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Chapter 1 - Office Prey

The hum of fluorescent lights was the soundtrack to Troy’s life these days. Avocado Health Systems. Sounds innocent enough, right? Like a health food store that accidentally started providing healthcare. He’d been here, amidst the beige cubes and the clack of keyboards, for just under a year, a freshly minted twenty-three-year-old with a degree in something vaguely technical and a lot of unspent energy. His body, trim and taut from years of sports and a youthful metabolism erased the sins of late-night pizza, felt almost too big for the space. He ran his hand over the stubble on his jaw, a small, rebellious act against the clean-shaven corporate ideal. He wasn't exactly trying  to fit in.

He slouched a little in his ergonomically correct chair, long legs stretched out under his desk, his eyes scanning the rows of cubicles. Ninety percent are women - occupational health nurses, clerks, counselors. Most of them are married. It was a silent, unspoken challenge. He heard the whispers, the little giggles, the quick glances that lingered a beat too long. He’d caught glimpses of them checking out his ass when he leaned over the equipment, or heard snippets of conversations about his smile, about what they’d do if they weren't, you know, unavailable. It was a thrilling ripple beneath the surface of office politeness, a secret current that he actively tried to stir. Married women. The idea was a heady one, the thrill of the forbidden, the subtle power of taking something that belonged to another man. No strings, no messy emotions, just sex. He’d danced this dance before, and he liked the rhythm. Married women were his jam.

“Morning, Troy!” Nancy’s voice was bright, a little too chirpy for a Tuesday. She was about fifteen years older than him, with a practical bob and an easy laugh. Her eyes, though, held a flicker of something, a playful spark that he found himself drawn to. She was one of the flirters, one who'd tease him about his youth, about his "endless energy." He just grinned back, an easy grin that always seemed to loosen her up. He felt certain she would be one that wanted to feel his “endless energy” pounding her through a mattress.

“Morning, Nancy. Ready to tackle another day of exams and urine collection?” he drawled, pushing a hand through his dark hair.

She chuckled, a low, throaty sound. “Oh, you always know how to put a spring in my step, kid.” She leaned against the edge of his cube, a little too close, her perfume a faint, sweet cloud around her. “Heard you were out with the gang this weekend. Things get wild?”

Troy winked. “Wild enough. You should’ve been there. We missed your scandalous stories.”

Nancy rolled her eyes, but a smile played on her lips. “Please. My scandalous stories are tame compared to what you young bucks get up to.” Her gaze drifted down, briefly, to his crotch, a fleeting acknowledgment that made his blood hum. "Still, it's always fun to hear about it."

The way Nancy leaned against the cube wall, letting her shirt hang open just enough to tease… The air was thick with unspoken desires, with the polite veneer barely concealing the primal urges simmering underneath. Thursdays were the best, though. Thursdays were Thirsty Thursdays, as they’d jokingly, and then not so jokingly, started calling them. After work, the usual suspects - Nancy, Michelle, Sarah, a few other women, and Troy - would descend upon the bar across the street. The cheap wine and watered-down cocktails would loosen tongues, soften inhibitions, and soon, hopefully, lead to something more. Troy hadn't scored full-on yet, but a few of the women had found the opportunity to brush against his bulge, or loosen their buttons and lean just so, showing off their breasts and nipples. Troy knew it was a matter of time before he scored.

***

A hush fell over the open office plan, the kind of quiet that meant the boss was on the prowl. Steve. Fifty years old, and already going to seed, his once sharp suits now seemed to hang a little heavy on his thickening frame. He walked with a bullish confidence, his direct manner of speaking often bordering on outright rudeness. He was the kind of man who owned the room because he simply took  it, not because he earned it. Troy had seen him chew out receptionists, had heard him berate nurses, his voice a low growl that carried through the thin walls of his private office. Steve was a controller, through and through, and everyone in the office knew it.

The whisper started, a soft rustle, like dry leaves. "Linda's here."

Troy looked up, and there she was. Linda . Steve's twenty-eight-year-old trophy wife, a vision in expensive fabric and perfectly applied makeup. She was stunning, undeniably so. About five foot seven, with a trim, athletic build, perfect C-cup breasts that seemed to defy gravity, and ivory skin that gleamed under the office lights. But it was her ass that truly commanded attention. She favored jeans, shorts, and skirts that hugged her curves like a second skin, showing off a perfectly tight derriere that seemed sculpted for admiration. Her eyes, piercing green, swept over the cubicles, a polite, distant smile on her perfectly painted lips. She tried for cool and refined, but there was a wild girl streak in her, something restless and untamed that Troy could sense, a kindred spirit beneath the polished veneer. Whenever their eyes met, he felt an electric thrill.

She headed straight for the small cluster of women near the coffee machine, a designer handbag slung over her shoulder. Troy subtly angled his chair, pretending to focus on his monitor, but his ears were tuned to their conversation.

"Linda! Looking fabulous as always, sweetie!" That was Brenda, a perpetually cheerful administrative assistant.

Linda’s laugh tinkled, a little too bright. "Oh, you girls. I just came from a facial. My skin was just dying ." She paused, then her voice dropped, a conspiratorial whisper that still carried to Troy's ears. "And guess what? Steve bought me that new diamond necklace I was telling you about. The one from Tiffany's? It's just gorgeous ."

A chorus of "oohs" and "ah's" followed. Troy rolled his eyes internally. The women in the office treated Linda like a friend, her youthful energy infectious, but he knew there was a secret undercurrent of pity for her. Trading herself to the troll, they called him, in hushed tones, for the gilded cage of a rich life.

Suddenly, Linda's voice grew a little louder, a playful note in it. "Oh, look at Troy! Still working hard, handsome?"

Troy felt a flush crawl up his neck. He turned, offering his best, most innocent smile. "Just trying to earn my keep, Linda."

Her green eyes, sparkling with something akin to amusement, swept over him, lingering for a moment on his lower half. "Well, you certainly make the office a lot more… interesting to visit." Her voice dropped to a stage whisper, audible only to the surrounding women, but loud enough for Troy to catch. "He has the best  butt, doesn't he, girls? And I wish I knew what he was packing to make those jeans bulge. Honestly, sometimes I just want to..."she trailed off, giggling, as Brenda gently elbowed her.

"Linda! He'll hear you!" Brenda hissed, but she was smiling, too.

Linda just waved a dismissive hand. "Oh, he knows. Men like him always know."

Troy felt a surge of something hot and primal in his gut. The boss’s wife. The ultimate forbidden fruit. He'd been warned, of course. Nancy herself had once given him a gentle prod: "She's the boss's wife, Troy. Fatal attraction, that one." But warnings, for Troy, were often just invitations to push boundaries.

Steve’s office door creaked open, and his booming voice cut through the air. "Linda! Are you coming in, or are you just going to gossip all day?" His tone was sharp, devoid of any warmth.

Linda’s playful demeanor vanished instantly, replaced by a stiff, almost submissive posture. "Coming, darling," she said, her voice thin, a little too sweet. She gave the women a quick, apologetic smile, and then glided into Steve’s office, the door clicking shut behind her.

The women exchanged knowing glances. "See what I mean?" Nancy murmured to Brenda, her voice low. "Poor thing."

Troy, however, wasn't feeling pity. He was feeling a spark, a challenge. The boss's wife, what a sweet conquest she would be.

***

Thursday rolled around like a sweet balm for a numbing week. The end of the workday felt like a release, the fluorescent hum giving way to the clatter of plates and the murmur of conversation at the bar across the street. Troy slid into a booth with Nancy, Sarah, and a couple of other office regulars. The first round of drinks came quickly, blunting the edges of the day's stress.

Nancy was on her second glass of wine, her cheeks flushed, her eyes a little brighter than usual. She leaned closer to Troy, her arm brushing his. "So, you're still single, Troy?" Her voice was a playful purr.

He grinned, letting his knee brush hers under the table. "As a dollar bill, Nancy. Free to roam." He gave her a lusty smile as he added, “And I’d love to graze your field.”

She laughed, a husky sound. "Oh, I bet. I’m a married woman, Troy, off-limits." Her gaze lingered on his mouth for a moment too long. "Must be hard. All these unavailable women flirting with you in the office."

"Oh, I’m hard, all right," he deadpanned, making her giggle. The timing felt right, so he added in a softer voice, “especially for you.”

Nancy’s nostrils flared, but she didn’t respond. He knew she was interested. Tonight might be the night he pumped his “youthful energy” into her.

The evening wore on, a progression of drinks, jokes, and increasingly bold flirtation. Sarah, usually the most reserved, was giggling openly, recounting some embarrassing story about a past boss. Nancy, though, was different tonight. Her eyes kept finding his, holding his gaze, a silent question passing between them. The surrounding air seemed to thicken, charged with an unspoken tension.

Finally, the bar emptied. Only Troy and Nancy remained, the last stragglers.

"Ugh, I totally forgot my briefcase," Nancy groaned, pushing herself up from the booth. "I need to go back to the office for it. I've got the paperwork for that early job tomorrow."

"I'll walk you back," Troy offered, his voice a low suggestion. "Make sure you get there safely."

Nancy looked at him, her eyes wide, a flicker of something raw and uninhibited in their green depths. "You don't have to," she said, but her voice was soft, inviting.

"I want to," he countered, his gaze unwavering.

The walk back to the Avocado Health Systems building was quiet, the only sounds the distant city hum and their soft footsteps on the pavement. The office building was dark, a silent monolith under the streetlights. Troy held the door open for her, the cool air inside a stark contrast to the humid night. The motion-sensor lights flickered on as they moved through the empty rows of cubicles, casting long, dancing shadows. The silence in the deserted office was heavy, pregnant with possibility.

Nancy moved to her desk, fumbling with her briefcase, her back to him. Troy stood a few feet away, watching the subtle sway of her hips as she bent over. He took a deep breath, the lingering scent of her perfume a sweet invitation in the quiet air. Her wedding ring winked at him, daring him.

He moved behind her, slowly, deliberately. He reached out, his hand gently settling on the curve of her neck, just beneath her ear. Her skin was warm, soft. He leaned in, his lips brushing against her earlobe, his breath a warm whisper. "You know, Nancy," he murmured, his voice rough with a sudden urgency, "I've been wanting to do this all night."

He pressed a soft kiss to the sensitive skin just behind her ear, then trailed his lips down the curve of her neck, tasting the faint sweetness of her skin. He felt a shiver run through her, a subtle stiffening, but she didn’t pull away. Her head tilted slightly, exposing more of her throat, an unspoken invitation. He continued his exploration, his lips finding the hollow of her collarbone, his tongue tracing the delicate bone.

"Troy," she breathed, her voice a fragile gasp. "I… I'm married." The words were barely a whisper, a flimsy shield against the rising tide of sensation.

He chuckled, a low rumble in his chest. "I know." He pressed a kiss to the pulse throbbing at the base of her throat, feeling the quick, frantic beat against his lips. "And I wouldn't dream of making you cheat, Nancy." He paused, letting his meaning hang in the air, his lips still grazing her skin. "But you know what they say, right?" He pulled back slightly, his eyes locking with hers, dark and intense in the dim office light. "Eatin' ain't cheatin'."

A slow, incredulous smile bloomed on Nancy’s face, a hesitant, excited flicker in her eyes. "Oh, Troy," she whispered, a soft, breathless laugh escaping her lips. "Lucy always says that! 'Well, eatin’ ain’t cheatin’,' she says." Her smile widened, a genuine grin of surprise and a bit of wicked delight. "You really think so?"

He didn't answer with words. Instead, he dropped to his knees, his hands finding the denim of her jeans, fingers skimming over the taut curve of her ass. He pressed his face against her belly, inhaling the subtle scent of her, a blend of wine, perfume, and something uniquely her own. His tongue darted out, a quick, hot flick against the fabric.

Nancy gasped, a sharp, sudden intake of breath, and her fingers buried themselves in his hair, a desperate, almost involuntary grip. "Oh, god, Troy." Her voice was a ragged sigh.

He didn't wait, this was it!. His fingers, deft and unhesitating, unzipped her jeans, pulling them down with practiced ease, along with her panties, bunching them around her ankles. Her legs, suddenly exposed, trembled slightly. He nudged her knees apart with his shoulders, opening her for him. The first thing he noticed was the warmth, a sweet, humid heat that wafted up to him, mingling with the faint, musky scent of arousal.

Her pussy was there, plump and eager, a lush, dark rosebud blooming for him. He leaned in, his nose brushing against her moist curls, inhaling deeply. She smelled of woman, of sex, of something utterly delicious and ripe. He licked, a slow, deliberate sweep of his tongue over her clit, tasting the salty-sweet nectar that was already seeping from her.

Nancy cried out, a guttural sound that echoed in the silent office. "Oh! Ahhh..." Her back arched, her fingers tightening their grip on his hair, pulling gently. "Oh, Troy, you dirty boy."

He grinned against her wet flesh, his tongue already deep in the groove of her clit, teasing, flicking, circling. He sucked, a gentle pull that made her whimper, then he lapped, slowly at first, then faster, more aggressively, each stroke of his tongue a deliberate assault on her senses. Troy could feel her clit swelling under his tongue, becoming hard and tight, a tiny bead of pure sensation. Her juices flowed freely, warm and slick against his lips, tasting faintly metallic, sweet and tangy, like ripe fruit.

"Oh, fuck," Nancy gasped, her voice raw, strained. Her hips bucked, a frantic, desperate rhythm. "Oh, God, yes! Faster, Troy! Oh, please !"

He responded to her pleas, increasing the pressure, the speed. His tongue became a piston, plunging and retreating, circling, teasing, sucking. He buried his face in her wetness, the smell, the taste, the feel of her clit twitching against his tongue driving him wild. He used his teeth, a gentle nip, making her shriek with a mix of pain and pleasure. "Mmmph! Ohhh! Troy!"

He wanted her to remember this - to want him again and again, so he backed off the assault with his tongue, causing her to groan in frustration, “Don’t stop!”

Even at this young age, Troy was an expert at going down on women. It was his favorite position- he could jerk off whenever he wanted to come, but he absolutely loved to make women orgasm. He paid attention to their directions, studied technique, and practiced on his previous conquests. He was determined to be the absolute best .

Troy gently slid a pair of fingers into Nancy’s sopping hole, earning another moan from her, which started as protest, then quickly turned to pleasure as he found her g-spot.

Troy resumed his teasing of Nancy’s labia and clit with his mouth, as he worked on her g-spot, quickly bringing her back to the brink, her gasps and moans a guide to her path.

He once again pulled his tongue away and straightened his fingers, removing pressure from her g-spot, causing her to curse. “Fuck, Troy! Please don’t stop! Goddamn you!”

Troy smiled to himself. He knew edging her would give her the best orgasm. He wanted Nancy to pass out from the sensation, so he went in for the kill. His fingers curled inside her, stroking quickly against her spot, his tongue resumed licking her labia as he felt her respond with moans and contractions.

“Oh god! Oh god! I’m close” she muttered as her hands gripped his head.

He sucked harder, his lips forming a vacuum around her clit, drawing her deeper into his mouth. He felt the tremors begin in her body, a faint shiver that quickly escalated into a full-blown earthquake. Her moans became a frantic, incoherent litany of pleasure. "Oh! Ahhh ! Yes! Oh God!  Troy! Mmmmmmph ! I'm… I’m gonna… ohhh !"

Her hips slammed against his face, a desperate, frantic rhythm as she came, a powerful, shuddering orgasm that wracked her entire body. She cried out, a long, drawn-out moan that vibrated through his skull, her body clenching around his head, crushing his face with her contractions. Her juices, thick and hot, poured into his mouth, a delicious, earthy flood. He swallowed, savoring the taste of her release, continuing to lap at her until the tremors subsided, and she slumped against his head, spent and breathless.

He pulled back, his face glistening with her come, looking up at her, a satisfied smirk on his lips. Nancy was panting, her eyes half-closed, her hair damp around her face. Her chest heaved, and a slow, blissful smile spread across her face.

"Oh, Troy," she whispered, her voice husky, still thick with the afterglow of her orgasm. "You… you are a god." She reached down, her fingers trembling, and gently touched his cheek, then trailed them down to his mouth, smearing some of her own come on his lips. "That was… Holy fuck!"

He took her hand, licking the come from her fingertips, his eyes holding hers. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement, he stood up, his gaze never leaving hers. He unzipped his pants, letting them fall to his ankles, revealing the hard, throbbing length of his cock. It sprang free, thick and heavy, a dark, veiny column that seemed impossibly long in the dim light of the office.

Nancy’s eyes, still glazed with pleasure, widened, her breath catching in her throat. Her gaze dropped, fixing on the impressive meat, and a genuine look of shock, almost awe, spread across her face. "Oh. My. God," she breathed, her voice barely a whisper. "Troy…" She took a shaky step back, her eyes still glued to him. "That's… that's enormous." She swallowed hard, her gaze flicking up to his, a flicker of desire battling with something else, something like fear. Then her shoulders slumped, and a sigh escaped her lips. "I… I can't, Troy." Her voice was filled with genuine regret, and her eyes were filled with a familiar sadness. "I told you. I'm married. Eatin' ain't cheatin'… but this… this would be cheating." She shook her head, a slow, decisive movement. "I can't."


Chapter 2 - New Fields

Nancy didn’t stay. The look on her face, the raw desire warring with her ingrained sense of marital fidelity, had been a simple answer. She’d pulled her jeans back up with trembling hands, her eyes avoiding his, and mumbled something about needing to get home. He watched her go, the click of the door echoing in the silent office, a silent testament to her resolve. Troy wasn't disappointed, not truly. He’d seen the look in her eyes, felt the shuddering force of her orgasm. He knew he’d left his mark. And he knew, with a certainty that only youth provides, that he’d be inside of her some day. Besides, he loved eating pussy as much as fucking it. He was happy.

***

Nancy avoided Troy for a few days, and he noticed. His excitement about their time together turned into worry. He was afraid he had ruined their relationship. He chuckled to himself, realizing it wasn't much of a relationship—more like she flirted with him and then gave in. Still, it bothered him she no longer flirted at his desk or even looked at him.

One morning, he finally found her alone in the break room. Trying to sound cheerful, he said, "Good morning, Nancy. I've missed seeing you. Is everything okay?"

Nancy looked at him carefully. "Everything's fine. Why would anything be wrong?"

"No, nothing's wrong," Troy replied. "I was just missing your smiling face and playful jokes, that's all. Did I make you mad?"

Nancy looked around to make sure no one was listening. "I'm not mad, I'm scared. Honestly, you gave me the best orgasm I can remember. But you're like a drug dealer; all I can think about is getting another one. I'm really worried I won't be able to stop myself when you offer that enormous piece of meat to me again. All I can think about is feeling you inside me, and that's too dangerous for me, Troy."

Troy thought about this. "Okay, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make you feel that way. I'm okay with keeping it just to what we did the other day. I really loved how you came for me, and you tasted so good." He gave her a playful smile.

Nancy's eyes got wide. "I don't know, Troy. It feels too dangerous. I don't know if I can control myself. Let's just take it easy for a while, okay?" She nodded, then quickly went back to her desk.

In the weeks that followed, the office felt different. It was like a new, quiet secret was spreading beneath the usual work. It started with quick looks, then smiles that lasted a little longer. Women he had barely talked to before would suddenly find reasons to stop by his desk. Their conversations would hint at something more. He would catch them watching him, their eyes following him as he walked to the printer, and they would blush when he looked back.

Nancy, of course, had accidentally started it all. He hadn't asked her to tell anyone, but women talk. And in an office full of married women who wanted something more exciting than their everyday lives, the news of Troy's special skills  spread quickly. He would hear bits of their hushed, excited conversations: "We have to try him." " Nancy says he's a demon with his tongue. " "And his size? That bulge isn't fake."

The saying " eatin' ain't cheatin' ," which used to be just a funny comment, became the office's main idea. It was a silent agreement that everyone seemed to know when Troy was around. Women in the office started flirting with him in a strong, almost bold way.

Sarah, a quiet woman from accounting with surprisingly suggestive eyes, started bringing him homemade cookies. Her fingers would touch his when he took one. She hinted she had other "treats" for him to eat. Michelle, who was usually quiet, would lean over his desk, her shirt open, while she asked about a report. She seemed amused, not offended, when he lost his focus while looking at her nipples.

Troy loved it—the attention and the strong desire that was clear to him. He loved the idea of making these women, who were so careful and controlled in their daily lives, lose themselves, even for a few stolen moments. He started making a mental list of all the married women he wanted to lead astray.

Thirsty Thursdays were already a favorite day, but now they became a hunting ground. The bar across the street, once just a place to relax, became a secret spot for hidden desires. Drinks flowed more easily, laughter grew louder, and flirting became bolder and more direct.

Nancy was his usual partner for the first few outings. After only one or two drinks, she would pull him away to "walk her to the office." For the next hour, Troy would please Nancy, making her climax again and again. Once he learned her sensitive spots, it was incredibly easy. He felt satisfied watching her head home, her legs shaky, his face covered in her juices.

A few weeks later, Nancy skipped "Thirsty Thursday," telling Troy that she had an event for her kids. Troy went out with his coworkers as usual, thinking he might score with another of the wives. After several rounds of drinks, Maria, a lively Latina from marketing, cornered him. Her usually neat bun was coming undone, with dark strands of hair escaping around her flushed face. Her eyes, usually sharp and professional, were now hazy with desire. "Troy," she slurred, grabbing his arm, her nails digging in slightly. "My husband's working late." She bit her lip, looking at his mouth. "I hear... you're a real sweet talker."

He knew exactly what she meant. He just smiled, a slow, predatory curve of his lips. "I can be," he murmured, his thumb stroking her inner wrist. “If you’re receptive to it.”

Maria’s nostrils flared, “Very receptive!” He walked Maria back to the office building, the cool night air doing little to dampen the fire that was already building between them. The familiar routine of the empty office, the flickering motion lights, the heavy silence - it was becoming like foreplay for Troy. Maria, bolder than Nancy had been, didn’t even wait for him to start. As soon as they were in her cube, she turned, pulling him against her, her hands already fumbling with the buttons of her shirt.

"Just… make me feel it, Troy," she whispered, her voice raw with longing. "Make me forget everything but your mouth."

He undid her blouse, revealing a lacy bra that barely contained her full breasts. He kissed her, a deep, bruising kiss that tasted of cheap wine and desperation, her tongue tangling with his, hungry and wet. Troy worked quickly, his hands sliding under her skirt, pushing it up, pulling off her panties. She was already slick, her heat blooming against his fingertips.

He knelt, just as he had with Nancy, pushing her thighs apart. Maria gasped, her hands gripping the desk behind her, her head thrown back. He plunged his face into her, inhaling the sweet, tangy musk of her arousal. Her clit was swollen, throbbing, practically begging for his attention. He licked, a broad stroke that made her moan, a low, guttural sound that vibrated through her body.

"Dios mio, Troy!" she whimpered, her fingers burying themselves in his hair.

He grinned, his tongue already a blur against her flesh, suckling, teasing, circling, every movement designed to push her closer, closer to the precipice. She was wetter than Nancy, her juices thick and creamy, coating his tongue, running down his chin. He savored the taste, the primal scent of her sex filling his nostrils.

Troy slid a pair of fingers inside her, as he pulled his lips away from her clit, causing her to beg, “¡no te detengas! Don’t stop!”

As Troy's fingers found her g-spot, he resumed tonguing her, bringing her back towards her peak as his tongue circled her clit. When her breathing grew faster and he felt her grow tense, he pulled back again, causing her to wail in exasperation.

He worked her hard, driving his tongue deep, then pulling back, leaving her aching for more, then plunging back in, a relentless assault on her senses. He wanted to please her better than her husband. His cock was painfully trapped in his jeans as he imagined her husband at work while his pretty wife’s legs were wrapped around Troy’s face. He heard her gasps, her desperate cries of "Sí! Más! Más! Oh, por favor! "

Her body began to tremble, a violent shuddering that shook her from head to toe. Her hips bucked wildly, slamming against his face, her cries echoing in the silent office. "Oh! Ay, Dios ! I'm… I’m coming! Ahhh! Oh, mi vida! Ohhhhh! " Her climax was a tidal wave, a torrent of hot, sticky pleasure that drenched his face, his hair. He kept his mouth on her, sucking, lapping, drinking down her release until the tremors subsided and she sagged against the desk, panting, her legs weak.

He pulled back, his face glistening, and looked up at her. Maria's eyes were closed, her lips parted, a blissful, exhausted smile on her face. "You… you are a miracle, Troy," she whispered, her voice hoarse. "My husband… he doesn't… he doesn't know what he's doing."

Troy was excited. He wanted to send Maria home with his cum inside of her. He unfastened his pants and dropped them, releasing his hungry cock.

Maria’s eyes grew wide when she saw it, “Dios mio, tan grande!” she almost whispered.

As Troy stepped towards her, his erection pointing the way between her parted legs, Maria pulled her knees together, still staring at his cock. “No Troy. I can’t. No babies.”

Troy, feeling frustrated, said, “I’ll pull out. It’ll be OK.”

Maria laughed as she reached for her panties. “Oh Troy, no you wouldn’t.” She looked at his face and said, “And I wouldn’t let you. If I let that thing inside me, it would end with babies. I can’t trust myself. Or you,” she winked.

As she adjusted her clothing, she kissed him, “Troy, you are amazing. I hope you’ll do that to me again sometime. Maybe Nancy will let you.”

Troy laughed, “Nancy doesn’t say who I can be with.”

Maria looked at him with curiosity, “Nancy is your girlfriend, no? She is always taking you.”

Troy smiled, “She just always asks first.”

Maria's eye lit up, realizing that Troy was fair game - open to whomever asked. Troy knew that he’d just ensure himself a “target rich environment.”

***

And so it went. Over the next few months, Troy became the office’s unofficial cunnilingus connoisseur. He’d walk a different woman back to the office every Thursday night, sometimes two if the stars aligned and the bar stayed open late enough. Some of them were bold enough to invite him for drinks on other nights of the week. Troy loved those times the best: He knew the women had lied to their husbands about late meetings, doctor appointments, dinner with friends, with the sole goal of feeding their married pussies to Troy.

Each encounter was a variation on the same theme: the desperate longing, the explosive release, the gratitude that sometimes bordered on reverence. He delighted in making them scream, in tasting their pleasure, in knowing he was giving them something their husbands couldn't or wouldn’t. He reveled in the illicit thrill of it all, the secret encounters under the cold, silent office lights. His youth and lust blinded him to any moral issues, he never thought about what he might do to their relationships. To him, it was just an endless stream of pussy, tasty, horny, wet pussy.

But a frustration, a low thrum beneath the surface of his satisfaction, grew. Each time, after he’d brought them to shuddering orgasms, after they’d sagged against him, breathless and sated, he would try to push further. He’d drop his pants, his erection hard and insistent, a silent demand, reminding them of his other feature. And each time, without fail, they would refuse. "No, Troy. I can't. Not that far." "Eatin' ain't cheatin', but fucking is." "My husband… I just can't."

It was a constant, tantalizing tease, a feast of foreplay without the main course. He was a master of oral pleasure, his reputation firmly cemented, but his own cock remained unslaked, ignored. He loved the power of it, the control he exerted with his tongue, but he craved the primal thrust, the friction of flesh against flesh. Going down on the wives was stealing  them from their husbands, fucking them would be owning  them.

The office women, for their part, were entirely aware of his selective taste. He only ever took the married women back to the office. The single women, while flirtatious and friendly, never quite got the same intense attention on Thirsty Thursdays. It was an unspoken rule, a part of Troy's particular charm. He was the forbidden fruit, the man who would take what wasn't strictly his, and they loved him for it.

Then came Kelly. She was the youngest of the office women, still in her early twenties, and fresh back from her honeymoon. She was hot, with a cascade of blonde curls and a deceptively innocent smile that hinted at untold depths. Kelly hadn't been to any Thirsty Thursdays before her wedding, but now, a week after her return, she was front and center, making sure that Troy knew she was there. He’d seen her watching him, a new intensity in her eyes, a kind of challenge.

After only one drink, Kelly, her face flushed, her eyes sparkling, leaned into his space. Her scent, a mix of expensive perfume and something sweet, almost girlish, filled his nostrils. "So, Troy," she purred, her voice a little shaky, but direct. "Now that I'm married, does that mean you'll finally bring me back to the office?"

His heart gave a little jolt. He knew exactly what she was asking. He grinned, a slow, confident spread of his lips. "You’ve got a wedding ring, Kelly - so, yes."

Her eyes widened, a flicker of nervous excitement in them. "Good," she breathed, her voice barely audible. "Because honestly… I've been thinking about this… during my whole honeymoon." Her gaze dropped to his mouth, then lingered for a moment lower, on the subtle bulge in his pants. "Every night, I just kept thinking about what you'd do to me."

He needed no more prompting. They walked back to the office, the air between them thick with a delicious anticipation that was almost unbearable. Kelly was trembling, a nervous energy emanating from her. As soon as they were inside the deserted office, the motion lights casting their stark glow, she practically lunged at him, her hands grasping, trying to push him to his knees..

"Please, Troy," she whispered, her voice raw, desperate. "I need you to."

He didn't bother with small talk. He pushed her onto a desk, his hands already on the zipper of her skirt. She whimpered, her hips arching, eager for him. He pulled her skirt down, along with her tiny thong, revealing a patch of soft, blonde hair that shimmered under the office lights. Her pussy was perfect, a delicate pink, already swollen and glistening with dew.

Troy knelt, his hands gripping her thighs, spreading her wide. He took a deep breath, inhaling the faint, sweet scent of her, the clean, fresh smell of someone recently married, mixed with the tantalizing musk of her growing arousal. He licked, a slow, tender sweep, then another, his tongue tracing the delicate folds of her labia.

Kelly gasped, a choked sound, her hands flying to her mouth. "Oh! Ahhh ! Troy! That's… oh, god !"

He began his work, a practiced rhythm of licking, sucking, teasing. Her clit was a tiny, hard bud under his tongue, throbbing with increasing intensity. She tasted sweet, almost innocent, like a spring rain, but with an underlying current of desperation that made his own cock throb in anticipation. He used his teeth, a gentle rasp, making her whimper, then he sucked her clit into his mouth, a deep, pulling suction that made her cry out.

"Oh! Fuck! Troy! You're so… good !" Her hips began to buck, a frantic, desperate rhythm. "Oh, please ! Don't stop! Ohhh !"

He intensified his assault, his tongue a blur of motion, plunging, tickling, driving her higher and higher. Troy buried his face in her, his ears filled with her frantic gasps, her sweet, desperate moans. He felt her body begin to tremble, a prelude to the coming storm.

"I'm… I’m gonna… ohhh! Ahhh! Troy! Mmmmmmph! Oh, god! Ohhhhh!" Her climax hit her like a lightning bolt, a powerful, shuddering wave that wracked her entire body. She screamed his name, a long, drawn-out cry of pure, unadulterated pleasure that echoed in the silent office. Her hips slammed against his face, convulsing, squeezing out every drop of her release. He lapped at her, drinking down every delicious drop, until she subsided.

He sensed she was ready for another round, so he resumed his licking and sucking, determined to make her come again. She initially protested, “Oh Troy, no, I can’t, I’m... ooh! I don’t think I can… Ahhh!” she screamed as he assaulted her clit, sucking and biting her, while sliding a finger inside of her, finding her g-spot. Her second orgasm was stronger than the first, and it was all Troy could do to hang on as she bucked and screamed, crushing his head between her thighs.

He pulled back, his face wet with her essence, looking up at her. Kelly’s eyes were wide, brimming with tears, her face a mask of exhausted bliss. She slid off the desk to sit on the floor, pulling her knees to her chest, her arms wrapped around herself.

"Oh, Troy," she whispered, her voice choked with emotion, the tears now freely flowing down her cheeks. "Thank you. Oh, god, thank you." She looked up at him, her eyes filled with a raw, heartbreaking vulnerability. "My husband… he won't… he won't do that for me. He says it's… gross." A sob escaped her lips. "He just… he doesn't understand."

He knelt beside her, reaching out a hand to gently cup her cheek, wiping away a tear with his thumb. His cock, still hard and demanding, nudged against her knee. "Hey," he said, his voice soft, reassuring. "It's okay. Don't cry, beautiful." He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. "I'll do it for you. Whenever you want. Anytime you need it, Kelly. Just ask."

She looked at him, her eyes still wet, but a fragile smile blooming on her lips. "Really?"

"Really," he affirmed, his eyes holding hers. He knew, instinctively, that he had just forged a deeper connection with this woman, a bond built on shared secrets and unspoken desires. He knew he would dine regularly on this gorgeous newlywed.

***

The next few weeks flew by, a blur of work, more discreet flirtations, and the quiet satisfaction of knowing he had a fresh conquest, a new secret to hold. Troy had a steady diet of two or three married women each week, and he never grew tired of servicing them, taking the sweet pussy that should be their husband's’ alone.

The office buzzed with a unique energy now. The annual company holiday party was fast approaching, and the buzz was undeniable. Invitations had been sent out, and chatter filled the breakroom about dresses, dates, and the open bar. Everyone seemed to buzz with excitement, a collective release of pent-up energy building towards a night of celebration. Troy had a difficult time getting as excited as everyone else. His favorite prey, the married women, would all be there with their husbands. Troy tried to consider the fun he would have meeting the husbands of his conquests, secretly thinking “Yep, ate your wife,” or “She’s drenched my face,” or “I make your wife scream, too.” Unfortunately, he wouldn’t be getting pussy in any form that night.


Chapter 3 - Linda’s Christmas Present

The night air, usually crisp and ordinary, felt charged with anticipation. Troy adjusted the knot of his tie, the unfamiliar stiffness of his suit jacket a slight discomfort against his skin. Tonight wasn’t about the beige cubicles or the stale coffee. Tonight was the company holiday party, and the city itself seemed to shimmer with a thousand tiny lights, reflecting the buzz in his own veins. He was the lone wolf, the only solo attendee, a fact that only sharpened his senses. He enjoyed being an outsider, a silent observer with secrets that the husbands didn’t know.

The venue was a testament to Steve’s wealth: a swanky club perched on the very top floor of a skyscraper, its floor-to-ceiling windows offering a glittering panorama of the city. Soft, pulsing music throbbed through the air, mixing with the clinking of glasses and the rising swell of excited chatter. Ice sculptures gleamed under colored lights, and two open bars were already doing brisk business. Troy made a beeline for one, ordering a beer. No hard liquor - he didn’t want to risk getting out of control here. He watched the crowd, a sea of polished faces and expensive clothes. His co-workers, usually in their sensible office wear, were transformed. The married women, his particular targets, were especially stunning, their dresses clinging to curves he usually only glimpsed under the fluorescent lights of the office. Their husbands, a mix of portly comfort and self-important swagger, clung to their sides, blissfully unaware of the silent dramas playing out under their very noses.

He saw Nancy across the room, her hair styled in soft waves, a shimmering emerald dress making her eyes sparkle. She caught his gaze, and a faint blush rose on her cheeks, a knowing smile playing on her lips. He winked, and her blush deepened. He recognized Kelly too, in a short, sparkly number that showed off her long legs. Her husband, a lanky, nervous-looking man, stood protectively by her side. Kelly’s eyes met Troy’s, and a hungry, excited glimmer passed between them, a silent acknowledgment of their shared secret.

The beer and music pulled at him. He made his way to the dance floor, moving with a simple confidence. He found Michelle first, her usually demure demeanor shed with a few drinks. Her husband, looking bored, was engrossed in his phone at a nearby table. Troy held out a hand, and she took it, her fingers warm and surprisingly strong. They moved together, a little too close for mere colleagues, their bodies swaying in sync. Her hips brushed against his, and he felt the subtle pressure of her breast against his arm. Her eyes, wide and dark, never left his. He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. "You're beautiful tonight, Michelle," he murmured, his voice a low thrum against her skin. She shivered, a soft gasp escaping her lips. "Troy," she whispered, her voice breathy, "you're acting dangerous."

He danced with a few others, a slow, sensual tango of polite conversation and unspoken desire. Each woman, after a few minutes, would press a little closer, her eyes lingering on his mouth, a subtle invitation in her touch. He felt the familiar thrill, the potent power of his own attractiveness. He loved the game, assessing each to find his next conquest. Whose legs would spread for him, letting him feast on what should only be for their husband?

Then, a hand slid around his waist, firm and possessive. A voice, smooth as silk and laced with a teasing purr, whispered, "Mind if I cut in, handsome?"

It was Linda.

She was breathtaking. A slinky, blood-red dress hugged every curve of her body, ending just above her knees. Her ivory skin glowed, and her green eyes, usually so composed, held a mischievous glint, dancing with an almost feral energy. Her perfect C-cup breasts were pushed high, a tantalizing cleavage on display. The dress, though elegant, screamed 'sex.'

Troy was genuinely surprised. He’d flirted with the married women, yes, but Linda was on another level. This was Steve's wife, the owner's property. But she was already pulling him closer, her body molding against his, hip to hip, breast to chest. Her perfume, expensive and intoxicating, filled his senses.

"Didn't think you'd be much of a dancer, Troy," she said, her voice husky, her lips so close to his ear he felt the warmth of her breath. Her hand, slender and cool, slid lower on his back, just above the swell of his ass.

He chuckled, his own surprise quickly replaced by a surge of excitement. "You'd be surprised what I can do, Linda," he murmured, letting his eyes drop to her lips, then lower, to the swell of her chest.

She laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine. Her hips swayed, a sensual rhythm that was almost a grind against his own. He felt the soft friction of her dress against his erection, already stirring. "Oh, I like to be surprised, Troy," she purred, her eyes suddenly dark and unreadable. She locked eyes with him and said, “But your special talent isn’t really a secret at the office, is it?”

Troy’s stomach churned and cock stirred, as he imagined tasting Linda. He glimpsed Steve across the room. Steve was watching them, a small, almost imperceptible smile on his face. It wasn't the smile of a jealous husband. It was something else entirely, something akin to… amusement? Possession? Troy felt a flicker of confusion, but the intoxicating pull of Linda’s body against his quickly pushed it aside.

After the dance, Nancy caught him. “Troy, you’re playing with fire.” She glanced at Linda, then revised her comment. “You’re tapdancing in a minefield, honey. Linda? Steve will have that talented tongue of yours cut out. Better switch to soda or maybe go home.”

Troy chuckled, “She’s just teasing me. I can see Steve watching, and he’s amused.” Troy leaned close to Nancy, his lips nearly brushing her ear, “Besides, my favorite subject is here with her husband, so no fun tonight for you.”

Nancy blushed, “Troy! Am I really your favorite?”

Troy chucked, then drifted off as Nancy’s husband approached.

Linda cut in on him two more times throughout the night, each time bolder than the last. She’d press against him, her body a sinuous tease, her whispered comments growing more suggestive. "You know, Troy," she’d murmured during their last dance, her fingers tracing the lapel of his suit jacket, "Steve says I need to loosen up. He says I'm too uptight." Her eyes, wide and innocent, betrayed nothing of the fire in her touch. "What do you think?"

He just grinned, letting his hand slide lower, resting on the small of her back, just above the provocative curve of her ass. "I think," he said, his voice raw, "you're just waiting for the right person to loosen you up, Linda."

Her eyes widened, a slow smile spreading across her lips. "Maybe," she whispered, then Steve’s voice boomed from just behind them.

"Linda! Troy! Time to head out."

Troy turned, a little disoriented from the drinks and the electric dance. Steve was standing there, his face a little flushed, a genial, almost jovial expression on his face that Troy hadn’t seen before.

"Troy, my boy," Steve said, clapping him on the shoulder, a surprisingly heavy hand. "You look like you've had a bit too much to drink. Why don't we give you a ride home? It's on our way."

Linda smiled, a sweet, almost innocent smile that sent a jolt of awareness through Troy. "Yes, darling," she said, her voice soft, almost demure. "We couldn't possibly let you stumble home alone."

Troy was a little confused. Steve's sudden hospitality, Linda's almost too-sweet demeanor… something felt off, yet the allure of Linda, the unspoken promise in her eyes, was too strong to resist. "That's… that's very kind of you," Troy stammered, his mind a little fuzzy with alcohol and anticipation. "Sure, thank you."

They piled into Steve’s sleek, black sedan. Linda sat in the back with Troy, her thigh pressed intimately against his, the warmth of her bare leg seeping through his trousers. She leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear. "So," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the hum of the engine. "Did you enjoy the party, Troy?"

"Yes, Very much," he whispered back, his gaze flickering to her lips.

She chuckled, a low, private sound. "Good. Because the night's not over yet, is it?"

He swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. What was she implying? He risked a glance at Steve in the rearview mirror, but Steve was just smiling, a benign, almost complacent expression on his face.

They pulled up to a large, imposing townhouse in the city, just a few blocks from the office. It was clearly expensive, with manicured landscaping and discreet lighting. Troy’s confusion deepened. This wasn’t on his way home.

Steve turned off the engine and looked at Troy, his smile still in place. "Alright, Troy. Come on in. Let's have one more drink before I drive you home."

Troy, still reeling from the unexpected turn of events, nodded. The house was even more opulent inside, all polished marble and muted lighting. Linda, with a quick, alluring smile, excused herself. "I'm just going to change into something more comfortable," she purred, her eyes lingering on Troy's for a moment before she disappeared up a grand staircase.

Steve, meanwhile, steered Troy towards a large, lavishly decorated entertainment room. It was filled with plush leather sofas, a massive flat-screen TV, and a fully stocked bar. But Steve didn’t go behind the bar. He just gestured to a sofa.

"Sit down, Troy," Steve said, his voice losing some of its earlier joviality, becoming more direct, more like the Steve Troy knew from the office. He sat opposite Troy, his gaze piercing. "Linda really likes you, Troy. I can see the chemistry between you two. It's… palpable."

Troy shifted uncomfortably, trying to process this sudden shift in Steve’s demeanor. "Uh, she's beautiful, Steve, thanks."

Steve chuckled, a dry, humorless sound. "Pretty, yes. And desirable. You're a young man, Troy. Full of vigor. And I… well, I'm feeling my age. Linda deserves some fun, don't you think?"

Troy's stomach tightened. He had a sudden, cold premonition. "I… I'm not sure what you mean, Steve."

Steve leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees, his gaze unblinking. "I mean," he said, his voice low, deliberate, "I want to watch you and Linda have sex."

Troy’s breath hitched. The words hung in the air, thick, like a shroud. He stared at Steve, his mind scrambling, trying to make sense of the surreal declaration. Watch ? His boss? His wife?

"Linda has heard the rumors," Steve continued, his voice calm, almost conversational, as if he were discussing a business deal. "About your skills. Your… endowment. This is part of her Christmas present. A little something to spice things up."

Troy was stunned, a thousand thoughts rushing through his head at once. Excitement, confusion, a jolt of raw, primal fear. This was… unexpected. He felt a thrill of danger, a dark, potent allure. But was this a trap? Was this a test? He was trying to process it, to find the words, when a new presence filled the room, a scent of something sweet and musky, a vision that stole the air from his lungs.

Linda walked in.

She was wearing the tiniest, sheerest white lingerie, a wisp of fabric that barely covered her. Her perfect C-cup breasts were clearly visible through the thin material, her nipples, hard and dark, pushing against the lace. Below, the delicate triangle of her pussy was also visible, a soft, shadowed mound under the translucent fabric. She moved with a languid grace, her green eyes fixed on Troy, brimming with a hunger that was almost terrifying in its intensity.

Troy’s jaw dropped. He could feel his dick, already hard, pulse with a furious demand against his trousers. He wanted to be sure, to confirm this was real, not some drunken hallucination. "You want me…" he started, his voice a raw croak.

Linda cut him off, her voice a low, seductive growl that made his blood hum. "We want you to fuck my brains out, Troy. Now get over here with that magic tongue."

His hesitation vanished, swallowed by the sheer force of her directness, her raw desire. He was on his feet in an instant, moving towards her like a man possessed. He pulled her against him, his hands sliding over the silken material of her lingerie, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath. Her lips were hot and wet on his, her tongue already plunging into his mouth, a hungry, desperate seeking.

He pushed her onto the plush rug in front of the fireplace, the soft warmth of the flames licking at their skin. She parted her legs instantly, eager and open. He knelt between her thighs, his eyes burning into hers. She was already so wet, the scent of her arousal filling his nostrils, making his head spin.

He lowered his head, his tongue already reaching for her, a deep, sweeping stroke that covered her clit and the plump folds of her labia. Linda screamed, a high, piercing cry that ripped through the opulent room. "Oh! Ahhh ! Troy! Yes !"

He buried his face in her, his tongue teasing her, taunting her labia, tickling her clit, pushing her higher and higher. She was incredibly wet, her juices soaking her, coating his tongue, running down his chin, tasting like raw, untamed pleasure. He slid his fingers inside of her, reaching for her g-spot, causing her to moan and buck.

Troy backed off, letting her cool, edging her so that her first orgasm would be amazing. Linda moaned, pulling his face to her steamy mound. He used his teeth, a gentle nibble on her clit that made her arch her back, her fingers burying themselves in his hair, pulling, desperate. "Oh! Fuck me ! Oh, please !"

Steve was there, a silent, unmoving presence on the sofa, watching, his eyes dark and unreadable. Troy didn’t care. All that mattered was Linda, her moans, the frantic buck of her hips against his face. He sucked harder, his lips forming a vacuum around her clit, drawing her deeper into his mouth as his fingers strummed her g-spot. He felt the tremors begin, a faint shudder that quickly escalated into a violent, wracking orgasm.

"Oh! God! Oh, YES! Troy! Mmmmmmph! I'm… I’m gonna… ohhhhhh! Oh, FUCK!" Her climax was an earthquake, a long, drawn-out scream that vibrated through his bones, her body convulsing, squeezing him through her release. Her hips slammed against his face, desperate and wild. He kept his mouth on her, swallowing her come, tasting the raw, primal essence of her pleasure, until the spasms subsided and she sagged against him, panting, breathless.

He pulled back, his face glistening, and looked up at her, a triumphant smirk on his lips. Her eyes were glazed over, half-closed, her lips parted in a blissful, exhausted smile. "You… holy god," she whispered, her voice hoarse, still thick with the afterglow.

He wasn't done. He stood, unzipping his pants, letting them fall to the floor. His erection, already a beast, sprang free, throbbing, swollen, and demanding. Linda’s eyes, still dazed with pleasure, widened to saucers as she stared at the impressive length and girth. "Oh. My. God," she breathed, her voice a shaky whisper. "That's… that's enormous, Troy." She reached out a trembling hand, her fingers brushing against the engorged head, a gasp escaping her lips. "It's so… thick."

"Condom?" he asked, his voice rough with lust, his eyes still locked on hers.

Steve’s voice, calm and detached, cut through the hazy arousal. "No condoms. I want you to soil her insides as well. Ruin her with that thing."

Troy’s eyes flickered to Steve, a jolt of surprise and a dark thrill shooting through him. He looked back at Linda. Her eyes were still wide, fixed on his dick, and a slow, wicked smile spread across her face. "You heard the man," she purred, her hips already lifting, inviting him closer. "Come on, Troy. Fill me up."

He didn’t need to be told twice. He knelt between her legs, pushing them wide. Her pussy was still dripping wet, slick and eager, a perfect sheath for him. He positioned the head of his cock at her entrance, feeling the hot, wet friction as he pressed in. Linda gasped, her body tensing, but her hips still pushed up.

He pushed, slowly at first, inch by agonizing inch, feeling the thick head stretch her, a delicious friction as he broke through her tight folds. Linda cried out, a sharp, choked gasp. "Oh! Ahhh ! It's… it's so big!"

He plunged deeper, inch by inch, until the entire length of him was buried inside her, filling her completely. She cried out again, a long, shuddering moan of combined pain and pleasure. Her inner muscles clenched around him, hot and tight, a delicious vacuum that wanted to milk him..

"Oh, fuck ," Linda groaned, her voice raw, primal. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, demanding more. "Oh, god , Troy! So full! Ohhh !"

He began to thrust, a slow, deliberate rhythm that quickly escalated into a powerful, relentless pounding. His hips slammed against hers, the sound of wet flesh slapping against flesh echoing in the room. Linda screamed with each thrust, a mixture of pleasure and disbelief. "Oh! Yes! Faster! Fuck me harder, Troy! Oh, god! Mmmmmmph! FUCK! "

He drove into her, harder and faster, pulling out almost completely, then plunging back in, burying himself to the hilt. Her pussy gripped him like a vice, sucking him deeper with each thrust, the friction exquisite, almost unbearable. She was crying out, a continuous stream of filthy words and frantic moans, her fingernails digging into his shoulders.

"Oh, fuck! Oh, Troy! You're… you're gonna break me! Ohhhh! Yes! Yes! I'm… I’m gonna… ohhh!" Her body convulsed around him, a powerful, shuddering orgasm that milked every inch of his cock. She screamed his name, a desperate, raw plea that turned into a long, drawn-out cry of pure bliss. He kept thrusting, burying himself deeper and deeper, riding her climax, until she collapsed beneath him, panting, completely spent.

But he wasn't done. He pulled out, just slightly, then plunged back in, his own erection still throbbing, demanding more. Linda cried out again, a fresh wave of pleasure washing over her. "Oh, Troy! Again! Please ! Oh, god !"

He fucked her relentlessly, driving into her again and again, pushing her to the brink, watching her eyes roll back in her head as she came, a furious, uncontrolled orgasm that wracked her body. He felt the heat, the slick wetness, the raw, visceral pleasure of being buried inside her, completely filling her. Troy tasted her sweat, the faint tang of her arousal, the rich musk of their combined exertions. He drove into her one last time, a powerful, agonizing thrust that sent him over the edge, his own climax a hot, pulsing wave that flooded her insides, filling her with his cum.

He collapsed on top of her, his breath ragged, his body trembling. Linda was beneath him, limp and exhausted, her chest heaving, her fingers still clinging to his shoulders.

After a long moment, Steve’s voice, calm and composed, cut through the silence. "Alright, that's enough, Linda. Time for bed."

Troy pushed himself up, his muscles aching, his dick still throbbing inside her. Linda moaned softly, her eyes still half-closed. Steve walked over, pulling a blanket from a nearby chair and gently covering Linda. He then extended a hand to Troy, pulling him to his feet.

"You can sleep on the sofa, Troy," Steve said, his voice flat, devoid of any emotion now. "I'll drive you home in the morning."

Troy, his mind still reeling, just nodded. He glanced at Linda, who was already being led away by Steve, her bare ass a ghostly white under the thin blanket. The door to their bedroom clicked shut, leaving Troy alone in the opulent entertainment room, the lingering scent of sex hanging heavy in the air. He stumbled to the sofa, his body aching, his mind a whirlwind of confusion, exhilaration, and a strange, almost unsettling sense of accomplishment.

He had just fucked the boss’ wife. A creature of rare unattainable beauty that he had somehow… attained. He was high on the excitement of pumping Linda full of cum while her husband watched and also felt the fear dancing around the back of his brain - what would happen at work.

He decided he didn’t really want to face Steve in the morning, so quietly slipped back out into the night and hailed an Uber home. He bought himself a couple of days of thinking until Monday morning.


Chapter 4 - Hunting Grounds 


Monday arrived, and Troy headed to work, nervous about what might face him. Would it be a pink slip? No, Steve was too direct. He'd want to fire him face-to-face, exerting control and humiliation. It would be touchy, because Steve probably wouldn’t want the staff to know about Linda’s present. More likely, he’d be given some miserable job and pushed out. Troy tried to look at the brighter possibility - Steve and Linda would go on with their lives, ignoring Troy. He was just an inconsequential gnat in the office swamp.

Troy was relieved that Steve wasn’t in the office yet. His relief turned into trepidation as he re-ran the scenarios through his head, waiting for something  to happen.

Nancy slid by, her eyes roaming over Troy as usual. She was as sexy and flirty as always, “Well, Troy how’d you like the Christmas party? I know you had to be disappointed that there was no married pussy on the buffet!” she chuckled. “Of course, you got the big guy to drive you home like a chauffeur. That had to be fun. Maybe he heard about your talents and wanted you to eat his pussy.”

Her laugh died as she watched Troy’s face. “No!” she whispered, then “No. No. Can’t be. Something  happened, didn’t it?” Her intensity was frightening to him - it was a red warning that he was in an extreme danger zone.

Just as he was trying to figure out how to respond, Steve's voice, sharp and commanding, cut through the office.

"Troy. My office. Now."

There was no preamble, no 'good morning.' Just the blunt command that snapped Troy out of his calculations. He was surprised that he was happy to hear Steve’s voice, saving him from answering Nancy. Nancy watched, with a look of horror, as he headed to Steve’s office.

Steve’s office, usually a sanctuary of power, felt like a cage. Steve sat behind his enormous mahogany desk, looking crisp, quite different from the man that Troy had last seen, leading his sexually ruined wife to bed. His eyes were cold, piercing, devoid of the strange amusement they’d held Friday night. He gestured to the chair opposite him, a silent command. Troy sat, his stomach twisting into a knot.

"Let's be clear about a few things, Troy," Steve began, his voice low, gravelly, each word precise and weighted. "What happened Friday night stays Friday night? You breathe a word of it, to anyone in this office, or anywhere else for that matter, and your job here is not only over, but I will make your life a living hell. I have connections, Troy. Powerful ones. You won't work in this industry again. Understand?"

Troy swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. The threat was sharp, chilling. "I understand, sir."

Steve leaned back, a small, humorless smile playing on his lips. "Good. And there’s another thing. You tell anyone, and you never get to fuck Linda again."

Troy’s head snapped up. "Fuck her again?" The words tumbled out before he could stop them, a mix of surprise and burgeoning hope. He’d expected a clean break, a onetime 'Christmas present.'

Steve threw his head back and laughed, a loud, booming sound that filled his office. It wasn’t a pleasant laugh; it was a harsh, dismissive bark. "Of course, you're gonna fuck her again, you idiot! You did a damn fine job railing that little slut that night. She was practically begging for more. You think I didn't hear her? She hasn't come like that in years. It was like watching a personal porn movie." Steve leaned forward, his eyes glinting with a predatory intensity. "In fact, I want you to walk over to the house now. She's expecting you. Nail her. And she'll be videotaping it. That’s part of your job responsibilities now, Troy. You're my wife's pet penis." He paused, a cruel smile twisting his lips. "Oh, and you can keep nailing the chicks in the office if you like. Just don't let it interfere with your primary responsibilities." Steve nodded to the sofa across the room, “I’ll leave a key to my office in your desk, that sofa is a damn sight more comfortable than a desk, or office chairs, or floor, or wherever you’ve been pounding the office pussy.”

Troy felt a jolt go through him, a strange mix of shock, indignation, and a powerful surge of desire. His 'job responsibilities' now included being Steve's wife's 'pet penis'? It was degrading, humiliating, and utterly, deliciously, thrilling. The words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken power dynamics. He just nodded, unable to form a coherent thought beyond the throb in his groin.

Steve dismissed him, “Go on. You have a job to do.”

***

The next few weeks became a surreal blur of office politics and illicit encounters. Troy’s life at Avocado Health Systems bifurcated into two distinct, yet constantly intertwining, realities. By day, he was the bright, promising young hire, navigating spreadsheets and team meetings. By night, or rather, by afternoon, he was Linda’s personal plaything.

He was summoned to the townhouse a few times a week, sometimes with a casual text from Linda, other times with a curt, unspoken gesture from Steve. Each time, Linda was waiting, dressed in progressively more daring lingerie, her green eyes blazing with an insatiable hunger. Their sessions were raw, intense, and often lasted for hours. Linda, no longer constrained by the office's watchful eyes or the pretense of politeness, became a creature of pure lust in his hands. She was insatiable, crying out his name, begging for more, pushing him to new limits of endurance. He came to know every curve of her body, every moan, every shudder of her orgasm. He learned to anticipate her desires, to tease and torment her until she was writhing beneath him, pleading for release.

And Steve watched. Always. He’d sit in a high-backed chair, a glass of whiskey in his hand, his gaze unwavering, a silent, unreadable presence. Sometimes he’d offer quiet instructions, a low "Push harder, Troy," or "Suck that cock, Linda." It was degrading, yes, but also incredibly arousing, the power of their shared secret, the violation of every societal norm. The camera, usually discreetly placed, became a silent third party, capturing every gasp, every thrust, every raw, uninhibited moment. Linda, far from being shy, reveled in it, her eyes sometimes flickering to the lens, a triumphant glint in them.

***

Then came the next Thirsty Thursday.  The usual crew gathered at the bar, the air thick with the usual flirtation, but Troy felt a new hum, a distinct tension. The whispers were louder, the glances more knowing. He caught bits of conversations that seemed to pause when he passed. He felt like a walking secret, a live wire of illicit desire.

Nancy, as usual, was there, a little more boisterous, a little more flushed than usual. She caught his eye across the crowded bar, and a slow, almost conspiratorial smile spread across her face. He felt a familiar pull towards her, a longing for the uncomplicated pleasure they’d shared before.

As the night wound down, and the crowd thinned, Nancy sidled up to him, her arm brushing his, her gaze direct and unblinking. "Walk me back to the office, Troy?" she asked, her voice a low purr.

He didn’t hesitate. "Lead the way, Nancy."

The walk back to the Avocado Health Systems building was different this time. A strange anticipation thrummed in the air, heavier, more charged than before. The usual pleasantries were absent, replaced by a tense silence that vibrated with unspoken desires. The office building, once a symbol of their secret encounters, now felt like a stage, awaiting its next act.

As soon as the automatic doors hissed shut behind them, plunging them into the familiar dimness of the deserted office, Nancy moved. Her hands went to the hem of her dress, and in one fluid motion, she pulled it up over her head, letting it drop to the floor in a shimmering puddle around her feet. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her breasts, full and soft, swayed with the movement, her nipples already hard. Next came her panties, a delicate scrap of lace that she peeled off with a deliberate slowness, revealing the dark triangle of her pubic hair. She stood before him, naked and unashamed, her body gleaming under the motion-sensor lights.

Troy stared, his breath caught in his throat. This was new. This was brazen. He was in heaven - a beautiful married woman, giving herself to him. Giving him what should be her husband’s sole domain.

Nancy took a step closer, her eyes blazing, a mixture of desire and something else, something like defiance. "The entire office knows, Troy," she said, her voice low, husky, devoid of any shyness. "They know you're fucking Linda."

Troy felt a jolt. "They… how do they know?" he stammered, his mind racing. Had his dalliances been that indiscrete?

Nancy laughed, a quick burst of sound. "Oh, honey. Linda's been telling everyone. About your donkey dick." She paused, her gaze dropping to his throbbing erection, visible through the fabric of his trousers. Her eyes widened, a slow smile spreading across her lips. "She says it's legendary." She took another step closer, her hands reaching out, her fingers finding the buckle of his belt. "And now," she said, her voice a guttural growl, her fingers fumbling with his zipper, "you're gonna give it to me."

He didn’t fight her. He was too stunned, too aroused. She pulled down his pants, freeing his dick, which sprang out, thick and hard, throbbing with a life of its own. Nancy gasped, her eyes devouring him, a feral hunger in their depths. She took him in her hand, her fingers wrapping around his immense shaft, stroking him with a possessive squeeze. "Oh, my god," she whispered, her voice trembling. "It’s bigger than I remember. It's… it's magnificent."

She backed up a step; her gaze still locked on his cock, then she turned and, with a quick, fluid movement, climbed onto the surface of a nearby desk. It was Nancy's own desk, the one she spent hours at every day, usually surrounded by neat stacks of paper. Now, it was a stage for something carnal and forbidden. She settled herself on the edge; her legs spread wide, her pussy already glistening. "Come here, Troy," she commanded, her voice thick with lust. "Come here and fuck my brains out."

He was on her in an instant. He pushed her back onto the cold, hard surface of the desk, her legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him in. Troy positioned the head of his cock at her entrance, feeling the hot, wet slickness against him. He paused for a moment, looking into her eyes, seeing the raw, uninhibited desire blazing there. This wasn't the tentative Nancy of before. This was a woman unleashed.

Troy smiled and said, “I’ve wanted this for SO long, Nancy!”

He plunged into her, a deep, powerful thrust that buried him to the hilt. Nancy screamed, a long, drawn-out cry of pleasure and surprise. "Oh! FUCK! Oh, Troy! Ohhhh!" Her internal muscles clenched around him, a hot, tight vacuum that squeezed and pulled, making him groan.

He began to thrust, a slow, deliberate rhythm at first, then faster, harder, slamming his hips against hers, the sound of wet flesh slapping against the unforgiving surface of the desk echoing in the silent office. Nancy bucked beneath him, her hips lifting to meet each of his thrusts, her legs locked around his waist, urging him deeper. Her cries became a frantic, incoherent litany of pleasure and pain. "Oh! God ! Harder! Fuck me harder , Troy! Oh, YES! Mmmmmmph ! You’re… you’re a monster! Ohhhhh !"

He gripped her hips, driving into her with a relentless ferocity, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge. He could feel her clit grinding against his pubic bone with each powerful stroke, sending jolts of exquisite pleasure through them both. She was incredibly wet, her juices slick and hot, flowing freely with each impact, coating his shaft, making their connection impossibly slippery and intense.

"Oh! Fuck ! I'm… I’m gonna… ohhh! Ahhh ! Troy! Mmmmmmph ! Oh, GOD! Ohhhhhh !" Her body trembled, a violent, uncontrollable shaking that rippled through her. He knew her orgasms well by now, but his fingers had been the only recipient of her clenching pussy. Her cries escalated into a series of desperate screams as she came, a powerful, shuddering orgasm that wracked her entire body. She convulsed around his dick, milking him with her contractions as he unloaded inside of her, her nails digging into his shoulders, leaving crescent-shaped marks.

He kept thrusting, burying himself deeper and deeper, riding her climax, until she collapsed beneath him, panting, completely spent, her legs still locked around his waist, refusing to let him go. Her head fell back, resting on the cold desk, her face flushed, her eyes half-closed in blissful exhaustion.

He pulled out slowly, the wet, sucking sound loud in the office's silence. Nancy whimpered, a soft sound of protest, her legs tightening around him. He leaned down, kissing her sweat-damp forehead. "You liked that, Nancy?" he whispered, his voice rough with spent lust.

She opened her eyes, hazy with lingering pleasure, and a slow, wicked smile spread across her lips. "Liked it?" she rasped, her voice raw. "Troy, I loved  it. Every inch of your… donkey dick." She reached up, her fingers tracing the outline of his mouth. "She wasn't wrong, you know. Not about you. Not about your… magic."

He chuckled, a low rumble in his chest. He knew, then, that Steve's twisted game had just opened up a whole new world of possibilities. If Nancy caved, so would the other women. The office, once his pussy buffet, was now an open hunting ground.


Chapter 5 - A Donkey’s Job is Never Done

The news, or rather, the rampant, glorious rumor, about Troy’s "donkey dick" and his new, unofficial job as Linda's personal fuck toy spread through Avocado Systems like a virus, swift and exhilarating. After Nancy's desk escapade, the dam had well and truly broken. Thursdays became less about unwinding and more about a calculated, delicious pursuit. Every Thirsty Thursday was now a guaranteed opportunity for Troy, a question not of if  he would get laid, but which  married woman would be lucky enough to claim his prodigious cock for the night.

The women, usually so polite and demure in their cubicles, shed their corporate skins with the first few drinks. The competition for Troy's attention, while civil, sometimes frayed at the edges. He’d overhear snatches of hushed, intense conversations in the ladies' room, or catch a sharp glance exchanged across the table when he smiled a little too long at one woman, or leaned a little too close to another.

"I called dibs last week!" he once heard Sarah hiss to Michelle, her voice tight with indignation.

"You had him twice last month! It's my turn!" Michelle shot back, her eyes narrowed.

It was a silent, simmering war of unspoken desires, all for the privilege of experiencing what Linda had so generously, and loudly, declared "legendary." Troy, of course, absolutely reveled in it. He loved the attention, the raw hunger in their eyes, the thrill of being the object of such intense, carnal desire. He understood their desperation, their need for something wild and untamed, something that broke the monotony of their suburban lives and the predictability of their marriages.

Troy would have happily expanded to more nights than Thursday, except that Linda was as sex-hungry as him. Nearly every afternoon he was at their townhome, plowing that beauty in front of Steve or the camera. He didn’t truly understand that his youth and energy were as rare for married women as his donkey dick. As he grew older, he would realize that two or four sessions a day were the sole province of youth.

He grew more particular, savoring the choice. He liked to let the anticipation build, to watch them vying for his gaze, their subtle attempts at seduction. Troy would occasionally let two women verbally spar over him, their hushed arguments a delicious soundtrack to his growing ego. There simply wasn't enough "donkey dick" to go around, a phrase he inwardly repeated with a smirk.

He enjoyed fucking them all, each one a unique flavor of forbidden fruit. He especially liked to watch their wedding rings as they went down on him, the glint of gold and diamonds a stark contrast to the wet, throbbing flesh of his cock disappearing into their eager mouths or pussies. The symbolism was exquisite: a tangible representation of their commitment to another man, while their lips and tongues committed themselves entirely to him.

He loved feeling their delicate fingers, sometimes trembling, as they guided his thick shaft into their slick pussies, the metallic coldness of the rings brushing against his hot skin. He loved to imagine their husbands at the altar, placing rings on their wives, unaware that one day they would be sheaths for Steve’s cock, receptacles for his sperm.

Between Linda’s increasingly frequent demands and the weekly Thursday night conquests, Troy was getting more pussy than he’d ever dreamed of in his life. He was a living, breathing fantasy for these women, and he was more than happy to fulfill every aching, desperate desire.

One particular Thursday, the air at the bar was thick with an almost palpable tension. Brenda, the cheerful administrative assistant, usually so bubbly, was oddly subdued, her eyes darting nervously towards Troy. He’d been focusing his attention on Lisa, a new hire from a different department, married but with an openly curious gaze that promised delightful transgression. Lisa had laughed a little too loudly at his jokes, and her hand had lingered on his arm for a beat too long when he’d reached for his drink. He knew she was a likely candidate for the night.

But Brenda, despite her quietness, made her move as the bar emptied. She approached him directly, her face flushed, her eyes wide and glistening. "Troy," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the dwindling music. "Can… can you walk me back to the office tonight?"

He raised an eyebrow, surprised by her directness. Brenda was usually more subtle, more hesitant. "Of course, Brenda," he said, his voice a low rumble. "Lead the way."

The walk was silent, the tension between them a live thing, crackling in the cool night air. As soon as they stepped into the echoing silence of the office, the motion-sensor lights flickering to life around them, Brenda turned to him, her eyes burning with a desperate intensity.

"Troy," she breathed, her voice trembling. "I… I need you. I've been hearing… everything. About Linda. About… about what you do for the others." Her gaze dropped, devouring the bulge in his pants. "I want… I want you to do it to me. Now."

Troy didn't need further prompting. He reached for her, his hands finding the soft fabric of her blouse. He ripped it open, scattering buttons across the floor, revealing a plain white bra that quickly followed. Her breasts, fuller than he'd imagined, spilled out, her nipples already erect and puckered. He kissed her, a deep, bruising kiss that tasted of longing and desperation, her tongue a frantic, seeking thing in his mouth.

He pushed her gently against the cool, glass wall of a vacant meeting room, her body pressed flush against the transparent surface. Her skirt, a sensible black pencil skirt, was quickly pushed up, her panties peeled down, revealing a plump, dark mound of curls, already glistening with her desire. He knelt, his hands gripping her hips, spreading her wide. He took a deep breath, inhaling the musky scent of her arousal, a potent aphrodisiac.

He began to lick, a slow, deliberate lap of his tongue over labia, then zeroed in on her clit, giving a quick flick to tease her. Brenda cried out, a strangled sob that seemed to tear from her throat. "Oh! Ahhh ! Troy! You… you know just where to go!" Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, deeper into her wetness.

He worked her relentlessly, his tongue a masterful weapon, teasing her, delving deep into her folds, then pulling back, leaving her aching for more. She was so wet, her juices flowing, coating his face, running down his chin, tasting faintly metallic and sweet, like liquid passion. He gently sucker her clit, making her shriek, a raw, uninhibited sound that echoed in the empty office. "Oh! FUCK ! Yes! Oh God! More! More !"

Her body trembled, a violent shuddering from head to toe. Her hips bucked wildly against his face, a desperate, frantic rhythm. "Oh! Ahhh! I'm… I’m gonna… ohhh! Troy! Mmmmmmph! Oh, GOD! Ohhhhhh!" Her climax was a powerful, shuddering wave that wracked her entire body, a long, drawn-out scream that vibrated through his skull. She convulsed around his mouth, her nails digging into his scalp. He stayed on her, sucking, lapping, drinking down her release until the spasms subsided and she sagged against the glass, panting, completely spent.

He pulled back, his face glistening with her juices, and looked up at her. Brenda’s eyes were wide, brimming with tears, her face a mask of exhausted bliss. "You… you're incredible, Troy," she whispered, her voice choked with emotion. "I… I needed that. So badly."

He didn’t answer with words. Instead, he stood, unzipping his pants, letting them fall to the floor. His erection, a dark, veiny club, sprang free, throbbing with a life of its own. Brenda’s eyes widened as she stared at the impressive tool. "Oh. My. God," she breathed, her voice a shaky whisper. "Linda was right. It's… it’s a monster."

She reached out a trembling hand, her fingers brushing against the engorged head, a gasp escaping her lips. "It's so… big." Troy felt the familiar thrill as he watched her wedding ring against his throbbing meat.

He took her hand, guiding his cock into her palm, letting her feel the full weight and heat of him. She squeezed, her eyes closing in a mix of awe and hunger. He gently pushed her legs apart again, positioning himself between her thighs. She was still wet, hot, and eagerly waiting.

He pushed, slowly at first, burying just the head, feeling the exquisite stretch. Brenda cried out, a sharp, choked gasp. "Oh! Ahhh! It's… it’s too big!"

He pulled back slightly, then pushed harder, plunging deeper, repeating, until the entire length of him was buried inside her, filling her completely. She screamed again, a long, shuddering moan of combined pain and pleasure. Her internal muscles clenched around him, hot and tight, a delicious vacuum that threatened to strip him bare. He watched her wedding ring, a thin gold band, gleam on her finger as her hand instinctively gripped his hip, holding him inside as she began to orgasm again.

He hung on as she bucked and screamed, waiting for her peak to pass, then he began to thrust, a slow, deliberate rhythm that quickly escalated into a powerful, relentless pounding.

"Oh, fuck," Brenda groaned, her voice raw, primal. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in, demanding more. "Oh, god, Troy! I'm so full! Ohhh!"

His hips slammed against hers, the sound of wet flesh slapping against the glass echoing in the silent room. Brenda bucked beneath him, her hips lifting to meet each of his thrusts, her legs locked around his waist, urging him deeper. Her cries became a frantic, incoherent litany of pleasure and pain. "Oh! God ! Harder! Fuck me harder, Troy!  Oh, YES! Mmmmmmph ! You’re… you’re splitting me! Ohhhhh!"

He drove into her, harder and faster, pulling out almost completely, then plunging back in, burying himself to the balls. Her pussy gripped him like a vice, sucking him deeper with each thrust, the friction exquisite, almost unbearable. She was crying out, a continuous stream of filthy words and frantic moans. He drove into her, watching her wedding ring glint as she gripped his ass, her fingers digging into his flesh. The image of her husband, oblivious at home, while Troy pumped his seed deep inside his wife, was a potent aphrodisiac, fueling his relentless thrusts.

"Oh! Fuck! I'm… I’m gonna… ohhh! Ahhh! Troy! Mmmmmmph ! Oh, GOD! Ohhhhhh !" Her body began a violent, uncontrollable shaking that rippled through her. Her cries escalated into a series of desperate screams as she came, a powerful orgasm that took her entire body. She convulsed around his dick, as he unloaded deep inside of her, spoiling another man’s wife, taking what wasn’t his.

He kept thrusting, riding her climax, until she collapsed beneath him, panting, completely spent, her legs still locked around his waist, refusing to let him go. Her head fell back, resting on the cold glass, her face flushed, her eyes half-closed in blissful exhaustion.

He pulled out slowly, the wet sound loud in the quiet office. Brenda whimpered, a soft sound of protest, her legs tightening around him. He leaned down, kissing her forehead. "Sorry about the blouse," he whispered, his voice rough with spent lust.

She opened her eyes, hazy with lingering pleasure, and a slow, wicked smile spread across her lips. "You ruined more than the blouse, sonny. I’m keeping that as a trophy." Her smile turned dreamy, “Right next to my wedding dress.”

***

The weeks bled into a heady rhythm of workday routine and a hidden life of raw, uninhibited sex. Troy’s body became a plaything for the desperate desires of the married women of Avocado Health Systems, his presence a constant, vibrating threat to their domestic tranquility. He was the forbidden fantasy made flesh, and he relished every moment.

But the constant demand for his attention, both from Linda and the office women, was taking its toll, albeit a pleasurable one. His energy reserves, once seemingly endless, were being pushed to their limits. He fantasized about a full night’s sleep that wasn't interrupted by a peremptory text from Linda or the promise of another thirsty woman.

One day, Steve called him into his office, and Troy feared the worst. He always knew that once Steve and Linda grew tired of him, his tenure at the company was probably over.

Steve signalled for him to shut the door, then pointed to a chair. Troy's stomach churned, wondering if he’d at least get a severance. Being broke was not in his plans.

Steve looked Troy over for a while, adding to Troy's discomfort, then said, “Well, it seems  the entire office knows that you’re boning my wife.”

Troy felt ice run up his spine. He remembered Steve’s threat. “I never… I haven’t said a word!”

Steve’s lips formed a faint smile, pleased at Troy’s fear.

“Yes, I know. Linda admitted telling ‘one or two’ of the women. Which means she told all of them.”

Steve leaned forward a little, and displayed some compassion: the first Troy had ever seen, “I thought you should know, and not be worried about your job. You did a fine job keeping this secret. If Linda wants it to be known that she is a slut, that’s on her. You just keep her satisfied, and we’re all good.”

Troy was relieved, “OK, I promise.”

As Troy stood, Steve asked, “Hey. Have you nailed all the women in the office yet?”

Troy felt uncomfortable again, “Um, only one or two.”

Steve’s smile faded, “Don’t lie to me Troy. Even about this. I’ve seen the security logs. My count is over a dozen. It’s more than that, isn’t it?”

Troy grinned slightly, knowing that it was OK to brag to Steve. “I open the door for them, like a gentleman should, so not all of them get logged. More than half the married women, I think.”

Steve’s smile returned, “Nice. You should take advantage of that youth, my boy. It disappears faster than you can imagine. I hope you score all of them.” He turned back to his desk, and Troy knew he was dismissed.

***

The hum of the office, usually a dull drone, now felt like a low thrumming under Troy’s skin, a constant reminder of the secret world he inhabited. The Thursdays were wild, a predictable whirlwind of drunken confessions and ecstatic orgasms, but a new hunger had begun to stir in him. He’d noticed two women, both married, who never joined the Thirsty Thursday crowd. They were quiet, almost demure, and he’d heard whispers they were "a little religious." That, of course, only made them more enticing. The idea of peeling back layers of piety, of corrupting something deemed pure, was a potent aphrodisiac for Troy. He wanted to see how deep their devotion went, and how easily it could be shattered.


Chapter 6 - The Wednesday Confession 


His first target was a woman named Rebecca. She worked in HR, her dark hair always pulled back in a neat bun, her clothes modest but well-fitting. Her eyes, a soft hazel brown, held a quiet intensity that intrigued him. He’d watched her politely decline every invitation to the bar, always with a soft smile and a gentle shake of her head.

One Tuesday afternoon, he found her at the coffee machine, pouring herself a plain cup of black coffee. He leaned against the counter, a casual smile on his lips. "Hey, Rebecca. I've noticed you never join us on Thursdays. Is everything okay?"

She turned, a faint blush rising on her cheeks. Her gaze flickered to his, then away, then back again. "Oh, Troy. Yes, everything's fine. It's just… I don't drink. And I try to avoid places where alcohol is prevalent." Her voice was soft, almost a whisper, but firm.

He chuckled, a low, inviting sound. "I get that," he said, taking a sip of his own coffee. "But you know, some of the girls don't drink either, and they still come. They just… enjoy the company." He let his voice drop, a conspiratorial murmur, and gave her a slow, deliberate wink. He saw the flicker in her eyes, the recognition of his unspoken meaning. A tremor, almost imperceptible, ran through her.

She took a quick breath, and her gaze, wide and suddenly intense, locked onto his. Rebecca knew exactly what he was implying. She knew about the Thursdays, about his "magic," about the secrets that seeped through the office walls. A long moment of silence stretched between them, thick with unspoken desire.

Then she swallowed hard, her voice barely above a whisper. "Are you… are you free on Wednesday, Troy?"

He was about to say no. Wednesday was usually his downtime, a buffer between Linda’s demands and the Thursday night bacchanal. But something in her eyes, a desperate, almost pleading hunger, stopped him. "Wednesday?" he repeated, feigning a slight confusion.

"Yes," she breathed, her voice gaining a surprising strength. "It's… it's Bible study night. My husband will be… at Church." She paused, her gaze dropping to his mouth, then sliding lower, down his body. A slow, wicked smile, utterly at odds with her demure appearance, spread across her lips. "It’s a day to be on our knees."

A jolt of raw, primal excitement shot through Troy. This was even better than he'd imagined. The quiet piety, the unspoken longing, the blatant invitation. "I think I can make time for that, Rebecca," he said, his voice husky.

Her eyes gleamed. "Good. I'll text you my address."

***

Rebecca’s house was a neat, unassuming suburban home, tucked away on a quiet street. The place where nothing exciting ever happened. Until now. She met him at the door, her hair still in its neat bun, but her eyes were wild, full of energy. She pulled him inside, not even bothering with pleasantries, her hands already pulling at his shirt.

"I’ve been wanting this for so long, Troy," she whispered, her voice raw with a desperate urgency. "I’ve watched you. I’ve heard them talking. And every time I said no to Thursday, it was a lie. I was saying yes to this."

Beneath the quiet, religious veneer was a raging inferno. She clawed at him, her lips desperate on his, her body pressing against him with a frantic urgency. He quickly stripped her, her modest clothes falling to the floor in a heap. Her body was surprisingly lush, her breasts full, her skin smooth and pale. She was already slick, her heat palpable, a testament to her pent-up desire.

He pushed her onto the pristine, cream-colored carpet of her living room, her legs immediately parting, eager and wide. She reached down, her fingers spreading her already wet pussy for him. "Take me, Troy," she pleaded, her voice a raw, guttural growl. "Take me like the whore I am. Let me be Lilith the slut for you. Make me forget everything but your cock."

He buried his face in her, inhaling the musky scent of her arousal mixed with a faint, clean scent of soap. Her clit was swollen and throbbing, practically begging for his tongue. He licked, a sweeping stroke, then another, his tongue plunging deep into her folds. Rebecca screamed, a long, drawn-out cry of uncontrolled pleasure. "Oh! FUCK! Oh, God! Yes! Ahhh ! Troy!"

He worked her relentlessly, his tongue working her to a frenzy, then backing off before she peaked. He did this again, and again, driven by the desire to make her orgasm with his cock, not on his face like the rest. Troy wanted her first orgasm with him to be the ultimate surrender, while her husband was at church. He used his teeth, a gentle nip against her clit, making her shriek, a raw, desperate sound that echoed in the quiet house. "Oh! YES! More! More! Fuck me with your tongue! "

He pulled back, his face glistening, and looked up at her. Rebecca’s eyes were wide, brimming with tears, her face a mask of desperation. "Make me come, Troy... Please!!!"

He didn't answer with words. He stood, unzipping his pants, letting them fall to the floor. His erection sprang free, throbbing with a life of its own. Rebecca’s eyes grew wide as she stared at the impressive length and girth. "Oh. My. God," she breathed, her voice a shaky whisper. "They weren’t exaggerating. It's… it’s massive."

“What do you want, Rebecca?” Troy asked as he knelt between her spread legs.

She reached out a trembling hand, "It's so… thick. You're going to tear me apart." She looked into his eyes and begged, “Please, Troy. Ruin my cunt! Make me a whore! Paint my insides with your vile seed while Walter is at church!”

He gently pushed her legs apart again, positioning himself between her thighs. She was still wet, hot, and eagerly waiting. He pushed, slowly at first, burying just the head, feeling her stretch. Rebecca cried out, a sharp, choked gasp. "Oh! Ahhh ! It's… it’s too big!"

He pulled back slightly, then pushed harder, plunging deeper, until the entire length of him was buried inside her, filling her completely. She screamed again, a long, shuddering moan of repressed pleasure. Her internal muscles clenched around him, hot and tight, a delicious vacuum that threatened to never let him go.

He took her hand and kissed her wedding ring, a simple gold band, gleaming on her finger. She watched him intensely, then said, “Yes, Troy. Take me, shatter my vows. Make me your whore!”

Troy adjusted his weight, driving himself deeper inside of her, as he imagined her husband praying at church while Troy railed his wife.

"Oh, fuck," Rebecca groaned, her voice raw, primal. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in, demanding more. "Oh, god, Troy! So big! Ohhh !"

He began to thrust, a slow, deliberate rhythm that quickly escalated into a powerful, relentless pounding. His hips slammed against hers, the sound of wet flesh slapping echoing in the silent room. Rebecca bucked beneath him, her hips lifting to meet each of his thrusts, her legs locked around his waist, urging him deeper. Her cries became a frantic, incoherent litany of pleasure and pain. "Oh! God! Harder! Fuck me harder , Troy! Oh, YES! Mmmmmmph ! You’re… you’re the devil ! Ohhhhh!"

He drove into her, harder and faster, pulling out almost completely, then plunging back in, watching her face contort as he pummeled her insides. Her pussy gripped him like a vice, sucking him deeper with each thrust, the friction exquisite. She was crying out, a continuous stream of garbled words and moans. The image of her husband, oblivious at church study, while Troy spilled his seed deep inside his wife, was a potent aphrodisiac, fueling his violent thrusts.

Troy leaned forward and sucked at her nipples, causing her to gasp, then sob, “God, yes! Take my body! I’m going to hell, but that feels so good! Take me!”

Troy felt her body stiffen for a second, then she wailed, “Oh! Fuck! I'm… I’m gonna…  ohhh! Ahhh ! Troy! Mmmmmmph ! Oh, GOD! Ohhhhhh !" Her body began jerk and shake, a violent spasm that took her whole body. She came, a powerful orgasm that took her entire body.

He kept thrusting, burying himself deep inside of her, riding her climax, until she collapsed beneath him, panting, completely spent, her legs still locked around his waist, refusing to let him go. Her head fell back, resting on the carpet, her face flushed, her eyes half-closed as she watched him continue.

She said weakly, “Come inside me. Make me your whore. Claim my cunt, Troy.” That did it. Begging him to ruin her, violate her marital vows, drove Troy over the edge. As he groaned, spewing himself inside of her, he saw Rebecca watch him with wide eyes. He knew she was feeling, or imagining, his sperm filling her, sealing her infidelity with the cum of another man.

Troy rolled off of her, and lay by her side, playing with her breasts. Rebecca said, “You know, I thought I’d feel guilty.” She was quiet for a beat, then said, “Either God moves in mysterious ways, or you are the Devil, the Great Trickster.” She turned to look at Troy and said, “I don’t care which. I’ll be your whore whenever you want me. I want you to dump your vile seed into me anytime you want.”

Vile seed , hmm. Troy didn't feel great about that, but he certainly enjoyed the idea that he had Rebecca’s pussy whenever he wanted it.


Chapter 7 - The Sunday Game 


The next target for Troy was Sarah, a woman from accounting, her blonde hair always perfectly coiffed, her demeanor refined and almost regal. She was the other non-Thirsty Thursday attendee, and he’d heard whispers about her devout nature. The challenge of breaking through her carefully constructed facade was an irresistible lure.

He approached her at the water cooler one afternoon, feigning a casual conversation about a report. "So, Sarah," he said, his voice light, "I noticed you're never at the bar on Thursdays. Too wild for you?"

She smiled, a polite, almost dismissive curve of her lips. Her eyes, a cool blue, met his, then flickered with something he couldn’t quite decipher. "Oh, Troy. I prefer to maintain a certain… decorum. It would be very unladylike to pursue you like the others do, wouldn't it?" Her voice was crisp, clear, utterly composed.

Troy felt a surge of amusement. She didn't deny her interest, just the method. He admired her control, her self-possession. "Unladylike, perhaps," he countered, letting a slow, knowing smile spread across his lips. "But sometimes, a lady needs a little… excitement, doesn't she?" He paused, letting his gaze drop to her lips, then lower, to the subtle swell of her breasts under her blouse. "Well, then, a lady would wait to be asked, wouldn't she? So, tell me, Sarah, would you like to, um, get together?"

Her blue eyes widened, a flicker of surprise, quickly replaced by a radiant, almost triumphant smile. "Oh, Troy," she purred, her voice suddenly husky, shedding its refined edge. "I was worried you'd never ask." She leaned in, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, a faint scent of expensive perfume wafting from her. "This Sunday, my husband will be off playing eighteen holes." Her eyes, now dancing with a wicked light, locked onto his. "Would you come to my house and play my three holes?"

He choked back a laugh, a thrill of anticipation shooting through him. This woman was a hidden gem, a wolf in sheep's clothing. "I'd love nothing more, Sarah," he said, his voice rough with sudden desire.

"Excellent," she whispered, her smile widening into a predatory grin. "I'll text you the address. Don't be late."

***

Sarah’s house was even grander than Rebecca’s, a sprawling, immaculate home nestled in a wealthy, tree-lined neighborhood. He arrived on Sunday afternoon, the sun high in the sky, and Sarah met him at the door, dressed in a silk robe that left little to the imagination. Her hair was down, a cascade of golden waves around her shoulders, and her eyes, usually so cool, burned with a furious heat.

"I’ve been waiting for this all week, Troy," she whispered, pulling him inside, her hands already on his trousers, tearing at his zipper. "He’s always thinking about golf. Well, if he wants to play a round, then I’m gonna play around,” she laughed.

She was a whirlwind of insatiable desire. She dragged him into the master bedroom, a lavish sanctuary of soft carpets and expensive furniture. Her husband’s side of the bed was still perfectly made, the pillow indented where his head had rested that morning. Sarah, with a triumphant gleam in her eyes, pushed Troy onto that side, then quickly shed her robe, revealing a body that was sculpted and firm, a testament to discreet workouts and expensive treatments. Her breasts, a perfect C-cup, sat high and firm, her nipples already hard. Her pubic hair was neatly trimmed, a dark blonde triangle that perfectly framed her pink, swollen labia.

"Take me, Troy," she commanded, her voice a raw, guttural growl that belied her refined demeanor. "Take me here, in his bed. Ruin me. Make me a slut for you. I want you to feel him, feel his absence, while you fill me up with your cum."

He didn’t hesitate. He pulled her onto the bed, her legs immediately parting, eager and wide. She reached down, her fingers spreading her wet pussy for him. "Fuck me, Troy," she pleaded, her voice trembling with a desperate urgency. "Take me like I’ve never been taken before."

As Troy leaned towards her gorgeous pussy, intent on tasting his conquest, Sarah grabbed his hair. “Later. I want that fucking dick now! Stretch my cunt on our marital bed. Claim this wife, boy. I know you want to - just fucking fuck my brains out. Fuck all my holes!”

Troy was taken aback by her forwardness, “Whoa, Sarah. Wow.”

Sarah smiled hungrily, “Troy, the girls said all you think about is sex, and you’re good at it. That’s what I need - good sex. Just use me and get me off - I haven’t had a good dicking in years, Pleeeease!”

He didn’t answer with words. Instead, he unzipped his pants, pushing them to the floor. His dark, veiny club, sprang free, throbbing with hunger. Sarah’s eyes widened as she stared at his impressive length and girth. "Oh. My. God," she breathed, her voice a shaky whisper. "It's… it’s a horse's dick."

She reached out a trembling hand, her fingers brushing against the engorged head, a gasp escaping her lips. "It's so… thick. You're going to split me open." He watched her hand wrap around his eager cock, her wedding rings sparkling against his skin.

Sarah looked up at him, “You like seeing my wedding ring, huh?”

Troy nodded, the grin on his face telling the total story of his kink.

Sarah nodded, “OK, then,” as she pulled the diamond ring and wedding band off. She spread her legs, then pressed the jewelry into her moist labia. “Fuck them into me, Troy. Come deep inside of me, flooding my rings with your cum. Make Murray a cuckold - drench the symbol of our wedding in your sperm!”

Troy pushed his large cockhead against her opening, trapping the rings in her. This was twisted and exciting. Quiet little Sarah from accounting was turning into the best freak he ever had.

Sarah’s hand moved to his ass, pulling him, “Come on Troy, do it. Soil my marriage with that gorgeous cock!”

He pushed, slowly at first, burying just the head, feeling her insides stretch. Sarah cried out, a sharp, choked gasp. "Oh! Ahhh ! It's… it’s so big!"

He pulled back slightly, then pushed harder, plunging deeper, again and again, until the entire length of him was buried inside her, filling her completely. She screamed again, a long, shuddering moan of lust and pleasure. Her muscles clenched around him, hot and tight, a delicious vacuum pulling him in.

"Oh, fuck ," Sarah groaned, her voice raw, primal. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in, demanding more. "Oh, god, Troy! You fill me up! Unghhh !" She suddenly bucked and thrashed, orgasming so soon! Troy hung on, watching her face contort through her pleasure. He wanted to fuck this wife forever, if she came like that!

He started to thrust, a slow, deliberate rhythm that quickly escalated into a powerful, relentless pounding. His hips slammed against hers, the sound of wet flesh slapping against the soft mattress echoing in the luxurious room. Sarah bucked beneath him, her hips lifting to meet each of his thrusts, her legs locked around his waist, urging him deeper. Her cries became a frantic, incoherent litany of pleasure and pain. "Oh! God! Harder! Fuck me harder, Troy! Oh, YES! Unghhh ! Fuck those rings deep! Ohhhhh !"

He drove into her, harder and faster, pulling out almost completely, then plunging back in, burying himself to the hilt. He imagined ramming the rings all the way into the back of her vagina, embedding them deep inside her. Her pussy gripped him like a vice, sucking him deeper with each thrust, the friction exquisite, almost unbearable. She was crying out, a continuous stream of filthy words, her hands pulling his ass, forcing him inside of her. The image of her husband, on a golf course, while Troy pumped his seed deep inside his wife, in their marital bed, was a potent trigger, fueling his relentless thrusts.

"Oh! Fuck! I'm… I’m gonna… ohhh! Ahhh! Troy! Mmmmmmph ! Oh, GOD! Ohhhhhh !" Her body began to thrash, as she bucked and screamed, digging her nails into his back. Her cries escalated into a series of desperate screams as she came. She convulsed around his dick, causing him to come, flooding her insides and covering her rings with his sperm.

She collapsed beneath him, panting, completely spent, her legs still locked around his waist, refusing to let him go. Her head fell back, resting on her husband’s pillow, her face flushed, her eyes half-closed in blissful exhaustion.

He pulled out slowly, the wet, sucking sound was thrilling to him - the culmination of another conquest, another wife used. Sarah whimpered, a soft sound of protest, her legs tightening around him. He leaned down, kissing her lips gently. Sarah surprised him by responding with a tongue, her arms wrapping around him, pulling him close.

She smiled with an evil grin, “Just think, baby - my rings are bathing in your cum. I think you probably drove them all the way into my cervix.” She held up her hand, showing the lighter band of skin on her ring finger where she wore her rings. She looked at him and said, “You own me now. The rings Murray gave me are fucked into me by your beautiful cock.”

Troy felt himself growing hard again, and Sarah noticed. “Good,” she said as she slipped a hand around his sloppy shaft. “We still have a couple of hours, and you have two more holes to play.” She kissed him again, then reached over and retrieved a bottle of lubricant from the side table.

She lowered her head towards his growing erection and said, “Let me suck you first, then you can cum in my ass.”

***

They used every minute of their time together. Sarah was an expert at reviving him each time, and leveraged his kink for married women to keep him coming, mentioning their wedding photo over the bed, her husband’s clothing hanging in the closet, his personal things on the side table. Anything that reminded him she was married was a trigger for Troy.

When she received a text that Murray was on his way home, she begged Troy to fill her one last time, so his cum would be dripping out of her when she met Murray at the door. That was all that she needed to get Troy to fill her one last time. His balls ached as he hurried to pull on clothes and rush out.

The next day, on Monday, Sarah casually walked up to him in the break room and placed her left hand over his coffee mug. He saw that her rings were still missing and looked up to see her grinning. “Guess where they still are?” She leaned closer and said softly, “Deep, deep inside me. Still coated with your cum, I bet.”

With a wink, she was away. Troy was certain there would be other Sundays to bury them in her again.

***

Troy's life had become an endless, exciting loop of seduction and conquest. The office, once a place of mundane work, was now a vibrant landscape of hidden desires, all centered around him. The "religious" ones, the untouchable ones, had proven to be the dirtiest sluts of all, their repressed desires exploding with a force that left him breathless. He wondered who else among the quiet, demure women held such hidden depths, such aching longings for his "donkey dick." And more importantly, how long could this glorious, illicit world last before it all came crashing down? His life was so great, he was certain something bad would even things up.


Chapter 8 - Tropical Depravity

The call from Steve had come completely out of the blue, a curt instruction to pack a bag. "We're going on a trip, Troy," he’d said, his voice devoid of explanation, "and you're coming with us." Troy's pulse had quickened. A vacation with Steve and Linda? This was a whole new level of twisted.

He arrived at Steve's house, a knot of anticipation and unease tightening in his stomach. Steve met him in his study, a cavernous room filled with dark wood and the scent of expensive cigars. He didn't offer a drink, just gestured to a plush leather armchair.

"So, the trip," Steve began, his voice flat, his eyes piercing. "Linda and I are going to the Caribbean. A nice, private villa. You're coming, of course. But let's be clear about your role, Troy." He leaned forward, his elbows on the desk, his gaze unwavering. "You are the hired penis. That's it. You'll be sleeping on the fold-out, not joining us on excursions or tours. You can make your own fun, go to the beach, whatever. Your only responsibility is to fuck Linda whenever she or I want you to. Understand?"

Troy felt a surge of indignation, quickly swallowed by a potent wave of arousal. The sheer audacity of it, the blatant commodification of his body - it was both degrading and incredibly exciting. "Understood, Steve," Troy managed, his voice a little rough.

Steve cracked a thin smile, a chilling glint in his eyes. "Good. And one more thing, buddy. When you're with Linda, I want you to talk dirty. Call her a slut, a whore, whatever degrading thing you want. She likes it. And so do I. It really gets her going. And it gets me going, too."

Troy felt a shiver run down his spine, a mix of disgust and a dark, eager thrill. This was a deeper dive into the abyss than he’d ever imagined. He was just a tool, a walking, talking dick, but the power, the sheer illicit thrill of it, was intoxicating.

***

The Caribbean sun beat down, hot and relentless, on the private villa. It was a secluded paradise, all white sand beaches and turquoise water, but for Troy, it was a gilded cage. He spent his days alone, wandering the deserted stretches of beach or swimming in the crystalline waters, his thoughts a constant hum of anticipation. He knew his purpose here, and it wasn’t to sightsee.

The first summons came on their second night. A text from Linda: Come to our room. Now.

He walked down the secluded path to their villa, his heart pounding a frantic rhythm against his ribs. He found them in the sprawling master suite, the doors to the balcony flung open to the warm, salt-scented air. Linda was sprawled on the bed, naked, her ivory skin gleaming under the soft lamplight. Steve sat in an armchair nearby, a glass of something amber in his hand, his eyes fixed on Troy as he entered.

"Took you long enough, Troy," Steve drawled, his voice bored, but his eyes glinting with a predatory interest. "Linda here is getting impatient."

Linda laughed, a low, throaty sound, and spread her legs wider, her pussy already slick and exposed. "Come here, you big dumb stud," she purred, her voice husky with desire. "I’m aching for that huge dick of yours."

Troy moved towards her, his own cock already throbbing. He knelt between her legs, looking up at her, seeing the raw, uninhibited hunger in her green eyes. "You're a naughty little slut, aren't you, Linda?" he murmured, his voice rough.

Her eyes widened, a flicker of genuine excitement in them. "Oh, yes, Troy. I'm your slut. Your dirty whore. Come on, use me."

He buried his face in her, inhaling the musky scent of her arousal, mingled with the faint sweetness of tropical flowers. Her clit was swollen and throbbing, practically begging for his tongue. He licked, a slow stroke, then plunged deeper, his tongue swirling around her engorged clit. Linda screamed, a high, piercing cry that ripped through the opulent room. "Oh! FUCK! Yes! Ahhh!" She suddenly stopped and barked, “No! Just fuck me! Use me like a cunt, Troy!”

He pulled back, his face glistening, and looked up at her, surprised at the change of pace. He always warmed her up first. It actually felt wrong to go for penetration first.

Linda’s eyes were wide, brimming with excitement. She glanced at Steve, which made Troy look.

Steve was leaning forward, intently focused on the dialogue, his drink only held automatically, forgotten for the moment. “You heard her Troy. She’s just a cunt for you to use. She’s your cum receptacle. Fuck that slut.”

He stood, unzipping his shorts, letting them fall to the floor. His erection sprang free, throbbing with a life of its own. Linda’s eyes danced with excitement as she stared at the impressive meat. "Oh. My. God. Yes," she breathed, her voice a shaky whisper.

Steve’s voice cut in, calm and detached. "Fuck that slut, Troy. I want you to fill her up. Make her feel your seed deep inside her."

Linda’s eyes gleamed. "You heard him, you stud. Fill me up like the cum receptacle I am."

He positioned himself between her legs, her pussy still dripping wet, slick and eager. He pushed, slowly at first, burying just the head, feeling the exquisite stretch. Linda cried out, a sharp, choked gasp. "Oh! Ahhh ! It's… it’s good!"

He plunged deeper, until the entire length of him was buried inside her, filling her completely. She wailed, a long, shuddering moan of pleasure as she came immediately. Troy hung on, waiting for her to subside, before he started thrusting.

Troy heard Steve, “What a slut. Use her, Troy. She’s just a dick sheath.” Troy couldn’t believe this was how Steve talked about his lovely wife, but then again, how many husbands coerced employees to fuck them raw?

"Oh, fuck ," Linda groaned, her voice raw, primal. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in, demanding more. "Oh, god , Troy! You fill me up! Ohhh ! Fuck your whore, Troy!"

He began to thrust, a slow rhythm that quickly escalated into a powerful pounding. His hips slammed against hers, the sound of wet flesh slapping echoed in the room. Linda bucked beneath him, her hips lifting to meet each of his thrusts, her legs locked around his waist, urging him deeper. Her cries became a frantic, incoherent litany of pleasure and pain. "Oh! God! Harder! Fuck me harder,  Troy! Oh, YES! Mmmmmmph ! You’re… you’re a beast! Ohhhhh!"

Troy could barely hear Steve, “That’s it, my little whore. Take that dick!”

He drove into her, harder and faster, pulling out almost completely, then plunging back in, burying himself all the way, his balls slapping her ass. Her pussy gripped him like a vice, sucking him deeper with each thrust, the friction exquisite. She was crying out, a continuous stream of filthy words and frantic moans.

"Oh! Fuck! I'm… I’m gonna… ohhh ! Ahhh! Troy! Mmmmmmph ! Oh, GOD! Ohhhhhh !" Her body began to jerk and buck, a violent shaking that coursed through her. Her cries escalated into a series of desperate screams as she came, a powerful, shuddering orgasm. She convulsed around his dick, milking him with her contractions. He kept thrusting, burying himself deeper and deeper, fueling her climax, until she collapsed beneath him, panting, completely spent.

He pulled out slightly, then plunged back in, his own erection still throbbing, demanding more. Linda cried out again, a fresh wave of pleasure washing over her. "Oh, Troy! Again! Please ! Oh, god ! Give it to your nasty slut!"

Troy fucked her relentlessly, driving into her again and again, pushing her to the brink, watching her eyes roll back in her head as she came, a furious, uncontrolled orgasm that took her body. He felt the heat, the slick wetness, the raw, visceral pleasure of being buried inside her, completely filling her. He tasted her sweat, the faint tang of her arousal, the rich musk of their combined exertions. Troy drove into her one last time, a powerful, agonizing thrust that sent him over the edge, his own climax a hot, pulsing wave that flooded her insides, soaking her with his come.

He collapsed on top of her, his breath ragged, his body trembling. Linda was beneath him, limp and exhausted, her chest heaving, her fingers still clinging to his shoulders. Steve remained in his armchair, a silent, unmoving sentinel, his expression unreadable.

***

The pattern continued throughout the trip. Troy was summoned to their room almost daily, sometimes twice a day. Linda became more demanding, more vocal, her hunger for his "donkey dick" seemingly insatiable. She’d beg him to call her the vilest names, to treat her like the lowest of whores, her eyes gleaming with a depraved delight when he complied.

Steve made sure that they fucked on the balcony, or with the windows and doors open, or even in the gardens, so that the staff and guests saw his wife used like a cheap whore, her holes filled and pummeled by her donkey dick lover.

He buried himself in her again and again, each time deeper, harder, filling her with his come until she was a quivering, exhausted mess. Steve watched every single time, his presence a constant, unsettling reminder of Troy’s role.

By the end of the week, Troy was physically exhausted, his body a symphony of pleasurable aches, but his mind buzzed with a strange mix of exhilaration and unease. He was a professional fucker, a hired stud, and Linda was his eager, willing receptacle.

On their last evening, as they sat on the villa's terrace, watching the sun dip below the horizon, painting the sky in fiery hues, Steve turned to him, his voice casual, almost conversational.

"Troy," he said, taking a long sip from his drink. "Linda wants kids."

Troy felt a jolt. Kids? He looked at Linda, who was gazing out at the ocean, a serene, almost innocent expression on her face. Then she turned, her green eyes meeting his, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

Steve looked at Troy, "And given your… undeniable talents, and Linda's enthusiasm for them, we were hoping you'd do the honors." He paused, letting the implication hang in the air. "Will you get her pregnant, Troy?"

Troy's mind reeled. Getting Linda pregnant? Having a baby with his boss’s wife, under his boss’s watchful eye? It was insane. It was utterly, gloriously, monumentally insane. And the thought of it, the ultimate penetration, the ultimate act of possession, sent a powerful surge of desire through him.

"I'll do it," Troy said, his voice surprisingly steady. "But only if I can have Linda whenever I want. No more scheduled visits. No more being just the hired penis." He looked from Steve to Linda, his gaze firm. "I want to own that pussy. Whenever I want it."

Steve’s eyes narrowed slightly, then a slow, calculating smile spread across his face. "Alright, Troy," he said, his voice a low rumble. "You drive a hard bargain. Consider it done. You can own the breeding stock until she gives birth."

Steve turned to Linda and said, “Time to earn your keep, slut. You want a baby, you heard the terms. Consider Troy your owner and you’re just a breeder until you pop out a baby.”

Linda’s eyes grew wide as she digested her husband’s words. “Really?” she asked, in a small voice.

“You want a baby? This is how it goes,” Steve said flatly.

Linda looked at Troy, holding his eyes, “OK. I agree.”

He took another sip of his drink. "I'll have some paperwork for you to sign when we get back. Just a little agreement, releasing all claims on the baby. Standard procedure, you understand. And Linda will have the birth control pulled."

Troy nodded, a sense of triumph swelling in his chest. A baby. Linda’s pussy, on demand. He was no longer just the hired penis. He was the chosen stud, the breeding stud. This was a whole new level of twisted, and he was ready for it.


Chapter 9 - The Breeder

The agreement with Steve had been signed, the legal jargon a thin veil over the raw, carnal deal they’d struck. Troy was now Linda’s "breeding stud," and the implications of that new title resonated in every thrust, every whispered demand. He would no longer just fuck Linda; he would breed  her, the intention of his every penetration heavy with unspoken purpose.

As soon as he signed the paperwork, he took Linda to his place. Somewhere without cameras, someplace that was his, so he could claim her as his own.

Linda looked around the little efficiency. It was a dump compared to Linda and Steve’s place, compared to the vacation villa.

Linda looked around and smiled at Troy, “Knocked up in a cheap apartment. Steve would love it.”

Troy had been burning to ask, but always monitored his words around Steve. “Um, is Steve sterile or something?”

Linda looked at him, realizing that this wasn’t just a breeding session. “I’m gonna tell you some things, but never share with Steve unless he tells you himself, OK?”

“Sure,” Troy agreed, taking a seat on his rickety desk chair, while Linda sat on the bed.

“Well,” Linda began. “I really want a baby, and Steve is OK with that, but he’ll be in his seventies when the kid is in high school. Honestly, with his health, he likely won’t be around.”

Linda leaned forward, her eyes searching for something in Troy’s. “But, I can’t imagine bringing another Steve into the world. One of him is too much.” She acknowledged what the girls in the office had long repeated - he was a monster.

She smiled at Troy and said, “So, knowing his kink for watching me fuck other men.” She paused, “Yeah, you’re not the first. But you’re the only one at this point.”

She continued, “Anyway, knowing his kink, I planted the seed that it would be exciting feeling another man’s baby growing inside me. Proof that I’m a cheating whore; that I have a bastard growing inside me.” She watched Troy’s face for his reaction, catching a flicker of surprise. “As for raising another man’s baby, I convinced him it would be the ultimate conquest - taking another man’s kid from him.”

Troy took in her words, trying to process the situation. The poor, young trophy wife that Steve ordered around had manipulated him into giving her what she wanted, and ending his bloodline at the same time. He had a newfound respect for Linda.

Linda waited for a few beats, then asked, “So, how does it feel to know the truth?”

Troy said, “I’m still processing, but am impressed, and a little scared, at what you’ve managed.” His gaze flickered from Linda to the pillows on his double bed, as he smiled. “You know, I’ve dreamed of you sleeping in this bed with me.”

Linda giggled, “Troy! I’m married.”

They both laughed out loud at that.

Linda stood, and pulled her dress over her head, exposing her bra and panties, which she quickly began removing. “So, Doggie? Or want me to ride you?”

Troy stepped to Linda, pulling her naked body to him as he said, “I’d like to lie in bed with you. I want to touch you all over, and kiss you and just enjoy you.”

Linda looked up at him, curiosity in her eyes. “No fucking?”

Troy pulled his shirt off and started unbuckling his pants. “Maybe we can make love later. I’ll have a tough time not getting hard with you looking like that. Would you rather make a baby by making love rather than during a sex show for Steve?”

He pushed off his pants and shorts, releasing his cock, which was already half-hard. Troy grinned as he pulled Linda close, as they lay on his bed. “Besides, holding you and making love with you is so much more kinky than just fucking a slut wife.”

Linda snuggled against his neck as she said, “Oh, it IS so much more kinky. I will get my implant out tomorrow, so today will just be practice.”

***

His schedule quickly morphed into a dizzying dance between his office duties, his demanding "breeding sessions" with Linda, and his regular Thursday night conquests. Linda’s visits to the office, once sporadic, became more frequent, and now, they were often truncated by a knowing glance from Troy, a subtle nod towards the door. He’d intercept her, sometimes right in the bustling common area, a silent conversation passing between their eyes that spoke volumes of their shared secret.

He’d take her back to Steve’s opulent townhouse, or, more thrillingly, to his own modest apartment, the contrast between their usual gilded cage and his bachelor pad adding a layer of illicit excitement. Linda, now fully unleashed, would shed her refined persona the moment they were alone.

"Breed me, Troy," she’d pant, her hips bucking under him, her eyes wild with a singular purpose. "Fill me with your cum. I want your baby inside me."

He’d oblige, burying himself in her again and again, feeling the contractions around his throbbing cock, imagining his seed swimming upstream, finding its target. There was a primal satisfaction in it, a sense of ownership that went beyond mere pleasure. He wasn't just fucking her; he was imprinting himself on her, leaving a part of himself behind, a testament to his dominance.

The shift in their dynamic didn't go unnoticed in the office. The women, sharp-eyed and attuned to every ripple in the office's undercurrent, sensed a change in Linda. Her occasional distant politeness was replaced by a quiet, almost possessive, confidence when Troy was near. They noticed her lingering gaze, the subtle way she’d touch his arm, the almost imperceptible tilt of her head when she listened to him. It became apparent, through unspoken cues and hushed whispers, that Linda was now clearly owned by Troy.  He was her stud, her personal supply of raw, untamed pleasure.

Yet, despite his new role with Linda, Troy never abandoned his Thursday night ritual. He continued to bang a new wife in the office each week, the variety of their desires and the thrill of their illicit encounters keeping his own hunger alive. He relished the challenge, the careful dance of seduction, the power he wielded over these women who, in their public lives, seemed so composed.

What truly surprised him, however, was the brazenness of some of the more reserved women. The ones in accounting and HR, who had previously maintained an almost impenetrable veneer of professionalism, approached him, sometimes even in front of their colleagues.

One afternoon, Brenda, from HR, who he’d fucked on her desk just weeks prior, walked past his cube, her hips swaying a little more provocatively than usual. She paused, pretending to adjust a file on a nearby shelf, then turned, her eyes meeting his. Her voice, usually soft, was low and suggestive. "Troy," she purred, her gaze dropping to his crotch, "are you free to visit me soon? I’ve been feeling… neglected."

He just grinned, a slow, knowing smile. "I’d love to fix that, Brenda."

Another time, Sarah, the elegant accounting manager, who had so eagerly spread her legs in her husband’s bed, stopped him in the hallway. Her cool blue eyes held a surprising warmth, and a faint flush colored her cheeks. "Troy," she said, her voice a low murmur, audible only to him. "My husband's playing an extra round this Sunday. I think you owe me another visit." She winked, a bold, unladylike gesture that thrilled him.

Troy teased, “And what would we do, Sarah?”

Sarah glanced around to make sure they were alone, then whispered loudly into his ear, “You’d fuck my brains out and my rings in.”

Troy loved how she transformed for him.

He was no longer just the office stud; he was a necessary service, a provider of raw, uninhibited pleasure, called upon by women who craved something more, something that their mundane lives and predictable husbands couldn't provide.

Chapter 10 - The Breeding Party 

The air at the bar on a particular Thursday night was electric, buzzing with a heightened sense of anticipation. Nancy and Kelly were there, along with Michelle, the three finalists for the office bang, their eyes glinting with a mixture of desire and competition. Troy, on his third beer, was enjoying the subtle battle for his attention, letting them vie for the privilege of his "donkey dick."

About halfway through the evening, the door to the bar opened, and a gasp rippled through their small group.

Linda walked in.

She was wearing a sleek, form-fitting black dress that left little to the imagination, her perfect C-cups straining against the fabric, her ass a tantalizing curve. She looked like a goddess, utterly out of place in the casual bar. The other girls, already drunk, stared, their initial surprise pivoting to a mixture of awe and resentment.

Nancy, always the most outspoken, slammed her glass down on the table, the clatter echoing in the sudden silence. "Well, isn't this just peachy ," she slurred, her eyes narrowed. "Linda, honey, this is hardly fair. You get the donkey dick nearly all week! Some of us have to wait for weeks!"

Linda, to her credit, didn't flinch. She smiled, a soft, almost apologetic curve of her lips. "Oh, girls, I'm so sorry to interrupt your fun. I wasn't here to steal Troy away. I just came to tell him that Steve's out of town." She paused, her green eyes fixing on Troy, a profound intensity in their depths. "And I'm due to ovulate tomorrow morning."

A collective gasp swept through the small group of women. The implication hung heavy in the air, thick and potent. Troy felt a jolt of understanding, a thrill shooting through him. This wasn't just a casual interruption. This was a direct, undeniable summons, and Linda wanted the women to know.

Nancy, her eyes suddenly blazing with a wicked gleam, slammed her glass down again. "Ovulate, you say?" her voice was a little too loud. "Well, then! This calls for a celebration! We'll get him warmed up for you, Linda, and you can take all the deposits!" She looked at Kelly and Michelle, her eyes alight with a mischievous fire. "What do you say, girls? Breeding party at Linda's !"

Kelly and Michelle, their faces flushed with alcohol and excitement, erupted in cheers. "Hell yeah!" Kelly shrieked, jumping to her feet. "Let's get this man ready to breed!"

Linda smiled, a slow, sensual curve of her lips. "Well, I guess we all get what we want. Let’s go."

Troy was in a daze, following the four women to an adventure that he couldn’t imagine.

***

The taxi ride to Steve's townhouse was a blur of excited chatter and suggestive giggles. The air in the car was thick with the scent of perfume, alcohol, and raw, untamed desire. Troy sat in the middle, a woman on either side of him, their hands already tracing patterns on his thighs.

They burst into the opulent townhouse, the usual quiet of the mansion replaced by a cacophony of laughter and eager anticipation. Linda led them directly to the master bedroom, Steve’s sacred space, the scene of so many of Troy’s previous "breeding" sessions. The king-sized bed loomed large with unspoken promise.

Nancy was the first to shed her clothes, her movements quick and desperate. Her dress fell to the floor, followed by her bra and panties, leaving her naked and eager. Kelly and Michelle quickly followed suit, their bodies gleaming in the soft lamplight. Linda, with a triumphant smile, stepped out of her black dress, revealing the sheer, white lingerie that had so captivated Troy on their first night.

Troy was amazed at their confidence, at how comfortable they seemed to be, getting naked in front of each other. There were almost two decades difference in ages between Linda and the oldest, and while their bodies were quite different, Troy was excited by all of them. He was less interested in the details of their physical attributes, and more attracted by the rings on their fingers. Holy shit! Four  married women at once!

"Alright, ladies," Nancy declared, her voice a little slurred but commanding. "Let's get this stud ready for his main event!"

They descended on him, a whirlwind of eager hands and hungry mouths. They stripped him quickly, his clothes scattering across the plush carpet. Troy’s dick, already thick and throbbing, sprang free, and a collective gasp rippled through the room.

"Oh, my god," Kelly breathed, her eyes wide with lust. "It really is a donkey dick!" Kelly had been the only one of the four that Troy hadn’t fucked - she preferred oral gratification on the nights she won the Thursday lottery.

Nancy took him in her hand, her fingers wrapping around his immense shaft, stroking him with a possessive squeeze. "We're going to make sure this boy is primed for you, Linda," she purred, her eyes fixed on Troy’s face. She looked at the others and said, “I call dibs on the first hard-on,” as she shoved him back on the bed.

She crawled on top of him, as Kelly grabbed his cock and held it erect, poised for Nancy’s descent. Nancy looked down at the young newlywed, who giggled, “This is so cool! I saw this in a porn movie once and always wanted to try.”

As Nancy lowered herself onto Troy, both of them moaned at their respective feelings. When Nancy bottomed out, she felt Kelly’s hand between them, trapped, as Kelly said in awe, “You took it all! Nancy took all of it!” The wriggling of Kelly’s hand, a strange and taboo feeling, instantly drove Nancy to orgasm. As she moaned and bucked, she ground herself against the girl’s trapped hand, reveling in the knowledge that she was coating Kelly with her juices and cum.

As Nancy recovered, she saw Linda sitting up, watching the action. Nancy told the star of the party, “Get on your back, woman! When this boy gets ready to blow, you better be open for the load!”

Linda laughed, and quickly sprawled on the bed, her legs obscenely open for access. She said, “So I’m just a cum receptacle at this party?” ‘

As Nancy lifted off of Troy’s raging hard-on, she said, “Yes, you are.” She then turned her sobering but still crossed eyes to Troy and said, “Remember. When you gotta cum, just stick it in Linda.”

Troy, overwhelmed by the weirdness and overtly sexy game, said, “You got it.” He chucked, and said, “Sorry, she  gets it.”

Michelle pushed Nancy aside and said, “My turn!” Nancy could see Kelly watching intently, weighing whether she would take Troy for the first time. Kelly was absently tasting her fingers, tasting Nancy’s own cum and juices, which excited Nancy. She could feel herself getting wet again.. Nancy was taken by Kelly’s taut, youthful body and gorgeous face. If this girl wanted Troy all the time, no one else would have a chance.

Michelle had crawled up onto the bed, on her hands and knees. “Come on, Troy! My turn. Give it to me doggie. You get SO deep!” she pleaded, waggling her ass for him. 

As Troy grabbed her ass and plunged into her, Michelle screamed in pleasure, then managed, “Just don’t come! Pound me hard, baby!” 

Troy went at her like a man possessed, hammering her so hard she had to lean downward and use the bed for leverage, her breasts swinging wildly from the pounding. It was only a couple of minutes before Michelle shrieked, violently convulsed, moaning through her orgasm while Troy slowed his pace, relishing the feeling of another married woman coming on his cock. 

Michelle eventually moved from moaning to sobbing gently, and Troy knew she was done. He pulled out with a wet slurping sound and looked at Kelly, his logical next partner. 

He was started when Linda barked, "Aren't you ready to come yet, you bastard?” Linda looked at the other women and said, “I thought you sluts would get him ready to blow! What’s wrong with you?” 

The women laughed, as Nancy shoved a bottle of tequila in front of Linda and said, “Oh, we’ll get a couple of loads out of him, baby. We just needed to get our rocks off first.” 

As Linda took a slug of the drink straight from the bottle, Kelly’s quiet voice said, “I’ll get him to come, Linda.” 

They watched as her sleek body moved in front of Troy, kneeling in front of his slick and mostly erect cock. She gripped his cock with her left hand, clearly to display her ring for Troy, as she licked up and down his shaft, slurping at his thin pussy-soaked pubes. 

She turned to the watching women and said, “You taste wonderful, Michelle. Maybe straight from the source next time?” 

Troy’s cock surged at the promise of a lesbian show, and Kelly fastened her mouth onto the head of his enormous cock. They all watched as the young newlywed began bobbing on Troy’s massive tool. Suddenly, she leaned forward, swallowing his entire length down her throat, her lips nestling at the base, buried in his pubes. 

“Holy fuck!” Nancy exclaimed, mirroring the thoughts of the rest of the woman. This young hottie had just done what few porn stars could do, and with seemingly no effort! 

Troy moaned, feeling her throat muscles milking at his cock head. He’d never felt anything like this, and was mesmerized watching and feeling the young beauty throat him expertly. It was only a couple of minutes before he groaned, “Close! Gonna cum!” 

Kelly quickly rolled aside and pushed Troy’s ass so that he fell forward between Linda’s legs. He crawled forward quickly and buried himself into the waiting woman, causing them both to moan. Troy began fucking Linda as she urged him on, “Come on, Troy. Put your babies inside me!” 

“Close, Linda,” he gasped. “I’m getting close.” 

Again Kelly surprised them by grabbing Troy's ass, and burying her face between his cheeks, her tongue aiming for his pucker. When Troy felt her tongue press into his asshole, the sensation set him off, and he yelled as he pumped Linda full of semen, stimulated over and again by Kelly’s tongue. 

As he lay on top of Linda, reveling in the release, Nancy asked, “Kelly, how did you? I mean, I didn’t expect.” 

Kelly laughed, “I was trying to save myself for marriage when I was in college, but only my pussy. So BJ’s were the best option, and I practiced a lot,” she laughed. “I was known as the ‘Throat GOAT’ around campus.” 

Michelle asked, “And pussy?” 

Kelly winked and said, “I went to a girl’s college. There wasn’t always penis available, so I acquired other tastes.” 

Troy rolled onto his back and groaned, “Wow! That was amazing!” 

Kelly hopped onto the bed, her face over Troy’s slimy withering penis. “It’s not over yet! I want to taste Linda’s pussy, too.” She handled his balls and added, “And I know there’s at least one more load in here.” 

They all watched as Kelly expertly sucked Troy back to life. 

Michelle and Nancy took another turn with Troy before he managed another round with Linda, after being brought to edge repeatedly but not allowed to come. 

He thrust into her, hard and deep, feeling the pressure build, the exquisite friction of his cock buried inside her. Linda screamed, her hips bucking wildly, her body convulsing around him. "Oh! Yes! Breed me! Breed me, Troy ! Fill me! Ohhhh !" He felt himself on the verge, the delicious pressure building, and then, with a final, powerful thrust, he exploded inside her, a hot, pulsing wave of cum flooding her womb. Linda cried out, a long, drawn-out scream of pleasure, her body clenching around him, milking him dry.

He collapsed on top of her, his breath ragged, his body trembling. The other women were gathered around the bed, panting, their bodies glistening with sweat, their eyes wide with satisfaction and excitement.

Linda looked at the other women and said, “This was amazing. Do you mind if I keep him to myself tonight?”

Nancy groaned disappointment, “Oh damn. I told my husband I was staying over because I was too drunk.”

Michelle added, “Me too.”

Kelly, surprising them yet again, chirped, “Let’s get a hotel!” When Michelle and Nancy looked at her in surprise, she purred, “I may not have a donkey dick, but I can make you cum!”

Troy immediately offered, “I want to watch!”

Linda patted his stomach and said, “Maybe some other time. You have some urgent breeding to do tonight.”

Troy watched the three women get dressed and leave.

Linda laughed, “Who would EVER have thought Kelly was a freak like that. And the way she took your whole  cock down her throat! Porn star epic.”

Troy felt himself grow hard at the memory, and felt Linda’s hand on him as she said softly, “Another round, daddy?”

***

The next day, Nancy leaned over his cubicle, her shirt falling open to show her breasts. “So Troy, I think your mouth has competition from Kelly. That little hottie is insatiable. I think Michelle is considering joining team lesbian,” she chuckled.

Troy was surprised and about to reply, when Nancy leaned closer, “Don’t worry. When she sobered up, she made us promise not to tell. It’s our secret, OK?”

Troy nodded, and Nancy drifted off. Troy was upset that he didn’t get to watch the action. Perhaps when Kelly gets drunk again…

***

Over the next few months, this became their ritual. Linda and Nancy, in a strange, unspoken alliance, would arrange "breeding parties" for the few days before each of Linda's ovulation cycles. Troy would be passed from woman to woman, each one riding him to the brink, teasing him, warming him up, until he was throbbing with an unbearable need, and then, at the crucial moment, he would be forced to finish inside Linda. It was a bizarre, depraved dance, a ritual to reach Linda’s singular goal.

And then, the celebration. Once the pregnancy test finally showed two lines, the office exploded with a different joy. Linda’s triumphant announcement was met with genuine happiness from the women, a sense of shared accomplishment. And then, once the pregnancy was confirmed, came the orgy celebration. A truly wild night where Troy was free to cum in any and all of them, the pressure of "breeding" lifted, replaced by an uninhibited, joyous release.

All that time, he still never had the chance to nail Kelly, who promised that she was waiting for ‘the right time.’ At least he got to watch her go down on Nancy and Michelle, a demon with her tongue. She was an oral angel, servicing Troy and the women the same.


Chapter 11 - The Fruitful Months

Linda’s pregnancy settled into a rhythm that, for Troy, felt both wildly depraved and strangely domestic. Her belly grew, a testament to his potent seed, but so too did her libido. She became insatiable, her body a vessel of growing life and burgeoning lust. She’d intercept him at the office with a knowing look, pulling him away from his cube to Steve's townhouse or, more often, to his own apartment for a quick, intense coupling.

"Fill me, Troy," she’d pant, her hands on her growing belly, her eyes blazing with a primal hunger. "Fill me with your baby’s daddy’s cum." The feeling of utter depravity - fucking another man’s wife that was already carrying his baby was intoxicating. The knowledge that his baby was distorting her body, and would eventually stretch her cunt wider than he ever could was heady.

Thirsty Thursdays, meanwhile, continued their triumphant reign, but they too evolved. The competition for Troy’s attention became more overt, and the “one-on-one” format often dissolved into a more communal experience. It wasn’t uncommon for two, sometimes even three, women to accompany him back to the office, their desire for his "donkey dick" overriding any pretense of polite sharing. He’d rotate between them, their moans echoing in the silent corridors, their bodies glistening with sweat and his cum. Each time, he reveled in the knowledge that he was delivering a thrill their husbands could never provide. The sight of their wedding rings, glinting in the dim office lights as they writhed beneath him, or as they eagerly helped guide his cock into their eager bodies, was a constant, potent reminder of his power.

Not long after Linda’s pregnancy was confirmed, a fresh surprise awaited Troy. One Thirsty Thursday was lightly attended, and Troy suspected it was a specially arranged, curated group, comprising Linda, Michelle, Nancy and Kelly.

After the first round was served, Nancy and Linda cornered him, their eyes glinting with a shared mischief.

"Troy, darling," Nancy purred, her arm slung around his shoulders, "Linda has some exciting news for you. A little surprise 'breeding party' for a very special occasion."

Linda, glowing with a new vitality, beamed. "Yes," she whispered, her voice husky. "Today is a very special day for Kelly. Not only is it her first wedding anniversary, but she ovulates the day after tomorrow. And we thought… she deserves the best. She deserves your best, Troy."

Kelly, the youngest and newest bride, her face flushed with excitement and a dash of nervousness, giggled, her eyes wide. "Oh, Troy," she whispered, "This is the special occasion I was waiting for, for our first time. You’re going to be so busy, giving what my husband didn’t give me on our honeymoon." She leaned in, sharing this last bit with all the group, “And he’s away on business for the next two nights!”

The implication was clear: another breeding party, another wife to knock up. And once again, it was a communal affair, a testament to the shared, open secret that now permeated the office.


Chapter 12 - The Master Breeder's Collection 


They headed out to Kelly’s house, drinks unfinished. Kelly clung to his arm during the taxi ride, her nervous giggling showing her excitement and nerves. Troy was surprised that she was nervous at all - her freakiness during the other events showed a woman who embraced wanton insanity.

She apologized several times about her house, which was small but tidy. It was decorated sparsely, showing the newness of her marital arrangement. Nancy finally convinced her to stop fretting, “Do you have a bed? That’s all we need to knock you up, honey.”

As they entered the house, Nancy produced bottles of tequila, winking, “Not like any of us need loosening up, but it certainly releases the freak in some of us.” She nodded at Linda and Kelly.

Kelly giggled and pointed to the bedroom, “Get ready in there, I’ve got to change.”

Nancy led the way. “Change? Better change into your birthday suit, baby,” she yelled at Kelly’s departing figure.

They were all comfortable with each other's nakedness having seen each other without clothes on as often as with them. As they undressed, Nancy suddenly stopped and exclaimed, "Whoa! Check out the pictures, everybody!"

They looked around and realized that every dresser, bureau, and vanity was covered with dozens of photos of Kelly and her husband. Many were from their wedding day, others from vacations and family gatherings where they were together. It was clear Kelly had arranged this, as the pictures covered surfaces normally used for perfumes, makeup, and other items.

Linda laughed, "I think Kelly's just as excited about you having sex with her as you are about nailing a married woman, Troy!"

They had just finished undressing, and Linda was stroking Troy's cock, getting him ready for the first round, when Kelly stepped into the room. They all froze, staring at her. She was wearing her wedding dress, a veil in her hair, and bright red lipstick and fingernails. She looked exactly as she did in her wedding day pictures.

Kelly smiled, making eye contact with Troy. "Wow," she said, "this is just as I imagined, and you gave me the exact reaction I was hoping for."

Troy stammered, "What... what's going on, Kelly?"

"Well, Troy," Kelly began, "I told you I couldn't wait to get back from our honeymoon because then I'd be a married woman and you'd finally hook up with me. What I didn't tell you is that I thought about you on my wedding night and the entire honeymoon. I'd keep my eyes closed and imagine it was you fucking me whenever Tom was on me. Unfortunately, he was nothing like you are in person, so I waited until exactly one year so that I could relive our wedding night, but with the man who should have been taking me. I couldn't have hoped for better timing. I've been using rubbers with Tom the whole time, but not with you. I'm ovulating in 2 days, so you've got two days to fill me full of babies. I told Tom I’m fertile in a few days, so he can’t get me pregnant, but will think he can."

Kelly then looked around the room. "Well, I never really imagined my wedding night with this many people, but I guess I'm actually luckier. I get as much cunt and cock as I want tonight, and you guys are going to fucking ruin me and breed me here while my husband watches."

"Everywhere I look, I'll see Tom's face when I'm full of dick or eating someone's pussy. I'm going to be a total slut while he watches me get bred and banged. Thank you all, this is going to be such an awesome night! Totally ruin me, please!"

Troy stepped forward, his erection leading the way. "Sorry ladies," he announced, "I want to take the bride by myself for the first time. Kelly, keep the dress on. Let's lose the panties. I want my first time fucking you to be while you're wearing your wedding dress." Kelly stepped forward, and they kissed, lips smashing together, her hands reaching down to cup Troy's ass, pulling him tight against her. When they broke the kiss, she whispered, "I'm not wearing any panties. I was hoping you'd take me right away."

The other women watched, absorbing the insane debauchery Kelly had engineered: wearing her wedding dress, getting bred on her anniversary in her own marital bed, surrounded by pictures of her and her husband, while another man implanted her. All of them could feel the lust building in their bodies.

Troy easily lifted Kelly and placed her on the bed, raising her skirt. Kelly spread her legs wide to finally accept Troy's giant tool inside her body. Her eyes met his as she said, "Oh God, Troy, please fucking ruin me. You don't know how badly I wanted your dick inside me, but I wanted it to be perfect. I want you to feel me and fill me and put your sperm deep inside me."

Troy nudged the head of his cock against her opening, feeling that she was dripping wet. As special as the moment might be, Troy couldn't contain himself. In one mighty thrust, he buried himself in her to the hilt, causing Kelly to scream in ecstasy and pain. "Oh fuck, Troy, yes! Fucking split me apart!"

Linda, Michelle, and Nancy passed the tequila around as they watched Troy pound Kelly. They all remembered the feeling of his youthful energy driving that monster cock into their bodies, and each of them craved it again. Their lust levels rose with the pitch of Kelly's screams as Troy rearranged her insides. Kelly's orgasms were hard to distinguish, as she was just as loud whether or not she was coming. Finally, when the women were all in a fever pitch of readiness to pull Troy off, he bellowed as his balls unleashed his cum into the bride.

Troy lay on top of Kelly, panting. She moaned and cooed, "That's it! I hope you just put your baby in me."

Troy rolled off and asked, "Should I get a towel?"

Kelly gave him an evil grin. "No, I want your cum to drip into my wedding dress. I'm going to store it this way—a souvenir of the first night that you bred me."

Kelly then looked at the other women. "Sorry, Troy, I think I've been hogging you. You have other admirers to service now." She looked Nancy in the eyes and said, "There are lube and dildos in the top drawer if you guys want to play while I get him hard again."

She smiled. "Maybe you should all tell your husbands that you're drunk and staying at a friend's. I think this is going to be a very long night, and I don't want any of you to leave unsatisfied."

As Nancy watched Kelly strip off her wedding dress, revealing her taut, youthful, gorgeous body, she decided: tonight would be the first night she ate pussy. It didn't seem fair that Kelly would take care of her, and she wouldn't reciprocate.

The entire night was spent in sweaty couplings among various combinations of them. Troy came so many times he lost count, his balls aching as if someone had kicked them. He knew the point was to breed Kelly, but he couldn't help but cum inside Linda, even though she was pregnant. Michelle and Nancy also made sure they got a dose, gripping him tight so he couldn't pull out of them. Kelly didn't seem disappointed; she and Troy both called in sick and planned on spending the entire day and next night knocking her up.

As Troy roused the next morning, tangled in a pile of married women, he wondered if he was going to hell, or if life had another more immediate punishment coming his way.


Chapter 13 - The Legacy of the Donkey Dick 


Over the next few months, Troy’s life became a strange, hyper-sexualized existence. Linda continued to demand his services, her pregnant body surprisingly agile and her libido soaring. The breeding parties became a regular occurrence, a testament to perverse desires and the women's insatiable hunger for Troy's "magic."

He was a much more affordable and fun option than IVF, a running joke among the women, and even some of the husbands. A few of the men, having embraced their cuckold sides, would even orchestrate the couplings, discreetly arranging for their wives to be available on key dates, their subtle nods of approval a demented acknowledgment of Troy’s role. He was their fertility god, their secret shame, and their guilty pleasure.

By the time Steve sold Avocado Health Systems and he and Linda moved away, Troy had given them two children. Two beautiful, healthy babies, likely conceived during breeding parties, fathered by the company’s "hired penis."

But his legacy didn't end there. By the time he eventually left Avocado Health Systems, accepting a sizable raise from another company in another state, Troy had fathered seven more children at the company. Seven more women, impregnated by his "donkey dick," their husbands knowingly or unknowingly raising children with Troy’s DNA. He was the silent, ubiquitous force, the unseen architect of new family lines.

Troy left Avocado with a sense of quiet triumph and gnawing sadness. He had transformed the sterile office environment into a thriving playground of illicit desire, leaving behind a legacy of pleasure and progeny. He already missed the unlimited supply of married pussy, and hoped to find some more when he arrived at his new job, in a sleek, modern building in a bustling, unfamiliar city.

His first day was a blur of introductions and fresh faces. He was led to the executive floor, a prestigious area of the building, and then into a large, well-appointed office.

"Troy," his new manager began, a polite, older man with a kindly smile, "I'd like to introduce you to the President of our company, and his wife."

Troy’s eyes widened. Standing there, smiling politely, were two very familiar faces from Avocado Health Systems. It was Mr. and Mrs. Carlson, a quiet, unassuming couple from a different department, whom Troy had barely interacted with. The wife, a prim woman with striking blue eyes, was now the President's wife.

The President, a distinguished man in his late fifties, extended a hand. "Welcome to the team, Troy. We've heard great things about you. Your reputation precedes you, shall we say." He squeezed Troy's hand, his eyes holding a knowing glint. "We're very excited to have you on board."

Then, the President’s wife, her demure smile widening into a slow, almost predatory grin, stepped forward. She extended her hand, her fingers brushing against his, a subtle current passing between them. "Yes, Troy," she purred, her voice a low purr that sent a shiver down his spine. "We have some very special assignments for you here. Particularly with me." Her eyes, now blazing with a raw, uninhibited hunger, dropped to his crotch, a silent, unmistakable invitation. "We all know what those assignments are, don't we, Troy?"

Troy just grinned. The game, it seemed, had simply changed venues.
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Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent

Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover.

Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.

Rose's transformation was amazing as the sweet wife was gone, replaced by a wanton woman, hungry with lust. This new Rose attracted not just Tim, but Doug's entire circle of friends. What began as a simple fling had escalated into a whirlwind of nymphomania as Doug happily shared her. Rose embraced every new man with open arms and legs.

But the thrill took a dark turn when Doug, emboldened by her willingness, rented her out to her own boss. This was a line Rose hadn't considered crossing until she had hurtled past “loose woman” into “paid party girl.” After the party, her boss made it clear that she should work for him, servicing his friends and clients.

Will she choose the security of her marriage, the thrill of her younger lovers, or a path of complete submission to lust? Find out in this story of a woman's transformation inside and out.
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Giving Lisa to Her Boss: My Wife Loved Being Under Him

Lisa had agreed to try her husband’s little fantasy, but not with friends, neighbors or co-workers.  When her handsome new boss came to town, her husband persuaded her to bend the rules, even though she knew it would change her role.

Lisa was excited by her position, traveling with Doug and cheating in new cities.  Her husband was still thrilled by her infidelity, as long as she always came home to him.  Doug was a fantastic lover, and Lisa was always satisfied.

Then her husband invited Doug to dinner, and gave her away to her boss. She was no longer cheating, she was chattel.  And her boss was planning to spread the wealth to other men.

But would Lisa spread for them?
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The Black Bull’s Wives: A Neighborhood's Dark Bargain

They moved for peace, but found a hidden world of temptation. When Greg and Wendy stumble into the discreet, thrilling scene of their neighbors , an innocent foray into swinging spirals into something far more dangerous and deliciously binding.

Kenny, with his magnetic allure and undeniable power, introduces them to a lifestyle where wives are shared, and every boundary is blurred. But as Wendy delves deeper into this erotic underworld , she uncovers a secret that flips her world upside down: Kenny isn't just a swinger; he's a master of desire , orchestrating a lucrative trade in neighborhood wives.

Instead of repulsion, a new, thrilling desire awakens within Wendy. She sees a path to ultimate liberation, convincing Greg to completely surrender her to Kenny's will, to be his primary property.

What could possibly be in it for Greg? A shocking, irresistible side benefit: as Wendy embraces her new life with Kenny, three of the "owned" women, now free to explore their own desires under Kenny's banner, move in with Greg. His home transforms into a haven of shared pleasure, while Wendy, happy that Greg has found his own version of bliss, revels in being Kenny's most prized possession.

Contains themes of interracial sex, group sex, a black bull, cuckoldry, cheating wives, public sex, bisexual acts and prostitution.
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