look stunning tonight.  That dress is amazing.  I mean it, you’re just absolutely beautiful. People have been staring all night.”

I felt myself blushing.  “I’m pretty sure they’re looking at you Hudson,” I replied dismissively.  I knew I looked good, but there are a lot more pretty girls out there than there are billionaires.

“Not like that they don’t,” Hudson refuted.  “So, tell me more about this house.”

The house was my favorite thing to talk about.  I blathered off all the details to Hudson.  I had to stop myself from progressing to straight up babbling. It was obvious how in love with the house I was. Hudson listened intently, making suggestions about tile, color schemes, and lighting.  He knew his stuff. 

“It’s a tough time to be buying a house,” Hudson noted.

“Yeah,” I nodded. “The math is definitely moving against us right now.”   

Chris returned from the restroom.  I excused myself to go to the ladies’ room and collect myself.  I was worried that the wine and casual atmosphere had let Hudson smell the desperation on me.  When I returned to the table, the boys were talking shop.  I politely sipped my wine and let them talk. I listened while Hudson explained his plans for the direction of the firm and what that would require from everyone.  Chris did a decent job of contributing.  All in all, the night seemed to be a success.  Hudson didn’t offer Chris the job or anything. We hadn’t expected him to.  But I felt confident that we hadn’t at least made any horrible missteps. 

On our way out the door, Chris excused himself to return to the restroom again.

“Is he okay?” Hudson asked. 

“He’s fine,” smirked.  “For all his many strong suits, my husband has the bladder the size of a thimble,” I quipped.

Hudson gave a polite laugh. “You are an exceptional woman, Anna.” His eyes met mine with an intensity they did not have during dinner.  “This is my personal number.” He displayed a business card in his hand before tucking it in the pocket of my clutch.  “Give me a call if you would like to talk about your husband’s position at the firm.” 

My heart started racing.  Did Hudson just proposition me? I think I managed to nod politely before Chris returned from the bathroom.

“Chris!” Hudson smiled and shook Chris’ hand.  “It was great talking with you.  And thank you for bringing Anna.  She was the best part of the evening.” 

“Agreed. Thank you for a wonderful evening, Hudson” Chris replied.

With that, the dinner was over.  I knew better than to tell Chris what had just happened.  He might get angry and blow the whole thing, or worse. 

~~~~~~~

A few days later, my heart was sinking as I was watched the financial news.  Mortgage rates were going up again.  My dream house was quickly falling out of reach.  “Dammit!” I screamed and threw the remote into the couch.  When Chris got home, I started in on him right away.  “Have you heard anything yet?”

He wasn’t even finished taking of his coat. “No. The talk around the office is that it’s pretty close.  Some people are saying that Darren is probably going to get it. I’m still in the running, though.”

“Isn’t there something you can do?” I demanded.  “Anything?”

“Anna, if there was something more I could do, I would have done it already.”  Chris exhaled and gently held me by my shoulders. He was obviously over my frustration. “Maybe we just have to wait a few more years.  Interest rates will go back down and by then we’ll have more money saved for a down payment.”

“No! It has to be now!” I stormed off.  I dodged Chris for the rest of the evening and was pretending to be asleep when he came to bed.  Once he was out, I laid awake thinking about that card in my purse.  I was woman of pragmatism, but I had always sworn I would be a faithful wife. I desperately wanted my house, but I also didn’t want to be the trailer park whore. 

After Chris left in the morning, I got the card from my purse and stared at it, holding the phone in my hand.  I hadn’t slept a wink.  “Fuck!” I cursed to myself before dialing the number.

I expected either to talk to an assistant or leave a message, but Hudson answered himself. “Hello?”

“Hi, Hudson.  It’s Anna, Chris’ wife. How are you?” I had rehearsed what I was going to say multiple times in the wee hours. 

“Anna! It’s so good to hear from you.  What can I do for you?” He sounded just as charming as he did three drinks in at dinner.

“You said I should call you if I wanted to discuss my husband’s place in the firm.” Hudson was busy. I was going to be direct and not waste his valuable time with childish bullshit hedging.

Hudson’s tone changed.  “Yes.  I’m going to my place in Georgia this weekend.  Why don’t you join me, and we can see if we can work something out?”

I was taken aback for a moment.  Georgia?  I wasn’t expecting that.  But I had already made the decision in my mind to do what it took.  “That sounds lovely,” I replied.

“Excellent.  I’ll have someone call you with the details.  Don’t worry, everything will be taken care of.  And Anna..”

“Yes?”

“Not a word to your husband.  I want him focused on his work.  He’s going to be very busy this weekend.” 

The connection ended.  Less than fifteen minutes later the phone rang and someone with a Hispanic accent named Hector gave me my instructions.  I told Chris that my boss asked me to go to Atlanta to scout an up-and-coming painter.  I worked at a gallery, and it wasn’t uncommon for me to travel for a few days every now and then looking for new pieces. 

~~~~~~~

I left in the morning on Friday.  Everything was first class.  And by first class, I don’t mean first class seating on the plane.  I mean limousine to a private airport to a private jet to another private airport to another limousine to a beautiful house on an island kind of first class.  Hector greeted me at the door with a polite smile.  He was an older man, balding, but well put together.  He informed me that “Mr. King” wouldn’t be joining me until dinner and that I was free to get settled and explore the property.  I did just that.  The house was surprisingly not huge, but large enough and everything about it was immaculate.  I counted five bedrooms.  There were guest quarters to one side and a pool in back.  Beyond the landscaping by the pool was the Atlantic ocean. 

I was in my room when Hector informed me that Hudson had arrived, and dinner was ready.  I wore a dress similar to before, only white and more casual. And a bit sexier. Hudson was surprisingly dressed in jeans and a t-shirt.  He was charming during dinner.  We avoided any talk of my husband or work and stuck to topics like music and art.  He excused Hector and the private chef for the evening before ushering me to the living room where music was already playing.  It was some of the music we had been discussing over dinner.  “Hector,” I thought to myself. 

Hudson took my hand and led me to the middle of the room to dance.  As he held me, closer than a friend but not as close as a lover, I became nervous. “I don’t know how this works,” I confessed, letting my shame and embarrassment show.  I was hoping Hudson would feel sorry for me and make it easy on me somehow. “Am I just supposed to get on my knees or something?” I half-joked, trying to ease my tension. Hudson seemed perfectly relaxed.

“Yes,” he said flatly, looking me directly in the eye. 

I inhaled deeply and then let the air leave my lungs.  Even more nervous than before, I slowly sank to my knees and looked up subserviently.  Hudson began unbuckling his belt.  I sat on my heels, my hands in my lap, wondering how I arrived at this moment.  Hudson freed his manhood, already erect.  It wasn’t the biggest I’d ever seen, but it was up there.  It was definitely a size or two up from my husband’s.  I looked up at it hovering over me.  I couldn’t bring myself to look past it into Hudson’s gaze. 

“Here we go, Anna.  Think of the house,” I coached myself in my mind.  I reached up and took the base of Hudson’s cock in my hand, not quite able to circumnavigate it with my fingers.  I held myself steady by holding onto his leg with the other.  I wet my lips before licking his shaft from the base to the tip.  I circled the spongy head with my tongue, tasting the salty precum forming at the tip.  I licked the top of the shaft a few more times.  “You can do this, Anna!” I urged myself mentally.  I opened my mouth and took the head inside, pressing against the underside with my tongue as I eased it out before taking it again into my mouth, further this time.

Hudson reached down with his hand and gently lifted my chin.  I knew I had to finally look at him. He looked down at me, peering up at him with his cock deep in my mouth.  “God, you’re beautiful.”  I wish his compliment didn’t impact me as much as it did, but having a handsome maybe-billionaire tell me how attractive I was while I was sucking his dick did something for me.  I sighed and refocused my efforts on his cock.  Hudson moaned and moved his hand from my chin to the back of my head, using it to guide my efforts.  I thought he was going to come soon when he moaned, “Oh fuck, Anna,” but he didn’t.  Instead, he ordered me to stand up.  He zipped his pants back up and led me to my bedroom. 

I stood at the foot of the bed, Hudson standing directly in front of me five feet away.  “Take off your dress,” he instructed.  I lifted the dress over my head and tossed it to the floor.  Hudson’s hands were in his pockets.  I could see him grasping his cock in his pants as he watched me.  “Now the bra.” I reached behind me and unclasped my bra, letting it drop slowly in front of me. Hudson was the first man other than my husband to see my breasts since my freshman year of college. He nodded in approval seeing my small, perky nipples center on my 34C’s.  Hudson lifted his shirt over his head.  He was in excellent shape for a man well into his forties. “Now your panties.”  I turned to the side and arched my back, lowering my panties slowly down my thighs, making a show of it.  Hudson stepped out of his jeans.  “Sit on the bed.”

Hudson stepped forward and took me by the back of the head again, guiding my mouth back to his cock.  He used both hands to bob my head up and down his shaft, pushing himself deeper forcing me to fight my gag reflex.  “Fuck yes,” he groaned, seeing how I struggled to meet his demands.  After a few more minutes of manhandling my mouth on his cock, Hudson dropped to his knees and gently pushed me to lie down on the bed.  He kissed and licked his way up my thighs, taking his time.  “Goddamn you’re sexy,” he whispered, coming ever closer to my sex. My breathing steadily increased in anticipation.  By the time his tongue reached my folds, I was already wet.  Being honest, I had already started getting wet when he forced me to gag on his cock. 

Hudson was skilled at cunnilingus.  I wasn’t nervous any longer, but I was conflicted.  I fought the temptation to give in and let myself enjoy this man too much.  As surreal as this situation was, I was a married woman and determined to be as faithful to my husband as I could be in this situation.  I know it sounds strange, but to me that meant not letting myself enjoy whoring my body out for my husband’s benefit.  Despite my attempt at a moral high ground, Hudson’s skilled tongue brought me closer and closer to climax without having to fake a thing.  I muffled my moans as I came against his mouth. 

While still trying to wrap my head around that fact that another man had just made me come, I felt Hudson’s cock at my wetness.  I wanted to plead my case for a moment to collect myself, but before I could, he was inside me.  I was still sensitive from just having orgasmed and couldn’t help moaning out loud as he entered me.  I hadn’t had a cock that big in me in a long time.  I looked down and watched it moving in and out of me, more and more of it with each stroke until I was very soon taking its full length. 

Hudson reached under my legs and forcefully positioned me for a better angle. He fucked me harder. “Fuck, you’re big!” I blurted out, trying to adapt to his size. At one point, Hudson tried to kiss me.  I turned my head, not being able to bring myself to be so intimate.  I relegated him to my breasts.  He circled them with his tongue in turn, then took a nipple in his mouth, biting it lightly, just the way I like. “How could he possibly know?” I wondered. 

Hudson pulled his cock out and grabbed my head again, pulling my mouth to his shaft and forcing me to clean it.  “Fuck yes!” he groaned.  Then he pushed me further up the bed, grabbed me by the hips and turned me over. There was nothing gentle about the way he put me where he wanted. I steadied myself on all fours and he entered me again with one firm stroke.  He fucked me steadily, holding me by the hips at first then moving one hand to my shoulder, using it to pull me back on his cock even harder. 

I gave up the moral high ground and gave into the pleasure.  Chris never fucked me like that.  Physical attributes aside, I don’t think Chris had it in him to manhandle me like that.  I was being taken.  And I liked it. Hudson moved both hands to my shoulders, fucking me harder and harder.  The sound of our bodies slamming together filled the room.  “Fuck!” I screamed. “I’m gonna come!”

Hudson grabbed me by the hair with one hand and forced my head into the mattress.  “Your husband’s a smart guy,” he growled through his exertion.  “He’s a hard worker.  But he doesn’t have that killer instinct.  That’s why he’d never know you needed to be fucked like this!”

“Fuck! Yes! Yes! Yes!” I grunted angrily at Hudson’s words.  I didn’t know if I was angry at him or at myself, but I knew there was truth in his words.  “Fuck me!” I screamed. Hudson slapped my ass.  Hard. I screamed again. “Ugh!” He pulled my head back by my hair, forcing me to support myself on my hands again, my back arched as far as it could go.  He spanked my ass again, harder this time.  “Fuck!” I yelled. And again. “Yes!” I screamed. My body started literally jerking in time with our thrusts. “I’m gonna come!” I whimpered again, almost crying this time.

Hudson fucked me through my orgasm, slapping my ass again as I came.  I nearly blacked out as he let go of my hair and unleashed his load inside of me, keeping me on his cock by grasping my hips and pulling me hard against him.  When he was spent, he let me go and I slid down to the mattress on my belly.  I just laid there, panting in repose.  Hudson unceremoniously made his way off the bed and started putting his clothes on.  “You okay?” he asked. I didn’t speak or even turn to look at him.  I just nodded that I was.  “Get some rest.  If you need anything, let Hector know.  Just pick up the phone and dial ‘one’.  I’ll see you in the morning. Goodnight, Anna.” I nodded again.  And then Hudson left, closing the door quietly behind him.  I suppose it was a good thing that my brain had more or less shut down.  I managed to get to sleep quickly.  In fact, I slept better than I had in a very long time. 

I didn’t wake until the sun had been up for a few hours.  I found Hudson having breakfast by the pool.  The house was a flurry of activity.  Hudson was on the phone.  A personal trainer was packing up to leave.  The chef from the night before was clearing plates from the table.  Hector was on the phone as well.  Hudson motioned for me to sit across from him.

The chef turned his attention to me. “Can I get you anything?  Something to drink? Would you like some food?”

“Coffee?” I politely requested. “And what do you have available for breakfast?”

“Whatever you would like, Ma’am,” he replied, smiling dutifully.

Hudson finished his call as the chef was walking away, leaving us alone. “Sleep well?” he asked.

“Really well.  Thanks.” In my mind I worried that it just sounded like I was giving him credit for fucking me so well that I slept better than I had in weeks.  That was the case, but I would have preferred he didn’t know that.

“I have a busy morning and afternoon.  I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve arranged a massage for you this morning.  In the afternoon, feel free to explore the island.  Hector will drive you anywhere you’d like to go.  And, of course, there’s always the beach. I’ll meet you again for dinner around six.”  Had it been Chris, he would have apologized for having to be absent and would have asked if the plans he’d made were all okay with me. But Hudson just wiped his mouth with his napkin as he stood up, smiled, and walked away into the house. 

Again, everything was first class. I ate a perfect breakfast poolside with a view of the ocean. I had the best massage of my life.  The masseuse was polite and didn’t comment on the handprints on my backside.  I wondered how many women like me she at seen at Hudson’s. In the afternoon, after another amazing meal for lunch, Hector showed me around the island.  He was a charming man and didn’t treat me like anything less than a lady, even though I was essentially there to be Hudson’s whore. When Hector learned of my interest in art, he took me to a small part of the island where descendants of the early West African residents of the island lived.  I fell immediately in love with their art and culture.  I bought several pieces to take back with me to the gallery. Hector had to tear me away to get me back to the house in time for dinner.

~~~~~~~

I sat at the dining table, picking at my food. “You’re barely eating,” Hudson noticed.

I reassured him I was fine.  “I had a big breakfast and a big lunch.  Both wonderful, by the way.  Thank you.” It was true I had eaten a good bit earlier in the day, but more than my appetite, I was concerned with not filling up too much in anticipation of what was coming. 

“Glad you enjoyed it.  Did everything else go okay?”

I filled Hudson in on the day’s activities.  When I told him about the art I had discovered, he told me he had never been to that part of the island.  He was always working.  We had a nice dinner.  We both opened up more about our pasts.  I minimized the white trash part.  He said he was proud of me for getting so far with such humble beginnings.  I don’t think anyone had ever told me they were proud of me before.  It never really occurred to me before he said it, how much I needed to hear that. That evening, I felt much more like a girlfriend or a date than I had the night before when I felt essentially like a concubine. 

After dinner, I was ready to be led back to one of the bedrooms and ravaged.  I was secretly even looking forward to it.  But Hudson led me outside and then down the narrow path to the beach.  It was dark out, but the moon was rising and near full making it a perfect romantically lit night.  In the sand, a large blanket – as big as a bed – was staked in the sand.  The tide was rising and coming within a dozen feet or so of the blanket. 

Hudson led me to the foot of the blanket and pulled me close to him.  He didn’t try to kiss me on the lips as he had the night before when he was manhandling me.  Instead, he began slowly kissing my neck and gently caressing my body.  The scene was incredibly romantic.  As he continued on my neck, he unzipped the back of my dressing letting it fall at my feet.  I wasn’t wearing a bra, only a thong.  I discretely scouted up and down the beach.  There was no one to be seen on the beach and although there were some houses in view, I doubt they could see much even if they happened to be looking in our direction.  I relaxed into Hudson’s web.  His lips and tongue made their way to my breasts, his hands to my ass.  Where he was fairly brutal the night before, he was equally gentle this time. 

I reached down and lifted his shirt above his head.  I sank to my knees, still in the sand and worked his belt loose.  I unbuttoned his pants and reached for his cock, pulling it directly to my mouth.  Hudson craned his head back as I pleasured him.  Looking back down, he gathered my hair in his hands.  He gingerly held my hair back, both saving it from the wind and giving him an unrestricted view of my head bobbing up and down on him.  “I wish you could see yourself in this light.  You’re so beautiful, Anna.”  I slowly finished undressing him.

He tried to lay me down on the blanket, but I led him closer to the waves.  I pulled him down to the sand where my feet would be tickled by the ocean as he went down on me. He pulled my panties off and tossed them into the ocean behind him before nestling his mouth between my legs. The sound of the waves combined with the pleasure of Hudson worshipping my body was intoxicating.  I came in a matter of just a few minutes, pressing Hudson’s head into me as I moaned with pleasure. Soon he was on top of me, fondling my breasts and gently nibbling on my nipples.  “How did he know?” I wondered again. 

I reached down for his cock and guided it into me.  He teased me with it, never giving me all of it as he moved slowly inside of me.  He kissed my neck slowly working his way to my chin.  As he buried himself deeper inside of me, he gently bit my lower lip.  I opened my mouth in response. He kissed me.  I kissed back, putting my tongue forward ever so slightly.  I exhaled slowly as he pushed his whole length inside of me.  We kissed deeply and made in the sand. 

“Oh God, Hudson,” I purred in his ear.  I felt the waves reaching my body as I felt an orgasm rising.  “Yes, Hudson…yes,” I whispered for more.  He followed my breathing and guided me to orgasm just as the waves were reaching my bottom.  I pushed Hudson over, steering him onto his back.  I turned and straddled his face, leaning over to take him in my mouth, the ocean in the foreground. The waves began splashing over Hudson’s thigh as I sucked him.  A few drops of saltwater would mix with our juices in my mouth with each wave.  Before the waves could reach too high, I scooted forward and presented myself on all fours for him to take me. My hands sank into the wet sand, as did my knees as the waves rolled under me and then back again. 

The ocean would soon be upon us.  The reflection of the moonlight danced off the water in front of me as he took me.  Hudson built to a crescendo and finished inside of me, collapsing onto my back just as the waves started to engulf us.  I pulled Hudson further into the water with me until he was chest high.  I wrapped my legs around his waist, my arms around his neck.  We kissed tenderly and passionately in ocean under the moonlight for what seemed like eternity.  It was the most romantic moment of my life.  I didn’t want it to end.  It had to, though.  Hudson took me inside.  We showered together, washing the salt from our bodies.  While I waited for my hair to dry, he fed me ice cream in the kitchen, talking and laughing the whole time.  Then he took me to bed and made love to me again before we drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms.

~~~~~~~

When we woke up, it was time to leave.  I packed my bag while Hector helped Hudson gather his things.  We were flying back together this time.  I was unaware of it before, but the back of the plane had a small bedroom.  I suppose I was too nervous before, but I noticed it this time as we were getting seated.  Hector, Hudson, the flight attendant, and I were in the main seating area as the plane took off.  Once we reached altitude, I got out of my seat and silently took Hudson by the hand.  I guided him to the bedroom and closed the door, locking it behind us. 

“Thank you, Hudson,” I whispered as I tiptoed up to kiss him, my arms reaching around his neck.  I sat on the bed and took his hand in mine.  I moved it to the back of my head and looked up at him.  “Fuck me, Hudson.  Fuck me like you did the first time.”

I felt his hand grip my hair tightly and pull my head back.  “Yeah?” he grimaced. “You want to get fucked?”

“Yes,” I breathed in anticipation.  “Fuck me. Fuck me the way you know I need to be fucked.”

Together we freed his growing erection.  Hudson slapped me repeatedly in the face, his cock growing harder.  I felt its heaviness. “You want my cock?” Slap. Slap. Slap.

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

I stared ferally into his eyes. “Fuck my mouth with your cock!”

Hudson grabbed my head with both hands and penetrated my mouth. He fucked my face as I willingly gagged and sputtered.  Periodically, he would take his cock out and slap me in the face some more. “Do you want some more?” It was the perfect mix of brutality and compassion.

“Yes,” I would pant.  Then he fucked my face some more. When I looked like I couldn’t handle any more, Hudson pushed me to the bed and flipped me over.  He lifted my sundress and tore my panties from my body. 

“Yeah,” I grunted, panting like a bitch in heat.  I was already soaking wet, without Hudson even touching my pussy.  He quickly remedied that and ran the tip of his cock along my folds, spreading my juices. 

“You want to get fucked?”

“Yes!”

With one stroke, Hudson buried his entire cock inside of me, jutting me forward.  He grabbed me by the hair like he had two nights before, forcing my back to arch as he fucked me.  I felt a sharp sting as he spanked my ass.  “Ugh!” I moaned.  And again. And again.  “Yes!” Hudson pushed me down flat on the bed and pinned my arms behind my back with one hand. With the other, he alternated spanking me and furiously rubbing my sex. Thwap! The sound of Hudson spanking me filled the room, probably next room as well.  Thwap! “More!” I begged. Thwap. I lifted my ass as much as I could while still being pinned, inviting Hudson to fuck me some more. 

“Please,” I begged.

“Please what?” he replied.

“Please fuck me.”

“You don’t want to save anything for your husband?”

“No. I want you to fuck me.”

“He’s already getting the job, Anna.”

“I still want you to fuck me.”

“You’re a very naughty girl, Anna.”

Thwap!

“Ugh!”

Thwap! “The next time you’re with Chris, I want you to think about how good I fucked you.”

“Yes!”

Hudson slid himself back inside of me.  He fucked me relentlessly, my arms held behind my back, ass raised, head pinned to the mattress.  I could see my makeup smeared into the sheets and still feel the sting of his hand on my ass. 

“Your husband is never going to be able to satisfy you again.” Thwap.

“Ugh!”

“You’re going to think of me every time he fucks you.” Thwap.

“Yes!”

“You’re going to crave my cock…and my hand.” Thwap!

“I’m coming! Don’t stop! Spank me harder!”

Thwap! Thwap!

Hudson kept pounding me until I had come.  I went limp from exhaustion. He turned me over and brought me up to my knees on the bed.  He grabbed my hair and led me to his cock.  It didn’t take long before I could tell he was ready to come.  He held my head firmly and pointed it upward.  I opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue, and glared submissively at him.  Hudson jerked his cock until he unloaded on me, scattering his come across my tongue, face, and tits. I knelt there, covered, spent, and entirely sexually satiated.  I was a mess.

In the corner of the cabin, there was a tiny sink and some hand towels.  Hudson wet a towel and used it to wipe my face and breasts. He laid me down on my stomach again, this time placing a cool cloth along my red cheeks. I looked at him in wonder. Two weeks ago, I knew nothing but his name.  Two days before, I reluctantly submitted to him so I could have my dream house.  In that moment, I would have let him do anything he wanted to me.  Dreamhouse or no.  I wouldn’t have just been willing to submit, I wanted to. As he sat on the bed tending to me, I gazed at him curiously, like an oddity. “What have you done to me?” He just smiled knowingly.

We didn’t speak anymore during the flight.  I hid in the bedroom as the plane landed. I was too embarrassed to see Hector. Other than the pilot, I was the last to debark and get in the limousine.  Hector rode up front with the driver. Hudson and I rode in the back of the limousine to the parking lot where I left my car just over forty-eight hours before.  We pulled up behind my car.  Hector stepped out to open the door for me.  Hudson took my hand and kissed it.  “Thank you, Anna, for a wonderful weekend.” He looked me deep in the eyes. “I will never forget our time together.” I could see the sincerity in his eyes. 

I didn’t know what else to say other than, “Thank you, Hudson. For everything.”

Hector took my other hand and helped me from the car.  The chauffeur transferred by bags as Hector took my keys and led me to my car.  He opened the door for me, handing me the keys.  “Goodbye, Hector,” I smiled and kissed him on the cheek. 

“Goodbye, Anna,” he smiled gently before handing me my keys.  Sixty seconds later, I was sitting alone in my car.  It felt like returning from a trip to the moon.  Chris didn’t get home from work until that evening.  I was in bed, feigning an illness.  I slept all night and well into the morning until I was awakened by my phone. It was Chris.

“I got the job!!!”

Thanks for reading!  

Check out Parts II & III linked below....





Books By This Author

Taken by My Husband's Boss - Part 2

My husband bungled something at work and I have to clean up the mess.

Taken by My Husband's Boss - Part 3

My husband's boss makes an interesting proposition...

The Australians

I've always found an Australian accent incredibly sexy. Find out what happens when three handsome Australians rent the house next door for Master's week...

The Boss's Party

I tamed a party girl and married her. I knew I shouldn't have left her alone for too long...

Heartless

I don't know what I was thinking when I got married. I've cheating on every man I've ever been with. Time to get an assist from my husband's brother and leave this one with a bang...
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