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Addison couldn’t believe it.

She’d started an affair with the man she was babysitting for.

But it’s not really an affair, is it? I mean, he’s a single dad, and I don’t have a boyfriend. Can it really be an affair?

It didn’t matter what the facts were, it felt that way. It felt taboo to her. Something she read about in stories. The rich older man seducing the impressionable young woman.

It had been nearly a week since their first illicit rendezvous. The one where he’d fucked her bareback with his long, thick cock until he couldn’t take the warm, wet tightness of her cunt and pumped her full of his hot seed.

She remembered thinking about how no guy had ever made her orgasm so hard or so quickly before.

And it was only the day before yesterday that her tortured pussy fully recovered from the pounding he’d given her.

And her ass, which he’d given some thorough and sound spanking, still bore the welts of his handprints. They were mostly faded now, but when she sat down they heated and made her gasp.

She’d even gone to babysit for him since then. But he hadn’t been there. Gone on some important trip.

All he’d left her was an envelope with her fee and a handwritten note at the bottom saying he would get in touch with her again soon.

That he wanted her again.

Part of Addison wished he was still married. The guilt over helping a guy cheat on his wife would’ve made it so much easier to walk away from all this, from him.

But she couldn’t. And she didn’t want to.

No, she found that all that she wanted was him.

It kept her up at night, thinking about what he might make her do next. How he’d control her and use her body as an instrument of pleasure for them both.

More than one night in the past week, she had to slip her fingers deep into the sopping wetness of her pussy to find enough relief just to get to sleep.

Needless to say she wasn’t paying much attention in class.

And her roommates noticed. But Addison didn’t care.

She paced around the apartment, going through the hallway, sitting down on the couch for a moment before springing back up, looking out the window down at the cars parked along the street.

There was studying to do. And she really did have a lecture to get to. But again all that stuff simply paled in importance compared to what she'd found with Caleb.

Some part of her asked what was going on. Asked how a man she'd known literally less than a week could make her think like this.

The fact was, Addison didn't know. The fact also was, she didn't care.

She'd secreted the card with Caleb's number on it in the locked drawer of her desk, next to her passport. Getting that, she then went and retrieved the cordless phone. He was like an addiction, and she needed another fix soon. However, she stopped short of actually entering his number on the keypad.

He said he'd contact me, she thought. From that, the inference was that she should not be the one getting in touch with him. If she did, he might get upset. He might punish her some more.

She had but to sit down to feel the reminder of his last punishment. The welts on her ass stung when she sat down, or if she leaned against a rail or wall.

The pain felt different, then. Not as it had when they'd both sunk into their base instincts, all the sensations melding into a perfect sensual pleasure.

So she didn't call. Instead, she checked the mail. Or was about to, anyway. Opening the door, she found a parcel addressed to her leaned against the wall. There was no return address, but she just knew it was Caleb.

Getting it inside quickly, she tore into it.

"Oh!" she said, pulling the contents out. It was a little black dress. The name on the tag told her it cost more than all the rent that she and her two roommates paid each month.

And it fit perfectly, hugging her hips and cradling her breasts. Addison looked at herself in the mirror, twisting this way and that, running her hands over her body. Caleb had nice taste in clothes. It was so rare to find a man who did. To find a man who knew what looked truly good on a woman's body. Yet another little tidbit about just who Caleb was. But she still had nothing close to a complete picture.

The phone rang and she answered. "Yes, hello?"

"Tell me you like the dress." It was Caleb. Her pulse pounded past her temples, and she sat down at the breakfast table, ignoring the way it made the welts on her bottom sting. Besides, the pain had changed when she heard the sound of his voice. She liked it.

"It's amazing. How did you know my size?" Addison said. She really wanted to ask him why it took him two days to get in touch with her. Didn't he feel that same desire for her as she did him? Maybe, she figured, it all played into that iron self-control he seemed to maintain. He felt it too, yes. He just resisted it. Bottled it up. Kept it at a simmer that he could turn up at a moment's notice.

"I've always been able to size someone up the instant I see them. In more ways than one. I need to see you again. Today. Now."

Her heart did its best to pound its way through her ribs even as heat flared between her thighs. The dress suddenly felt restrictive. She needed those strong hands of his there to pull it off her. Or maybe, she thought with a tingle, maybe he'll do it with his teeth... "Okay, yes. I'll do it."

He chuckled, low and deep. "Good. I'll see you soon, then. Wear the dress."

A few minutes later, someone knocked at the door. It was the same driver as before, telling her that he was to take her to see Mr. Wilts. Addison had no reservations about going this time. 

He took her to the same building as before, leading her to that same suite of offices. Except this time he led her to one particular office. The driver knocked at the door.

"Come in," Caleb said, his voice muffled slightly. 

The driver waved Addison through. It was a large office, the walls all taken up by tall, glassed-in bookcases. Caleb sat behind an imposing and expansive desk, the surface polished to a mirror shine. There was a chromed globe in one corner, and a pen stand within reach if he wanted to write anything. His eyes glinted when he saw her.

"Hi..." she said, not really sure what to do now. What does he want? Addison wondered.

"Let me see you," he said, indicating with one finger that he wanted her to do a little spin for him.

She obliged the request, turning slowly so that he got a good look from every angle. Caleb licked his lips, his tongue a startling pink. Seeing it made Addison remember their earlier encounter, and what he liked to do with that tongue between her thighs.

"Come here," he told her, beckoning with an outstretched hand. She did so, letting him lead her around the desk.

"I thought it would look good on you, but I couldn't be sure... I had some doubts, but now I see they're unfounded," he said, letting his eyes appraise her body. He put the palm of his hand over her navel to feel the material. His heat bled into her, making one set of lips part and another moisten.

"It's a very nice dress. Thank you. But you really shouldn't have..." Addison began.

"I should have and I did. It makes me feel good... Doesn't it make you feel good, too?" Caleb said, letting that hand on her stomach slip down to touch one bare thigh.

"It does. Really good." Addison replied. She cupped Caleb's cheek, stroking the pad of her thumb over the skin. There was the barest hint of stubble, and she liked the feel of it. She touched the cleft of his chin, traced the strong line of his jaw. He was a handsome man.

"Is... Is there a lesson today?" Addison asked, hoping. Pains of withdrawal panged within her, especially being so close to him. That spell of his cast over her again, she wanted nothing less than for him to tear this expensive dress to shreds and then ravish her naked body until he got his fill of her.

"There's always a lesson," he replied, stroking her thigh. The patch of skin experiencing his touch became hot, and it prickled with gooseflesh. The heat between her thighs intensified.

"What is it?" she asked.

"Give me your panties. I miss how good you smell," he said.

She took them off. They were white cotton, and the bit of material that had been covering her mound was damp with her desire. Caleb lifted them to his face and breathed deeply, his eyes becoming hooded. His other hand balled into a fist. "You have such a fresh smell. It makes me hard."

"Do you want my help with that?" Addison said.

"I want you down on your knees," he replied.

Caleb slid his chair back out from beneath the desk. Her desire pinged inside her when she saw the outline of his hardened shaft in his slacks, and saliva squirted into her mouth in anticipation.

He then guided her down beneath his desk. Before she could say anything he pulled the chair back into place. It was dark but spacious, surprisingly. Also surprisingly, he didn't say anything else to her. No more orders.

She pulled his belt through the buckle, then undid his fly. Her fingers found his hard cock and pulled it up out of his briefs. Eager to please, she put her lips at the base of it and ran them up, leaving a hot trail of her saliva on his shaft. He groaned at her touch, and she reveled in his pleasure.

Then someone else came into the room. "Mr. Wilts, let me say how nice it is of you to let us have this meeting at such short notice."

Addison froze. Why were there other people here?

"I'm Tony Moore. These are Jack Brant, my CFO, and David Smith, my head of acquisitions..." the same voice said.

Three people! Looking beneath the desk, Addison saw three pairs of shiny black business shoes.

"Yes, well, I have a spare hour and I thought it would be nice to go over the terms of the acquisition," Caleb said, "Be seated, please. I insist."

Caleb reached beneath the table and grabbed the hair at the back of her head. He pulled her face close to his shaft, and Addison realized that this was the lesson.

The men continued talking about what sounded to her like the sale of some company, but she didn't really pay it much attention. Everything was focused on Caleb. On him, and being quiet. She kissed his stiff cock some more, nervous at first about being found out. What if one of the men dropped a pen or something, and happened to peek beneath the desk? They'd see Caleb getting his cock sucked in the middle of a meeting, that was what.

The blood thundered past her ears, so loud that she just knew they had to hear. Trying to be as quiet as possible, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and began stroking him.

The fear of being discovered heightened her senses, made her aware of exactly how he felt in her fingers. Her movements milked a pearl of precum to the tip, and she swept it away with her tongue, savoring the taste of it.

One of the men shifted behind her, his foot sliding forward and knocking against the desk. She nearly jumped out of her skin. Adrenaline surged through her body, making her hand work Caleb faster and tighter.

And then she could no longer resist the urge to taste him. He already knew her, from putting his mouth between her thighs days ago. It was only fair that she also knew him.

Putting her lips against the wet tip of his shaft, she pushed her head down, letting his hardness part her mouth around him. Her tongue worked the sensitive flesh of the head, even as she sucked on it hard enough to hollow her cheeks out. Caleb covered the shock of the sensation with a sigh. He said something that made him sound almost bored.

He tasted fresh and clean. Addison knew she wanted to dirty him up. She liked him so much that she continued salivating, working up so much spit that when she broke the tight seal of her lips around him it dripped down his length.

Her fear lessened, changed into excitement and arousal. It became a game of what she could get away with doing to him without getting noticed.

And his cock responded to her silent ministrations, getting stiffer, leaking more precum for her to slurp up. She had his whole member thoroughly soaked, which in turn let her hand glide up and down his rigid length faster and tighter.

The thought of how good it must make him feel turned her on even more, and soon her other hand slipped between her thighs. Her middle and ring fingers parted her lower lips, finding her secret wetness. They also found her clit, which she teased and rubbed mercilessly. The faster she played with herself, the harder she sucked on him.

Once she got too into it, too into making them both feel good. She sucked hard, the noise unmistakable.

The talking ceased for a moment. Addison stopped, her mouth halfway down Caleb's cock. Again, the blood pounded past her ears.

"What was that?" one of the men said.

There was a pause before one of them filled in, "Must be the window cleaners. I thought I saw them when we came into the building."

Relief almost on the level of that which came after an orgasm washed through her, leaving her trembling.

When they started discussing some financial data, she went back to work. The tip of her tongue played along the spot on the bottom of the head that she knew to be especially sensitive. Caleb's body stiffened, and she knew he liked it.

Mercilessly, she stroked him and sucked him. Her fingers went back to work on her clit, bringing her closer and closer to her own climax. All she could think about was swallowing every drop Caleb could give her, her mind focused only on making him cum for her.

Then Caleb's hand snaked back down beneath the desk. He grabbed the back of her head again and pulled her mouth as far down his shaft as he could. She felt him at the back of her throat and fought against her gag reflex, the whole time her hands keeping themselves busy.

Then he swelled in her mouth. Caleb sighed, trying to cover the sounds of his pleasure. 

He jerked, and a hot stream of his seed splashed against the back of her throat. She swallowed that, and every one that came after. His load tasted salty and thick. His fingers squeezed a handful of her hair when she used her mouth to coax it all out of him. 

Her own climax followed shortly, leaving her trembling and rigid beneath his desk. Caleb let out a shuddering sigh and sank into his chair. He perked back up again when Addison cleaned his still stiff cock with her tongue, leaving it shining with her saliva.

"So... What do you think, Mr. Wilts?" a man asked.

"Good, very good," he said. He leaned back in his chair far enough that he made eye contact with Addison, and she knew the comment was meant for her.

It was good for Addison, too. But it left her wanting more. More of Caleb, more of those amazing sensations he made her feel. She'd always been so down on girls and women she'd known in her life who'd seemed so devoted to their men. But now she knew why. Those men gave those girls she'd known what they wanted. Took care of them, made them feel amazing. It was almost like a drug.

When Caleb's shaft softened enough, she did up his pants for him, drawing the zipper up slowly so that no one else could hear. Then Caleb stood and the men said their goodbyes, shaking hands and whatnot.

Addison held her breath under the desk, waiting for a signal that she could come out. Finally, Caleb offered her his hand and helped her out.

"It was good?" she asked. He nodded in reply, then tilted her head back and kissed her. His mouth felt so hot against hers. Every fiber in her body just wanted to melt and let her collapse into a puddle on the floor. Except Caleb didn't let her. He held her against him, her hands pressed between their bodies, palms on his chest. His heart pounded against his ribs.

"That was awesome..." she said, leaning back against his desk when they finished. "They didn't even know I was there!"

“You did so well!” he said.

Then he threaded his fingers into the hair at the back of her head and made a fist. She moaned at the pressure of the pull.

He eased her head back and kissed her, deep and slow. His mouth tasted good. Her pussy throbbed.

Then he let her go. “Now leave. I’ll let you know when I want to see you again.”

She was shocked. But one look at his face and she knew he meant it.

She left. He kept her panties.
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