
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cuckolded by the Office Wimp

By Peter Speed



Prologue

Cuckolded by the Office Wimp is the final part of The Office Wimp trilogy.

I would strongly advise reading the first two instalments before delving into this one – the sequence of events in this finale hinge upon the choices made in the earlier stories. 

The series follows accountant rookie Dennis Lewis blackmailing his beautiful boss Donna after finding incriminating images on her work computer.

In a bid to meet his explicit requests, Donna and her husband Gerry were humiliated in their home by the wimpy office junior.

But Dennis wanted more.

Donna continued to try and placate him; submitting more and more to his warped sexual demands and unsustainable professional progression. 

Dennis though is only part of the problem. He too is being blackmailed – a situation that only means more pain for Donna…

	The Office Wimp and Blackmailed by the Office Wimp are available to download in the Kindle story today.




Chapter One

Ping.

The instant messenger sprang to life exactly on time.

It was 2am. 

The message displayed on the screen was curt and to the point.

"Memorial Park. Bench next to tennis courts. 7.30am. 

“Come alone. This will be our only meeting.

"Slate wiped clean when this is resolved."

Dennis Lewis rubbed his eyes and slowly reread the words, immediately regretting his decision to keep drinking while he waited for the prearranged correspondence.

Empty beer cans surrounded the laptop on his kitchen table but his previous eagerness for alcohol had disappeared in the last few moments.

Another sentence popped up before his eyes.

"TheEye has left the conversation."

The person sending the message had already logged off, unwilling to wait for a response or a sign of acknowledgement.

It was an order not a request, Dennis realised.

He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, pondering his options.

Events were spiralling out of his control far too quickly for his liking.

If this sorry mess was publicly exposed, he would be left to carry the can.

Dennis was not stupid. 

He may have been treated as the office wimp at Potts Hillman for the last couple of years but he had never lacked common sense.

This entire scam had his fingerprints all over it. If the authorities became involved, it would lead directly to him.

Everyone else could easily walk away relatively unscathed.

And what had he actually got out of this blackmail saga?

He stroked the day’s growth of stubble on his chin, his mind racing.

Fucking his sexy married boss in front of her asshole husband had been a small taste of heaven.

And getting a blow job from her in his deserted office a few days later was another plus.

Donna Jackson was one sexy lady. 

Luckily, the blonde’s ruthless ambition had enabled Dennis to manipulate her into promoting him with relative ease.

Accidentally stumbling across interracial hardcore pornography on Donna’s work computer had been a gift.

But then discovering gratuitous shots of her private parts was the absolute jackpot.

At first, his plan had been simple: humiliate the female ice queen who unfairly detested him so much, and land himself a promotion.

And it had worked.

He had been in his new position for a week loving every single moment of it.

No longer was he merely the office intern or the butt of colleagues’ jokes. 

The word 'Patch' – his oh-so-loathed nickname for many months – had not been spoken in his vicinity for days. 

Word had spread around the firm quickly; Dennis Lewis was the firm’s new golden boy.

As a result, he was treated with a cautious yet begrudging respect; his fellow workers were suspicious over his sudden – and completely unexpected – favour with members of the firm’s senior leadership. 

Not only that, they were also hesitant to trust someone who appeared they could do no wrong in the managers’ eyes.

He cared not. 

None of them had been concerned enough to console him as he was unfairly overlooked time and time again for promotion while their own careers headed into orbit.

“Fuck them all.” 

Despite being alone Dennis spoke the words aloud, spittle flying from his lips and landing on the screen in front of him.

He rubbed his face. 

There was no point in going to bed, he decided, as he switched the laptop off and surveyed the mess he had made.

He drained the final remnants of the lager can sitting in front of him before crushing it and discarding it on the floor.

No, he would hit the shower and try to sober up before the early morning meeting and then onto work.

Instinct told him that he would need his wits about him today.


Chapter two

With dawn yet to arrive, the park was nearly deserted.

A couple of keen joggers had been running circuits around the perimeter path for the past 20 minutes with steam oozing from their overworked bodies.

Occasionally the pair passed dog walkers wrapped up against the winter chill ambling around the urban greenway before the working day started in earnest.

Dennis hopped from foot to foot trying to keep warm. 

He was not dressed to be standing outside in sub-zero temperatures for long.

His grey off-the-peg suit offered little protection against the biting arctic wind that chilled him to the bone. 

He had been perched under a giant beech tree for more than 30 minutes keeping a close eye on the bench where the meeting had been scheduled.

Apart from being distracted the female runners – their firm backsides had drawn his attention more than once as they had passed him – his attention had been on the bench.

There had been no sign of his accomplice yet. 

Dennis had hoped to watch him arrive and perhaps catch the man’s number-plate if his luck held.

He did not know how a number-plate would help him. 

But he needed something concrete on this guy, anything that could help him get a grip or an understanding of the person pulling his strings.

Instead it was 7.28am and there was no sign of anyone arriving.

This guy was always on time. Something was definitely up and it made the young man nervous. 

Dennis hated surprises when he was on the receiving end.

He blew hot air into his palms to try and restore some feeling to his fingers. The gesture did little to ease his discomfort.

The joggers passed again, casting furtive looks at Dennis as they went. 

He knew he needed to move towards the bench – a suited man hiding underneath a tree in a public park before dawn looked rather odd.

He ducked underneath the low branches in front of him and began to walk across the wet grass in the direction of the meeting place.

His phone buzzed against his ribcage as he walked, making him stop in his tracks.

He fished the smartphone out of his pocket, unable to operate the finger-pad lock effectively. 

The cold had made his fingers slow and unresponsive.

Finally, he got the phone open and pulled up the message on screen.

“Nice hiding place. 

“Your instructions are on the bench. Follow them and we’re even.”

Dennis span around, his eyes fruitlessly scanning the park’s horizon for the man’s location. 

He was out there somewhere but Dennis could not see any one except for the runners and the scattering of dog walkers. 

As usual, he was a step behind.

With unwilling fingers, Dennis slowly replied: “Where are you? I thought we were meeting?”

There was no response.

After waiting for a minute and quickly realising their communication was over, Dennis approached the bench as his cold fingers shoved the phone back into his pocket.

Trepidation mounted with every step he took.

As he got to about 10 metres away from the tennis courts, he noticed a white envelope wedged between the wooden slats of the bench.

How had he missed that? 

Had it been there since he arrived at the park half an hour ago?

Dennis was unsure. 

He could feel his movements being monitored, subtly casting his view left and right in a futile gesture to locate his tormentor’s presence.

He was alone – even the runners had now temporarily disappeared from view after his move across the open green space.

Dennis sat down and, allowing frustration to get the better of him, yanked the envelope open with unnecessary force. 

It partially ripped in his hands revealing a note and several photographs.

The first picture was a grainy image; presumably a black and white still taken from mobile phone video footage. 

It was clear enough to identify the people involved though – Dennis, Donna and her husband Gerry. 

Dennis knew precisely when it was taken.

It was the glorious moment that he had spunked on the unwilling cuckold’s face; a rare moment of triumph that had now come back to haunt him.

It seemed a lifetime ago.

The image showed a near-naked Donna watching her intern stand over and humiliate her husband. 

His own cock was obscured in the picture but Dennis knew that this was only the tip of the iceberg. 

There would be others even more incriminating.

If this became public knowledge, it would be a straight forward dismissal for the Potts Hillman management. 

And Donna would not be much safer either although Dennis knew his departure would be the first – and far more palatable – decision made by the bosses.

There was a second picture in the packet. 

This was easier to decipher; footage captured by Dennis’s high quality hidden camera featuring one of the firm’s directors Alan Barker fucking Donna on the big desk in her office. 

The shot – taken only last week – was taken sideways on, with both of the directors appearing to be screaming in ecstasy. 

Barker’s trousers were round his ankles while Donna’s near perfect body was once again almost completely naked. 

It was yet more shocking evidence. 

There would probably be numerous heart attacks if the Potts Hillman board got to see these, Dennis thought grimly.

Dennis shook his head as he studied the pictures in his hands.

The envelope contained one other piece of paper. 

The words – no doubt created on a computer with the sole intention of helping protect the author’s identity should the note ever fall into strange hands – were sparse, written in bold and left nothing to doubt.

It read:

Final demand.

For the destruction of both files, I want £15k each from Donna Jackson and Alan Barker.

Money paid by the end of the week. 

Wire transfer details TBC.

And that was it. 

Dennis sighed.

“So this is all about money? What this all boils down to? All the lying, cheating and games and this all boils down to a half-baked get-rich-quick scheme,” he thought to himself unsure if it was the cold wind that was making him shiver uncontrollably.


Chapter three

Confusion swept through Dennis’s mind. 

Incriminating footage, sexy deals and sub-plots were flying all over the place.

No, he was over-reacting. 

Panic led to mistakes – something he could not afford at this moment in time.

He closed his eyes seeking to bring the latest developments in clear focus.

The reality was simple: the Jacksons would not tolerate being blackmailed again and Barker would never be persuaded to part with his precious cash.

This would not work. It was a step too far. 

And that was not all.

There was nothing for him to gain from this anymore, a rookie mistake from the person trying to manipulate him. 

Dennis could not believe the audacity of Phil Bradley. 

The fat photocopier repair man had been pushing his buttons since that fateful night when he had stumbled upon Donna’s internet viewing habits.

Dennis, so consumed the discovery of his boss’s interracial sexual preferences, had not realised the grumpy middle-aged workman monitoring him closely.

Watching and waiting.

Dennis still could not believe he had been so blind that evening. 

Giddiness and a growing erection had blunted his awareness as his own blackmail plot began to take shape.

In hindsight, underestimating Phil had been a foolish mistake on Dennis’s part.

The older male followed Dennis and Donna to the Jacksons’ home, his white van passing the awkward couple as they disembarked from the taxi.

Dennis could even remember paying fleeting attention to the van, the only other vehicle they saw on the quiet street that evening.

Realising Dennis’s sinister intentions, the engineer positioned his van on the sloping road at the rear of the Jackson household. 

It provided the perfect position for Phil’s camera equipment to capture the tawdry scenes of humiliation – reams of sordid footage that would provide perfect leverage against Dennis and the Jacksons in the future.

It was Phil who had encouraged Dennis to insist for a promotion.

It was Phil who insisted that Dennis should claim the most prized desk in the office. 

Dennis now understood: this was the groundwork to ensure Donna had no doubt that every demand was coming from her odious intern.

And, of course, it was Phil who had demanded Donna seduce Barker – and explicitly instructed Dennis to catch the act via hidden camera.

The burly tradesman had been pulling the strings the whole time.

Meticulous planning had been a hallmark of his entire approach. 

Untraceable communication and any possible links between him and Dennis had been concealed at every opportunity. 

His strategy had been patient, carefully building up to this critical moment where his real intentions came to the fore.

That moment had arrived this morning.

But the puppet master had become careless, inspired by greed. 

His carefully constructed web of lies and deceit would shatter soon enough. 

Dennis’s mind flicked back to a few hours earlier when he sat at his computer screen, revisiting the thought that continued to echo in his consciousness: he was being set up.

Every side involved in this mess seemed to want to bring him down. 

He was the elected cannon-fodder, the anointed fall guy for the entire saga.

They honestly believed he was sleeping walking towards that destination? 

No, he would not let that happen.

Dennis snorted at their arrogance. 

“Let them try,” he thought defiantly.

Retaining his poker face in case he was still being watched, Dennis opened his eyes, straightened up and shuffled the paper back into the torn envelope.

Dennis placed the envelope and its precious contents under his arm and looked around. 

The two joggers were moving in his direction again, near to completing their third circuit of the park.

But he would not be around to see their workout finished.

Dennis began marching towards the park’s rusty iron gates with a new purpose.

He was heading to the office for an extra early start.

Only one thing was on his mind – he had an exit strategy to devise.



Chapter four

Donna Jackson handed a fistful of notes to the cab driver before stepping out into the leafy suburban street.

As the cab moved away, the married woman stopped and steadied her breathing. It was almost 5pm and she could see her breath.

It was a typical freezing winter night and Donna shuddered involuntarily. 

However the blustery cold was only partly to blame for her reaction.

She never finished work early. As the department’s director she set the example and was almost always the last person to check out.

Today though was different.

A hushed phone call from her husband had prompted the earlier departure from the office. 

Aware of the raised eyebrows and mutterings as she left, Donna had kept her eyes pinned to the floor as she left.

She remained silent, eager to leave promptly without distraction. 

Donna could not stop the rage pulsing through her veins though despite no outward sign of emotion. 

She put in far more hours than any of her team, yet they still felt they could judge her when it suited them. 

Things would be changing in that office – and the sooner the better as far as Donna was concerned.

“Fuck them,” she thought as she hurried towards the plush house at the end of the driveway where her husband Gerry was waiting.

It was Gerry’s tone that had made Donna come rush home. 

He sounded… different. 

He was unusually sombre; blunt to the point of rudeness.

He needed her, she could tell.

Worried at her husband’s sudden change in demeanour, she dropped everything to come to him. 

Potts Hillman may be one of the city’s leading accountancy firms but it could surely survive without its supposed golden girl for a couple of hours.

Donna snorted at the ludicrous tag she’d been laden with. 

She was certainly a long way from that at the moment. 

The last two weeks had been hell and she was only just beginning to put her once-idyllic life back together again.

That’s why Gerry’s phone call had created such concern.

Their relationship was finely balanced after the blackmail games of that little office wimp Dennis Lewis.

Donna had seen off the pathetic intern blackmailer and had then fought tooth and nail to keep her marriage afloat. 

The gamble had paid off – just.

But Dennis’s meddling at come at a price. 

Trust between them had never been so fragile and now paranoia seemed to lurk around every corner at the Jackson household.

Without realising she crossed her fingers for luck as she opened the front door, hoping her instincts were leading her mind astray.

Donna closed the door, hearing the sound of two male voices talking in low voices in the kitchen.

She hung up her designer suit jacket in the hallway and purposefully strode into the extended kitchen, her sizeable heels clattering on the white tiled floor.

Turning the corner and entering into the room, Donna knew her instincts had been right.

This was trouble –bigger than she could have anticipated.

Gerry was standing beside their island counter, casually operating his much-loved expensive coffee maker.

Beside him was Alan Barker, the older man innocently sipping his espresso and engaging in chit chat with her husband.

The same Alan Barker who savagely fucked her on her office desk last week – at the explicit request of the moron blackmailer.

Donna’s stomach lurched.

“What the fuck is he doing here?”

Somehow she managed to stop herself from shouting the question into the room.

Instead she stood stock still, her eyes flicking between the two men who broke away from their conversation to face Donna.

She flushed with uneasiness, aware of the awkward silence that her entrance had created.

“Hi.”

Gerry smiled at his beautiful wife, a simple gesture that lessened the gnawing tension in her gut a touch.

“Hi babe. I invited Alan here to join us because this involves him too.”

Donna could feel the beads of sweat trickle down her back and soaking into her bra strap. 

Her poker face was solid but the rest of her body was beginning to betray her.

She kept her voice neutral hoping neither of the men would be able to detect the slight quiver in her words.

“Of course, Gez. What’s wrong? I’ve been so worried since your call.”

Gerry’s smile faded, a grimace falling over his handsome features.

“We have a serious problem – and it is an issue for all three of us.”

Donna’s heart was thumping so hard against her breasts that she feared they may be able to see the movement through her white shirt. 

She flashed a look at Barker who was also staring intently at her husband.

Gerry had never been one for drama. 

His next sentence was straight to the point.

“That problem, ladies and gentlemen, is Dennis Lewis. Our friend has made a fresh demand and he wants paying… today.”

Donna’s forehead creased in agitation at the mention of her pathetic intern’s name. She’d had enough of that toe-rag for a lifetime.

“What? I’ve sorted the little bastard out with his last request. 

“He promised there would be no more.”

She turned to Barker, aware the older male may not know the full story behind Dennis’s blackmail scams.

He was ashen-faced and twitchy, presumably uncomfortable to be in the Jackson’s kitchen after their liaison last week.

She spoke carefully trying to choose the correct words to suit the situation, fully aware a wrongly used term could inflame the situation.

“Sorry Alan, I’m aware some of this will go completely over your head. 

“Dennis’s promotion and…, erm, some of the strange working activities that have happened in recent days have been due to the predicament that we have found ourselves in. 

“Forgive me.”

He held out a large palm to try and placate her concerns. 

“Gerry has given me the overview. It’s an awful situation.

“I just wish you’d come to me earlier. Perhaps I could have helped?

“Giving into this type of person never works. They only respond to strength.”

Donna gawped back at him, gobsmacked by Barker’s audacity to chastise her with everything that had happened.

She felt her neck go red as she battled to maintain her temper. 

Subconsciously, she rustled her long brown curly hair. She had dyed her locks brown and added hair extensions over the weekend, trying to start afresh. 

So far, it wasn’t working.

Aware she may say something that she would come to regret, Donna turned back to face her husband.

“What does the little cunt want now?”

Gerry was staring at Barker, the slightest look of suspicion etched upon his face. 

Donna could see his jealous nature beginning to surface.

“Gerry!”

The name snapped out of her lips, interrupting Gerry’s suspicions and forcing his attention to return to his wife.

“Huh?”

“What does that little shit bag want now?”

Gerry cleared his throat. 

“He wants £15k from us and Alan.”

Donna smiled waiting for the punch line, an expression that faded as she realised her husband was not cracking a joke.

“He’s got to be fucking kidding.”

Barker intervened. 

“No, he’s deadly serious. He claims to have incriminating evidence against both of us,” – his hand pointing back and forth between him and Donna to show who he meant, “and will go public if his demands are not met.”

“Sounds familiar,” Donna replied through gritted teeth. 

She did not ask about the evidence, fully aware that would lead to a conversation that would not help anyone.

Besides, the thought of having allowed Barker between her legs was something that Donna had tried to put out of her mind.

“Okay. What do we do?”

The men glanced at each other and then returned their attention back to Donna in synchronisation.

Acute perceptiveness had helped Donna climb the career ladder at breakneck pace, an invaluable quality that served her well. 

Instinctively she knew the pair had already decided on a course of action and now needed to persuade her to agree too.

Gerry shrugged. “Simple. It ends here.”

Donna threw her hands into the air in frustration, unsure why she was so angry with her husband and his nonchalant approach.

“How? Lewis keeps finding new ways to take advantage of us. 

“How can we get closure on this fucking mess?”

Gerry’s eyes flashed with anger at her stroppy retort but, before he could speak, Barker interjected: “There is a way. 

“It’s a little dramatic but it would solve our problem.”

Donna raised an eyebrow at Barker’s words, but her stare did not move from her husband.

Gerry reached into one of the island’s drawers below the main counter. 

He pulled out a small black handgun and carefully laid it on the surface in front of the three of them.

“You have got to be fucking kidding.” Donna’s tone oozed exasperation; her tone as black as the pencil skirt she wore with such ease.

Gerry’s gaze swept over both of them, his eyes showing little emotion as he spoke in hushed tones.

“Dennis Lewis needs to be dealt with. He won’t leave us alone – he’s proved that. 

“He has overstepped the mark, humiliated us, taken advantage of us and now he wants to rob us too.

“Enough is enough, Donna. 

“We tried doing things your way and it didn’t work. 

“As you know, originally I thought that if you simply walked away your job all this nonsense would all end but it’s obvious he’ll never stop. 

“It is clear to me: there will always be something else he needs, some fresh perverted requirement to continually sate his warped desires.”

Her forehead creasing with concern at Gerry’s matter-of-fact tone, Donna leant forward conspiratorially on the island top. 

She could feel Barker’s eyes looking down her partially unbuttoned white blouse, ogling the view of her simple but elegant white lingerie. 

The married woman ignored her lecherous colleague, concentrating on the words emanating from the man who she loved dearly. 

She had never seen him like before – it was unnerving – and the gun was a new addition to the household. 

Donna was unsure what element made her more uneasy: her husband’s glare or the deadly weapon placed before her.

“Gez, what exactly are you suggesting?” 

Her voice trembled, displaying her discomfort with the direction of the current conversation.

Gerry did not reply immediately, his fingers tracing over the weapon on the counter. 

His eyes dropped to the gun as he spoke, his fingers curling around the grip in a slow and purposeful motion.

“Donna, we’re going to invite Mr Lewis back here for a final time. I’m sure you can tempt him to return.

“And when he comes to collect, I’ll take care of him – permanently.”


Chapter five

Dennis had his feet up on his desk watching the others depart the office, presumably heading home after another day of working dreariness.

His cheap black shoes were scuffed at the toe but he cared not.

He pretended to be mid-conversation on his phone, talking into a silent receiver. 

Several people waved farewell in his direction, a courtesy that he returned.

Mainly they ignored him. When he was the office intern, he may have been widely derided but at least he was accepted.

But since his surprise promotion, he had been treated differently. 

People were suspicious of his sudden leap in favour with Donna and the other directors – and did make an effort to conceal it.

Privately Dennis was a little miffed with some people who he had largely considered friends only a few weeks before. 

The cold shoulder treatment being dished out had hurt him more than he would ever let on.

Still, it had made his decision easier.

His resignation letter was on the screen in front of him. It would be sent later this evening.

It was brief, thanking Potts Hillman for its support with his career and citing a desire to explore the world as the reason behind his decision to walk away from the firm and the glittering career path it had laid out for him.

His departure would cause eyebrows to be raised. 

Dennis Lewis was the office whipping boy who grabbed a promotion against all the odds, billed as the firm’s new golden boy only to turn his back on the industry weeks later.

On the outside, it would make no sense.

Dennis though knew it was perfect. 

As soon as Phil had upped the ante with the ludicrous demands for cash, he knew that he was heading for a fall. 

Too many people were now involved and all wanted his blood.

Walking away from his career did not matter. 

True, it pissed him off that he would be leaving a role that he had coveted for so long.

But his freedom – or perhaps even his life – could be threatened and what was more important?

Dennis did not intend to hang around to find out.

Disappearing around the globe would see Phil off his back: he did not give a flying fuck what he did with those tapes. 

His accountancy career was finished.

And the extortion demands would no longer be his responsibility. 

Phil could do his own dirty work, the fat prick.

Dennis grimaced as he considered the engineer’s reaction when his messages stopped being answered. 

Movement close to his right hand side caught his eye, breaking his early evening daydream.

His monitor revealed the time was approaching 6pm and only a handful of staff now remained in the office.

Dennis placed the phone back into the cradle as his gorgeous boss bade a formal farewell to the people leaving her corner office before heading towards him.

He watched Donna Jackson gracefully cover the space between them, her hips naturally swaying temptingly as her black stilettos clicked loudly on the floor.

Dennis took a moment to admire the view. 

Her shoulder length blonde hair was still immaculate despite the working day drawing to a close.

She was wearing a high cut black dress, tightly fitted around her generous curves. An elegant and formal look, one that Donna excelled at.

The dress was cut above the knee but was not excessively short. 

Her toned legs were covered against the winter chill by nylon – and he would put good money on them being hold-up suspenders. 

Even at work, Donna Jackson oozed sex at every opportunity.

Yes, she was one thing he would miss when he walked out of Potts Hillman for a final time – a goodbye that was coming far sooner than anyone realised.

“Hi.” Donna’s tone was warm as she perched her firm backside onto Dennis’s desk. 

Dennis grinned back, noting the lack of usual hostility in her voice. 

He calmly closed down the computer window containing his resignation – that was one surprise he didn’t want to spoil too early.

“Hi back, my sexy little cumface.”

Dennis leered openly at her, buoyed by his sudden new-found freedom. He was Dennis Lewis; he does what he wants.

But if his line manager was perturbed by his filthy wording she did not show it.

“Just wanted to check that we are still on for tonight?” 

Donna coyly twisted several strands of her brown hair around her delicate finger as she asked the question, her eyes scanning Dennis intently for any reaction.

Dennis breathed in her fabulous sexy scent, feeling his cock pulse as he did so. 

She smelt divine.

He pushed himself gently backwards, his seat slowly rolling away from the desk.

“Oh yes, I’m looking forward to it, baby.”

The invitation to Donna’s house had arrived yesterday hours before their cash bribe had been wired into the designated account.

It had been welcome but not a surprise. 

They claimed they wanted to discuss the situation – and relive the cuckolding experience of a few weeks ago.

The couple’s intentions were so transparent that Dennis had actually cringed for them.

Arrogant people were so easy to read sometimes. 

Gerry absolutely hated him, perhaps even more than Donna, so why would they invite him back to their house?

Donna had proven on more than one occasion that she was a great actress. 

When she invited him yesterday with the suggestion of another hot wife cuckolding session, she was all fluttering eyelashes and her heaving bosom pushed up closely against his shirt sleeve as she tried to get cosy with him.

Of course, he wanted another go on his sexy boss. 

Having humiliated her in front of her husband as well as in the empty office, he was intoxicated by her.

But he was no fool. 

Whatever their plan was, it hinged on getting him into their house. Predictable and transparent, Dennis was relaxed about the situation. 

They had nothing on him. 

He could take a beating if things turned out badly. 

And he didn’t give a flying fuck if they opted to threaten his career.

Emboldened by his position, he unzipped his trouser flies and pulled down his boxers revealing his semi-hard cock.

“I’m looking forward to it… but not as much as my dick.”

Donna flushed at his unexpected exposure, glancing over her shoulder to ensure no-one else could see Dennis flaunting his private parts. 

The office was near empty apart from several people chatting near to the elevator. No-one could see – or overhear – them.

Dennis smiled as she turned back to him. 

When she spoke, her voice carried the same seductive tone she had used the day before.

“Good. Shall we say 9pm? 

“Bring a bottle. And be prepared for a wild ride.”

She slowly opened her legs as she spoke revealing the tops of her stockings and black panties to Dennis’s eager gaze.

Dennis nodded as she stood up from the desk and straightened her outfit before leaning towards him, propping herself up by placing a hand on each of Dennis’s armrests.

Her face was only an inch away from Dennis now. 

“Excellent. I need to be fucked by a real man again.”

She lightly kissed his lips as her right hand reached down and squeezed his cock, which Dennis could feel growing harder by the second.

“See you tonight.”

He did not reply as she stood, turned and headed back towards her office. 

What a sexy bitch, he though as he zipped up his trousers again.

Tonight would see the end in the whole sorry shambles. 

It would be their final chance to get even with him and his last opportunity to get his hands on the woman who filled his dreams and nightmares.

The truth was simple: they thought he was an incompetent fool and treated him as such. 

Part of Dennis admired the Jackson’s spirit but mainly he despaired at their cumbersome predictability. 

Did they really think he was such an idiot that he would not be suspicious of Donna’s sudden change in attitude towards him?

But whatever they had planned he would go to the Jackson’s for a final time. 

And as a goodbye present, their once wimpy office intern would give them both a night they would not forget in a hurry.

Dennis closed down his computer. 

His resignation letter could wait another day.


Chapter six

Dennis tossed the cheap bottle of plonk from hand to hand as he walked up the Jacksons’ lengthy driveway.

She had asked him to bring a bottle and he had followed his boss’s request to the letter. 

The wine had stood in his kitchen for the past three months, an unwanted gift from the local takeaway that he frequented with such regularity.

He had been foolish enough to previously sample the food outlet’s standard present to loyal customers – a mistake he would not be repeating.

The Jacksons left a bitter taste in his mouth and now he intended to do the same to them in more ways than one.

After his late departure from the Potts Hillman office, he’d raced home and grabbed a quick shower. 

Dennis had smothered himself in expensive aftershave and thrown on standard gear for a night out – jeans and polo T-shirt. 

His blue walking jacket – perfect for keeping out the winter cold – completed the smart casual look.

He was beginning to wish he’d worn a hat too as his wet hair was giving him shivers in the arctic conditions. 

Dennis checked his watch. It was a couple of minutes past 9pm. He was right on schedule for his final date with these morons.

He gritted his teeth. 

He needed to keep his wits about him, he reminded himself, no matter what raunchy moves that slag Donna threw at him.

He reached forward to ring the doorbell only to find the door opening without request, casting a beam of light into the dark driveway.

She was standing alone. 

Dennis swallowed involuntarily realising his throat had become dry.

His married boss had answered the door in white lingerie that left little to the imagination. 

In fact it was the sluttiest outfit he’d ever seen – white stockings, high heels, a tiny white G-string which sparkled at the front to draw your eyes and an off-white bustier that pushed up her sizeable globes to new heights of wonder.

What a minx.

Dennis felt his mouth drop open as he looked at the female perfection only a few feet away. 

He realised the pause had gone on too long. It was becoming awkward, suddenly making him feel under pressure to say something, absolutely anything.

The words though did not come. 

His mouth seemed to have become detached from the remainder of his body; his eyes doing enough talking for the rest of his body.

It was Donna who broke the uncomfortable stand-off. 

Dennis could see a faint smile cast over her face as she moved towards him, undoubtedly happy with the power she held over the opposite sex.

Despite everything that had happened between them and Dennis’s genuine dislike of both his boss and her rock star wannabe husband, her beauty still captivated him.

And when she dressed like a desperate slut wife on the pull, Dennis’s cautious mind had to battle against the rest of his willing body.

She stepped out of the doorway plunging half naked into the biting wind, grabbing a handful of his jacket with surprising strength and yanked him towards her.

Finally he tried to speak but she did not give him time to get the words out, pushing her lips against his with a force that pushed him back.

Her tongue delved hungrily into his mouth, encouraging a lustful response which he accepted readily.

The kiss was fractious, tongues slipping between lips with venom. 

It was almost a silent power struggle, a battle of wills disguised in a passionate embrace.

When the French kiss finally ended, the pair did not disentangle holding their faces close to each other while panting for breath. 

It had not been a tender kiss; it was more animalistic than romantic. 

Dennis finally found his voice as they stood still, locked in the hold only metres from the doorway.

“Hi.”

“Hi back,” Donna replied through chattering teeth.

“That was quite a welcome.”

“You’ve not seen anything yet. Let’s go inside. It’ll be far… hotter in there.”

He nodded, allowing her to take his hand and guide him into the swanky house once more – the same premises where he’d thoroughly humiliated Donna and that asshole Gerry before in such glorious circumstances.

It had been the best night of his life before this entire adventure turned to fucking shit and wrecked his world.

Still, he was refused to dwell on bitterness. He could not muster the energy to feel particularly resentful.

He felt sorry for the Jacksons and their empty marriage. 

He wanted a clean break and his enemies – admittedly unwittingly – had provided the perfect incentive.

What did he want? 

Dennis’s eyes dropped down to Donna’s waist as she stepped back into the brightly lit porch.

The pert G-string clad buttocks wobbled slightly as she moved gracefully, her toned body covered in goose bumps from the sub-zero temperatures outside.

He wanted Donna one more time. 

He wanted to run his tongue over that luscious body for a final time – whether she gave it reluctantly or not. 

He yearned to feel himself inside her tight folds again, forcing her to say filthy things as he made her groan with pleasure.

Whatever the Jacksons had planned for him, he would be ready. 

They were amateurs hindered by monstrous egos. 

Such a combination made the couple and their intentions ponderous in this type of situation.

Dennis was unsure where his relaxed approach came from. 

He felt a certain sense of freedom; somehow released from the burdens and demands that Phil, Donna, Gerry and Barker had placed upon him recently.

He was ready. 

He followed Donna inside, his eyes still transfixed on her glorious backside that swallowed up the lacy thong with such sexiness.

This was going to be his night.


Chapter seven

Donna struggled to control the shivers passing through her scantily clad body as she guided Dennis into the hall.

Gerry had insisted she wear the same silk lingerie she wore on their wedding night.

They agreed it was by far the sluttiest combination of naughty underwear that she owned.

She had spent almost an hour preparing – painstakingly curling her brown hair; shaving every part of her body; applying far more make-up than usual as Dennis had never been one for subtlety; and pulling on the glorious lingerie that she wore for the sex marathon of her wedding night.

The white thong was almost transparent, the fragile material disappearing completely between her butt cheeks. 

The matching half-cup bustier was so low cut it almost revealed both of her nipples, outlining every curve of Donna’s substantial breasts. 

Her chest rose and fell quickly with her excited breathing, her glorious globes virtually exposed to Dennis already.

Her lithe legs were covered in silk hold up stockings and she was wearing the highest pair of cream high heels she owned. 

The stilettos had a large diamond flower on each of the toes, providing a sparkling effect for admirers. She loved dancing in those shoes although it took some doing.

A frilly lace choker around her neck and a delicate hairband encrusted with diamonds completed the look.

It was a killer look for her new husband on the happiest day of her life. 

Now she was wearing it again for a little shit bag– on one of the worst nights she could have ever imagined.

“Stick to the script,” she reminded herself.

The plan was a simple one. 

Lure Dennis into their home, let Donna seduce her tormentor and, when the blackmailing bastard was at his most vulnerable, Gerry would take him out.

Donna gave involuntarily shudder at the thought. 

Gerry had not expanded on the conversation in their kitchen earlier in the week but his intention was clear: he intended to kill Dennis.

He would not tell Donna his exact intentions, fearing he could potentially implicate her further, but Donna knew she was up to her neck in trouble too – even if Gerry didn’t spell out precisely what he had planned for their guest.

There was the illegal firearm sitting in their kitchen for a start. 

Throw in the sex games, the blackmail plots and the premeditated plan of extreme violence, Donna knew detectives would have a field day if they were to stumble across the situation.

That terrifying thought brought her concentration back to the task in hand. 

She needed to keep her cool.

The brunette twirled around, spinning on her high heels with the grace of a well-rehearsed ballerina.

She leaned around Dennis and purposefully closed the door with a loud bang. 

The noise would confirm to Gerry that their guest had arrived and was present in the house.

Dennis’s cold hand on her backside brought a gasp of surprise. 

He clenched and released her right buttock repeatedly, gripping her soft skin with decent force.

The motion pulled her closer to him again and he took control of the situation, ploughing his tongue down her throat once more.

She responded, refusing to reveal her surprise at his direct approach. 

By now, Donna already knew her role would be easy: Dennis would not need any encouragement from her.

Her boobs began to spill out of the lingerie as they pushed up against one another.

Dennis’s cheap bottle of wine was cast aside on top of the hall cabinet already forgotten.

The kiss did not have the same desperation as the one outside. 

Instead Donna’s tongue explored his mouth before allowing his tongue to do the same to her.

In spite of everything, Donna felt the slightest wetness between her thighs. Her high sex drive was a difficult one to control.

The kiss ended and she unzipped his jacket, pulling it off his shoulders and throwing it onto the tiled flooring.

Hand in hand, they walked into the lounge where Gerry was waiting. 

He was in exactly the same position as last time – in the armchair next to the log burner.

Of course, the chair was not the same. 

The wooden antique had been destroyed after Dennis had left Gerry handcuffed to it and took the key with him.

Still, the set-up had obvious echoes of that reluctant cuckolding session several weeks earlier. 

Donna hoped the familiar setting would help Dennis relax.

She cried out as she felt a strong hand placed between her shoulder blades, roughly pushing her to the floor.

Donna was unhurt but surprised by the aggressive move by her suitor. 

On her knees, she turned to face Dennis, her face flushed with anger. 

She did not approve of being treated in such a degrading way, no matter what the situation.

Dennis stood just inside the lounge doorway, his eyes flicking between the husband and wife team before him. 

Any signs of tenderness that he had displayed to Donna moments ago had evaporated.

“Hello Gerry, you little fucking pussy. Thanks for inviting me to come around again and fuck your whore of a wife.”

The coffee table in the centre of the room held an array of bottles and glasses. 

They were un-opened and unwanted. This was not an evening for civil conversation.

Gerry nodded. 

“Thank you for coming. I’m looking forward to this.”

Donna could see his neck pulsing with rage but his tone remained completely neutral. 

She turned back to Dennis, who had a strange half-smile spreading across his face. 

She was certain that he could read her husband’s real intentions – not a good sign.

Putting on her most seductive drawl, she purred to Dennis: “Baby, come down here and give me that tongue again. I’m already wet.”

Dennis looked down at her, shaking his head slightly. 

“Donna, Donna, Donna. I’m giving the fucking orders now, not you.”

He strode to the nearby couch and plonked himself down, sitting with his legs wide open as if to demonstrate his superior masculinity.

“Cumface, crawl to me. Now.” 

He clicked his fingers in Donna’s direction pointing to the floor space between his legs.

He turned back to Gerry. 

“Cuckie, get undressed. We need some entertainment. Get your cock out for us to laugh at.”

After exchanging the briefest of looks, both husband and wife did as they were told.

Donna crawled between his legs, feeling Dennis’s hands lift her up onto his right knee with unexpected ease. 

He was stronger than she had estimated – another bad sign. 

She was becoming more and more nervous over this whole situation.

She repeated to herself: “Get him horny, get him into the bedroom and let Gerry take care of everything else.”

Dennis tugged at her bustier, an action that allowed both of her small bullet nipples to become exposed. 

Gerry had shed his clothes and returned to sit in the chair.

“What the fuck do you think you are doing, pussy?”

Dennis snapped the words out without looking at the cuckold, concentrating on nipping Donna’s large breasts to make her squirm.

Gerry hesitated and then stood once more.

“Apologise.”

Donna could see the internal battle unfolding inside Gerry. 

After a pause of several seconds, he answered: “I’m sorry.”

“Sir.”

“I’m sorry… Sir.”

Dennis bite Donna’s nipple even harder, causing her to flinch. Both breasts were already red and covered in his bite marks. 

They would be tender in the morning.

“That’s better. Now my little bitch here is going to give me a fucking great blow job while we have a little chat.”

With that, he pushed Donna off his knee and into the gap between his legs. She did not need any encouragement.

Her thinking was clear: the quicker this happened, the sooner it would be over – as long as everything went to plan.


Chapter eight

Dennis closed his eyes for a moment, enjoying the sensation of his boss bobbing up and down on his cock.

It was a feeling he never wanted to end.

It was his third and final oral sex session with Donna and she never disappointed. 

He knew the next person to give him head would be a disappointment. And the one after that.

Donna could have charged for her oral skills. 

She would have made an absolute fortune too.

He could feel his cock throbbing with eagerness and she’d only been pleasuring him for a couple of minutes.

Dennis did not care about his performance particularly but he needed to stretch out this sexy stuff for a little longer.

Her lips were wrapped tightly around the sensitive tip of cock and she was rocking back and forth on her high heels to provide an adequate motion to move up and down him.

“What a little slut, you are,” he whispered in her ear, purposefully keeping the watching husband out of the conversation.

She returned the whisper, breaking away from his cock: “I am your slut, Master.”

“Good girl.”

He placed his hand on the back of her head, forcing her to swallow his dick deeper and deeper. 

He wasn’t big enough to choke her properly but the action did cause her to slightly splutter, pleasing him.

He held her head in position for about ten seconds before allowing her to breathe properly once more.

He smirked as he watched her try and regain her composure. 

Before she caught her breath fully though, his hand forced her face down onto his testicles gesturing for her to lick and suck his balls.

He never shaved so he knew it would not be pleasant. 

For a split second, he wondered if she would complain. 

He doubted it somehow. 

Her seductive style would not allow it.

Happy that Donna was occupied, he turned and looked over to Gerry. “Enjoying yourself, little cuckie?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. I think we’ve ignored you and that little fucking cock for long enough now. Tug away, old boy, but if you spill any, you’re licking it up.”

Gerry did not need a second invitation. 

He began wanking himself furiously while watching his wife pleasure the odious creep across the living room.

As he leaned back to allow his boss to get head further underneath his body, Dennis could not help feeling an acute sense of de ja vu. 

They were on the couch; Gerry sitting in the same place – although a new chair; even the glasses were positioned on the coffee table exactly like his first visit.

Familiarity. 

Dennis could to see through the obvious ploy and realised their intention: they wanted him to be relaxed, recreating an environment that he was familiar with. 

“What a couple of simpletons,” he thought.

This was the moment that Dennis had been waiting for: the opportunity to fuck Donna again, the final time before he disappeared around the globe and they had laid it on a plate for him.

Still, they didn’t know that. 

They thought he was here to confirm the money had been received and confirm the blackmail saga was finally over.

He tapped her expensive headband, indicating she could quit sucking his balls. 

As she rose to her feet, he slapped her face. Not too hard but enough to sting and bring tears to her lovely eyes.

She looked startled; howling with shock and clutching her face with dramatic effect while Gerry – and his now fully erect cock – began to move to his wife’s aid as she tried to crawl away from her attacker.

Time to write the new script and get everyone out of their cosy comfort zones, Dennis thought. 

He stood, leaned over and grabbed Donna roughly by the hair, pulling her back towards him.

“Where the fuck are you going, Donna? 

“You’ve not finished with me yet. Get back there and give my rim a nice clean up.”

Donna’s stare moved between her husband, who was now standing stock still unsure whether to inject or not, and the unpredictable bastard standing above her.

Dennis could almost taste her dislike of him. 

It pleased him for some reason although he could not quite put his finger on why. 

Perhaps it was because she now seemed to be slightly scared of him, unable to hide the trepidation in her actions.

In truth he cared not. 

As the semi-naked Donna crawled around behind him, Dennis leant down and tugged at one of her exposed nipples knowing the pain it would cause.

As Donna screamed again, he spoke clearly to Gerry: “Sit down, you cunt. Get back in your fucking chair.”

Gerry paused with uncertainty before deciding to obey. 

Dennis closed his eyes as he revelled in the warm feeling of Donna’s tongue flicking around his sensitive anus. 

He was sure it would not be pleasant for her.

The doorbell rang.

Both Gerry and Donna both jumped at the sound, another visitor had obviously not been factored into their carefully laid plan.

Dennis, meanwhile, enjoyed the moment unperturbed by the doorbell.

The evening would follow his timetable –not the Jackson’s – and he was going to savour every moment.

“Cuck, get the door.”

Gerry nodded, moving off the chair looking for his clothes.

“No, you can answer as you are.”

Gerry looked up: “No.”

“Yes.”

Dennis could tell Gerry was torn. It was obvious he did not want to cause confrontation with Dennis but he would not answer the door naked.

Finally, he stood up, his average sized penis still partially erect although quickly beginning to rapidly wilt.

Dennis guessed he would grab a coat in the hallway before answering the door. 

He would have done the same if the roles were reversed.

As Gerry shuffled out of the room towards the door, Donna turned to watch him leave offering a sympathetic smile as he went.

Dennis cuffed her lightly around the head and snapped at her: “I’ve not given you permission to stop licking yet… Boss.”

Feeling his manager’s industrious tongue return to work on the inner regions of his hairy backside, Dennis listened for the mystery visitor to make his presence known.

It did not take long.

The click of a lock and the unmistakable sound of the door being opened were swiftly followed by raised voices in the hallway.

“Yes? Who are you? Ooof...”

Dennis and Donna did not see the blow but both knew instantly that Gerry had been taken out by the unwanted guest.

“Shut the fuck up.” 

The voice was more of a growl, menacing but fully controlled. 

Heavy footsteps echoed through the hall leading into the living room.

They turned as one to greet the violent intruder. 

Dennis watched as his boss’s jaw dropped open as she identified the man that had turned up uninvited into her house and attacked her husband.

“Get away from her. She’s my bitch.”

It was Dwayne.


Chapter nine

Donna’s head was spinning.

The man she had fantasized about for so long and invited into her marital bed was now standing in her lounge.

He was everything she’d ever desired and more. 

They’d shared so many secrets online with the businesswoman scaring herself how easily she would confide intimate secrets with this gorgeous man that she barely knew.

She could feel herself getting wetter purely by looking at his strapping frame, the bulging muscles threatening to break out of his sharp grey suit at any moment.

Donna’s heart fluttered in spite of the derogatory language he used towards her.

“What is he doing here?” she thought to herself as she tried to rearrange the slutty underwear that had been mauled so thoroughly by Dennis.

Gerry appeared behind the shaven headed Dwayne, both hands holding his stomach and walking gingerly. 

He did not make eye contact with his attacker again, giving him a wide berth and returning to his chair by the log burner.

She could sense his palpable nervousness over the unexpected change in situation. 

Donna weighed up the shifting sands of the evening, quickly recognising the opportunity that had presented itself to them.

Questions swam through her mind as she played for time.

Why had Dwayne turned up tonight?

Did Dennis invite him?

Why on earth would he do that?

Could they use this to their advantage?

Dwayne’s unexpected arrival had altered the game. 

Gerry had wanted Donna to handcuff Dennis to their luxury four poster bed before catching him off guard in the throes of passion.

Once secured, her husband was planning to extract a full confession from the blackmailer, using “every method possible”. 

Donna did not want to know the rest – or what Gerry had planned after the confession had been obtained. 

That part of the plan was purely Gerry’s area. The less she knew about that the better, he had insisted.

Now there was another witness, another factor to consider. 

Unsure how to approach the sexy newcomer, she stole a quick look at her husband.

Gerry, who had resumed his position in the armchair and was still wearing the coat that he’d swiped to answer the door, gave her a sly wink, little more than a flick of his cheek.

It was a clear signal: keep going.

She swallowed, unsuccessfully trying to remove some of the unpleasant taste of Dennis’s anus from her mouth. 

Donna reached to the coffee table next to her and sipped a little champagne, realising her palms were sweating profusely. 

The champers tasted a little flat but it mattered not – the liquid was far better than the disgusting flavour of Dennis’s undercarriage.

Placing the empty glass back on the table, she fixed her stare upon the black man towering above her and whispered in her huskiest voice: “Hi babe.”

She tilted her head towards the adonis, her eyelashes seductively fluttering in his direction.

Dwayne didn’t smile or say anything in response. 

Donna hid her obvious disappointment; very few men were able to resist her charms with such little effort.

This black bull though was special in every way.

Finally he responded to her, speaking in a loud booming voice that turned heads wherever he ventured into a room.

“Baby, you go and get cleaned up. Make yourself pretty for our first time. It’s going to be an evening you won’t forget.”

Donna felt her heart flip. 

She felt like a young woman again, trembling with sexual excitement with the slightest male attention.

Donna began straightening her dishevelled underwear, climbing off her knees as Dwayne turned to address the men in the room.

“Okay. I’m going to make this real clear. 

“You white boys need to show me and my bitch some respect from now on – otherwise we may have a problem.”

He turned to Dennis, clicking his fingers to snap him out of the silence that had fallen over him in the previous few moments.

“Wimp, go get me a beer. None of this wine shit. I need a proper drink and it had better be fucking cold.”

Dennis stood frozen, his trousers still anchored around his ankles. Dwayne towered above him.

“Now.”

The command sparked Dennis into life. 

Yanking his trousers up, he scuttled off in the direction of the kitchen to fulfil the newcomer’s order.

Donna noted Dennis had already abandoned any pretence of being the alpha male here – there was now a real bull in the room.

They would all do exactly as he desired.

Finally, he turned to Gerry. 

His tone was harsher than when he had addressed the other two, spitting out words like he was talking to a trailer trash criminal.

“So you’re Donna’s pathetic little husband? Nice cock, very… compact.”

Gerry flushed.

“Lose the coat and get on your knees. Crawl to me. You’re going to suck on a real man’s cock.”

Gerry’s eyes opened wide in horror.

Dwayne grinned maliciously. It was plain that he was beginning to enjoy himself.

“And you’re going to love it too.”

Donna fled the room a little uncomfortable with the excitement building inside her as she considered her husband on his knees, pleasuring the dominant bull that had taken control of their marital home.


Chapter ten

Dwayne peeled off his tight-fitting work shirt to reveal the bodybuilder muscles that Donna dreamed about so much. 

He was a well-respected stockbroker by day and a wannabe ultimate fighter by night. 

It was safe to say he won far more than he lost – in every sense of the word.

His shoulders were huge, built from years of intensive gym work, and his abdominal muscles flexed with barely an ounce of flesh on them.

For such a large man, his waist was surprising slim. 

He stood topless for a moment, his muscles tensed as a small gesture to discourage any dissent from the man crawling towards him.

He did not need to worry. 

There was none.

The room was spacious but Dwayne knew his presence filled it completely. 

The couple, as he experienced often in the past, were completely enthralled by him and he had not even begun to show them the good stuff yet.

Donna was even better looking in the flesh than in the sexy pictures she’d messaged him a few weeks ago.

Her sudden change in behaviour – from contacting him every day to an abrupt silence – had led him to believe the Jacksons had got cold feet over the cuckolding arrangement. 

It happened.

Then Dwayne was given the glorious opportunity to meet Donna in the person – not an opportunity he would ever say no to.

He couldn’t wait to get his hands on her. 

He just needed to deal with the shithouse husband first.

Gerry was not a natural cuckold, Dwayne could tell. He was reluctant, almost to the point of unwilling.

He didn’t give a shit over this guy’s hang-ups. 

The swift blow to the ribs when he entered the house had laid down the marker. 

Dwayne was the master of the house – certainly not the pussy husband with his nose point out of joint. 

“Unzip me, small dick,” he whispered.

With fingers that trembled slightly, Gerry reached up and began pulling down the zipper of the grey trousers.

Dwayne undid his designer belt and kicked off his shoes, socks and the slacks as they fell to the floor. 

He towered in front of Gerry, his branded white boxers contrasting dramatically with the rich colour of his skin.

Gerry was looking at the floor, unwilling to make eye contact with the man that loomed so large above him.

Dwayne placed his massive hand on top of Gerry’s head, forcing him to look upwards and engage in eye contact.

“Pull them down and get me ready for your wife. 

“Make it nice and hard… and try not to choke.

“I bet you’ll end up enjoying it.”

Dwayne released his harsh grip on Gerry’s skull, waiting for the cuckold to do as commanded.

As he waited, Dennis entered the room and handed him a cold bottle of beer, which Dwayne accepted without comment.

He had nothing to say to the little runt, someone who obviously had ideas above his station. 

He did not remotely care what this hanger-on did next – as long as he didn’t get in the way of him and Donna in the next couple of hours.

This Dennis guy could watch, along with Gerry, if he wished. 

Dwayne would ensure they would enjoy the show – he would even make sure they were mocked throughout.

He closed his eyes as he felt the husband finally reached inside his underwear and grasp his massive dick with both hands. 

He did not particularly enjoy being intimate with another man but the humiliation – not to mention the inevitable inadequacy felt by the other male – made it worth his while.

Taking a long swig of the beer, Wayne looked down and mockingly rested the bottle on top of Gerry’s bobbing head – the husband’s tongue had begun flicking the huge helmet in front of him. 

The husband’s mouth was wet and hot, although Dwayne’s circumcised penis was far too substantial for Gerry to swallow even before it became erect.

Dwayne smiled at the thought. He closed his eyes once more, thinking of Donna and what he planned to do to that tight body.

Almost immediately his cock twitched, blood pumping as his mind ran wild with thoughts of hot wife humiliation. 

He could hear Gerry spluttering as Dwayne kept his hand resting on his head, refusing to allow him to pull away from the awakening giant.

“Hi.”

Dwayne opened his eyes to find Donna standing before him, biting her lip in nervous anticipation. 

She had returned completely naked, revealing her freshly shaved vagina to the male eyes in the room. 

Her gaze though was fixed only on one person: Dwayne.

All she wore was a purple headband and a matching pair of high heels, which must have been six inches at least.

Hearing her voice, Gerry tried to look around to see his wife. 

Dwayne’s grip on his head was like iron though, keeping the cuckold locked onto his semi-erect cock.

Dwayne whistled.

“You ready for a real man, my little whore?”

Donna blushed at the insult, but nodded nonetheless.

Dwayne pushed Gerry away, his partly erect cock coming into Donna’s eye line. 

She gasped. 

“Let’s go to bed then - your marital bed, of course, and get ready to scream. You’re going to get fucked like you’ve never been fucked before.”

The show was about to begin.


Chapter eleven

“Oh god, you’re huge. I… can’t… cope…”

Donna was arching her back desperately trying to accommodate Dwayne’s girth.

Dennis watched fascinated as the married woman wriggled, making sounds suggesting a mixture of intense pleasure and searing pain.

He felt a pang of disappointment realising that he would not fuck his dream woman again but was too engrossed in the live sex show to dwell on it. 

Regrets could come later.

Dwayne moved Donna’s hair out of her eyes and addressed in his now familiar rasping growl.

“Sssh, my gorgeous little bitch. I won’t tear you up. Trust me.”

Dwayne was cautiously moving his hips, entering Donna’s shaven vagina a little deeper with each thrust. 

Slowly, she was able to accept his penis inside her but it was not a process that could be rushed if they did not wish to hurt her badly.

Dwayne’s extreme girth had provided this welcome problem for almost every woman he’d slept with. His cock was large but its width was something else.

Still wearing her purple headband, Donna was lying on her back with both legs up in the air. Her high heels had remained on, at the explicit request of her black master, who dwarfed her on the luxury mattress.

The four poster bed was immaculate – white bed sheets, plump sleep-inducing pillows and lit by a chandelier hanging from the exposed beams far above their heads.

Ignored and unwanted, Dennis had positioned himself just inside the bedroom about a foot away from the doorway. 

He had been transfixed with the scene in front of him, the erection pushing against his trousers as he watched the couple’s contrasting skin tones press against each other.

Dennis knew his final opportunity to fuck Donna had gone – so he was settling for second best. And this was a pretty good substitute.

“Ahhh.”

Donna groaned as Dwayne’s entire length finally pushed inside her.

“Baby, you’re… so… big. I’ve… been this full up.”

Dennis winced a tad. 

When she had addressed him earlier as an alpha male, he knew she was acting. She had been convincing – but the difference was obvious now.

She was enthralled with Dwayne; her words were laced with desire, she responded to his commands – no matter how sordid – without hesitation. 

Dennis felt his cock throbbing, his eyes feasting on the scene of domination unfolding before him.

He may no longer be in a starring role but the drama was still highly erotic.

Dwayne pulled his hips away withdrawing almost completely from her tight folds, allowing Donna to catch her breath. 

When he spoke again this time though, his voice sounded like a thunder clap. 

There was no disobeying this man, Dennis realised with a slight shiver.

“Donna, tell me how you’re married and you are not sure you want to do this. 

“I like a little pretend resistance from married woman who are gagging for me, it’s a turn on for me.”

Still panting, Donna shook her head understanding what he wanted her to do. 

“No, baby. That’s not true. You’re the one I want.”

Dennis checked over his shoulder, looking for her once-proud husband to witness his complete humiliation. 

Gerry was nowhere to be seen.

“His loss,” Dennis muttered as he turned his attention back to the scene, his smartphone in hand.

“Do it, Donna. I won’t ask again.”

Once again, Dwayne’s words demanded obedience.

He thrust deep into Donna, his cock sliding fully inside her tight folds in one go. 

The movement caused her to groan loudly, her fingers digging into his taut back muscles as she tried to accommodate him.

“Now.”

Donna did not object this time. 

She took a moment to gather her senses before launching into a frantic diatribe at the male giving her such pleasure.

“Please, no. I’m a married woman. You can’t just come in here and fuck me. Please! No!”

Dwayne was slowly beginning to drive into her with more force, his cock already coated with her gushing pussy juices.

“You’re too big for me. My husband is much smaller than that and I’m not used to it. 

“You’ll tear me apart. Please! Leave me alone!”

He placed a large hand around her neck while the other one hooked around her right leg to keep it in the air and allow deeper penetration. 

Donna screamed with an orgasm almost immediately – her loud shout of ecstasy appeared to take all three of them in the room by surprise.

Dennis could tell his boss’s head was spinning with the ferocity of the orgasm but nonetheless she continued to plead as requested with the man fucking her senselessly.

“Oh my, you’re not even wearing a condom! No. No. Please. I can’t do this. I don’t want a black baby. 

“My husband and I are trying to conceive. I can’t have sex with anyone else. 

“And especially not a black man! Everyone will know in nine months’ time!

“Don’t make me do this. I beg you.”

Dwayne was ploughing into her pussy with real venom. 

The strokes were long and hard, making Donna panted as she spoke.

Dwayne leant over the married woman and whispered: “You’re a sexy little bitch and you’ve been gagging for this.”

The brunette responded by kissing him passionately, unable to continue the talking while he was delving so deeply inside her.

Dennis caught Dwayne’s eye as the bull’s gaze swept the room but broke the stare away almost immediately, unwilling to be humiliated again.

“Good girl. Really nice. You’re mine now. 

“Get on your hands and knees and prepare for a real drilling. 

“Beg me for my seed deep inside of you. I like lots of different talking when I plough a hot wife slut for the first time.”

Donna did not need a second invitation. 

She scrambled onto her hands and knees within seconds, begging the bull to “ram her cunt hard”.

He did not need a second invitation, planting both of his huge palms on her pert backside and driving into Donna from behind with reckless abandon.

She groaned as he smacked her ass cheeks, leaving red imprints on her delicate skin.

Click.

The sound was so close to Dennis’s ear that he jumped. 

The noise was unmistakeable though – a gun being cocked.

Gerry’s voice was calm and measured: a deadly whisper.

“Put that phone away, pervert. 

“You and me, you little fucking shite, are going for a little walk.”


Chapter twelve

Dennis walked down the beautifully decorated stairs, his hands raised in the air as a token gesture of surrender.

He had not expected the mad fucker to pull a gun on him.

The weapon raised the stakes.

Gerry walked closely behind, wearing the clothes that had previously been scattered across the floor of the living room.

Dennis reached the bottom of the staircase and paused, waiting for further instructions.

They could still hear the lovers upstairs, completely unaware of the situation unfolding in the house without them.

Donna and Dwayne were fully absorbed into each other. Her continual screams of joy – and pain – only emphasised that fact.

There was no chance of them coming to Dennis’s rescue, he thought grimly, as Gerry dug the gun’s barrel into the bottom of his spine to hurry him along the hall towards the front door.

In an effort to win back some sort of control, Dennis span quickly on his heels but kept his hands raised to show he did mean harm.

“What the fuck are you doing? There’s a big bloke upstairs fucking the brains out of your wife and you’re pulling a gun on ME?”

The final word was shouted as Dennis felt his temper rise. 

He stopped talking, trying to regain his composure.

Gerry’s eyes grew wide, giving him the look of an excited child. Or a raving homicidal lunatic would perhaps be more apt, thought Dennis uncomfortably.

“Listen, sunshine, I’m asking the questions, not you. I’ve been looking forward to this.”

Dennis never saw the blow coming. 

He had never been a fighter – if he was ever involved in late-night scrapes then inevitably he had come off worst.

Nature had overlooked him, it seemed, when handing out fighting instincts.

The gun smashed into his left cheekbone, ripping through the skin, knocking the stunned accountant to the floor.

Dennis’s howl of pain echoed through the house as he collapsed the hallway wall, clutching his wounded cheek.

The pain was excruciating bringing tears to both eyes. His hand rose to the injured cheek and immediately turned crimson, the wounded gushing blood within seconds. 

Dennis’s eye socket felt like it was on the verge of exploding while partially broken teeth made him gag and vomit blood onto the pristine floor below.

Disorientated and unable to fully stand, Dennis slumped against the wall as his attacker moved towards him.

Gerry grabbed him around the scruff of the neck, another wave of nausea passing through the younger man as he was pulled unwillingly to his feet.

His head was swimming as the searing pain made him feel light-headed. Dennis was still a little unsure what had exactly happened.

He could hear the groans of passion floating down the stairs so obviously his cry of anguish had not travelled too far.

Gerry moved to within a few inches of his face – his crazed look shining through Dennis’s cloudy vision.

“This is really simple. Where’s our fucking money, you cunt? 

“We’ve played along with your games, your bullshit, your twisted blackmail shit.

“You’ve fucked my wife, humiliated both me and her and forced us to behave like animals. Now it’s payback time.

“I’ve got one question: are you doing this alone?”

Dennis struggled to understand the questions being thrown at him, the feeling of sickness was sweeping over him once more.

Glassy-eyed and evidently in shock, he knew he had to say something… anything to placate the raving madman before him.

Gerry, it appeared, had been pushed past the point of no return.

But Dennis’s mind was no longer functioning adequately enough to give a logical or rational response.

The next blow went straight into his ribcage, winding the target and causing his legs to completely give way underneath him.

He curled up in a defensive ball unwilling to risk exposing himself to further injury. No more strikes were forthcoming though.

Instead, Dennis’s vision was once more filled with Gerry’s face.

“Are you working with anyone else?”

The gun was now pressed to Dennis temple, its cold metal providing surprising relief as it rested on his mangled face.

“Tell me – or you’ll never tell anyone anything again.”

Dennis swallowed and closed his eyes to block Gerry out. 

This guy was truly nuts.

He shook his head. “No, it’s just me.”

Dennis felt himself being dragged to his feet again.

“Wire the money back into our account. Use your smartphone.”

Gerry’s voice still had not been raised above a whisper.

Dennis shook his head tentatively.

“I can’t. I’ve taken the money out. Did it earlier today.”

“Where is it?”

“In the boot of my car.”

“You thieving little prick. Let’s go and take a trip to your motor then shall we, knob head? Then I think we’ll be going for a little drive.”

Dennis stayed silent as the gunman pulled him to his feet once more and began guiding him towards the front door. 

His steps were slow, constantly nudged by his impatient nemesis eager to get his hands back on his cash.

The unlikely couple reached the front door and Dennis sagged against the frame, unable to go on. 

His breathing was laboured, making him think a rib or two had been broken from the earlier attack.

“Car keys?”

Dennis pointed to his trouser pocket, reluctant to waste precious breath on words. His clothes were covered in blood.

Gerry rummaged in Dennis’s pocket, found the keys quickly and opened the front door. 

Dennis watched him switch on the outdoor lamp to bathe part of the driveway in artificial light before he turned back and pointed the gun in his direction once more.

“Lead the way, wimp. Hands on your head and don’t try anything or I’ll shoot you. Do you understand me?”

Dennis did not need to look at him to know that he was telling the truth. He’d underestimated Gerry. 

The man was crazy; an individual with little regard for human life.

Gerry shoved Dennis through the doorway and again planted the gun roughly into the centre of his back.

Unwilling to risk another blow from his insane attacker, Dennis did as instructed placing his hands on his head and began a slow walk to his car parked at the bottom of the driveway.

Progress was painful. 

Dennis was resolutely looking ahead, not giving Gerry a second glance. 

The older man followed a couple of paces behind, keeping the gun trained on Dennis’s back in case his prey tried to flee.

The pair reached the tip of the reach of the building’s exterior light and still had another 20 metres or so to get to reach Dennis car.

“Keep moving.”

Exhausted and dizzy, Dennis shook his head. 

He had stepped out of the lamp’s glow several strides ago and his eyes were beginning to adapt to the darkness. 

Gerry was still standing inside the glow of the house lamp and did not have the same luxury.

Dennis straightened up to his full height and turned around: “No.”

“What the fuck did you just say?”

The words had barely escaped his lips when a set of bright lights shone upon them positioned only a few feet away from them.

“Do not move! This is the police. 

“Drop the weapon. Now!”


Chapter thirteen

Alan Barker could not hide a smirk as he busily filled in the spreadsheet on his laptop.

It was early on a Friday morning and the high street coffee shop was near deserted. 

That suited him fine – he needed the peace and quiet for this particular task.

Donna would be coming back to work at Potts Hillman today and he wanted to make sure her return was special.

It had been three days since the female board member had been caught up in a shooting episode at her own house.

Mercifully, the scandal had been kept out of the papers but inevitably the office was awash with rumours and counter-whispers.

She had walked away from the events without a single charge to her name, unknowingly protected by almost every other person involved.

Gerry had not been so lucky. 

He was facing a plethora of serious charges – possessing an illegal firearm, committing grievous bodily harm, attempted kidnap – and an early application for bail had already been rejected by magistrates. 

As they waited for the date of the first crown court hearing, Donna’s husband had been warned by his legal team that he was facing a lengthy stretch in prison. 

How the mighty had fallen.

Barker marvelled at Dennis’s deviousness. 

When the rookie accountant had initially pitched the plan to Barker earlier in the week, it seemed little more than a fantasy.

Yet Dennis had slowly managed to convince Barker that it could work – and they would both benefit from the outcome. 

And somehow against all the odds, the young man had somehow pulled it off.

He knew the Jacksons would come for him, although Gerry’s ultra-violent intentions had shocked him. 

If the police had not shown up right on time, Dennis had feared for his life.

The plot was one of daring and sheer arrogance. Barker could not quite believe that they had pulled it off.

Dwayne had purposefully dispatched Dennis to get him a cold beer from the kitchen during the sex session. 

The rehearsed command had given Dennis precious time to locate the weapon, which Barker had disclosed was being kept in the island drawer within the kitchen.

The weapon was exactly where Barker had said it would be. 

It had been unloaded, presumably part of a bluff from Gerry. 

Dennis had loaded the gun – with the correct bullets provided by Barker – before painstakingly wiping his prints off the weapon and heading back into the lounge with the drink for Dwayne to enjoy.

Of course, neither of the Jacksons were any the wiser. 

And when the police disarmed Gerry, he insisted the weapon was unloaded and he was escorting an aggressive intruder out of his house.

When they discovered the weapon was loaded, their suspicions understandably fell fully on Gerry – a glare that he could not divert after crucially appearing to lie at the moment of his arrest. 

It tipped the whole situation against him.

The evening’s events had been planned meticulously.

It had been Dennis who came up with the brainwave of introducing Dwayne to the evening’s proceedings, throwing the Jacksons a fresh curveball to deal with.

It had worked perfectly. 

With Donna side-tracked by the man she so desired, it removed the attention away from Dennis and provided him with the invaluable time complete the set-up.

The bull was more than happy to play along with their request – especially with a £2,500 sweetener from Barker lining his pocket.

Dwayne had followed the script perfectly almost machine-like with his methodical manner. His timing was exquisite. 

When he ordered Donna to play the reluctant victim during their torrid sex session, Dennis rang the emergency services, capturing the precious audio for the operator to hear in graphic detail.

Dwayne ensured she kept talking while the police had enough time to track the call – and raced to the house in time to save Dennis’s skin.

His statement to the police was a game-changer too. 

Dwayne told detectives that both he and Dennis had been invited as guests into the Jacksons’ home for a cuckolding session.

Of course, he was able to provide authentic pictures and messages from Donna to support this claim – a situation which Donna did not deny.

He denied that the sex between them had been forced or non-sensual, insisting it was a game and nothing more. 

Again, Donna’s statement supported his evidence.

There was no reason for the police not to be fully satisfied with Dwayne’s account of the evening.

He was in the clear.

The same could not be said for Gerry.

Crucially, the husband and wife’s accounts of the evening failed to match. 

Gerry’s insistence that Dennis was an intruder was rebuffed by Donna, who admitted to police she’d invited both men into their home.

When pressed over Gerry’s intentions with Dennis, Donna finally admitted she did not know what her husband had planned for her office junior.

Her honesty, it appeared, had been their undoing.

More suspicion fell upon Dennis though. 

After being treated in hospital for a lacerated cheek, fractured cheekbone and eye socket, several broken ribs and mild concussion, he was grilled by detectives over numerous allegations made against him.

In his desperation to ease his own precarious situation, Gerry had made the expected accusations about blackmail and cash bribes.

To be fair, he was speaking the truth – but by now the police were beginning to treat his words with scant respect.

Police officers had checked Dennis’s apartment, work computer and smartphone and found nothing to help the investigation.

It was a dead end. 

Dennis – despite some misgivings from senior detectives on the case – was in the clear.

He was released, pending further police inquiries.

No-one had even mentioned Barker. He was like the invisible man despite his role in the bizarre string of events.

Barker grinned to himself again, watching an attractive lady walk past his table and order a latte at the counter.

The police would not find Dennis again. He was booked onto a flight to central Europe at the weekend on a one-way ticket.

A terse company email had been sent round yesterday explaining Dennis had left Potts Hillman with immediate effect and the company wished him all the best.

The pair had agreed this approach in advance. 

They had taken the bribery payment from the Jacksons and split the £15,000. 

Dwayne had been given his share while Dennis had pocketed £7,500 – a sum that Barker felt was more than fair particularly given his awful injuries. 

Dennis had then messaged Phil to inform him that only Barker had paid the demand before wiring the £15k to the blackmailer.

Barker grimaced at that thought of paying that fat prick his cash. 

Still, he’d been given the footage of him and Donna, which was near priceless to him. His wife would not be discovering this little secret.

And any vengeance coming from Phil would be directed towards the Jacksons and not him. His deal was signed and sealed.

In the longer run, it mattered not. 

The spare £5k from the Jacksons’ bribery cash had gone to Andrew Goode – a private investigator that Barker had known for decades.

His task was simple: find Phil Bradley and uncover the secrets that Barker needed to expose him. 

Barker would have his pound of flesh. He just needed to be patient.

Importantly though even if Goode could not unearth any dark secrets around Bradley, then something would crop up. 

He was excellent at that murky aspect of investigating; discovering things that probably had never happened.

Yes, everything had worked out perfectly, mused Barker, returning his concentration to the screen in front of him.

For the moment, he was £15,000 down but the people who knew his darkest secrets were either bought off, in prison or departing overseas.

And most importantly, he had Donna. 

She was worth much, much more to him than £15k and was easily worth all this trouble.

She was his new toy – she just didn’t know it yet.

Still she soon would. 

His spreadsheet would see to that.

Barker began typing again, the smile settling on his face as he did so.

It read:

Monday:

Outfit: Black dress, tight-fitting, low cut. Black French knickers, stockings, suspenders and high heels. No bra.

Hair: Your choice.

Location: Hotel. TBC.

Activity: Anal.

Tuesday:

Outfit: White shirt, push up bra, black pencil skirt. Silky, black G-string and flat shoes.

Hair: Bunches.

Location: Your office.

Activity: Facial.

Barker looked out of the window. Yes, it was going to be a fine day indeed.
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